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PREFACE.
I BEG to express my best thanks to Mr. William Ingram, who
nas most generously placed at my disposal, for reproduction,
some of the drawings made originally for the ' Illustrated
London News,' where this story first appeared.

I have also

to thank Mr. Charles Eden for kindly pointing out and
correcting for me certain slips due to the fact that the writer
of this narrative, Luke Anguish, was a landsman, though a
painter of ships.
Those who wish to know the foundation of the story will
find it in the Chronicles of Deptford, and on a tombstone in
the Church of St. Nicholas.
I desire also to be allowed a word of personal explanation.

Many people have written to me asking how I

can write two novels at once, because during the time that
this tale was running in the 'Illustrated London News,' the
' Children of Gibeon ' was concluding in ' Longman's Magazine.'

I cannot, as a matter of fact, write two novels at once,

and I should be very much afraid to try such an experiment.
The following are the facts and dates :
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In October 1883 I finished the story of 'Dorothy Forster,"
which was published in the ' Graphic,' January-June 1884,
and by Messrs. Chatto and Windus in May 1884.
On the completion of ' Dorothy Forster' I began the
' Children of Gibeon,' which occupied me until May 1885.
In the summer of 1885 I began ' The World went very Well
then.'

The first half of this was sent in to Mr. Ingram in

April of 1886, and the rest in June.

So far, therefore, from

writing two novels at once, the two which ran partly at the
same time were written quite separately, the first taking
eighteen months and the second about thirteen months.
W. B.
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THE WORLD WENT VERY
WELL THEN.
CHAPTER I.
HOW JACK HEARD TALK OF LANDS BEYOND T H E SEA

N a small back parlour, behind an apothecary's shop,
were sitting two boys and
a girl. The boys were aged
respectively twelve years
and t e n ; the elder of them
H
was a tall and stronglybuilt lad, with curling hair of a dark
brown, and eyes of much the same
colour the younger, fair-haired, and of slighter proportions. The
girl was nme ; but she looked more, being tall for her age. H e r
hair was so dark that it looked almost black.
I t hung loose.
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in long curls oi ripples, not being coarse and thick, as happens,
generally, with hair that is quite black, but fine in texture and
lustrous to look upon. Her eyes, too, were black and large. The
elder boy and the girl sat side-by-side in the window-seat, while
the other boy sat at the table, having a pencil in his hand and
a piece of paper before him, on which he was drawing, idly, whatever came into his head. All three were silent, save that the
elder boy from time to time whispered the girl, or pinched her
ear, or pulled her hair, when she would shake her head and smile,
and point to the great chair beside the fire, as much as to say,
' If it were not for that chair, Jack, and the person in it, I would
box thy ears.'
It was not a cold day. The sun shone through iha lattice
window, and feU upon the heads of the two who sat together, and
motes innumerable danced merrily in the light; yet there was a
coal fire burning in the grate. On one hob simmered a saucepan,
with some broth in it or compound of simples (while the children
sat waiting, the apothecary's assistant stepped in noiselessly, lifted
the lid, took out a spoonful, sighed, tasted it, shook his head for
the nastiness of it, and went back into the shop). On the other
hob stood a kettle, singing comfortably—kept there always, day and
night, but not for making tea, I promise you. As for the room
itself, it was exactly like a ship's cabin, being narrow and low, and
fitted with shelves and drawers. On one side was a paUet, something like a bunk in an officer's cabin, with a flock mattress upon
it, and a pair of blankets rolled up snug. Here the apothecary
slept when the weather was cold—that is to say, nearly all the
year round. Herbs and drugs tied in bundles hung from the
rafters, as onions hang in a farm-house; the window was a lattice,
with small diamond panes set in lead; above the mantel-shelf hung
a silver watch ; on the shelf itself stood a pair of brass candlesticks,
the model of a ship full rigged—her name written in red ink on
a wooden stand, ' The King Solomon, of Bristol '—a pair of ship's
pistols, a tobacco jar, and two or three long pipes. The apothecary's great wig, which he wore every evening at the club, himg
from a peg on the wall behind the elbow chair; and in the corner
of the room opposite the chair there was a very fearful and terrible
thing, imtil you grew accustomed to it, when you ceased to fear it.
This was nothing less than a stick painted red and black, with
bright-coloured feathers tied round it, and surmounted by a grinning human skuU. It was a magic stick, called, we were told, the
Ekpenyong, or skull-stick, by the Mandingo sorcerers—a thing only
to be handled by an Obeah man, the possession of which is supposed by negroes either to confer or to proclaim wonderful powers,
and cut from a juju or holy tree. Beside it lay two musical inBtruments, also from Africa—one a hollow block of wood covered
with a sheepskin, and the other a kind of rude guitar. This stick' it
was which caused the apothecary to be greatly respected by the
Admiral's negroes, as you will presently hear. He who has such
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a stick can catch the shadow, as they say—that is, the soul of
a man; and set Obi upon him—that is to say, bring suffering, sorrow,
and shame upon him. So that the possessor of a skull-stick is a
person greatly to be feared and envied.
There was an open cupboard beside the fire, in which were
household stores, such as bacon, cheese, butter, bread, strings of
onions, a two-gallon jar or firkin of rum, plates and knives, for the
room was a kit<;hen as well as an eating-room and a sleeping-room.
Once a week or so, if business was slack and there was nothing else
to do, the assistant might, if he thought of it, come with a broom,
and sweep the dust out into the street. But I do not remember that
the room was ever washed. And what with the tobacco, the stores
in the cupboard, the rum, the drugs hanging from the rafters, and
the contents of the shelves, the place had, to a sailor, exactly the
smeU of the cockpit or orlop deck after a long voyage; for in that
part of the ship are kept the purser's stores, the bo's'n's stores, the
spirit-room, the surgeon's store-room, the midshipmen's berths and
their mess. For this reason, perhaps, its owner, who had been a
saUor, would never open the window; and always, on returning
home, sniffed the air of the room with a peculiar satisfaction.
The great chair—which might have served for the chair of a
hall-porter, having a broad, low seat and a high back with arms—
was stuffed or padded with three or four pillows, and in the midst
of the pillows lay an old man sleeping. This was Mr. Brinjes, the
famous apothecary of Deptford. He was small of stature and thin ;
his face (over one eye was a black patch) was creased and lined
like a russet apple, which shrinks before it rots; his chin was
hollow ; his head, covered with a padded silk night-cap, was sunk
deep in the pillows like a child's; he lay upon his side ; his feet,
stretched out, were propped on a footstool; one hand was luider his
cheek, and the other hung over the arm of the chair (you might
have noticed that the skin of his hand was wrinkled and loose, as
if the bones belonged to an occupant smaller than was at first intended). As he lay asleep there, he looked like one in extreme old
age, such as may be seen in country villages, where they take a
pride in showing the visitor, in proof of the healthiness of the
country air, some old gaffer of a hundred years and more sitting
before a fire.
Through the open door could be seen the shop. It was small,
like the parlour behind it. The rafters were hung with dried herbs ;
the shelves were full of bottles. There was a chair for the reception of those patients who could not stand ; there was a counter,
with scales great and small; a pestle and mortar ; a box containing
surgical instruments—the pincers for pulling out teeth, the cup, the
basin, the blister, and the other horrid tools of the surgeon's craft.
The apothecary's assistant stood at the counter, rolling pills and
mixing medicines—a sallow, pasty-faced youth with a pair of
swivel eyes, which moved with independent action ; a young man
who walked about without noise, and worked all day without
B2
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stopping, yet looked discontented, perhaps because he was compelled
to taste the medicines, and his stomach kicked thereat. The shop
door was always open, for the window gave little light, partly
because it was never cleaned, partly because there was a shelf with
bottles before it, and partly because the glass was full of bull'seyes, which gave strength, no doubt, yet kept the room obscure.
At the end of the counter was the stool on which Mr. Brinjes sat
every morning, in his gown and night-cap, from eight o'clock until
half-past twelve, receiving patients. Before him, on the counter,
was a g^eat book containing, I now suppose, a Repertory or Collection of Instructions concerning Symptoms of Diseases and Methods
of Treatment; but the common sort always supposed that it was a
book of Spells, and the means by which Mr. Brinjes was enabled
to communicate with a Certain Potentate, who helped him and did
his bidding, at what price and for what reward these people freely
whispered to each other. On Sunday morning (this must have
been a bitter Bolus to the Evil one) Mr. Brinjes and his assistant
let blood gratis to whoever wished for that wholesome refreshment;
and every morning he pulled out teeth at a shilling or half a crovrai
(according to the means of the customer), his assistant holding the
patient in his chair, and receiving those kicks and cuffs which in
the extremity of his agony the sufferer too often deals out.
In such a town as Deptford it is natural that the common
people should resort to the herb-woman for the cure of their ailments. It was not until she had failed that they came to Mr.
Brinjes, and then with doubt whether he would choose to treat
them. As for his power to cure, if he pleased, there was no doubt
about that. It was whispered that he knew of charms by which he
could constrain a person, even in the misery of toothache, to fall
sound asleep, and continue asleep while Mr. Brinjes would take
out a tooth without causing him to awaken, or to feel any pain
whatever; but these things we may not believe, however well
authenticated, unless we would seriously accuse him of magic. As
for fevers, rheumatisms, difficulty of breathing, coughs, scurvy, and
the other afflictions by which we are reminded that this is but a
transitory world, it was believed, even by the better sort of Deptford,
that there was no physician in London itself more skilful than
Mr. Brinjes, and that by certain preparations, the secret of which
he alone knew, and had learned in his voyages in foreign parts,
especially on the West Coast of Africa, where the negroes possess
many strange secrets of nature, he had acquired a singular mastery
over every kind of disease. He has been known, as I myself who
write this history can testify (it was in the case of Admiral Sayer's
great toe), to relieve a man in one hour of the gout, though he had
been roaring for a fortnight with his foot tied up in flannel. It was
also whispered of Mr. Brinjes that by magic or witchcraft he could
bring diseases upon those who ofl'ended him, and that he could
avert all the misfortunes to which manliind are liable in shipwreck,
drowning, wounds, and death. But it is idle to repeat the things
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which were said of him. Certain it is that he possessed wonderful
secrets for the cure of disease, however he came by them. Warts
he removed merely by looking at them, and by a prophecy that
they would be gone in so m a n y days ; a sprained ankle he would
set at ease by simply rubbing the part with his open h a n d ; sciatica,
lumbago, pleurisy, and other such disorders he healed in the same
way, foretelling on each occasion how long it would be before the
malady would cease. Those who were so treated declared that the
apothecary's hand became like a red-hot iron in the rubbing.
Rheumatism, it was certain, he cured by making the patient carry
a potato in his pocket; though what he did, if he did anything, to
the potato first, in order to endow it with this virtue, is not known.
As for earache, faceache, toothache, tic, and such disorders, it was
believed that he could order their removal at will. Further, it was
said of him, that he could, also at will, command these diseases to
seize upon a m a n and torture him. H o w he did this, no one can
explain; but the testimony of many, still living, proves that he did
it. I pass over the report that, in calling these pains to seize upon
a man, his one eye glowed like a red-hot coal, and sent forth flashes
of fire. Such rumours show only how much he was feared and
respected by the people. They came to him also for amulets and
charms, which he did not always refuse to give, for protecting those
who carried t h e m from drowning, hanging, burning, the shot of
camnon, and the stroke of steel. I t is true that his amulets were
simple things : we cannot understand how the tooth of a snake,
even with the poison in it, can avail against drowning if one who
cannot swim should tumble into deep water ; nor how the head of
a frog, wrapped in silk, can, without any other magic, protect a
m a n against the gallows. But there are many other things, which
everybody believes, quite as difficult to explain; as, for instance,
why the gall of the barbel causeth blindness ; why cock ale cureth
consumption; why an onion hung round the neck of a beast, and
the next day boiled and buried, cureth distemper in cattle; or
why the finger cut from the hand of a hanged m a n taketh away a
wen. Yet these are in the nature of amulets, as much as any of
those prepared by Mr. Brinjes. At this time he had been in the
town some fifteen years, having appeared one day about the year
1725. Nobody knew who he was or whence he c a m e ; his parentage,
his Christian name, his birthplace were all unknown. H e never
spoke of any relations; and at his first coming he seemed to be as
old as now, so that some, when they saw the sign of the Silver
Mortar put up, and the gallipots ranged in the shop, laughed
to think of so old and decrepit a m a n beginning trade as an
apothecary.
Whatever his age, he was not decrepit ; but strong and hale,
though shrunken in figure, with a wrinkled skin and a face covered
with fines and crow's-feet. H e suffered from no ailments, was always brisk and active, and had, in his talk and understanding, no
apparent touch of age. Further, it soon became known that here
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was a man who could effect marvellous cures, so that the people
began to flock to him, not only from Deptford and the riverside,
where he first courted custom, but also from Greenwich, on the one
hand, and Eedrifif, Bermondsey, and Southwark, on the other.
He received these people every day—from •3ight in the morning
until half-past twelve—dressed in a ragged old gown, gone into
holes at the elbows, and well-nigh dropping to pieces ; on his head,
an old night-cap; and on his feet, slippers tied with tape. But
slovenly as was his dress, and unworthy the dignity of a physician,
he was sharp and quick with the patients, telling them plainly,
while he gave them medicine, whether they would recover or when
they would die, and whether he could help them or no. At the
stroke of half-past twelve, he got off his stool and retired to his
parlour, where, with his own hand, he every day fried or griddled
a great piece of beef-steak, with a mess of onions, carrots, and other
vegetables, and presently devoured it, with a tankard of black beer,
choosing to do everything with his own hand, even to the filling of
his kettle and the washing of his dishes, rather than have a womanservant in the place. This done, he made up the fire, put away
his plates, settled himself among his pillows, and fell fast asleep.
Thus he continued for two or three hours, no one daring to disturb
him or to make the least noise. When, on this day, he began to
move, stretching out first one leg, and then the other, turning over
on his back, and fidgeting with his hands, the elder boy nodded to
the younger, who reached a bundle of papers from the topmost
shelf, and laid them on the table as if in readiness. This done,
they waited.
The old man yawned, sighed, and opened his remaining eye—
'twas a pale blue eye of amazing keenness and brightness. Then
he sat up suddenly with a start, and looked about him with a quick
suspicious glance, as if he had been sleeping in some place where
there were wild animals to fear, or savage men. You could then
perceive that his features were sharp, and apparently not much
altered by his years; his chin being long and pointed, his lips firm,
and his nose straight, as if he was a masterful man, who would
have his way. As for his remaining eye (no one ever learned where
the sight of the other had been lost), though it was so bright, it had
a quick and watchful expression, such as may be perceived in the
eyes of those creatures who both hunt and are hunted. You wiU
not see this look in the eyes of Dido the Lioness of the Tower;
because the lion hunts but is never hunted. Being reassured as to
tigers or fierce Indians, Mr. Brinjes rose fi-om the chair, and as if
not yet wholly awake, yet already conscious, he took a glass and
half filled it with rum; then, with the utmost care and nicety (your
drinkers of rum-punch care very little how much rum is in the
glass, but are greatly afraid of putting in too much of the other
components), added sugar, lemon, and water; this done, he stirred
the contents, rolled it about in the glass, and drank half of it.
' I have again returned,' he said,' to the world of life. To all of
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ns who are old, when we close our eyes in sleep we know not whether we shall not keep them closed in death, which sometimes thus
surprises those who have lived long. But I have returned—aha!—
and with reasonable prospect of another evening of tobacco and
punch.' Here he sipped his liquor. ' I take this glass of punch,
boys,' he explained, ' for the good of the stomach, and the prevention
of ill-humours and vapours; otherwise these might rise to the
brain, which is a part of man's mechanism more delicate than any
other, and as easily put off the balance as the mainspring of a
watch.' Here he drank again, but slowly, and by sips, as becomes
one who loves his drink. ' I am now old; when a man is old, he
is fortunate if he can breathe free, sleep sound, walk upright, eat
his dirmer, and stiU drink his punch. Some men there are, not so
old as myself—no, not by ten years—who fetch their breath with
difficulty, whereas I breathe freely ; others are troubled and cannot
sleep for racking pains, whereas I have none ; and others cannot
eat strong meats, and would die—poor devils!—of a bowl of punch.
Better be dead than live like that; better lie buried with a mile of
blue water over your head, and the whales flopping around your
grave on the seaweed. There can be no more comfortable and
quiet lying than the bottom of the sea.' He shook his head
solemnly. ' When a man cannot any longer fight and make love,
there is but one thing left to rejoice his heart.' He finished the
glass. ' And when he cannot drink, let him die.'
He sat down again in his great chair; but he sat upright, looking about him, now thoroughly awake and alert.
' In sleep,' he said, ' it is as if one were already dead; awake,
it is as if one could not die. Ha ! Death is impossible. The blood
it runs as strong, the pulse it beats as steady, as when I was a boy
of thirty. Why, I am young still! I am fuU of life ! Give me
fifty years more—only a poor, short fifty years-—what is it when
the time is gone ?—and I will make, look you, such a medicine as
shaU keep a man alive for ever ! It will be done some day, alas !
when I am gone. It will be too late for me, and I must die. But
not yet—not yet. Oh! we are born too soon—a hundred years
and more too soon. When a man is old he is apt to feel the near
presence of Death. Not, mind you, when he is asleep, or when he
is awake, but when he is between the two. Then he sees the dart
aimed at his heart, and the scythe ready to cut him down, and the
bony fingers clutching at his throat. It is as if life were slipping
from him, just as the pirate's plank slips under the weight of the
prisoner who has to walk upon it.'
' When a man's time comes,' said Jack, with wisdom borrowed
from his friends at Trinity Hospital; ' when a man's time comes,
down he goes.'
' Ay. It's easy talking when you are young; and your time
hasn't come by many a day; the words drop out glib, and seem to
mean nothing. Wait, my lad; wait till you have had your day.
To every man his day. First the fat time, then the lean time ; or
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else it's first the lean time, then the fat time. For most, old aga
is the lean time. But the world is full of justice, and there is
always a fat time in every man's life. When there's peace upon
the seas, the merchantman sails free and happy, buying skins and
ivory, spices and precious woods, for glass beads and cotton. So
trade prospers. And then the King's sailors and marines and the
privateers must needs turn smugglers; and so find their way to
the gallows. Then cometh war again, and the honest fellows have
another turn with fighting and taking of prizes and cutting out of
convoys. Yes, boys; the world is fuU of justice, did we but rightly
consider; and everyone doth get his chance. As for you, Bess, my
girl, it shall be a brave lover, in the days when thou shalt be a
lovely girl and a goddess. As for you, boys—well—and presently
you will become old men like unto me.' He sighed heavily. ' And
then'—he took the saucepan from the hob, stirred it about, and
smelled the stuff that was simmering in it—' I doubt if this mixture
Children, we are all born a hundred years too soon—a hundred
years, at least. Yet, if I had but fifty years before me, I think I
could find the secret to stay old age and put off natural decay.
The Coromantyns are said to have the secret, but they keep it to
themselves ; and I have questioned Philadelphy, who is a Mandingo,
in vain. W^ell'—again he sighed, as he put back his saucepan—' I
have slept, and I am alive again, with another evening before me,
and more punch. Let us be thankful. Jack, unroll the charts,
and let me look upon the world again.'
The charts, which the younger boy had already laid upon the
table, were stained and thumb-marked parchments, originally
drawn by some Spanish hand, for the names were all in Spanish ;
but they had been much altered and corrected by a later hand—
perhaps that of Mr, Brinjes himself. They showed the Atlantic
and the Indian Oceans, together with a map of the Eastern Islands
and the unknown Magellanica or Terra AustraUs. The last named
v/as traversed by several lines in blue ink, showing the routes of
voyagers both early and recent, each with a name written above
i t ; as Magellans, 1520; Francis D'Ovalle, 1582 ; Mendana, 1595 ;
Drake, 1577 ; Candish, 1586 ; Oliver Noort, 1599; Le Maire, 1615;
Tasman, 1642 ; John Cook, 1683 ; Woodes Eodgers, 1708; CHpperton, 1719 ; Shelvocke, at the same time. There was another route
laid down across the ocean, much more devious than any of the
others, and without name, and marked in red ink.
When these maps were spread out upon the table, Mr. Brinjes
rose and stood gazing upon them, as if, by the mere contemplation
of the coast fines, he was enabled actually to see the places which
he had visited or heard of. There was no place in the whole world
that is visited by ships (because I do not pretend that Mr. Brinjes
knew the interior of the great continents) whereof he could not
speak as from personal knowledge, describing its appearance, the
character of the people, the soundings, and the nature of the port
or roadstead.
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But mostly Mr. Brinjes loved to talk of pirates, rovers, or
adventurers, whether of Queen Elizabeth's reign, when they had a
golden time indeed, or of our own time, which has seen many of
these g e n t r y ; though now, instead of receiving knighthood, as was
formerly the custom, they are generally taken ashore and hoisted
on a gibbet. Thus, Mr. Brinjes would lay his forefinger on the
island of Madagascar, and tell us of Captain Avery and his settlement on the north of this great island, where every one of his men
became like a little Sultan or King, each with a troop of slaves,
and being no better t h a n Pagans, every m a n with a seraglio of
black wives. F o r aught anybody knows to the contrary, they or
their sons are living on the island in splendour to this day, though
their famous captain h a t h long since been dead. Or he would point
out the island of Providence, in the Bahamas, where there was
formerly a rendezvous, which continued for m a n y years, of those
who combined together to prey upon the Spanish commerce. ' And
think not, boys,' said Mr. Brinjes, solemnly, ' that to sail in search
of the great Plate ships can be called piracy, for pirates are the
common enemies of all fiags, and must be hanged when they are
taken prisoners; whereas, he who takes or sinks a Spanish vessel
performs a meritorious action, and one that he will remember with
gratitude upon his death-bed, since they are a nation more bloodthirsty, cruel, and avaricious than any other, and Papists to boot.
I t is true that there were some of those who sailed from Providence,
that took other ships, of whom Major Bonnet was one. Boys, I
knew the Major well. H e was a gentleman of good family from
Barbadoes, and I cannot but think that he was unlawfully hanged,
the evidence being suborned, A m a n of kindly and pleasing
manners, who loved the bowl and a song, and was greatly loved by
aU his crew and those who knew him. But he is gone now, and
those fike unto him as well, so that the Spaniard sails the Atlantic
in peace, though we have robbed him of some of his dominions.
Alas ! what things the Spanish Main hath witnessed ! what deeds
of daring, and what sufferings !'
Then he pushed this chart aside, and considered that which
showed the West Coast of Africa, a part of the world which he
regarded with a particular admiration, though I have always understood that it is full of fevers and diseases of a deadly kind. H e
knew, indeed, all the harbours, creeks, river mouths, and other
places from Old Calabar to the Gambia, where such notorious
desperadoes as Captain Teach, otherwise called Blackbeard, or as
Captain Bartholomew Roberts, made their rendezvous, where they
refitted, and whence they sailed to plunder the merchantmen of aU
countries. These men Mr. Brinjes knew well, and spoke of them
as if they had been friends of his own, and especially the latter. I
know not in what manner he acquired this knowledge of a m a n
who was certainly a most profligate villain. H e it was whose
squadron of three ships was destroyed by Captain Sir Chaloner
Ogle, of the ' SwaUow,' in the j'ear 1722, the pirnte himself bpjng
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kiUedin the first broadside, and fifty-two of his men afterwards
hung in chains along the coast near Cape Coast Castle.
' Boys,' said Mr. Brinjes,' those who know not the West Coast
of Africa know not what it is to live. What ? Here there are
magistrates and laws; there, every man does what he pleases.
Here, the rich take all; there, all is divided. Here, men go to law;
there, men fight it out. What do they know here of the fierce
passions which burn in men's hearts under the African sun?
There is summer all the year round; there are fruits which you
can never taste; there are
but you would not understand.
How long ago since I have seen those green shores and wooded
hills, and watched the black girls lying in the sun, and took my
punch with the merry blades who now are dead and gone ?
Strange that the world should be so full of fine places, and we
should be content to live in this land of fog and cold 1'
Then he pushed this chart away also, and took another, that of
the great Pacific Ocean, marked, as I have said, with half a dozen
routes, and espeaially by a broad red line, without a name or date.
When Mr. Brinjes laid his finger on this route he became serious
and thoughtful.
* It is forty years,' he began, ' forty years since I sailed upon
these seas. Of all the crew, doth any survive save me alone ?
Forty years! The men were not so fierce as those on the West
Coast—the air is milder—they would rest and sleep in the shade
rather than fight. Forty years ago I'
The boys were silent till he should choose to teU us more.
' On board that ship I was rated as surgeon, and at first had
plenty to do, sewing up wounds and healing broken heads; for,
though there was a rule against fighting, it was a reckless company
of rum-drinking, quarrelsome, fighting devils as ever trod the deck.
We had music on board: two horns, till one fell overboard; two
violins, and a Welsh harp. In the evening, when there was no
fighting, there was music and dancing. 'Twas a happy barky.
It was a merchantman, and we shipped our crew and fitted out at
Kingston first and Providence next.'
' Where the pirates used to assemble ? ' said Jack.
' True. The crew were mostly rovers. What then ? If you
venture into the Pacific you must needs carry a fighting crew. We
had plenty of arms and ammunition; and not a man on board but
had been in a dozen actions by sea and land. But only a merchantman,'
Jack shook his head, as if there were doubts in his mind ; then
he laughed, Mr, Brinjes laid his hand on the red fine where it
began at Providence Island,
' Forty years ago 1 It was a voyage among seas where there's
never a chart; among reefs and rocks not laid down, and along
shores no sailors knew. The end of the voyage was disastrous,
but the beginning promised well, for the men were full of heart
if ever men were, and the prize we were after was worth taking,'
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' Prize 1' said Jack,' for a merchantman ? '
' Merchantman she was, this side Cape Horn, I only meant
this side. When you double the Cape that is another matter, A
man in those seas sails as happy under the Jolly Roger as imder
the Union Jack, A merchantman she was, built at Bristol, christened the "King Solomon," 400 tons; and when we sailed she
carried twenty-two long nine-pounders, and two three-pounders,
with a crew of 170 men, besides a dozen or so of negro slaves.
Don't you forget, my lad, there's only two flags in those seas—the
Spaniard and the Jolly Roger. Take your choice, therefore.' He
paused, to let that choice be taken. ' We sailed through Magellan's
Straits, taking six weeks over the job, what with contrary winds
and storms. When we got out of that place—which, I take it, is
the worst navigation in the world—we steered nearly due north for
Juan Fernandez, where the Spaniards go from the South American
ports to fish. Here it is on the chart.' His finger was following
the red track. ' A mighty pretty place it is. This is where
Woodes Eodgers set ashore one of his men and left him alone.
After watering, we sailed away, still north, to the Galapagos
Islands, where the pirates rendezvous.'
' They were pirates, then, after all ? ' Jack interrupted,
' The Spaniards call them such; whereas, if they do fly the
black flag, it is only to strike more terror into the enemy and make
them quicker to cry for quarter. Pirates, were we ? Well, pirates
or not, there was no man on board that craft but was an honest
Englishman by birth. At Galapagos Islands we laid up to scrape
and tallow the vessel, and to cure the scurvy, which had already
broken out, with the limes and oranges and bananas which grow
wild there, as well as the tobacco plant. The pigs run wild there,
too; and if the wells only ran rum as well as water, one might as
well bo in Heaven at once; and there would be no need for the
sailor to put to sea any more, nor any wisdom in leaving those
islands.' He sighed, thinking of pleasant days in the Galapagos,
' But we were not cruising in these seas for pleasure, and we had
our work to do. Wherefore, we made haste and got to sea again.
What were we cruising for ? Why, my lads, in hopes of coming
across the great Spanish galleon, which goes twice every year from
Manilla to Acupulco and back laden with treasure, so that every
man on board, could we take that ship, would be made for life,
' When we left the Galapagos, every man's heart was light, and
there was nothing on board but drinking, singing, and gambling,
with a fair wind, and the ship taut and trim, and within a few days
of the Spaniard's course. He sails these seas as if they were his
own, with never a thought of trouble or meeting an enemy. We
had fair weather for ten days, making, at a guess, a hundred and
eighty knots a day on a nor'-west course; so that, after a week or
so, we were in the latitude of Acapulco, and, according to my
observations, two hundred miles west of that port—that is to say,
almost in the track of the galleons, which sail, as is weU known, in
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an even course about lat, 13° N. And for why ? If you set sail
from Manilla—here,' he pointed out that distant island on the
chart, 'through the Strait of Mindovo, and past Cape Espiritu
Santo, you have got, between the Ladrones and Acapulco, which is
close upon two thousand knots, nothing but blue water. If any
other nation beside the Spanish held these seas, they would have
been everywhere navigated long ago. But these lubbers care for
nothing biit to keep out of danger; wherefore they sail where there
are no islands. Sometimes, by reason of contrary winds and the
compass, which veers about in these waters as if the Devil had it,
these ships are blown north and south. I have conversed with
Spanish sailors who had been thus driven north, and they reported
open seas, though the charts and maps do still lay down a continent between Asia and America.
' It is a most terrible voyage, full of dangers on account of the
tempests which blow there, and because the crews have to live so
long on salted provisions and bad water, whereby many grievous
diseases are engendered, of which I learned something. There is,
for instance, that disease which the Spaniards call the LobiUo, which
doth commonly faU upon men who have been hving at sea for
many weeks upon this diet, I do not know the remedies, if any
there be, for this affliction, whereby the body swells up like a
bladder which is blown out, and the patient falls to prattling and
babbUng, until he dies. There is also what they caU the Dutch
Disease, which attacks the gums, and is, I take it, nothing but
scurvy, and can only be cured by being set ashore. Then there is
an intolerable itching of the whole body, caused by the saltness of
the beef and of the air. For this there is no remedy but patience
and limes, when these can be procured. There are insects also,
which the Spaniards call Gorgojos, which are said to be bred in
the biscuit, and creep into the body, under the skin, whence they
are difficult to dislodge, and do itch intolerably, day and night;
so that some have been known to go mad with the discomfort of it
and have leaped overboard.
' When, therefore, we were in the latitude where we might
expect any day to see a saU—every sail being a Spanish ship, and
every Spanish ship a rich gaUeon—a reward was offered to him
who could first spy a sail. But here we were unlucky, for a hurricane fell upon us, drove us off our course, and for four days we
scudded, looking for nothing else but destruction, being too low in
the waist and too high in the stern for such weather. However,
by the Lord's help, the storm at length abated; but not before we
were driven a long way north of our course, and in sight of the
great island named California.' He covered it with his thumb.
' Nobody hath yet circumnavigated this island; but it is reported
mountainous and sterile. Yet—Lord 1 what a place for rovers
when they get the sense to make here a settlement for the annoyance of the Spaniard! Madagascar itself was not more plainly
marked out by Providence for the use of rovers. I am old now,
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or el«e would I plant a colony myself, with a fleet of half a dozen
frigates and a few fast sailing-sloops, and so destroy the Spanish
trade of the Pacific, No European sail, I take it, hath gone further
north,'
Indeed, the coast line at this point was dotted to show that it
was conjectural; it ran straight across the Pacific, in the line of
latitude 35 N., to join the coast of China,
The storm then abating, we repaired damages, and set sail
agam, designing to shape our course southward, with the view of
getting once more into the enemy's course. That night, I remember,
the light of Saint Elmo showed upon the foretop, at which we greatly
rejoiced, as a certain sign and promise of fair weather, and every
man saluted it mannerly as they use in the Mediterranean, On the
sixth day after the storm, we sighted an island not laid down on
any chart; but we touched not at it. Three days later, the sea
having been as smooth as the Pool of the Thames, we made land
again. This time it was the island of Donna Maria Laxara, so
called after a Spanish lady, who here leaped overboard and
drowned herself for love. But mark the ways of Providence ! II
it had not been for that tempest, which drove us off our course—
what happened afterwards never would have happened,'
' What did happen ? '
' A strange thing. The strangest thing that ever you heard of.
If you want to be rich. Jack, my lad, I will some day teach you
how; and that in the easiest way you can imagine. If I live—
alas I'
' What way ? Tell me now.'
But Mr. Brinjes would tell no more. He continued gazing at
the chart, and following an imaginary course with his forefinger,
as if he loved the recollection of that voyage, even though the end
of it had been disastrous. Then he pushed it from him with a
sigh.
' Forty years ago, it was, boys. Forty years ago.'
It was in this way, among others, that Jack acquired the
knowledge of geography and the thirst which continually grew
greater for voyaging among the strange and unknown parts of the
habitable world. In the end, as you shall hear, no one went
farther afield or had more adventures.
CHAPTER IL
HOW JACK CAME TO DEPTFORD.

OF these two boys, one—namely. Jack Easterbrook—was not a
native born of Deptford, but of Gosport. And since it is his history
that has to be related, it is well that the manner of his coming, and
the nature of his early fife, should be first set forth.
On a certain v/arm summer afternoon, in the year of grace
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seventeen hundred and forty-four, when I, who write this history,
was but a child of seven, and Castilla six (we are now nearing
three score years, and on the downward slope of life), there sat
beneath the shade of a great walnut-tree, on a smooth bowlinggreen, two gentlemen and a lady ; the former on a rustic bench of
twisted and misshapen branches, or roots, and the latter in an
elbow-chair. The lady, who had a small lace cap on her head and
wore a laced apron, held a book in her hands; but the hands
and book lay in her lap, and her eyss were closed. The two
gentlemen were taking an afternoon pijie of tobacco. One of them
—this was Eear-Admiral Sayer—was at this time some fifty-five
years of age. He wore a blue coat with gold buttons, but it was
without the famous white facings which His Majesty King George
the Second afterwards commanded for the uniform of his naval
officers ; his right leg had been lost in action, and was replaced by
a wooden leg, now stuck out straight before him, as he sat on the
bench. He had also lost his left arm, and one sleeve of his coat
was empty. He wore a full wig of George the First's time; his
face was fuU, his cheeks red, and his eyebrows thick and fierce, yet
his eyes were kindly. Tliere was a scar across his forehead, which
a Moorish scimitar had laid bare.
His companion wore the wig and cassock of a clergyman; he
was, in fact, the Vicar of St, Paul's, Deptford, At the back of the
bowling-green stood the house—of modern erection—with a pediment of stone, and pilasters, and a stone porch, very fine; on
either side of the house was the garden, filled with fruit-trees and
beds for vegetables. The garden was surrounded by a brick wall,
older than the house, covered with lichen, stonecrop, wall-pellitory,
yellow wallflowers and long grasses. The house and garden were
protected by great iron gates, within which marched aU day long,
an old negro in the Admiral's livery, and wearing a cockade,
armed with a cutlass. A small carronade stood beside the gates,
for the purpose of announcing sunrise and sunset; and there was
a mast, with standing gear and yards complete, at the head of
which floated the Union Jack. Two children were playing with
the bowls on the grass ; and in a chair, so placed that the hot sunshine could fall with the greatest effect upon her face, there sat a
negress, already old, a red cotton handkerchief twisted round her
head, and in her lap lay some knitting. But Philadelphy, like her
mistress, was sound asleep.
It was a sleepy afternoon. The drones and the bumble-bees—
' dumbledores,' we called them—buzzed lazily about the flowers;
the doves cooed sleepily from the dovecot; there was a hen not
far off which expressed her satisfaction with the weather, and her
brood, by a continual and comfortable ' took—took—took ' ; the
great dog lay asleep at the Admiral's foot, the cat was asleep beside
it; from the trees there came, now and then, the contented note of
a blackbird; and the flag at the mast, which was rigged within the
iron gates, hung in folds, flapping lazily in the light air. The two
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children played, for the most part, in silence, or else in whispers,
60 as not to awaken Philadelphy. The two gentlemen smoked their
tobacco in silence—it was not a day for talking ; besides, they saw
each other nearly every day, and therefore each knew the other's
sentiments, and there was no room for discussion.
Suddenly, there were heard footsteps outside, and, just as one
awakes out of a dream, so all started and became instantly wideawake. Madame took up her book, the Admiral straightened his
back, the Vicar knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and the children
ran to the gates which Cudjo, the negro, threw wide open, a grin of
welcome on his lips. Then there appeared a boy, dressed in a blue
coat, not made for him, and too long in the sleeves, worn and
shabby, dusty with travel, with brass buttons ; his knitted stockings
were torn, showing his bare legs; he wore a common speckled
shirt like the watermen's children ; on his head was a little threecornered hat, cocked in nautical fashion. He strutted proudly
across the grass, regardless of his rags, with as much importance
as if he had been a full-blown Midshipman. For my own part, I
have never lost, to this day, the sense of his superiority to myself
and the rest of mankind. Castilla makes the same confession.
Like myself, she owns that, child as she then was, she felt her
inferiority to a boy so masterful. He was at this time, and always,
a singularly handsome boy—tall and big for his age, his head
thrown back, his brown eyes full of fire, and his hand at all times
ready to become a fist. His hair was long, and lay in curls, and
untied, upon his shoulders. After him walked the negro who had
brought him from Gosport, and now carried on his shoulder a box
containing all the boy's worldly goods. They consisted of a toyship, carved for him by some sailor at Gosport; a pistol which had
been his father's ; his mother's Bible, a Church prayer-book, and a
knife. This was all the inheritance of the poor boy. As the servant bore this precious box through the gates, he knocked the
corner against the rails,
' Steady,' said the boy, turning sharply round,' steady with the
kit, ye lubber ! '
The First Lieutenant himself could not have admonished a man
more haughtfiy. Then he halted, and took a leisurely observation
of the scene. Presently he espied the Admiral, and, recognising in
his appearance and dress something nautical—it would have been
difficult to mistake the Admiral for anything but a sailor—Jack
stepped across the lawn, lugged off his hat with a duck and a bend,
and said, ' Come aboard. Sir. With submission and dutiful respect.
Admiral,'
The Admiral laid down his pipe and leaned forward, hand on
knee, his wooden leg sticking out before him,
' So,' he said, ' this looks like the son of my old friend. Whai
is thy name, child ? '
' Jack Easterbrook, Sir.'
' The son of my old shipmate ? '
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' The same. Sir.'
' Parson,' said the Admiral, ' forty-five years ago I was just
such a httle shaver as this, and so was his father. Hang me if the
boy isn't a sailor already. Thy father, boy, was carried off by a
sunstroke, while his ship was lying in Kingston Harbour.'
' Yes, Sir.'
' In command of His Majesty's frigate " Racehorse," fortyfour.'
' The same. Sir.'
' And thy mother, poor soul I is dead and gone too.' _
' Yes, Sir,' said the boy, looking for a moment as if he would
cry. But it passed. The Admiral took his stick, and rose from hia
chair,
' Let us,' he said, gravely,' overhaul the boy a bit. Thy father,
Jack, was the best officer in His Majesty's service—the very best
officer, whether for navigation or for fighting, which is the reason
why they kept him back, and promoted the reptiles who crawl up
the back-stairs. He was with me when I planted the Union Jack
on the island of Tobago. Look me in the face, sirrah—so. A tall
and proper lad. A brave and gallant lad. What shall we make
of him ?'
Jack's face became a lively crimson at this question. We were
now aU gathered round him—Castilla looking shyly, and with admiring eyes ; and I, for my own part, thinking that here was the
finest and bravest boy I had ever set eyes on,
'WeU, now,' said the Admiral, holding the boy's chin in his
hand, and looking at him steadily, ' I warrant. Parson, this boy will
be all for book-learning, and we must make him a scholar, eh ?
Then, some day, he shall rise to be a Reverend Doctor of Divinity,
a Dean, or even a Bishop in lawn sleeves. What sayest thou.
Jack ? ' Here the Admiral took his hand from the boy's chin, shut
one eye, and looked mighty cunning.
Jack shook his head dolefully, and then laughed, looking up as
if he knew very well that this was a joke,
' Well, well, there are other things. We can make thee a compounder of boluses, and so thou shalt ride in a coach and wear a
great wig, and call thyself physician. 'Tis a fine trade, and a fat,
when fevers are abroad.'
But Jack again shook his head, and laughed. This was a really
fine joke, one that can be carried on a long time,
' He will not be a physician. The boy is hard to please. WeU,
he can, if he likes, become a lawyer, and wear a black gown, and
argue a poor fellow to the gallows. Of such they make Lord Chancellors. At sea their name is Shark.'
' No, Sir,' said Jack with decision, because every joke hath its
due limits, ' No, Sir, I thank you. With submission. Sir, I cannot
be a lawyer,'
' Here is a boy for you. One would think he was too good for
this world. Perhaps he would like to wear His Majesty's scarlet,
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and follow the drum and fife, and fight the King's enemies on land
It is as great an honour to bear the King's commission by land as
by sea. I t is a good service, too, when wars are going : though in
times of peace there is too m u c h disbanding by half. But a lad
might do worse. Think of it. Jack I'
' O h ! Sir,' said Jack, colouring again, ' I would not be a soldier.'
' Then, Jack, Jack, do thy looks belie thee ? W h a t ? Would'st
not surely choose to be a sneakin' sniveUing quUl-driver in a merchant's office ? '
' N o , Sir; I would rather s t a r v e ! Sir,' said Jack, his eyes
flashing, ' I would be a sailor, if only before the mast 1'
' w h y , there ! ' cried the Admiral, laying his hand on the boy'a
head. ' W h a t else could the boy be ? H e is salt all through.
H a r k ye, m y lad : do thy duty and thou shalt be a sailor, as thy
father was before thee. Ay, and shalt stand in good time upon thy
own quarter-deck and carry thy ship into action, as bravely as thy
father, or even good old Benbow himself.'
Thus came Jack to Deptford, being then nine years of age.
Some things there are—I mean not travellers' tales of onelegged men, and such as have their heads between their shoulders,
and griffins and such monsters; but things which happen among
ourselves and in our midst, which are so strange that the narration
of them must be supported by whatever character of truth, honesty,
and soberness of mind m a y be possessed by the narrator, and those
who pretend to have been eye-witnesses. As regards the history
which follows it is proper to explain that there is, besides myself,
only one other person who knows aU the particulars. Mr. Brinjes,
it is true, knew them ; but he has gone away long since, and must
now, I think, certainly be dead. The Admiral, before his death,
was told the truth, which greatly comforted him in his last moments;
and I thought it right to teU all I knew to m y father, who was
much moved by the strangeness of the circumstances, and quoted
certain passages from Holy Writ as regards the practice of witchcraft and magic. Perhaps the man, Aaron Fletcher, knew something of the truth, but in the end he was convicted as a notorious
smuggler, and sentenced to transportation to His Majesty's plantations, where he died of a calenture, being unable to endure the
excessive and scorching heat of the sun, and his spirit broken by
the overseer's whip. Everybody, it is true, knows how Captain
Easterbrook brought his ship home and what followed. This is a
matter of notoriety. There is not a man, woman, or chUd but can
tell you the astonishing and wonderful story, the like of which has
never been in the history of the British Navy. They have even
made a baUad of it, very moving, which is sung in the sailors'
mug-houses, not only in Deptford itself, but in Portsmouth,
Woolwich, Sheerness, Chatham, and Plymouth, But to know one
fact is not to know the whole history.
As for me, who design to write the truth concerning this strange
G
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history, it is well that you who read it should know that I take
myself to be a person of reputable life and of sober judgment, and
one who has the fear of God in his mind, and would not willingly
give circulation to lying fables.
My father, the Rev, Luke
Anguish, Artium Magister, formerly of St. John's College,^ Cambridge, of which society he was a Fellow, was the first Vicar of
St, Paul's Church, Deptford; the new church, that is, in the upper
part of the town, which was completed in the year 1736, By
calling, I am a painter in oil colours; not, I dare say, a Sir Joshua
Reynolds or a Gainsborough, yet of no mean repute as a painter of
ships. It were unworthy of me to say more than that my pictures
have met with approbation from persons of rank, and that I have
been honoured by the highest patronage, even by members of the
House of Lords, not to speak of the Lord Mayor and Aldermen.
As for the contention of Castilla, that her husband is the finest
painter of ships ever known, that may be the partiality of a jealous
and tender spouse. I am contented to leave the judgment of my
work to those who shall follow after me, I do not paint ships
upon the ocean, because I have never yet gazed upon the ocean, and
know not, except from pictures, how the sea should be painted, or
a ship rolling upon the sea. My subjects are ships in harbour,
ships lying off Deptford Creek, ships in dock, ships in building,
ships in ordinary, ships ashore, ships in the Pool, ships sailing up
and down the river, and especially with the sun in the west
shining on the sails, and painting aU the cordage as of gold, just as
happened when Jack brought home his prize; also ships lying in
an autumnal fog, and great barges sunk down to an inch of freeboard with their cargoes of hay. Nothing finer can be painted, to
my mind, than the picture of such a barge lying on a still and misty
day, with the sun overhead like a plate of copper, the brown sails
half lowered, and the ropes hanging loose,
I suppose that the best place in the world for a boy who is
about to become a sailor, as well as for one who loves to paint ships,
must be Deptford, which seems to many so mean and despicable a
town. Mean and despicable to Jack and to myself it would never
be, because here our boyhood was spent, and here we played with
Castilla; here we first learned to sit by the river-side and watch
the craft go up and down, with those at anchor, and those in dock.
At Deptford, where the water is never rough enough to capsize a
tilt-boat, we are at the very gates of London, we can actually see
the Pool; we are, in a word, on the Thames.
' The Thames is not, I believe, the largest river in the world.
The great Oroonoko is broader, and, I dare say, longer ; the Nile is
certainly a greater stream. Yet there is no other river which is so
majestic by reason of its shipping and its trade. For hither come
ships, laden with palm-oil and ivory, from the Guinea Coast; fr-om
Norway and Riga, with wood and tallow; from HoUand, with
stuffs and spices and provisions of all kind; from the West Indies,
witb rum and sugar; from the East Indies, with rice; from China,
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with tea and silk; from Arabia, with coffee; from Newcastle, with
coal. There is no kind of merchandise produced in the world which
is not carried up the Thames to the Port of London. And there is
no kind of ship or boat, bufit to swim in the sea, except, I suppose,
the Chinese junk, the Morisco galley, or the piratical craft of the
Eastern Seas, which does not lie at anchor in the Thames, somewhere between Greenwich Reach and London Bridge. East Indiamen, brigs, brigantines, schooners, yachts, sloops, galliots, tenders,
colliers, hoys, barges, smacks, herring-busses, or hog-boats—all are
here. And not only these, which are peaceful ships, only armed
with carronades and muskets for defence against pirates, but also
H i s Majesty's men-of-war—fi-igates, sloops-of-war, cutters, fireships, and every kind of vessel employed to beat off the enemies of
the country, who would prey upon our commerce and destroy our
merchantmen. On that very day when Jack came, was there not,
lying off Deptford Creek, the ' Redoubtable,' having received her
stores, provisions, and ammunition, and now waiting her captain
and her crew ?—and I warrant the press-gang were busy at Wapping
and at Eatcliff. Beside her lay the sloop-of-war ' Venus,' and the
pink ' Lively ' ; and, off the dock-mouth, was the ' Hector,' lying in
ordinary, a broad canvas tilt or awning rigged up from stem to
stern. So that those who look up and down the river from Deptford
Stairs see not only the outward and visible proofs of England's
trade, but also those of England's greatness. Or, again—which m a y
be useful to the painter—one m a y see, not only at Deptford and at
Eedriff, but above the river—at Wapping, ShadweU, and Blackwall
—every kind of sailor; they are mostly alike in manners and in
morals, and one hopes that to saUors much is pardoned, and that
from t h e m httle is expected ; but they differ in their speech and in
their dress. There is the phlegmatic Hollander, never without his
pipe; the mild Norwegian; the fiery Spaniard, ready with his
dagger ; the fierce Italian equaUy ready with his knife ; the treacherous G r e e k ; and the Frenchman, But the last we generally
see—since it is our lot to be often at war with his nation—as a
prisoner, when he comes to us half-starved, ragged, and in very
evil plight. Yet, give these poor French prisoners only warmth,
light, and food, and they wiU turn out to be most light-hearted and
merry blades, always cheerful and ready to talk, sing, and dance,
and always making ingenious things with a knife and a piece of
wood. Perhaps, if we knew this people better, and they knew us
better, we should be less ready to go to war with each other.
Those who live in such a town as Deptford, and continually
witness this procession of ships, cannot ciioose but be sensible
of the greatness of the country, and must perforce talk continually with each other of foreign ports and places beyond the
ocean. Also because they witness the coming and going of the
King's ships (some of them pretty well battered on their return, I
promise y o u ) ; and because they hear, all day long, and never ending
save on Sunday, the sou.nd of h a m m e r and of saw, the whistling
c2
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of the bo's'ns and foremen, the rolling of casks, the ringing of
bells, and aU the noise which accompanies the building and the
fitting of ships ; and smell perpetually the tar and the pitch (which
some love better than the smell of roses and of violets), they cannot
refrain from talking continuaUy of actions at sea, feats of bravery,
and the like. All the townspeople talk of these things, and of httle
else. And, besides, in these years there was the more reason for
this kind of conversation, because we were always at war With
France and Spain; fighting, among other things, to drive the
French out of America, and so to enable the ungrateful colonies to
make us, shortly afterwards, foUow the lead of the French. Every
day there came fresh news of actions, skirmishes, captures, wrecks,
burnings. The Channel and the Bay of Biscay swarmed with
French privateers a,8 thick as wasps in an orchard. There was not
a lugger on the coast of Normandy but stole out of a night to pick
up some EngUsh craft; every fleet of merchantmen sailed under
convoy, and every saUor looked for death or a French prison unless
he would fight jt out unto the end.
The people of London are strangely incurious—many there are
who know nothing about the very monuments standing in their
midst—and so that they can read every day the news from France
and Spain, they care little about their own country. Therefore
Deptford, which lies at their very gates, is as little known to them
as if it were in Wales, Seme, it is true, come every year on St,
Luke's Day, to join the rabble at Horn Fair, landing at Rotherhithe and walking to Charlton with the procession of mad wags
who carry horns on their heads to that scene of debauchery and
riot; and once a year, on Trinity Monday, the Elders of the Trinity
House assemble at the Great HaU behind St, Nicolas', and after
business go to church, and after church dinner at the Gun Tavern
on the Green, And the ships of the Royal Navy come and go at the
Royal Yard almost daily. Some, again, and those fine ladies, come
to Barnes AUey, where they can buy the run tea, at ten shiUings
a pound, of the smugglers who swarm in that evil-smelling street.
Otherwise Deptford hath few visitors. I do not say that it is a
beautiful city, though, as for streets, we have the Green and Church
Street; and as for monuments, until late years there were the
great House and gardens of Saye's Court, now lying desolate and
miserable, partly inclosed in the King's Yard and partly given over
to rank weeds and puddles. Here it was that the great Peter, Czar
of Muscovy, once lived. There are also the two churches of St.
Nicolas and St. Paul, both stately buildings, and temples fit for
worship, the latter especially, which is—like its sister churches
built about the same time, of Limehouse, St. George's Ratcliff,
Bethnal Green, Hackney, St. Martin's-in-the-Fields, and many
others—majestic with its vast round portico of stone, and its commanding terrace. Then there are the two hospitals or almshouses,
both named after the Holy Trinity, for decayed mariners and their
widows. To my own mind these monuments of benevolence,
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which stand so thickly all round London, are fairer than the most
magnificent King's palace of which we can read. Let the Great
Bashaw have as many gilded palaces as he pleases for himself and
his seraglio; let our palaces be those which are worthy of a free
people—namely, homes and places of refuge for the aged and
deserving poor, and those who are quite spent and now past work.
I suppose there are few places richer and more fortunate than
Deptford and its neighbour, Greenwich, in these foundations. At
the latter place, there is the great and noble Naval Hospital, now
inhabited by nearly two thousand honest veterans—they wiU never,
be sure, be turned out of this, their stately home, until England
hath lost her pride in her sailors. There is Morden College for
decayed merchants; there is Norfolk, also called Trinity, CoUege,
for the poor of Greenwich, and of Dersingham, in Norfolk; and
there is Queen Elizabeth's Hospital for poor women. So, at Deptford, we have those two noble foundations, both named after the
Holy Trinity, one behind St, Nicolas', and the other behind St,
Paul's, the latter especially being a goodly structure, with a fair
quadrangular court, a commodious hall, and gardens fitted for quiet
meditation and for rest in the sunshine during the latest trembling
years of life, I do not think that even Morden College itself, with
its canal in front, and its stately alleys of trees ; or Norfolk College,
with its convenient stone terrace overlooking the river, and its
spacious garden, is more beautiful than the Hospital of the Holy
Trinity beside St, Paul's Church, Deptford, especially if one considers the storray, anxious, and harassed lives to which it offers
rest and repose. They have been lives spent on the sea; not in
the pursuit of honour won at the cannon's mouth and by boardingpike in fighting the King's enemies, but in the gathering of wealth
for others to enjoy, none of their gains coming to themselves. The
merchant captain brings home his cargo safe after perfis many and
hardships great; but the cargo is not for him. His owners, or
those who have chartered the ship, receive the freight; it is bought
with their money and sold for their profit. For the captain and
the crew there is their bare wage, and when they can work no
longer, perhaps, if they are fortunate, a room in a hospital or almshouse, with the weekly dole of loaves and shUlings.
The tract of land (it is not great) lying at the back of Trinity
Almshouses and the Stowage, contained by the last bend of the
Creek before it rims into the river, is rented by two or three marketgardeners, and laid out by them for the production of fruit and
vegetables.
As these gardens lay retired and behind the houses, no one ever
came to them except the gardeners themselves, who are quiet
peaceful folk. About the orchards here and the beds of asparagus,
peas, endive, skirrett, and the rest of the vegetables grown for the
London market, hes ever an abiding sense of peace; and this,
although one cannot but hear the continual hammering of the
dockyard, the firing of salutes, and the yohoing and roaring of
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voices which all day long come up from the ships upon the river. I
know not how we came to know these gardens, or to find them out.
I used to wander in them with Castilla, when we were little
children, with Philadelphy for nurse; we took Jack Easterbrook

to show him the place as soon as he came to us; we thought, I
believe—as children love to think of anything—that the gardens
were our own; though, of course, wo wore only there on sufferance,
and because the gardeners knew we should neither destroy nor steal.
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Perhaps the chief reason why we sought the place (because we
had gardens of our own at home) was that, just beyond the last
bend of the Creek, there stood, on the very edge of the steep bank—
here twenty feet above low-water mark—an old summer-house,
built of wood. It was octagonal in shape, having a pointed roof of
shingle, with a gilded weathercock upon it. Three sides contained
windows, aU looking upon the river; another side consisted of a
door; and a bench ran round the room, except on the side of the
door. It had once been painted green, but the paint was now for
the most part faUen off; the shingle roof was leaky and let in the
rain ; the weathercock was rusty, and stuck at due east; the planks
of the wall had started; the door hardly hung upon its hinges ; the
glass of the windows was broken; and the whole structure was so
crazy that I wonder it kept together, and did not either tumble to
pieces or slip down the steep bank into the ooze of the Creek. In
this summer-house the great Czar Peter, when he was learning
how to build ships in Deptford Yard, would, it was said, sometimes
come to sit with his princes or heyducs, on a summer evening, to
drink brandy, to look at the ships, and to meditate how best to
convert his enslaved Muscovites into the likeness of free and
honest English sailors. We had small respect for the memory of
the Czar, but as for the old summer-house it was all our own,
because no one used it except ourselves. For us it was a fortress
or castle, where we could play at being besieged, the ships in the
river representing the enemy's fleet. Jack would sally forth and
perform prodigies of valour in bringing in provisions for the garrison. Or it was our ship, in which we sustained imaginary broadsides, and encountered shipv/reck, and were cast away. Jack being
captain and Castilla the passenger, while I was alternately bo's'n,
first lieutenant, or cook, according to the exigencies of the situation.
But very soon Jack grew too big for these games, and left us to
ourselves. Then we fell to more quiet sport. It was pleasant to
watch the ships go up and down the river, and fine to see how the
tide rushed up the Creek below us, making whirlpools and eddies,
and setting upright the boats lying on their sides in the mud, and
trying to tear down the bank on which stood our rickety palace
We seemed to know every craft, from the great East Indiaman to.
the Margate hoys or the Gravesend tilt-boats, by face, so to speak,
just as we knew the faces of the naval officers who walked about
the town. And, thanks to Jack, we knew the history of every ship
of the King's Navy which came to Deptford, and all the engagements and actions in which she had ever taken part.
Across the Creek, and as far as the woods and slopes of Greenwich, there are more gardens, so that at spring-time it was a
beautiful thing to sit in the summer-house and look forth upon a
great forest—it seemed nothing less to our young eyes—covered
with sweet blossoms, and tender green leaves, which formed a
strange and beautiful setting for the ships in the river. I have
painted this picture several times, and always with a new pleasure,
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so sweet and charming it is. When I began first to draw, it was
in this place; but it was when Jack had ceased to play with us,
because he would only have laughed at me, I drew the ships
with trembling pencil, Castilla standing over me the whUe, The
dear girl could never hold a pencil in her hand ; but she could tell
me if my drawings were like. Now, to draw ships that are like
real ships is the most important thing of all. The time soon came
when I was never without a pencil in my hand and paper to draw
upon. I drew everything, just as some boys wiU read everything.
I drew the ships and the boats, the Creek and the bridge, the
sailors, the skeletons of half-built ships in the great sheds, and the
girl who stood beside me.
The picture of a lad who draws while a girl stands beside him
—that might stand for the picture of my life. It is a life which
has been, I thank God, free from anxiety, trouble, or calamity.
Once I painted such a picture (having Castilla and myself in my
muid). I drew a youth of eighteen seated before a window, just
such a window as that of the old summer-house. The window
showed a merchantman, or part of a merchantman, slowly making
her way up the river with wind and tide. Her fore-mast and mainmast were gone, and in their place two jury-masts rigged with a
stay-sail; her bowsprit was gone, and her figure-head carried away
and lost; her bulwarks were broken down. Yet she was safe, and
her crew and cargo were safe, and the evening sun was upon her,
so that she showed glorious in spite of her battered condition, and
seemed like some poor human soul which, after many troubles,
gets at last into the haven where she may lie at rest for ever. The
boy in my picture was gazing upon his sketch as if comparing it
with the original. Beside him stood a girl of the same age—be
sure that she was a very beautiful girl, gentle and composed, fuU of
holy thoughts—who looked down upon the lad. Thus it is always.
The man considers his work, and the woman considers the man,
loving his work because she loves the worker, yet not, like the man,
carried away by admiration for the work, as knowing that aU man's
work is perishable and transitory, and that the breath of fame is
fleeting. The picture of the girl is the true portrait of Castilla as
she appeared at the age of eighteen, taken from the many drawings
which I made of her at that time, her hair a light brown, falling
in waves artlessly upon her shoulders, and her eyes a clear deep
blue, to present which, upon the canvas, would want a Reynolds or
a Raphael. Alas 1 if Sir Joshua had painted this picture, then,
indeed, would you have caught in those eyes the light of virtue and
goodness, and you would have seen about that brow a divine halo,
which I have always seen there, but have not the art to represent.
This it was which the ancients meant when they figured their goddesses wrapt about with a cloud.
And beside our quiet lives there ran the tumultuous course of a
life whose paraUel I know not anywhere.
We did not, it may be supposed, stay always in the old summer-
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house. As we grew older, we roamed about the country. Jack
sometimes condescending to lead the way (though he would rather
have spent his whole time in the Yard among the ships). There is
a pleasant country lying south and east of Deptford, You may, for
instance, cross the bridge over the Creek, pass the toll-gate, and so
by Limekiln Lane and London Street, a pleasant road among the
orchards, you will reach the town of Greenwich, with its great
hospital; and, if you please to leave this unvisited, you may turn
to the right, and so up the hill by Brazenface Avenue, and into the
WUderness, Beyond the WUderness is Blackheath, a wild and
desolate spot, with never a house upon it, covered with furze-bushes,
Gipsies camp here, and it is said that footpads and highwaymen
lurk among the caves; but we never met any. One can come
home, by way of Watersplasli, along the stream, which is here no
longer Deptford Creek, but the Ravensbourne—a pretty brook of
pure water with deep holes under trees, and babbling shallows,
running between high banks, where the primroses, in March and
AprU, he in thousands. The holes are full of jack, which we sometimes caught with float and hook ; and here in sprmg we went
cird-nesting, and in summer we picked the wild roses, and in
autumn gathered nuts, sloes, and blackberries.
Farther afield,
there is Woolwich C o m m o n ; or Eltliam, with the ruins of King
John's Palace, the M-alls of which still stand, and the moat may
still be seen, now d r y ; and the King's banqueting-haU, which is
used for a barn, stands stately with its Gothic windows. And if
one follows up the windings of the Ravensbourne, there are presently the swelling uplands of Penge, with their hanging woods ;
and Norwood, Westwood Common, Sydenham WeUs, and many
other rural places, pleasant for those who love the haunts of singing birds and wild flowers and the babble of brooks, and remoteness
from the walks of men.
But for such a boy as Jack, what are all the charms of Nature
compared with the ships, and the docks, and the river ? You can
get orchards everywhere, but not a seaport and a dockyard. You
can find rustics, and you m a y meditate in woods all over the
country, but you cannot talk everywhere, as you can at Deptford
and Greenwich, with sailors, old and young, of the merchant
service and the King's Navy. The sailors are rough of speech and
rude of manners ; they live in mean houses ; but in every house
there is something strange and wonderful brought from foreign
parts. The very landsmen and those who work at mechanical
trades are half sailors, though they do not wear the sailors' petticoats ; for they are shipwrights, boat-builders, fitters of state-cabins,
carvers who decorate figui'e-heads and ships' sterns, or are employed in the Victualling Yard or in the carpenters' shop, or they
are ships'-painters, rope-makers, or are employed to scrape clean
and caiilk ships' bottoms ; so that the whole town makes its living
by the sea. No one speaks or thinl^s of anything but the sea and
the things which are concerned with the sea. What, for instance,
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did the people of Deptford know about the conduct of the Alhes
and the King's land forces during the late war ? Yet they knew
of every naval action that was fought, and the name of every ship
engaged ; and there were men of Deptford, both pressed and volunteers, with every fleet and squadron. The streets were always fuU
of sailors; the officers of the ships in commission and fitting-out
were always passing in and out of the Dockyard gates; and in sunny
weather the benches by the stairs, at the Upper and Lower Water
Gates, were crowded with the old fellows watching the craft go up
and down, and listening to the ribald jests of the watermen, and
ready to talk all day long with a certain lad of bright eyes and
brave face, who was never tired of listening to them.
What with the old men of Trinity and the pensioners of Greenwich, the boy heard stories enough of the sea and the ships and those
who sail therein. Some of the men were so old that they could
remember Admiral Benbow and his cowardly captains. There
was not a single action fought in the first half of this centtury but
was represented among the Greenwich pensioners, some of whom
were in it, and had lost an arm, a leg, an eye, or anything else that
can be shot away and leave the trunk stUl living. I can still see
Jack standing before some old veteran, with a hook for a hand, his
eye kindling, his cheek aflame, his fists clenched, his lips parted,
because in imagination he saw the deck knee-deep in blood, the
boarders leaping upon the enemy like tigers upon their prey, the
ship capsized or sinking, the French flag struck, and because he
heard the roaring of the great guns, the rattle of the muskets, the
clash of cutlasses, and the groans of the wounded.
There are many other things at sea besides fighting, chasing,
and boarding. Jack learned the daily life, for example, from these old
fellows, with the duties and the discipline. He heard about foreign
ports and strange lands: certainly, one would never be tired of
visiting wild and unknown countries, where there may remain yet
to be discovered strange races of men, with fruits and flowers as yet
unseen and undreamed. But there are also, alas! storms and
hurricanes, wrecks in mid-ocean, with, as the almsmen could tell
us, boats laden to the gunwale with sailors who have escaped the
sinking ship only to be tossed helpless on the sea with never a drop
of water to drink or a mouthful of biscuit to eat. Or there are
those who are cast away upon some desolate rock or unknown
island, where they live on sea-birds, fish, mussels, and the like, till
they die or are taken off. And some are thrown upon cold and
inhospitable coasts, such as that of Labrador, where the cruel cold
causes their hands and feet, their noses and ears, to fall off—there
was one poor wretch in the hospital thus mutUated—and where the
North American Indians (the most savage and the most ruthless
race in the world) take them prisoners, and torture them before
slow fires. Or there are treacherous pirates, who steal aboard,
murder the crew, and pillage the ship. Or there are Moors, who
make slaves of honest Engfish sailors, and constrain them to row
in their galleys bare-backed, with the master or bo's'n walking
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above them on a kind of bridge, armed with a whip to scourge the
bare backs of those who seem to shirk their work. Or there are
French prisons, where the captives are starved on thin soup and
bread for all their diet. Or there is the accursed Inquisition, into
whose clutches many saUors have been known to fall, and, for their
endurance in the Protestant faith, have suffered the torture of the
rack, and even martyrdom at the stake. And, again, there are
such perUs as faUing overboard, fire at sea, scurvy, yellow jack, and
mutiny. And there is the evil—intolerable it would be to landsmen
—of the Captain's tyranny, or, which often happens, the malice,
envy, or jealousy of a First Lieutenant, with endless floggings and
rope's-ending all day long. And, again, there is the danger that,
after showing the greatest zeal, bravery, and activity in service, a
man may be passed over by the favouritism which prevails in high
quarters and the want of friends to help him. Is it not a dreadful
and a shameful thing that there should be men grown old as lieutenants—nay, even as midshipmen—who have fought in a hundred
battles and spent their lives upon salt water, only to feel a new
mortification every voyage in serving under men young enough to
be their own sons ?
As for myself, the talk of these old men filled me with a kind of
contempt for the seaman's lot. One cannot choose but admire the
intrepidity, worthy of a stoical philosopher, with which these men
face, every day, possible death; yea, and exhibit the most wonderful constancy under pain, and the strangest insensibUity to danger.
This, I say, commands our admiration. Yet the lot of the meanest
landsman seems to me easier than that of a sailor, and I would
rather be a hedger and a ditcher upon a farm than even a commissioned officer aboard the finest ship that ever floated. But we
landsmen know not the strength of that longing for the sea which
possesses some lads, and drags them as by chains or ropes to the
nearest port (thus was Jack drawn irresistibly by the hand of fate)
and so aboard—and once on the ship's books there is no other way
possible—and the lad becomes for life a saUor, to spend his days
rolling about on a wet and slippery deck, yet happier than if he
were ashore—like unto those rovers of old, the north-country men,
who could stay long in no place, but roved from port to port,
landing here and there, and devouring the substance of the people,
even to the southern coasts of Italy and the islands of Greece.

CHAPTER I I I .
HOW JACK LEARNED OF THE PENMAN.

HERE were materials enough to fire the imagination and awaken
the ardour of a boy about to become a sailor. But these were not
all. For at home—the Admiral's house having become this
orphan's home—there was talk all day long of fighting and foreign
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seas and things nautical. Jack's patron or guardian had been
engaged in many of the actions fought during the eleven years'
war between the years 1702 and 1713. He was on board the
' Resolution,' which carried Lord Peterborough when she was
intercepted by a French squadron, and was forced to run ashore
in order to save her from faUing into the hands of the enemy.
He was in the West Indies, and was the British Captain who
planted our flag on Tobago. He was on Sir George Byng's
ship, the ' Royal Anne,' in Sir Cloudesley Shovel's fleet, when that
hero perished off the Scilly Isles; he was a Lieutenant on
board the ' Assurance' in that gallant action with the French
Commander Du Guai Trouin, of the 'Achille.' In this battle he
lost his arm ; his leg he lost in the capture of a Moorish corsair
during the reduction of Morocco, in the year 1734. After this he
retired, receiving the rank of Eear-Admiral, and settled at Deptford,
then about forty-two years of age. He presently discovered that it
is not good for man to hve alone, and therefore took a wife, who in
due time bore him a child, Castilla, His daughter, who, if anybody, ought to know, says that her father possessed in an eminent
degree, and daily in his lifetime exhibited most, if not aU of, the
virtues which should adorn the Christian who is also an officer of
high rank in His Majesty's Navy. The Christian virtues, it is
sure, vary according to a man's station in fife. We do not expect
certain things from Princes which are indispensable to those of
lowly and humble lot; from an Admiral of the Fleet we do not
look for meekness, patience, humility or resignation; a choleric
disposition is allowed to him ; the habit of applying sacred names
to things profane is excused in him; and if he who has commanded
a man-of-war is not to have his own way in everything, who should ?
As for obedience to the Commandments, it may be shown that the
Admiral foUowed them aU, Thus, for honouring his parents, he
did more—he was proud of them, because they came of a good
stock—and honoured himself on their account; he kiUed nobody
save in battle, though he drubbed and belaboured his servants
every day; he robbed nobody, except in an honourable way—as in
taking a prize; he was envious of nothing but the Frenchman's
ships; he freely forgave everybody, even those who transgressed
his orders on board ship and sinned against his patience, as soon as
he had soundly flogged them. To bear mahce when a man had
paid for his fault with three dozen was not in the Admiral's nature.
And that he was of a truly good heart and a benevolent disposition
was clearly shown by his treatment of Jack Easterbrook.
There were also many others, formerly of the naval service,
who were contented to spend the evening of their days in this
town of Deptford, which is not on the sea, yet lives by the sea.
Among them was that famous traveller, George Shelvocke the
yoimger, who accompanied his father in the circumnavigation of
the globe in the year 1720, and was never tired of relating the
perils, sufferings, and adventures of t h ^ voyage, and the wonders
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of the South Seas: an account of the voyage hath been published
for the curious. There were also Captain Mayne, who commanded
the ' Worcester' in Admiral Vernon's expedition; Captain Petherick. Resident Commissioner of the Yard, who had a goodly
collection of books of voyages, which he suffered Jack to borrow
and to r e a d ; Mr. Peter Mostyn, formerly Cocket-writer in His
Majesty's Custom House, and an ingenious, well-informed gentleman ; Lieutenant Hepworth, late of General Powlett's Marines;
and Mr. Underbill, retired purser of the King's Navy.
To be a purser is to hold a thankless office: it is he who is
blamed for every barrel of damaged pork and for every box of
weevily biscuit; he can please n o n e ; wherefore it is best for him
not to try. As for the pleasures of a purser's life, I know not what
they are. H e must face the dangers of the deep with the r e s t ; he
must endure tempest and shipwreck; cannon-baU and grape-shot
spare the purser no more than the first lieutenant, if he be on deck;
and when the ship is cast away the purser drowns with the captain.
Yet for aU these perils he gets neither promotion nor honour.
Would any m a n boast of having been purser, and therefore kept below in the cockpit with the surgeons and the wounded m e n during
the most gallant action ever fought ? Yet there is one consolation
for the purser. H e can, and does continually, by his accounts, his
purchases, his bribes, and percentages, suck so much profit out of
every voyage that he is presently able to leave the service and purchase a cottage, where, with a patch of garden to cultivate, perhaps
a wife and children to cheer him, a few companions, a pipe of
tobacco, and a glass of punch, he m a y forget the darkness of
the orlop deck, the stink of his store-rooms, the great taUow candls
in the glass lantern, by the light of which he had to keep hie
accoimts and inspect his stores ; the rolling of the ship, the thunder
of the cannon in a battle, the cries of the wounded, tlie crash and
wreck of the great ship on a rock, or the alarm of fire; yea, and
even the daUy purgatory caused by the tricks of the midshipmen
and the gibes of the gun-room.
These gentlemen met nearly every night at the ' Sir John Falstaff,' by the Upper Water Gate, for punch and conversation; they
also came often to the Admiral's house, and were, one and all, kind
to the lad who was thus brought among them, and freely talked
with him ; so that, being of an inquiring mind, and thus running
about in the dockyard, and talking with old officers, common
sailors and pensioners, and with the help of the apothecary, who
from the first loved the boy, I think there was no part of the world,
as there was no action of recent times, with which Jack was not as
well acquainted as if he had been there. At the beginning ho was
placed under m y father, who made him begin the study of the
Latin language, which he could not stomach, and would never
willingly look into any books, except those which are concerned
with the sea, such as Captain Park's ' Defensive Wars by Sea,' a
very instructive work; ' The Practical Sea-Gunner's Companion,'
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• Gordon's Geography,' and even the ' Rigging Tables,' over which
he would pore contentedly for hours. H e was also fond of reading
voyages, and especially those volumes of H a r r i s ' s and Purchas's
collections—the first of the former, and the first and fourth of the
latter—which are concerned with the South Seas, towards which
his imagination was greatly drawn by his conversation with Mr.
Brinjes and Mr. Shelvocke. That he was always fighting other
boys, especially the rough river-side lads, and was seldom without
some external sign of combat, such as a black eye, cut lip, and
swoUen nose, certainly did not lessen him in his patron's regard,
because, when all is told, the most valuable quality in a saUor is
the love of fighting.
So strong and courageous was he, so ready to fight, and so uncommonly backward in owning himself beaten, that none of his
age and stature dared to contend with him—save at stone-throwing
and at a distance—except one, of whom mention is here m a d e ; not
because a boy's fights are matters of serious history, but because
the fighting between these two, thus begun, was continued after
both became men, and with consequences most important. This
boy was the son of a boat-builder in the t o w n ; his n a m e was Aaron
Fletcher. I n strength, age, and stature nearly the same as J a c k ;
in bravery and spirit, equal to him. Yet, whenever they fought—
which was often—Aaron was defeated, because he lacked the dexterity and quickness of eye which beat down mere strength, and
render courage useless. Yet Aaron would not own to inferiority;
and, whenever the boys met, they began to snarl at each other like
a pair of terriers, and the first stone was thrown, the first taunt
uttered, the first blow delivered, and then, at it again, like French
and English,
Further, that he neglected his Latin, went to sleep in church,
put powder in the negroes' tobacco, tied ropes across the road to
throw down belated wayfarers, and played a thousand pranks daily
m a y be admitted. These things only cost him a flogging when he
was found out, and endeared him more and more to his guardian.
W h e n Jack was eleven years of age, the Admiral, regardless
of m y father's protestations of the perils encountered by those who
are ignorant of the classics, placed him wholly in the charge of Mr,
Westmoreland, who, although only a penman by trade, had acquired
so great a proficiency in arithmetic, the rudiments of navigation,
the taking of observations, and the working of logarithms, that he
had no equal in the town, and was perfectly able to instruct a
young gentleman before ho went on board. I n all these branches
the boy showed and displayed an uncommon zeal and quiclviiess.
But, I verily believe, if ho had thought that the study of Hebrew
or Chaldean would have helped him forward in his profession, he
would have entreated m y father to teach him.
Mr. Westmoreland, his master, was a mild and gentle creature,
who loved nothing but the study of mathematics and the art of fine
writing, so that, though he wrote letters for any who came to
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him, and copied deeds for the attorney, and wrote out his sermon
large and fair for the Vicar of St, Paul's, he always turned from
these labours with joy to his books and his calculations. H e was,
in appearance, short and bent, with rounded shoulders, and with a
hiimp (which made the boys call him My Lord), His voice was
high and squeaky; he wore round horn spectacles ; when these
were off you perceived that his eyes were soft and affectionate 5
his forehead was high and square, and he wore a plain scratch wig.
H e was a patient teacher, and bore an excellent character for uprightness and piety, though he was despised by the rougher sort
because, although he was now no more than forty, or thereabouts,
he could not fight, or even defend himself.
H e lived next door to the apothecary, in that row of houses on
the north side of the Trinity Almshouses where reside the better
sort of tradesmen, such as the sexton of St. Nicolas; Mr. Skipworth,
the principal barber and wigmaker, who shaved all the gentry in
the place, and kept four assistants continuaUy employed in dressing and flouring their wigs for t h e m ; the master measurer's
assistant, and the master shipwright's assistant. But these honest
folk did not call Mr. Brinjes their equal. H e , for his part, took his
pipe nightly at the ' Sir J o h n Falstaff' with the gentlemen, while
they used the ' Plume of Feathers.'
Under Mr. Westmoreland's instruction. Jack learned aU that
the ingenious penman had to teach him, except his fine handwriting and the beautiful flourishes with which a dexterous pen can
adorn a p a g e ; and by the time he was twelve years of age he
understood the use of the compass, the sextant, the ship's charts,
all the various parts of a ship and her rigging, and a great deal of
geography and naval history.
As for the parts of a ship, he learned them chiefly in the Yard,
where he would wander among the sheds and watch the buUding
of the ships, the repair of those in the dry dock, and the fitting out
of those in the wet dock, the bending of the great beams by steam,
which is made to play upon them untU they become soft, the
making of rope, the cutting and shaping of pulleys and blocks, the
forging of anchors, and every part of the business belonging to the
construction of ships. Then, again, he learned the names and purposes of all the ropes, running and standing gear, sails, flags, signals,
sailing rules, and rules for action, and his natural curiosity made
him inquire into, and acquaint himself with, the way in which
everything is made, and may be repaired or replaced. H e learned
all these things from natural eagerness and interest in everything
concerning a ehvp; but in the end this knowledge stood him in
good stead, because there is no detaU in the conduct and construction of a ship which ought to be below the notice of the officers, a
fact which m a n y commanders forget, leaving the navigation of the
ship to the master, her seaworthiness to the carpenter, and the
health of the crew to the purser. Surely if, as hath been advanced
by some, every boy is born with a clear vocation for some trade or
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profession, just as Paul, though an Apostle, was also a tent-maker,
and Luke, at first a physician, and Peter a fisherman (afterwards
of m e n ) ; then, most certainly. Jack, by right divine and special
calling of Providence, was a sailor.
While he sat every morning at work with his mild instructor,
Mr, Westmoreland, there was always present a little girl, three
years younger t h a n himself, a child with black hair, rosy cheeks,
and big black eyes. W h e n it was winter weather this child sat in
a httle chair beside the fire ; when it was warm and sunny, she sat
in the open doorway. She was a grave child, who seldom played
with other children; she had no doUs or t o y s ; she took great
pleasure in household things, and from a very early age was her
father's housekeeper; when she grew older she became his ruler as
well, ordering things as seemed to her best. And though her father
was so fond of books and learning, this girl would never so m u c h
as learn to read. One does not, to be sure, expect girls in her
station to acquire the arts of reading and writing, if only because
they have no books, and never have occasion to write. These arts
would be as useless to t h e m as the knowledge of riding or dancing
the minuet. But it was strange that Bess should be so different in
disposition as well as in appearance to her father; and stranger
still, that so rickety a m a n should be the father of so strong and
stout a girl. As for her mother, no one knew whither she had gone,
or what had become of h e r ; it was said by those who remembered
her that she was as comely as her daughter, but a termagant and
a shrew in temper, who led her mild husband a terrible life, even
sometimes taking the broomstick to him, and beating him over the
head with it, poor m a n !—or laying about her with the frying-pan,
as ungoverned women use towards those husbands who, like Mr,
AVestmoreland, are afraid, or too weak of arm, to keep t h e m in submission by the same methods. She left her husband (he bore the
loss with Christian submission) a year or two after marriage, and
was reported to have been afterwards seen at Ranelagh, among the
ladies and gentlemen there, dressed in a hoop, all in silk and satin,
patches, and paint, and fan in hand—very fine, and carrying a
domino, just for all the world as if a penman's wife could become
a gentlewoman.
F r o m the very first, a singular friendship existed between Jack
and this girl. H e brought her apples, comfits, and cakes, which
Philadelphy, Castilla's black nurse, made for him ; he played with
her, and made her laugh ; then he teased her, and made her cry ;
then he coaxed her into good temper again. She was a child who
fell into the most violent storms of i)assion, which none but Jack
could subdue ; he took a pleasure both in exciting her wrath and
appeasing it. On the other hand, he never tried to enrage or to
tease Castilla—jierhaps because she was possessed of such extraordinary calmness and sweetness that it was impossible to provoke
her, and it was waste of time, even for a boy who loves teasing, to
practise upon one who regards it not, Bess, for her part, was one
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of those who would rather be teased into anger than neglected. It
was pretty to see how she would sit when he was at his lessons
with her father, watching him silently, and how she would follow
him, when he suffered her, submissive and obedient; though there
was nobody else in the world, not even her father, to whom this
wilful girl would submit. There are some men to whom women
willingly and joyfully submit themselves, and become their slaves
with a kind of pride ; but there are others to whom no woman will
submit. Of the latter kind was Mr, Westmoreland, Bess's father,
who was born to be ruled by his wife. Of the former. Jack was one;
when he was only a boy, the sailors' vnves and daughters in the
street would caU after hhn for a pretty lad, and bid him come and
be kissed ; and when he was a man grown, the maids would look
at him as he passed along the street, and would foUow him with
longing eyes. But if a woman becomes the slave of a man, she
wfil have him to be her slave in return ; for where there is great
love there is also great jealousy ; and also where there is great love
there is also the possibility of great wrath and great revenge—as
you win presently discover.
In one word, long before he went on board as a volunteer,
young Jack Easterbrook was eager to feel the deck rolling under
his feet, and to hear the first shot of his first action; he was also
weU advanced in all the knowledge of ropes and rigging that the
gunner has to teach the youngsters aboard. It is further to be
noted that at this early age, and before he went to sea, the boy had
already acquired the settled conviction that all things which the
round world contains, and the kindly earth produces, belong especially to the sailor by right divine, and were intended by Providence
for his solace when ashore; that to provide for him, and for his
comfort, landsmen toil perj)etually; that while he is fighting our
battles for us, we are gratefully devising, contriving, making, compounding, and inventing all kinds of things for his enjoyment when
he comes back to us; such, for instance, as strong wine and old
rum, music and fiddles, songs and dances, tobacco and snug
taverns ; he is to have the best of all; for him the most beautiful
women reserve their favours, and desire to win his affections before
those of any landsman whatever. Young and old, man, woman,
boy, and girl, we all loved the boy. There was not in Deptford or
in Greenwich a more gallant lad, one more brave and resolute, nor
one more handsome. For aU his fortune he had but his resolution
and his sword. And he went forth to conquer the world with so
brave a heart and a carriage so sprightly that the men laughed, only
for the pleasure of looking upon him, and the women cried, I am
sure that the true soldier of fortune hath always made the women
At the age of eleven, also, the Admiral, by permission of the
Captain, was enabled to place the name of the boy on the books
of the ' Lenox ' as a volunteer, although he did not send him yet
to sea, considerately holding that this age is too tender for the
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rough usage of boys aboard ship, though many boys are sent away
BO early. But, by entering him on the ship's company he secured
that his rating as midshipman should begin at thirteen and hia
commission as lieutenant be obtained at nineteen. So that,
although the boy was stUl working with Mr. Westmoreland, he
was supposed to be cruising with Captain Holmes aboard the
' Lenox.'
CHAPTER IV.
HOW JACK FIRST WENT TO SEA.

IN the autumn of the year 1747—the last but one of the war then
raging—the Admiral judged that the time was now arrived when
the boy should join his ship. ' For,' he said,' the lad is already nearly
thirteen, and taU for his age; and he knows more than most youngsters have learned after twelve months at sea. He grows masterful,
too, and wiU be all the better for the rope's-end which the gunner
hath in store for him, and for the mast-head, where he wiU spend
many pleasant hours. And as for the Captain—Dick Holmes is
not one who will skulk, or suffer his crew to skulk. What better
can happen for a boy than to sail with a fighting Captain ? '
' 'Tis a brave lad. Admiral,' said my father—'twas at the club
or nightly assemblage at the ' Sir John Falstaff,' ' By such stuff
as this let us pray that England's fleets wiU always be manned.
They have never heard of Selden's " Mare clausum," and know not
his argument, which is, to my mind, conclusive. Nevertheless,
they go forth to support those arguments by a kind of blind instinct,
which I take to be in itself a clear proof of his sound reasoning.'
' I have never met any Mary Clausum,' said the Admiral,' to my
knowledge. Polly Collins, there was in my time, at Point—a blackeyed jade. But Jack is, as yet, fuU young to think of any PoUy of
them aU.'
' Nay, 'tis the title of a learned work. I meant only that if
England is to be Queen of the seas, which France and Spain still
dispute with us, and are likely to dispute for a long while, it is
well that we have such boys, and plenty of them. There can never
be too many Britons born in the world,'
' True, Doctor; especiaUy if we go on expending them in this
fashion.'
' We send forth this tender child. Sir,' continued the Vicar of
St. Paul's,' to a hard and rough life. He may be wrecked ; he may
be kUled in action ; he may lose his limbs ; there are a thousand
perUs in his way. Yet we do not pity him, because, if his life must
needs be short, it will be honourable. And he is in the hands of
Providence.'
' That is true, Doctor, Though as to danger, hang me if I think
he is worse off aboard ship than he would be ashore, what with
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sharks and lawyers, rogues and murderers, robbers and cheats, to
say nothing of the women. And on board ship they cannot get at
a man. And as for hardships—why, every youngster looks forward
to being an Admiral at least, and to lead his squadron into a victorious engagement—and sometimes he does it, too.'
' As for me. Admiral,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' I shall bid good-bye
to the lad with a vast deal of pleasure. H e will go never a day
too soon. Keep a lad too long and he gets stale. As for dangers,
I think you are right. But there are dangers afloat which the
landsman does not know, and more dangers than the enemy's shot
or a gale of wind. A boy m a y have a bully for first lieutenant, or a
tyrant for captain,' H e r e his only eye flashed fire, from which
one m a y conjecture that he had himself experienced this accident,
and still cherished the m e m o r y ; ' or a skinflint and a cheesescraper for a purser.'
' Nay, nay,' said Mr. UnderhiU,' the purser is for ever in fault.'
' Or a lickspittle for a Master; there are rogues and scoundrels
afloat as weU as ashore. Mark you, if it is bad for the midshipmen,
'tis worse for the crew; in such ships are floggings daUy, and mutinous words whispered 'tween deck, with rope's-ending and continual flogging, no matter how smart a m a n m a y be ; and yet they
wonder why m e n rise sometimes and murder their officers and
carry off the ship under the black flag. Pirates ? Why, even if
they knew that the gibbet was already built whereon they were to
hang in chains tUl they dropped to pieces, do you think they would
not have their revenge, and then a free and a merry life, if only for a
short year or two before they d i e ? ' and with that Mr. Brinjes
looked about him so fiercely that for a whUe no one spoke,
' These words are better said ashore than afloat,' said the
Admiral presently, ' I've tied up a m a n and given him six dozen—
ay, or hanged him for mutiny, for less than that, Mr, Brinjes,'
' Very hke, very like,' returned Mr. Brinjes, recovering his good
temper. ' I wiU remember it. Admiral, if ever I ship with you.
As for the boy now—this boy of ours— he will do well, and will
turn out a credit to us all. Admiral. I have never known a more
resolute lad or one better fitted for the work before him. I have
taught him, for m y ovra part, how the land lays as regards the
wickedness of men, both ashore and afloat. H e is prepared for a
good deal; and so far, I think, never was a lad sent abroad better
prepared. H e knows as much. Doctor, not to speak boastfully, as
a Roman Catholic confessor. Now, when a boy is fully acquainted
with devilry, he need fear no devUs, male or female.'
The ship on whose books he was borne—namely, the ' Lenox,'
Captain Richard Holmes—was now refitting at Sheerness, being
under orders to join the West Indian squadron of seven ships under
Rear-Admiral Knowles, at Port Royal, Jamaica. A beautiful ship
she was, nearly new, a third-rate, of seventy guns, though at this
time she carried no more than fifty-six, and a complement of six
D2
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hundred men. You shall hear, presently, with what singular good
fortune the boy began his course. This good fortune continued
with him unbroken until the event which I have to relate, so that,
in thinking of Jack, I am reminded of that Lydian King who was
told by the philosopher to count no m a n happy untU the end.
Always, in every ship, he gained the good opinion of the superior
officers; always the actions in which he fought were victorious;
promotion and distinction, prize-money, and escape from shot and
cutlass wound—what more could a sailor desire ? To be sure,
there was one voyage which proved disastrous. Even here he
escaped drowning when so m a n y perished. Besides, this was in
time of peace.
I t is generally believed that boys are shipped off to sea because
they are too loutish and stupid for the arts by which landsmen rise.
But we do not hear that such lads rise to distinction by reason of
loutishness. This is not the way with those who live in a dockyard
town. There the flower of the youth flock to the service, and there
is no lack of Volunteers, even for ordinary seamen, in time of war.
There are skulkers, it is t r u e ; but they are more common at
Wapping than at Deptford. As for officers, happy that boy who
wears the King's uniform; envied is he among his companions.
You m a y judge he wants but little admonition to encourage him
in zeal.
' Boy,' said the Admiral, catechising the lad before he joined
his ship, ' what is thy first duty ? '
' Eespect for superiors. Sir,' said Jack.
' E i g h t ; and the next ? No argument on board. And when
fighting begins don't gape about the ship to duck for any cannonshot that flies over h e a d ; but stand steady at quarters, eyes open,
and hands ready. What ? Many a chance comes of showing your
mettle when least expected, as when a boarding attack is repeUed,
or the word is given to leap on board and at 'em. Be ever ready,
yet not too forward, lest it seem a reflection upon t h y betters.
Wait tiU thy time comes ; when it does come—but, by the Lord,
Jack, I have no fear of t h e e ! '
Other directions the Admiral gave the boy, which m a y be here
omitted, the more particularly as they referred to the conduct
whicli a boy should observe in port and on shore; and the Admiral's
warnings were plain and clear, and such as m a y be read in the
Book of Proverbs. My father also admonished the boy, particularly
on the wickedness of profane swearing. Of this he was likely to
hear only too much, and, indeed, his captain was reported to be
one who enforced his orders with a great deal of hard swearing.
My father also addressed a few words to this young sailor on the
evils of immoderate drinking, too common on land, though restricted
by wholesome discipline at sea. And he instructed the boy how he
should govern himself, keep his temper in control, guard his tongue,
fight his shipmates no more than was necessary for self-respect
and honour; and how, when the time should come when he himself
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was to be put in authority, he should be merciful in punishment,
and err on the side of leniency, remembering that though a man's
back must suffer for his sins, he should not be torn to pieces and
cruelly lacerated—as is the practice on board some ships—save for
the most heinous offences against order, morality, and discipline.
' The ancient Eomans,' added my father, ' could, if they chose, flog
a slave to death. Yet it was counted infamous to use this power.
The captain of a King's ship has this power also, seeing that he
may, if he so please, order a man as many as five hundred lashes—
a truly dreadful punishment, under which the strongest man may
succumb. Eeserve this power when thou hast it. Jack. Three
dozen, or even one, in the case of young sailors, may be as efficacious
as six dozen: a wholesome discipline is better served by moderation than by cruelty.'
I know not how far my father's admonitions produced good
fruit. In after time Jack was ready enough to rap out a profane
word ; on the other hand, he was beloved by the men on account
of his punishments, which were as certain after offence as the
stroke of the ship's bell, but never cruel. It were to be wished
some captains on land as well as at sea would remember that three
dozen may be sometimes as good as six dozen 1 It was but yesterday that a poor fellow, a Grenadier, under sentence to be shot for
desertion, had his punishment commuted, as they call it, to five
hundred lashes. He appealed, and the previous sentence was confirmed ; therefore he went boldly to his death, thinking it better to
be shot than to be tortured by the lash until he died.
Then we all engaged upon Jack's sea-chest; and I suppose no
bride ever contemplated her new furniture and house-linen with
more pride and satisfaction than Jack bestowed upon his chest. It
was strong and stoutly made, with a till and two trays. It contained his uniform coat, his watch coat, a glazed hat for night
watch in bad weather, two hats each with a gold loop and a cockade,
his stockings, shirts (they were of the finest kind, fit for a young
gentleman, with lace rufities), his boots, handkerchief, crimson sash,
and his hanger. Besides these things there were his log-books,
ruled and prepared for him by Mr. Westmoreland; pens cut for
him by the same hand; a quadrant, with a day and a night glass;
the ' Elements of Navigation,' the ' Sailor's Vade-Mecum,' the
' Sea Gunner's Companion,' and a book on the ' Method of Computing Observations,' so that he was amply provided with his
favourite reading. To these were added, by my father, a copy of
the Holy Bible, with the Book of Common Prayer, These things,
with a pocket compass and a tin pannikin or two, a book of songs,
and a few other trifles, made up Jack's outfit.
When all was ready and the time of departure was come, the
Admiral put into his hand a purse full of guineas, and told him
that until such time as he should be rated midshipman, an allowance
of thirty guineas a year should be given to him. This is a liberal
addition to a boy's pay, and I doubt whether any other youngster
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on board the ' Lenox ' possessed so splendid an addition to his two
pounds a month.
On the morning of his departure our young hero appeared
dressed for the first time in his blue uniform coat, with the gold
loop in his hat, and his hanger at his side, trying to look as if he
had worn it for years, and was unconcerned about his personal
appearance. He was going down to Sheerness in a tilt-boat,
accompanied by two of the Admiral's negroes, to get his sea-chest
aboard, and provided with a letter for the captain. We all went
down to the Stairs with him—the Admiral, my father, Castilla and
myself, with Philadelphy. We found, also waiting on the Stairs,
Mr, Westmoreland and Bess, Mr. Brinjes, and the boy Aaron
Fletcher.
' Farewell, Master Jack,' said Mr, Westmoreland, in his cracked
and squeaky voice, ' farewell; I shall never have so good a pupil
again. Forget not the rules for the right placing of the decimal
point, and do not neglect practice in the Tables of Logarithms,'
' Good-byoj' said Jack, shaking his hand. ' I wiU remember.
Good-bye, Bess.' He laid his arm round the girl's neck—she was
now ten years of age, and as tall as Castilla, though a year younger
—and kissed her on both cheeks. ' Good-bye, my girl—give me
another,' He kissed her again, Bess said nothing; but the tears
rolled down her cheeks, and her father drew her away to make room
for his betters.
Then Jack saw Aaron, and he laughed aloud,
' Ho 1 ho I Aaron Fletcher. There isn't time for a fight this
morning, Aaron,' he said; ' give us your hand,'
Aaron took the proffered hand, but doubtfully,
' I thought I'd come to see the start. Master Jack,' he said; ' and
I wanted to say
'
' Well ? ' asked Jack; for the lad hesitated.
' To say when you come back—if it's next year or next ten
years—I'U fight you again, for all your gold loop,'
' So you shall, Aaron—so you shall,' said Jack, with another
laugh. ' That's a bargain,'
And so, with a kiss to Castilla, and a shake of the hand to me,
and after receiving the blessing of the Admiral, who needed not to
spoil its solemnity by a profane oath, he leaped into the boat, took
the strings, and ordered the men to give way. But he looked back
once, and waved his hand, crying out,' Good-bye, Bess.' So his
last thought was of the Penman's girl.
'When he comes home, Aaron,' said Bess, wiping away her
tears, ' Jack shaU beat you into a jelly,'
' I'll break every bone in his body for him,' said Aaron, ' Oh !
I wish he would come back to-morrow. And you may be there to
see, if you like,'
' I shall tell him the first thing when he comes back. What ?
You dare ask him to fight ? You ? I wonder, for my part, that a
Midshipman should dirty his fist upon your face.'
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The Admiral looked after the receding boat, his red face full of
affection and emotion. Beside him stood my father, in wig and
cassock, as becomes a Doctor of Divinity. Mr, Brinjes, in his
brown morning coat and scratch wig, looked a strange companion
to them. But the watermen on the Stairs stood aside even more
respectfully for him than for the Admiral. He might, indeed,
knock them over the head with his gold-headed stick, but he could
not, hke Mr. Brinjes, scatter rheumatic pains and toothache among
them.
And here a singular thing happened. There is no man more
free from superstitious terrors, I think, than myself. Yet I cannot
but remember that while Castilla cried, and I myself should have
hked nothing better than to cry, but for the unmanliness of the
thing, the old witch-woman—she was nothing less—this Mandingo
prophetess, whose powers were as real as those believed to belong
to Mr. Brinjes—began to shiver and to shake and her teeth to
chatter. To be sure, it was a morning in December, but mild for
the time of year, and the sun shining. No doubt some cold breath
struck her face and made her shiver. But, to PhUadelphy, everything unexpected was fuU of prophetic warning, could she read it
aright.
' What does it mean ?' she murmured. ' What in the world
can it mean ? I dun know what this shiver means: Mas'r Jack
come home again, I think, and. play mischief with some of us.
There's trouble sure, for somebody—trouble and crying. Dun you
be afraid. Miss Castil, ole Philadelphy know plenty words to keep
off the DevU.'
She meant that she had plenty of incantations or charms by
which to avert and ward off evil, I am sure there was never a
witch-woman or Obeah man on the African coast or in Jamaica
had more spells and secrets of magic and unholy craft than this
old negress.
CHAPTER V.
MIDSHIPMAN JACK.

was Jack fairly launched and started upon his profession.
As regards a boy's first days at sea, they are reported by all to be
the most miserable in his whole life. For the Quarters_ of the
youngsters, volunteers and midshipmen, on a ship of the line, are
beneath the lower gun-deck on what they call the cock-pit or the
orlop. This is a dark and gloomy place, below the level of the
water; no daylight can ever come to it, and there can be little
access of pure air. Here the purser has his stores, the surgeon
keeps his drugs, the bo's'n and carpenter their ropes and spare gear,
so that the place smells continually of tallow, beef, pork, tar, and
bUge-water. It swarms with rats and cockroaches; in time of
battle the wounded are brought here, near the after hatchway, as
THUS
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to the safest part of the vessel. Here the youngsters hang their
hammocks and stow their chests. As for their mess, it is with the
surgeon's mate, the master's mate, the purser's mate, and the
captain's clerk. To boys brought up delicately, the food is coarse;
new-comers have to run the gauntlet of rough jokes, and the horseplay which among these lads passes for wit: it is that kind of wit
to which the only answer is by force of fist. The young sea-lions'
play is always like a fight, and generally ends in one. Therefore,
if a boy on board ship love not fighting, he had better tie a kedgeanchor round his neck and drop overboard. But if, like Jack, he
loves and is always ready for a fight, and wiU engage with the first
who offers, however big and strong he may be, then the society of
the midshipmen's mess may become delightful to that boy; for the
wish of his heart wfil be gratified. I believe this was Jack's case ;
he hath told me how for a week or two he fought every day, and
how, at the termination of each encounter, he found reason to
thank Aaron Fletcher for his toughness and obstinacy, which had
taught him ueefril lessons. Further, there are tricks to be endured,
such as the stealing of a boy's breeches when he is dressing, so
that he is late on deck, and is consequently mast-headed: or the
greasing of his head with taUow whUe he is asleep; with many
other nauseous jokes, all of which have to be borne with good
humour until an opportunity occurs of revenge; or the httle
tyranny of one who, because he is a head taUer, thinks he can do
as he pleases; one such did Jack fight every day—getting, to be
sure, the worst of it—until the big fellow had no more stomach
for the fight, and left his adversary in peace. As for the gloom of
his quarters, and their narrowness and discomfort—why, jack had
seen them often enough, and knew what to expect, and cared not
two pins for them. As for sea-sickness. Jack never felt it. The
rough sea fare he liked; and as for the daUy duty and the sharp
discipline, these were part of the profession, and designed for the
safety and government of some hundreds of lives and the accomplishment of the ship's purpose. If a saUor would be happy, he
must, I take it, acquire, as soon as possible, the feeling of association. Everything has to be shared; if he take on board with him
and nourish the desire, common to all landsmen, of getting as much
comfort for himself as he can seize, he wiU never be easy. Comfort,
I suppose, and ease of body, are served out, on board a man-o'-war,
in rations and pannikins—like the rum.
Jack's good luck began, as I have mentioned, with his first
voyage—that is to say, whatever good fortune can come to one so
young fell to him, as you shall see.
The ' Lenox' saUed on Dec, 5, 1747, and, meeting with none of
the enerny on her voyage, joined Admiral Knowles at Port Royal,
in Jamaica, on Feb. 8—a short passage—the ship being a fast sailer
and ably handled.
As this v/ar took place when I was a chUd, coming happUy to
an end when I was but twelve years of age, I know little about it
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save that my early recollections are all of activity in the Yard, the
going and coming of ships, the building and launching of ships,
the h u r r y and the business of war. There were some very fine
engagements at sea, I believe, of which I know only one or two—•
those, namely, in which Jack was engaged; and there were some
memorable actions fought on land, of which that of Dettingen was
one. There are in every century so m a n y wars ; there are in every
war so m a n y actions, every one of which in the eyes of those who
have fought on the victorious side, and especially in the eyes of the
Admiral or General, is so memorable that it will remain for ever
in the history of the world as a feat of arms never to be forgotten.
This vanity is like that of the poet, who thinks that for an ode
to ' F a m e , ' or to ' Victory,' published in the ' European ' or the
' Lady's Magazine,' he is covered with glory and crowned with an
everlasting wreath of bays. One immortal victory is succeeded by
another; one General causes his predecessor to be forgotten; one
poem is followed by a n o t h e r ; then both are suffered to repose
between the leather binding of the volumes which contain them.
I t is only the work of the painter which lives on the walls for all
men to admire in all ages to come.
I say, then, that whatever imperishable glory surrounds the
names of those who conducted for the Allies this war, I know of
none except that which belongs to one squadron in the last year
of the war. An account of it m a y be read in Mr. John HiU's
' History of the British Navy,' itself compiled from the papers of
the late Honourable Captain George Berkeley, E.N., which stops
short at this chapter, the book having been published at the beginning of the next war. W h a t I know of it is taken from the description of these affairs given me by Jack himself.
The 'Lenox,' then, arrived at Port Royal on Feb. 8, 1748, The
captain was heartily welcomed by Admiral Knowles, who was on
the point of sailing on an expedition from which the best was hoped.
By the greatest exertions, the ship was provisioned in readiness to
join, and the squadron. Governor Trelawny accompanying the
Admiral, left Port Eoyal on the 13th with design to attack Santiago,
or Saint Jago, the most important town and port of Cuba, next to
Havana, 'The squadron was strengthened by a detachment of 240
men of the Governor's regiment. The fleet unhappily met with
contrary winds, which were so long and persistent that the
Admiral resolved upon changing the plan of the expedition. It
was, therefore, decided to make an attack upon Port Louis, on
the south side of Hispaniola, Thither, therefore, the wind being
favourable, they sailed, and arrived in good order. On the 8th
of March, the ships being then almost within pistol-shot of the
waUs, the attack was commenced ; the cannonade lasted three
hours, at the end of which time the enemy's guns were silenced,
and the Governor proposed to capitulate. H e sent an officer off
with propositions, which the Admiral refused, and sent back his
own, giving an hour for consideration. Before the end of that
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time they were accepted, and the place was taken. ' I beheved,
said Jack, telling me of this, his first action, ' that every cannonshot that struck the ship or flew through the rigging was going to
knock my head off, not thinking that, by the time I heard the
noise of it, the danger was over. Yet I was resolved to stand at
my quarters, and do my duty as well as I could ; but for the fife
of me I could not help ducking my head, tiU the gunner spied me
and found time to fetch me a clout on the head, saying, " You fool,
that cannon-baU was half a mile beyond the ship before you ducked.
Hold up your head, and remember that when it is knocked off you
wiU have no time to duck out of its way," So, with that I plucked
up, and was comforted to see the men at the guns, none of them
kUled, and none of them ducking. So I was highly ashamed of
myself tiU they told me afterwards that, at the first engagement,
most everybody ducks. As for the Captain, he was on the quarterdeck, and scorned to show the least fear; and the men at their
quarters only laughed, even when a shot struck the ship and fragments of the timbers went flying about. But it was fine to see
how, one by one, we silenced the guns. Only I should like to see
fighting at close quarters. This pounding with the big guns at
long range is not to my taste.'
There was some work for the boats as well; for the enemy set
fire to one of their ships, and endeavoured to send her alongside
the Admiral's ship ; but boats were sent off, which towed her clear,
and took possession of two more designed for the same purpose,
though the enemy's musketry fired smartly on them all the time.
Our loss in the whole action was only ten men kUled, among whom
were Captain Ronton, of the ' Stafford,' and Captain Oust, a volunteer, with sixty wounded. The loss of the enemy was a hundred
and twenty-eight kiUed, The fort contained seventy-eight cannon
and a vast quantity of ammunition and stores, the whole of which
was taken possession of and the fort blown up.
I dare say it was a small business, but it seemed a great one to
the boy, who thus took part in an action for the first time.
This affair concluded, the Admiral proceeded to put into execution his design upon Saint Jago,
The attack, however, failed, because they found a chain across
with two large ships and two small ones filled with combustibles
and ready to be set on fire at the first attempt to break the chain.
This was mortifying, and added nothing to the Admiral's reputation.
But six months later, it was Jack's good fortune to take part in a
spirited action with the Spanish squadron between Havana and
Tortugas. It was in October, and I believe after the peace had
been signed; but this they knew not. The Spanish fleet consisted
of the same number of ships as our own, but larger, and with
double the number of men. There was a court-martial afterwards,
and the Admiral was reprimanded for not shifting his flag when
his own ship was disabled. Therefore the action is not one of
those in which the country can take the most pride. But this had
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nothing to do with a young midshipman, and no one ever denied
that the 'Lenox,' for her part, was admirably fought and handled,
seeing that when the ' Cornwall,' the Admiral's ship, was disabled,
the ' Lenox ' had to sustain the fire of the whole of the squadron
until the arrival of the ' Canterbury ' and the ' Warwick,' At sundown the Spaniards began to retreat, but not before their great ship
the ' Conquestador' was taken. Admiral Knowles has been further
reproached with not prosecuting the pursuit with greater vigour.
However that may be, he fell in, two days afterwards, with the
Spanish Admiral's ship, the ' Africa,' and blew her up. Whatever
might have been our success it cannot, therefore, be denied that we
took two out of seven ships, and compelled the rest to run away.
As for Jack, he had learned now to receive the enemy's broadsides
without ducking; ' but what amazed me most,' he told us, ' was
that there was no shouting or crying among the men. They were
all as cool as if they were firing a salute at Spithead, When a man
was wounded and fell, he was carried below, so there was not much
of the groaning and shrieking that landsmen talk about. Why,
those fellows of ours will have a leg sawn off and never groan.
Whereas, if a man is kiUed, you can't expect him to groan afterwards. To be sure, I've never seen a fight with a boarding party.
And I say, Luke, the first time you see a man kiUed, when he falls
dovTO in a heap on the deck, and his face turns quite white, and
his arms and legs lying out anyway, as if he didn't care what was
going to happen—it makes you feel sick and dizzy. But the men
only laugh, because every one takes his turn ; and you can't escape
the buUet that is bound to kiU you. If it wasn't for knowing that,
nobody would be able to feel happy, and work with a will, while
the shots are flying about, Luke, there's another thing'—here his
voice dropped to a whisper—' there's a thing I never knew before,
nor suspected. There's cowardly captains, even in the King's Navy
—captains who won't crowd on the canvas in pursuit, and drop
out of action, pretending to be disabled. They never told me
that—not even Mr. Brinjes told me. And half-hearted captains.
Why, if aU they say is true, we should have been inside Saint Jago,
instead of sheering off after a broadside or two. But there's more
brave captains than the other sort; and so you'U see when next
we have a brush,'
For the 'Lenox,' with Admiral Knowles's squadron, had now
returned and the ship was paid off, and Jack had made his way
home again, when you may be sure we killed the fatted calf and
gave him welcome. He was gone, on that voyage, for the best
part of two years, and was now fifteen years of age, and looked
eighteen, being so big and strong. The sun and the wind had
painted his cheeks a lively coloiu:, his hands were brown, his
speech was rough, and his bearing was manly. Wonderful it was
to see the confidence and the manliness of one so young, to say
nothing of the pride he took in the exploits of his ship. These, we
presently discovered, lost nothing in the telling. He brought home
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a most beautiful necklace of red coral which had been found in the
fort of Port Louis, belonging, no doubt, to one of the mulatto or
half-caste women, who were both the slaves and the mistresses of
the Spaniards in those parts. He showed it to me one day, and I
expected he would give it to Castilla. Fortunately, I told her
nothing about it, and presently I saw it round the neck of Bess
Westmoreland, It is so common at Deptford to see girls of her
class decorated with gold chains, coral necklaces, jewelled brooches,
and all kinds of finery (for a few days only, because they speedUy
send the things to London to be sold), that no one asked who had
given the child an ornament so unsuitable for her position. As for
Castilla and myself, if Jack before he went away was going to be a
hero, he was now actually become one ; v/e were fuUy persuaded
that when at Port Louis the boats towed off the fire-ship with the
musket-balls spattering in the water, it must have been Jack who
sat in the stern ; and when the ' Conquestador' surrendered it must
have been in terror at the sight of this youthful conqueror, terrible
with his sword in his hand; and when the ' Africa' blew up it was
because the Spanish Admiral perceived that he #ould not hope to
contend any longer with this young sea-lion; and, considerhig the
Admiral's want of spirit, it was nothing but the presence of Jack
that saved the fleet from disaster, I began to draw pictures, representing episodes in the three actions in which our hero had taken
part, such as Jack repelling boarders, laying about him with such
an intrepid air as commanded terror and admiration in all who
beheld it. Behind him stood the British tars, ready to back him
up with cutlass, pistol, and pike. Or another, in which I displayed
the two ships at close quarters, with grappling-irons, and Jack
leaping singly upon the enemy's deck, a pike in one hand and a
cutlass in the other; and there was Jack laying the gun that was
to hit the enemy between wind and water, and so sink her : he performed the operation with thoughtful face, the captain standing
by, wrapt in admiration. They were wonderful pictures. Jack
laughed at them, but did not deny that, perhaps, there might be
truth in the subjects, I gave them to Castilla, who put them away.
She hath since assured me that she hath kept them out of regard
for the hand which drew them. That is doubtless true, since she
says so. But I think there must have been, at the same time,
some admiration for the hero of those designs.
I do not describe the joy with which the Admiral received the
boy, nor the pleasure with which he listened to his account of the
actions he had witnessed. As for the manner in which Jack sought
out Mr. Brinjes, everybody knows the contempt with which the
combatant branch regards the civU branch, though the surgeon's
mate, by order of the Navy Office, is considered a gentleman, and
messes with the midshipmen; so that there was condescension in a
midshipman visiting an apothecary. Yet, as Mr. Brinjes was an
old friend, Jack could not but treat him with kindliness mingled
with superiority. Moreover, he had by this time himself visited
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the places of which Mr. Brinjes loved most to speak. H e had seen
the negroes of Port Eoyal and Spanish Town, and those of Bridgetown, Barbadoes; and of St, K i t t ' s ; though as yet he had never
seen the Guinea Coast. One is not afloat for nearly two years
without learning and hearing things. So that for every tale which
Mr. Brinjes had to tell. Jack had now half a dozen. And I remarked that, like the apothecary. Jack loved to figure as the hero
in his own stories. This is a temptation to which m e n are all
liable, and especiaUy sailors; because, I suppose, they are looked
upon by the world as certain to have had adventures ; and there is
no man in Greenwich Hospital who has never been wrecked, or
cast away, or been attacked by savages and by sharks, or had a
brush with pirates.
As regards the quality of these stories and the art of making
and telling them, if there is any art in so simple a thing as the
telling of a sailor's yarn, it must be owned that the apothecary
showed himself the superior. For it is required of such a tale
that there must be fighting in it, with much bloodshed, narrow escapes, starvation in boats, pirates, and desert islands. AU of these
were supplied by Mr. Brinjes, whereas poor Jack had as yet nothing but his three battles. Bess, you m a y be sure, came to sit
with us in the room behind the shop, and to hear Jack talk. She
sat in the window-seat, her hands folded in her lap, gazing at her
hero all the time, and speaking not a word save when Mr.
Brinjes or I ventured to interrupt the flow of Jack's manly conversation.
Two days after Jack returned, the promised fight with Aaron
Fletcher came off in m y presence, and that of Bess, who, I believe,
was the chief instigator of the combat—having a vehement desire
to see Aaron punished for certain disrespectful words spoken in
Jack's absence.
H e was a little older than his adversary, and now bigger of
frame, and as hard as was to be expected of a young m a n who
spent his days and nights chiefly in a fishing-smack—he called it
a fishing-smack—between Eamsgate, or Leigh in Essex, and the
coast of Holland or of France.
They fought in the gardens behind the Stowage. I t is beneath
the dignity of history to describe an encounter with fists between
two boys. Sufficient it is to say that Jack took off his coat laughing, and the other scowling; that they fought for an hour, with
some vicissitudes—Aaron, so to speak, carrying heavier metal, but
Jack handling his guns with more dexterity; that Bess stood by,
clapping her hands when Jack's fist went home, and taunting
Aaron when he feU—which made both combatants the fiercer;
that, finaUy, Aaron was disabled, and had to retire from the conflict by the dislocation of a finger, which gave Jack the victory.
But both were so mauled and bruised, their faces so covered with
blood and swoUen, that the battle must have ended in neither being
able to see.
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' I'll fight you again—and again after that,' said Aaron, mopping
his face, with dark and savage looks.
What did they fight for ? Well: one was a gentleman, and
the other a mechanic; one was a midshipman in the King's service, and the other was a smuggler. Surely, these things were
enough. If you want more, remember that even at sixteen a
youngster may fall in love and be jealous. Aaron was already in
love with the black eyes of Bess, who was now nearly twelve, but
like a Spanish girl in this respect, that at twelve she might have
passed for fifteen at least. And Bess, who would have none of
him, thought of nobody but our handsome Jack.

CHAPTER VI.
T H E ' COUNTESS OF DORSET.'

WITH the return of the fleets, and the signing of the Peace of Aixla-Chapelle, came a great reduction of the Naval Estimates, which,
in the year 1750, provided for no more than ten thousand men,
instead of fifty thousand. This step, although it returned thousands
of men to the merchant service, the coast service, the colliers, the
fishing trade, and the river, sent back more than were wanted, so
there was great distress with men out of work all round the coast,
and a large increase of smuggling. Many regiments of marines
were disbanded at the same time, and so men who, having been
long engaged in active service, had lost the arts of peace and forgotten their former trades, were thrown upon the country seeking
employment, and, for the most part, finding none. Again, from the
dockyards were dismissed an immense number of artificers, such
as skilled shipwrights, carpenters, figurehead-carvers, painters,
decorators, and the like, besides a host of unskilled labourers, who
had been receiving good wages, and now found themselves without
work and for the most part without money. Add to this that the
trade of those who get their living out of the ships and the saUors,
and by navy contracts, was suddenly shrunk into nothing, like a
bladder which is pricked, and you will understand why, though the
country breathed and the merchants of London and Bristol rejoiced,
the seaports and dockyard towns groaned and lamented. As for
the shipwrights, there is always employment for some in one or
other of the private building-yards—such as Pett's or Taylor's, or
in the repairing-docks, as the Acorn and the Lavender; but what
are these even when working their utmost compared with the
King's yards and their continual demand in time of war ? It is
true that a large number of disbanded soldiers, marines, and artificers, received grants of land in Nova Scotia, and were transported
thither. But there are never many in proportion to the whole
number who can suddenly become farmers, and who fear not the
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cold of that inhospitable place. As for the unfortunate sailors, there
were, to be sure, always new hands wanted for the merchant ships;
but a m a n cannot look to get a berth as soon as he desires; and
other work they can do none. No one ever heard of a saUor
foUowing the plough, or becoming a shoemaker, or working in a
carpenter's shop. I t seems as if keeping the watch, bending the
sails, and working the guns, make a m a n unfit for other kinds of
work. The disbanded soldier m a y turn his hand to anything, but
not the saUor, So that when his pay and prize-money are aU
spent—which never takes the honest fellow long, so ready is the
assistance of his friends—he has nothing to do but to lean against
the posts. Or to stand about the riverside, waiting for a chance.
Often for a lodging he is reduced to sleeping on the bulks in the
open street, and, for his food, to take whatever m a y be given him
by the charity of his fellows. And, at last, when this fails, if he
cannot ship even on a hoy or a hay-barge, what wonder if he takes
to running a fishing-smack over to France for brandy ? And then
one hears of a desperate affray with the King's officers on the
Sussex coast; and these are the times when the roads become
infested with footpads—men driven desperate by poverty, who
might have remained honest fellows had they been kept to their
colours, or to their s h i p s ; and in the houses of Deptford, where
there had been plenty, and the laughter of httle children, were now
crying women and hungry babes, with the dreadful temptations of
poverty and hunger. I am sure there is no more terrible temptation
than this ; let us never cease, rich and poor together, to pray in the
words commanded, ' Give us this day our daily bread.'
There are some who think that the custom of disbanding the
troops and paying off the men is an evil one, because, they argue,
first, if you would secure peace be prepared for war, as is shown in
lively fashion by the fable of iEsop ; and if you are always ready to
fight, the enemy wiU be less ready to give provocation; and, next,
a better plan, if the forces must be reduced, would be to diminish
them gradually, by suffering those to go who wished, and enlisting
no more, so that speedily, and without injustice, an estabhshment
on a peace footing could be secured. But in the Navy Office
prudent counsels have never yet prevailed (I say this not of m y
own wisdom, but from general consent of those who have had
opportunity of studying things naval), and I suppose will not, until
some great calamity befall our country, and makes us call for
neither Whig nor Tory, but for those who desire the greatness and
the prosperity of these islands.
Sad, indeed, was the case of the younger officers—the midship,
men, like Jack—who had little interest, and now feared that they
might never become lieutenants. The more choking it was, because everybody had been looking for a long war, with plenty of
prize-money and quick promotion. And now, in the estimation
of many, not only was peace signed, but it was assured and would
be lasting; because, these sagacious politicians of the coffee-house
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asked, w h y should France wish to make war again, having received
not only so severe a lesson, but also terms of peace far more honourable than she could have expected ? The events of the next few
years have shown very plainly how anxious France has been to
keep her word and to maintain peace. Perhaps, now that we have
at last happily turned her out of Canada and the East Indies, and
reduced her power in the West Indies, her turbulence m a y abate
for a time. B u t one knows n o t ; we are nearing the end of the
eighteenth century, and we cannot tell what m a y happen before
that end arrives. However, the merchant adventurer naturally
desires peace, and therefore is ready to prophesy that peace wUl be
lasting, because we are always glad to believe what we desire, I
have heard that the activity of the French yards was never relaxed
during these years of peace; certainly, they never commenced any
war with more magnificent fleets t h a n those which they sent to
sea a few years later in the year 1756,
As for Jack, after being ashore for two or three months, and
finding no prospect of employment, he began to hang his head, and
to be despondent, longing to be afloat again, and seeing no chance.
I n truth, there was little in a landsman's life that he cared for,
being, at this period, not much better t h a n a sea cub, a species of
animal little loved by any except those who know that he will grow
into a lion. That is to say, he took no joy in reading, imless it was
the description of a sea action—always, to m y thinking, tedious to
read. Jack, who did not think so, used to Ulustrate the history
with the aid of walnuts placed in position, and showing, to his
imagination, better than any drawing, how the fight was conducted.
The gentle arts of poetry, music, painting, and dancing had no
charms for him. H e liked not the society of ladies, old or young,
nor the polite conversation which pleases them ; and as yet he had
not felt the passion of love. I believe he was set against the sex by
Mr. Brinjes, who loved no woman except such as had a black and
shining skin, and lived somewhere about Old Calabar. As for
Bess, she was the most congenial companion to him at this time,
because she never tired of listening to his talk about the sea, and
what he was going to do. But as for love, he had none for her at
this time. Of this I am assured.
Everybody has heard of the ' Countess of D o r s e t ' ; how she set
sail in order to navigate the great Pacific Ocean and never returned,
and how for m a n y years nothing was known of her fate any more
than is known of the fate of Sir Cloudesley Shovel. I t is matter
for regret that the single officer who was saved out of that wreck
and survived the incredible sufferings which followed should not
have been able to narrate in lively and moving fashion the particulars of this grievous disaster. Surely, a history as instructive
as that of Commodore Anson might be made of this voyage. But
now, I suppose, it wiU never be written.
Soon after the peace, the ' Countess of Dorset,' which was lying

VERY

WELL THEN

49

up in ordinary, was fitted out in Deptford Yard, She carried an
armament of forty-four guns, and was a frigate well reported as a
saUer and for behaving well in heavy weather; ships being, as is
well known, capricious in this respect; so that you may construct
two vessels of exactly the same measurements, on the same lines,
and yet, while one is easily handled and is obedient to her helm,
the other shall be lubberly and difficult to steer ; and one shall sail
fast and the other slow : so that when any vessel is launched, it is
impossible to tell beforehand what she will be like, and one cannot
judge by the behaviour of a sister-ship. As for her destination, it
was as yet unknown; but some thought she was to form part of
the Jamaica fleet.
One afternoon, however, the Admiral caUed Jack, and held
a serious conversation with him.
' Thou art now, my lad,' he said, 'truly becalmed, and in the
Doldrums; or, worse still, in a leeward tide, and drifting on the
rocks. In a word, if a berth be not found before long, thou may'st
give up all further hopes of the King's Navy, I am sorry for thee,
lad. There is John Company, to be sure—they have a hundred
vessels, they say—but their commanders are fond of their ease;
and, besides, without interest in the India House, how can one
hope for promotion ? It would grieve me to see thee mate of a
merchantman. Yet, what help ? '
' I can ship as an able seaman. Sir, as soon as I am old
enough.'
' Ay, ay I But we must hope for something better. Listen, my
boy, I have this morning conversed with the Commissioner of the
Yard, Captain Petherick, who has imparted to me a secret. The
" Countess of Dorset" is bound for a cruise in the Southern Seas. I
have therefore sent an application in thy name to the Navy Office.
Because, Jack, though it is not the service I coiUd have wished for
thee, yet, seeing that there is little chance of anything better, we
must e'en make the best of it, and if we get thee billeted on her as
midshipman we shaU be fortunate. The voyage will be long and
tedious. There wUl be no fighting, imless—which I doubt—the
captain judges it well to seek out and capture the Manila gaUeon.
They say there are islands out there filled with black pirates and
cannibals; but I never heard of any honour to be obtained in fighting these poor devils. When you have gotten across the Pacific
Ocean, there may be engagements with Chinese and Malay fellows.
They have stink-pots and poisoned arrows. You will have to fight
them at close quarters with pike and cutlass and boUing pitch, as
weU as with guns. But where is the glory of such an action compared with an engagement, yard-arm to yard-arm, with a Frenchman or a Spaniard of equal weight ? '
' I should like to go. Sir,' said Jack, his eyes kindling.
'The Lord knows,' continued the Admiral, 'when you would
come back again! And meantime, while you and your company
were cruising in unknown waters, another war might break out
£
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and you would lose your chance, which, indeed, would be the
DevU.'
' But if no war break out, then my chance may be lost the other
way."
' It would so. Jack. Perhaps we might get thee a berth—but of
midshipmen there are plenty, and of ships in commission there are
few. Yet the Commissioner teUs me they have secret inteUigence
that the French are busy in Toulon and Rochelle. What doth this
mean if peace is to continue ? And complaints have been received
from New England of infractions by the French, Is this a sign of
peace ? However, we know not. The King grows old; the young
Prince is reported to be of a pacific disposition—but talking is
vain,'
Briefly, the Admiral's application proved successful. Jack was
appointed to the ' Countess of Dorset,'
When Mr, Brinjes heard of this appointment and the sailing
orders of the ship, he showed a strange emotion.
' W h ^ t ? ' he asked. 'Thou, too, art going to the South Seas,
Jack ? Why, it may be that the ship—but I know not—'tis unlikely, or—which I doubt. Thou art young yet. Jack; but if I tell
thee my secret, though without imparting, yet, the latitude and
longitude, while in those seas, thinking of what I shaU tell thee,
and mindful of the future, thou mayest take observations, and when
the ship comes home we wiU talk further of the matter. For look
ye, my boy, I am sure that I shaU not die before I have seen again
that place—but wait untU I have told thee. What ? You think I
am but a poor apothecary, admitted to sit among gentlemen because
I can cure their gout for them, and feared by the common sort because I can bring rheumatism upon them ? You shall see. You
think I have nothing but the few guineas in my till. Why, then,
listen, and keep the secret for m e ; though if all the world knew, no
one would be one whit the for'arder. Yet keep the secret; and
now, boy, reach me down the chart.'

CHAPTER VII.
MR. BRINJES CONCLUDES THE STORY OF HIS VOYAGE.
THOSE who will read this history through, and then consider the
various parts of it, will not fail to be amazed with the manner in
which Jack was prepared for the fulfilment of his fate and for the
close of his life (if that hath yet happened) by a crowd of circumstances which seem to have indicated it and led him irresistibly.
For, first, it was permitted to h i m ^ a rare thing—to make the
acquaintance of two who had voyaged upon the South Seas—I
mean as officers, and of the better sort; for of those who had set
foot on Juan Fernandez, fought the Creolian Spaniards at Payta,
Guayaquil, and Panama, and insulted their settlements in the
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Philippine Islands, there were m a n y in Greenwich Hospital and
the Trinity Almshouses of Deptford. Of these two, one, the
apothecary, would relate his adventures in a moving manner, so as
to make a boy's cheek burn and his pulses beat. The other, it is
true, was a phlegmatic man, but there were parts even of his narrative—as, for example, when the castaways built a crazy boat, thirty
feet long, and put to sea only forty strong, yet resolved to attack
the first Spanish vessel they sighted, though they had but three
cutlasses and half a dozen muskets and a small cannon, for which
there was no stand, so that it had to be fired from the deck; and
for all their provisions nothing but stinking conger-eel, dried in the
sun, and one cask of water, fitted with a musket-barrel, by which
each m a n drank in t u r n — I say that there were parts of his narrative which would fire the boy, and make his eyes bright. For the
hearing of such sufferings only stimulates a boy who is intended by
nature for a saUor. Next, there were the books lent to him by
Captain Petherick, aU of voyages, especially in Oceanus Australis,
and MageUanica. And, thirdly, he was, while yet a boy, to sail
across the great Pacific Ocean, which is said to fill those who have
once voyaged on its waters with a strange love and desire to return
thither, if only to meet with shipwreck and starvation. What
follows, however, was the story which Mr. Brinjes now completed—
a strange story, truly.
' I told you,' he began, ' that we were driven off our course
north of the latitude in which we hoped to sight the great Manila
ship. She carried I know not how m a n y cannon, and I know not
how many hundreds of men. But we were a hundred and twenty
strong, all well-armed resolute m e n ; and they were Creolian
Spaniards, a cowardly crew, who when they have fired their smallarms can do no more, and when the English lads board the craft
fall to bawling for Quarter, and strike their flag. There is but one
rule in these waters : it is to attack the Spanish flag whenever you
find it, and to look for no resistance once you come to close quarters,
unless the officers, which sometimes happens, are F r e n c h ; then
they will fight. Now mark what happened to us. The same tempest which drove us so far north caught the Manila ship as well,
of which we were in search, and drove her also out of her course,
treating her even more roughly than ourselves. We sighted her one
morning at daybreak. There could be no doubt about her ; there
are not many ships of her build in the North Pacific. As soon as
we were near enough to make her out all hands were called to
quarters, and we prepared for action with joyful hearts—loading the
guns and small-arms, and sharpening cutlasses and pikes. As we
drew nearer, and the daylight stronger, the sea being now quite
smooth, save for a gentle swell, we perceived a strange thing—•
namely, that her mainmast and her foremast were gone by the
board, only her mizen standing; her bows and bulwarks were stove
in, and her rudder was lost. She was drifting about upon the water,
helpless as a log. She had no saUs set; most of her rigging was
E2
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cut away. We fired a shot by way of signal, but received no reply;
then we drew nearer. Not a man could be seen. Were they all
hiding down below, or were they hatching some treachery? We
ranged presently alongside, cautiously standing to our guns, and
expecting nothing less than a broadside. But the guns, on the
upper-deck, at least, were not manned; nor was there a soul to be
seen, or the least sign of life. However, our boarding party leaped
aboard, with a shout, expecting some tricky of the enemy. Boys,
there was not a man left in all that great ship. How they got off—
by what boats, or on what raft—I know not, nor did I ever learn.
She was deserted; she was floating about these lonely seas, a great
treasure-ship, with aU her treasure still on board 1 Why, she was
not ours by right of conquest; she was ours by the law of the sea,
because she was a derelict. We were pirates, if you please, or
rovers, or adventurers. Whatever we were, that ship was our own
because we picked her up.'
' What 1' cried Jack,' no fighting ?'
' None, my lad. On that voyage there was no fighting with the
Spaniards from beginning to end. As for this great inheritance,
into which we came without a question or a blow, 'twas all left
undisturbed on board with the precious cargo of which it formed
a part. Strange it was to walk 'tween decks, and see them filled
with the bales of sUks, the spices, the rich stuffe, that the gaUeon
was carrying to Acapulco. There was also a beautiful collection of
smaU-arms, and swords with jewelled hilts, pistols with carved
stocks, brass carronades, and such carved work in wood, for the
state rooms and the captain's cabin, as one could sell in London for
its weight in silver, at least. There was also a great quantity of
wine, which was seasonable, for our spirits were weU-nigh drunk
out, and there was no probability of our getting more. We took aU
the wine and the arms, and as much of the silks and embroidered
stuff as every man pleased; so that we went about as fine as so
many princes, with purple and crimson sashes. The spices we
mostly left on the ship ; but the powder we took out of her, and aU
her provisions. And then we found the treasure. It was packed
in smaU iron-bound chests, in gold pieces-of-eight and other coins,
worth, as near as I could calculate, judging from the weight, about
two hundred and fifty thousand pounds of our money. Think of
two hundred and fifty thousand pounds to be divided among a crew
of simple rovers ! When we first found this treasure, and understood how much it was worth—namely, allowing eight shares for
the Captain, and eighteen for the officers, nearly two thousand
pounds apiece for every man, we were amazed at our wonderful
fortune, and looked at each other like stuck pigs. However, we got
the boxes on board, and laid them safe in the Captain's cabin, and
set fire to the galleon, which blazed furiously, and presently blew
up, and so an end of her. And as for us, we sailed away, and began
to feast and to drink, and to make merry. And for the first few
hours, I think there was never so happy a crew in the world,'
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' WeU," said Jack, ' if prize-money were aU they wanted. But
10 have no fighting with the Spaniards—why, one would as Ueve
take the money out of a till.'
' There was a great deal of fighting. I said only that there was
no fighting with the Spaniard.'
' What other fight was there, then ? '
' That evening we made a great feast on deck, aU the ship's
company sitting down together to as noble a salmagundy, onions
being stiU plentiful, as one would wish to see. And with the
salmagundy—which is sailor's food, truly, yet I want no other as
long as I hve, unless it be lobscouse and sea-pie—we drank the
finest wine, designed for His ExceUency the Governor-General of
the ManUas, that was ever drawn from cask. Such wine one may
never hope to taste again. What ? Topers who drink strong black
port and Jamaica rum (which yet I love), what know they of the
soft and luscious drink which these Papistical Spaniards enjoy daily,
sitting in their cool and shady houses, while the negroes and the
Indians work for them in the sun ? But when the drink got into
us, the quarrelling began. When rovers quarrel, they fight. The
men were hght-headed, to begin with, thinking of their great windfall ; and the Spanish wine is heady when you have taken much
more than a quart or two, and they very soon began to quarrel over
the division of the money. For some wanted to tear up the articles,
whereby the Captain took eight shares and the officers eighteen,
and aU to share-and-share alike. And then swords were drawn and
pistols cocked; and those of us who had kept reasonably sober went
hastUy below. Among these were the first and second mates, and
the bo's'n, and myself. But the Captain was mad with drink. We
kept below, while the trampling and the fighting went on all night
long, for they stopped only to drink, and then fought again like so
many devUs, not caring with whom they fought, stUl less for v/hat
cause. The men were resolute fellows, but they never showed half
so much courage against the enemy as they did against each other;
and those who had been in the morning the heartiest friends and
brothers were at night murdering each other with the utmost
ferocity.
' They stopped at last; not because they were appeased, but
because they were tired; and aU slept on deck, some lying across
the dead and wounded. It was a strange sight when we ventured
on deck, the work of fighting being over, and saw them in the
moonhght aU lying about among the cannon, mostly in the waist,
dead and living together, the blood stUl running out of the scuppers.
The man at the helm was kUled, and lying over his wheel. There
was no watch; there were no lights; all saUs were set, and the ship
was svnftly sailing over the smooth waters with no one to look out,
no hghts n the bows, and no one to care whether we struck on a
rock or not. There were thirty wounded men, whom we carried
below and dressed their wounds; but fifteen of them died, their
blood being heated by ttie wine and the salt provisions.
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' At sunrise most of the men woke up and shook off their
drunkenness, and ashamed they were to find the Captain and
twenty men killed by the night's quarrel. First they sat and looked
at each other, sorry and angry. Then they took consolation, thinking there were still enough men to navigate the ship, and fight her,
if necessary, and then someone whispered that there were fewer
by twenty to share the treasure,
' So we threw the bodies overboard without any funeral service,
and I dressed the hurts of those who were wounded ; the men resolved to quarrel no more, and all shook hands together.
' I suppose the thought of the money fiUed aU the men's minds,
because in the afternoon, when the drinking began again, the
quarreUing began. The Captain being dead, they could no longer
quarrel over his eight shares; but the officers were left, and they
began about their shares. Now, I am sorry to say that both mates,
instead of rimning down below again with the bo's'n and me,
stayed on deck and took part in the quarrel. That was a worse
night than the other, because it began earlier. Ten more were
killed that night, and a great many wounded. What was worse,
the morning brought no cessation, but they fought all day long, and
for three days and three nights, drinking all the time like devils,
as if they desired that as many should be kUled as possible, and as
few left to divide the treasure. In the end, when they desisted, Vi'e
were reduced to sixty men, most of whom had wounds of some
kind, and some died afterwards of fever, so that we numbered no
more than fifty. I suppose that such a thing hath never before
happened, that a ship for four days and four nights should sail any
course she pleased, being without a steersman, or a captain, or a
watch, having aU sails set, and yawing about as she pleased, just as
the breeze changed, and so saUing aU the time before the wind. It
was surely a miracle that we were not all cast away and destroyed.
At last, however, the men grew tired and sobered, frightened by the
deaths of so many, and now awakened to the new danger that if we
met the Spaniard we might not be able to fight him nor to protect
our huge treasure.
' So we held a serious council. First, we were now aU rich men,
and it behoved us to think of getting home safely with our money,
and to run no risks more than we could help, and not to go in search
of other ships, but to keep out of the enemy's way.
' Did one ever hoar before of an English crew keeping out of the
Spaniard's way ? But the treasure made cowards of us all. Every
man valued his own skin because he was now the owner of so much
wealth. Why, what had been before the fighting a share worth
two thousand was now worth four, at least. Not a man among us
but was worth four thousand pounds and more. Even if we had
sighted another gaUeon I doubt whether we should have ventured
to attack her. And the men grew moody and scowling, everyone
sitting apart, counting his gains and wishing his shipmates dead, so
that his own share should be greater. Never was a ship's crew
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fuller of murderous thoughts and evil jealousies. Even the
wounded men dying of fever could not die quietly, but must shriek
and cry out for life, because they were now all made men,'
' Better have tossed the treasure overboard,' said Jack,
' As for our course, we had now sailed a good bit to the south,
but we knew not, and we never knew where we were. Look at the
chart. Here is the island of Donna Maria Laxara. We were driven
north from that island, and we presently saUed south, no man regarding the navigation. The latitude I was able to calculate; but
as for the longitude, that was lost, and we knew not how to recover
it, there being no one on board except myself who could so much
as read.
' After our council, however, we appointed v;atches, and attended
somewhat to the sailing, keeping her course south, in hopes of
fetching Juan Fernandez or Masa Fuera. But, Lord! we were
hundreds of miles to the west, though we knew it not; and as for
Juan Fernandez, we should none of us ever see that island again.
So we sailed day after day, but slowly, because the winds were light.
The sun now grew hot; we were within the Tropics, The men liad
somewhat recovered their spirits, and bragged what they would do
when we got home, and how they would fling the money about.
Some were for Kingston, but some for Portsmouth; and I have
always felt compassion for the girls of Point that they never had
the spending of this great haul. For my own part, I always knew
that something was going to happen, for surely such a crew of
murderers would never be suffered to get safely to port with so
much wealth.
' The first thing that happened was that we were becalmed. I
know not where, but I think somewhere hereabouts.' Mr. Brinjes
pointed to a spot near the middle of the Pacific, far from any other
track. ' We were becalmed so long that we drank out all the
Spaniard's wine, and now had nothing to drink except water, and
that so long in the casks that it was, so to speak, rusty. Also, we
soon found that we had not a great quantity of provisions left; and
that scurvy called the LobiUo showed itself, of which we lost two
or three men. And now, if there was no more fighting, there was
no more singing and making merry. The men amused themselves
with gambling; some of them played away all their shares, but
presently won them back, and then lost them again; or they passed
the days, which were tedious, in fishing for sharks—the sea was full
of them—sometimes they killed them for food, but one soon gets
tired of eating shark; sometimes they played with them, for they
would catch two, and put out the eyes of one, and tie their tails
together, and so drop them into the sea, when it was pretty to see
them pull different ways, and fight and bite at each other just like
Christians. Or they would catch one and tie a plank to his tail, so
that he could not dive under water or swim away without dragging
the plank with him, and so went mad, and lashed the water in his
rage. And strange things happened. One day, while we were stUI
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becalmed, the needle began to turn aU ways, as if the witches had
got hold of it—the Jamaica Obeah men know that secret—and
another day the sky turned violet colour, with green clouds, very
terrifying, and in the night the sea was a blaze of light, so that we
were aU alarmed, and one young feUow went mad, and cried out
that the Day of Judgment was come, and called upon the sea to
hide him from the face of an offended God, and so jumped overboard
and was drowned, I think we must have been becalmed for six
weeks. At last, however, a breeze sprung up from the nor'-west,
and so we continued our course, if that can be caUed a course which
was saUing blindly, on an unknown sea,
'Jack,' Mr. Brinjes cried, 'it will be thy lot—wherefore I teU
thee this history—to cruise upon these waters. JTot upon the course
which the Spaniards take, but west and south of their route. There
wilt thou meet, as we did, with strange and beautiful islands fiUed
with kindly people, who paddle in canoes and swim hke fishes, and
hold aU things in common, and live naked. In those latitudes it
is always summer all the year round, with warm balmy air ; and
nobody heeds the time, and there are always rich fruits to eat and
delightful fish to catch. They have no religion, and therefore are
not afraid ; they have no knowledge of the ten commandments, and
therefore know not the nature of sin, and have no conscience to
trouble them : they have learned nothing of any future world, and
therefore are not anxious; they have no property, and therefore
know not envy ; they have no diseases, except the incurable disease
of age; although their lives are happy, they fear not death, upon
which they never think ; they neither murder nor rob. What is
our modern civUisation, what is the politeness of the age, compared
with such happiness as theirs ? What is there a man can hope for
better than warmth and plenty, the love of women, and the friendship of men, with constant health, sunshine and joy ? Do they
murder each other ? Do they fight duels with each other ? Do they
gamble away their fortunes ? Do they steal and rob ? Do they
entice away another's wife ? Are they clapped into prison for debt,
and kept there until they die ? Are they hanged for forging, coining,
and shop-lifting ? Are they flogged at the cart-wheel for anything
they do ? Are they made to work all day so that another man may
grow rich ? Are they teased with wars ? Must they be starved so
that priests may get fat ? Do they go in misery and anxiety all
their days for fear of the Bottomless Pit? '—Mr. Brinjes enumerated
many other things, which are not the blessings of civihsation, yet
exist among us, and not among these savages, ' Why, for the mere
joy of living among this people, and breathing their soft air, our
men forgot even their great treasure and their jealousies, and
became, as it were, foolish ; they quarrelled no longer ; they rejoiced
to go ashore and court the friendship of these soft savages, and to
give them beads, knives, fish-hooks, or any little thing, in return for
which the people gave them everything they had; for a string of
beads, or a piece of bright-coloured silk they would bring out all
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they possessed; for a bottle of rum, they would, I verily beheve,
have sold their island. Ah I' Mr. Brinjes heaved a deep sigh. ' I
have known true happiness on the African coast; but there the air
is hotter and men's passions are fiercer—weU, I love the fierce
passion and the temperament which breaks suddenly into flame;
but I have never seen or heard, anywhere, of any place where the
folk are so gentle as in these seas and hfe is so easy and so sweetHeaven keep them long from the accursed Spaniard.
' And as for wonders, I have seen strange things, indeed, which
men would not believe. Boys, I do not lie; I have seen bats as big
as rabbits, and terrible great serpents which hang from the trees
head downwards, and have power by their breath—I know not how
—by their breath alone, to draw wild beasts—nay, and man as weU
—towards them, and so to break their bones and devour them;
calamaries, or squids, are there with arms ninety feet long—many
have seen them, and avow the truth—which can clutch a whole ship
and drag it under water; there are springs of water which have
virtue to turn fish into stones; there are flying cats and women fish
—yea, fish with heads and breasts like unto women, and tails hke
the mermaids'; there are shell fish big enough, each one, to dine a
boat's crew, and yet leave meat to spare; there are birds'-nests so
big that six men cannot span even one; there are beautiful lizards,
of aU colours, as big as calves. Am I lying to you ? No, boys.
There was an island where we gathered a pannier of earth for the
cook's galley to lay under his fire. Would you believe that, six
months afterwards, we found a bar of gold beneath it, melted out
of this little bucket-full of earth ? But we could never find that
island again. As for the people, the men mostly go naked or nearly
naked, and the women have a kind of petticoat made sometimes of
feathers, and sometimes of skins, and they have hair so long that
it trails upon the ground; their language is a jargon that no one can
understand; and if they worship anything, which I doubt, they
worship wooden images, Tasman found some of these islands, but
he has never been where I have been. No living man—the rest
being dead—has been where I have been. Tell me not of Captain
Shelvocke ! He only foUowed the Spaniard's track.
' We cruised about contentedly, leading a life like that of King
Solomon himself, among these islands, how long, I know not, for
we stayed sometimes for whole months off one island. Perhaps it
was fifty years, but I think it was no more than two or three.
There was no more talk of the treasure. Some of our crew died,
some refused to leave the islands even for their share of the treasure,
and preferred a black wife and a life of ease under a warm sun
with palm-wine and pandang (which is their kind of food), to any
more dangers upon the water. So at length, out of our company of
a hundred and twenty there were but five-and-twenty left, among
whom to divide the great sum of money. This would give ten
thousand pieces each. But by this time the ship, poor thing, was
fallen into disrepair, and most of our stores were now expended, so

58

THE WORLD

WENT

that what with rotten cordage, which would hardly hold a sail, and
a leak which she had sprung somewhere, which gained daily, and
planks now so soft that you could put a knife into them as into a
rotten apple, and her bottom covered with green weeds, like a ditch
beside a hedgerow at home, I for one doubted whether she would
hold together at all if bad weather came. But in these islands we
never found any bad weather.
' By this time all our clothes were worn out. Stockings and
shoes we had none, but no one wanted them. For coat and shirt
and aU, we had the bales of sUk which we found on the gaUeon;
and let me tell you that, in a warm climate, there is no wear hke
sUk, being both soft and cool. We had suffered our beards to grow:
we had left off carrying arms, and nobody quarreUed or fought. Our
provisions were long since gone, but we had palm-wine, such as the
islanders make, and pandang, and we were dexterous at fishing.
If we left one island and sailed to another, it was only for the sake
of change, for sailors are always a restless folk; and we thought of
nothing but t'o continue the joyful, easy and happy hie that we were
leading.
' It was I, there being no officers left, who broke up this contentment, and called the men together to speak seriously. I pointed
out to them very earnestly that we must resolve, and that immediately, whether we would settle upon some friendly island and
break up the old ship, or whether we would without more delay
attempt the voyage home. I told them that we were aU rich men,
and could take our ease for life, if only we succeeded in getting
home; but that we had a leaky and crazy ship, with rotten cordage,
worm-eaten planks, and foul bottom, and that we must first put her
in some kind of repair before we could think of getting round Cape
Horn, and if we did not speedily attempt these repairs the poor old
barky would founder beneath us. The men lazily replied they cared
nothing whether the ship fell to pieces or no, and were content to
hve for ever upon one of these islands among the blacks, of whose
soft manner of life they were enamoured, and wanted no more
fighting or tempests. Such softness stealeth over the souls of all
who dweU in these latitudes. This is the reason why the Creolian
Spaniard—he of Mexico, Cuba, or Acapulco—is so poor a creature
as compared with the Englishman, for the heat and softness of the
air have sapped his courage, and made him a coward. One or two
among us, however, having still something left of courage, and some
recollection of home, persuaded them to consent that we should,when
we could find a convenient place, endeavour to heel the ship over
and scrape her, stop the leak if we could, and make her shipshape
for rougher weather.
' A few days afterwards, we came to a smaU archipelago, or collection of smaU islands. They were not the coral islands, which
lie low, and are surrounded by a reef of coral, but were all like hilltops, rising sheer and steep out of the water, green and wooded to
the top, and apparently uninhabited. In one of these we found a
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curious natural dock or basin, deep and narrow, for all the world
like the Greenland Dock at Redriff, and as suitable for our purpose
as if we had made it ourselves. Here we resolved to make our
dockyard, and to begin by heeUng over the ship to get at her
bottom. Wherefore, in case of accident, it was first agreed that we
should put the treasure ashore in the only boat we possessed, the
great storm having stove in the others. We lowered the boxes, and
put in the boat five men, of whom I was one, with intent to row
ashore, lay the gold in some safe place, and then return to tow the
ship into this creek, or rocky natural dock. So we put off, thinking
no danger, and rowed to land,
' Now, mark what happened. The ship was lying, when we left
her, in smooth water, all sails furled, 'There was no wind, not a
breath of air ; if we had dropped our hedge, which we could not,
because there was no bottom, the ship would have ridden anchor
apeak. The time of day was afternoon, when air and water are at
their stiUest; and she was in a kind of channel or narrow sea, with
these islands aU around, which I should say were quitie desolate and
uninhabited, yet fuU of trees and fruits, with plenty of fresh water.
We had no more than the length of a furlong to row, the water
being deep and the shore of our island shelving steep down into the
sea. We landed, hauled up the boat for fear of accident, and began
to carry ashore the boxes, in order to lay them together under the
trees. You think, perhaps, that a treasure of two hundred and fifty
thousand pieces-of-eight is a mighty great matter. So it is, yet they
may all be stowed in a few small boxes. We laid them down, then,
and left them (no one being on the island except ourselves) at the
foot of a palm.
' And there, my lads,' Mr. Brinjes added slowly,' there they are
to this day. For sure and certain I am that no ship hath been among
these islands since. And I know that I could find the place again.'
' Why did you leave the treasure there ? '
'You shaU hear. When we got down to the shore again, a
strange thing—nay, a miracle—had happened. The ship, which we
left, as I said, only a furlong from the land, was now—as near as
we could guess—two miles. She had none of her canvas spread ;
there was no breeze to speak of, and yet she was slipping through
the water away from us at six knots an hour, as near as we could
guess. Wonderful it was to see a ship, without wind or saUs,
moving so fast. WTiether it was witchcraft—which I sometimes
think—or a strong current, which may have been the cause, I cannot
teU; but our ship had slipped away, and left us behind. We rowed
after her; but a little boat, with one pair of oars, cannot overtake
a vessel going six knots an hour, with two miles and more between.
Then we thought to make the crew put the ship about, if they
could. We shouted and made signals; but, so far as we could
discern, no one on board noticed. Perhaps the men were aU bewitched, as, I think, must have happened; perhaps they were
drinkmg or sleeping, because in those days they generally spent the
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time in sleep, whenever they were not drinking or fishing. She
seemed to move faster and faster, and the evening was coming on.
The sun got low; we had only time to row ashore before the darkness was upon u s ; and the last we saw of the poor old ship was the
sight of her spars with the sinking sun behind them, and the red
sky above, and the water spread out before us like a sheet of copper.
' What became of that ship and her company, I know not. But
I doubt not that the craft is broken up, and the crew are aU dead
long ago. For either she struck a reef and was wrecked, and the
crew drowned, having no boat; or—which may very weU have happened—the leak grew upon her, and she made so much water that
she foundered; or they may have made a raft and landed on some
island, where they lived, and, in due course, died of too much palmwine. And this was the best that could happen to them.
' As for us five men who were left upon the island, we hoped at
first that the ship would come back for us, but she did not; then we
made up our minds to stay there, and we buUt a kind of house, and
made ourselves easy, and fished, and made pandang. No man need
starve upon these islands. But, after a while, we grew tired of the
life, and so resolved to attempt escape. So we buried the treasure
at the foot of the palm where we had first laid it, and on the trunk
we cut a mark; then we rigged a sail of pahn leaves, caulked the
boat •with cocoa-fibre, took some water and such provisions as we
could lay up in store, and so left our island and sailed eastward. We
were still among islands, and we sailed among them for many weeks
—I know not how long. For still, when we were out of sight of
one island, we would sight another and yet another, but not aU
friendly, nor aU so soft and affectionate as those we had left behind
us. So we crept on, from shore to shore and from cape to cape,
untU at last we reached the open sea, and no land in sight at tdl,
and presently no provisions.'
' And what happened then ? '
' My lads,' said Mr. Brinjes,' it is a terrible thing to be at sea
with no provisions either to eat or to drink. Those who have water
may go on for a long time; though I have been told that the body
presently sweUs up and grows restless, and one must move about—
which, in a small boat, is difficult. But to have neither food nor
water 1 Then the men's eyes grow fierce and eager: horrible
gnawing pains tear them to pieces. AU day long they gaze upon
the water for a sail, though they know, as we knew, that there can
be no sail in those parts. At night, they sleep not; but groan and
wish it were day. Then the pains increase, and one would willingly
die but for the agony of death : and then the men cease looking
upon the ocean, but look in each other's faces—none daring to say
what is in every man's mind.'
Here he was silent for awhUe.
' All this time we had a steady gentle breeze, so that we saUed
easily over smooth water, and all the time we were followed by a
shark, which never left us, and was a certain prognostication of
death—which we knew and understood. My lads, when that boat
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was picked up—which was by a Spanish brig, sailing for the port of
Acapulco—there was but one m a n left. All the rest had parted
their cable, and the shark had eaten t h e m — t h a t is, some parts of
them. The survivor h a t h never told anyone how he kept himself
alive. Perhaps he was able to catch a few fish; perhaps he caught
a wUd bird; perhaps, it rained, and he caught the water as it fell.

If ever you do pray for yourself, Jack—but it is best to take your
own luck and to pray for others—pray that you be never condemned
to sail in an open boat without provisions.' I have read, in some
book of shipwrecks, that saUors have been known, in the extremity
of then- hunger, to kiU each other for food. Did Mr. Brinjes and
his boat's crew resort to this dreadful method ?
' As for the treasure,' he concluded, solemnly, ' I have bequeathed
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it. Jack, to thee and to Bess Westmoreland, here, in equal parts.
We will sail together, some day, and dig it up. I am old; but I
shall not die until I have seen those seas again. We wiU go together.
Jack, and thou shalt be rich. But even now thou art going thither,
happy lad ! When thy ship comes home, we will get a brig, somehow, and sail away together—Captain EasteKbrook in command—
and steer for those islands. I know not their longitude, but as to
latitude, I am very sure they are about the parallel of 20° S, Oh <
I shall find that archipelago. I cannot die untU I have breathed
those airs again and found the treasure 1 Jack, thou art heir to a
greater estate than any man in England can boast. There is nO
Earl or Duke who shall hold up his head beside thee. Thou shalt
be a Prince, and Bess shall be a Princess,'
He rolled up his chart, and returned to his chair and his piUows,
sinking into them with the exhausted air which made one perceive
that he was already arrived at extreme old age,
' Forty years ago 1' he groaned, ' Where are they gone, those
forty years .which have taken away my strength ? They made me
a slave in Acapulco—a slave to a Creohan Spanish devU, who daily
flogged and kicked me. Jack,' he sat upright, and his eye flashed
fire, ' when we have recovered the treasure we will burn the town
of Acapulco, and roast alive every Spaniard in it. Oh, that I could
have then got back to the island! But that I could not; and very
soon I perceived that I must somehow escape, unless I was to be a
slave for life, worse than a negro slave, and made to change my
religion or burn. This, though I have lived among the islands like
a Pagan, I was unwilling to do. I therefore ran away, and committed myself to the Indians, by whom I was taken across the
Isthmus of Panama, where I lived in the woods among my friends
the savages for two years and more, before I could find an English
ship among those which came trading for mahogany to the coast of
Yucatan which would take me off. So that of all that long journey
I brought back to Jamaica with me but one thing—my blue stone
for the cure of snake-bites.' He puUed it out of his pocket, ' When
you are bitten by any of the reptiles and insects of the forest, even
by the most venomous, you may apply this stone (I have tried it on
myself after a deadly snake-bite), which sticks on the place, and
doth not fall off till it hath sucked up aU the poison, when it drops
of its own weight, and must be put into milk before you can use it
again. Forty years ago 1 When I was young and could enjoy I
Lifo mocks us. Jack, Sometimes I think that we are the sport and
the laughter of the gods; but we know nothing. It flies before
you have more than tasted of its joys. Give me fifty years more—
only fifty years—and set me on the African coast among the Coromantyns, and I will find the ^ecret which their wise women know.
It is in the African forests that the herb grows which can cure aU
disease, even the disease of old age. With my treasure I could
buy it, or find it, or compel them to yield it up. Happy boy I
happy boy 1 Go breathe those airs of heaven, and gaze upon those
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purple islands! If thou lightest upon an archipelago somewhere in
latitude 20° S., where the islands are like hiUtops covered with
wood, search for one which has on its north side a creek like a
natural dock, then look for a palm-tree marked with a cross, and
dig beneath it for a treasure. But if thou dost not find that island,
then when thy ship comes home we will go together and seek for it,
and find the treasure—thine inheritance ! '

CHAPTER VIII.
THE ' COUNTESS OF DORSET' SAILS.

ALWAYS knew, said Jack, ' t h a t Mr. Brinjes had
been a pirate. I believe ho was surgeon to Bartholomew Roberts, who was kiUed by Captain Sir Ogle
Chaloner in the "SwaUow." Wherefore he ought,
if he had his deserts, to be now hanging m cliams
with his brother p h ates on the Cape Coast. Fifty of them tliere
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are dangling in a row. Now we know that he is a cannibal as
well, because it is certain he must have eaten up the other four
men in the boat, I wonder how the last two determined the
matter. And we know that he is the possessor of a great fortune buried under a palm-tree, on an undiscovered island in the
South Seas. It is as useful to him as a bag of diamonds in the
moon.'
' But he says that he shall sail with you in search of it.'
' Likely, likely,' said Jack. ' Who knows what may happen ?
He is, I take it, now a hundred years old. He keeps himself ahve
by his craft. If he was going to die I suppose he would begin to
repent. As for his treasure, what do I care for his pieces-of-eight,
unless it were to buy a frigate and man her with a gallant crew, and
go fighting the Spaniards and the French ?'
They were prophetic words, but this we knew not. Yet you
shall hear.
Then the ' Countess of Dorset' sailed away with Jack as one of
her midshipmen, upon her long and perUous voyage. She was
under orders to sail by way of the Cape of Good Hope, and to survey
the coast of that vast unknown continent or island caUed in part New
Holland and in another New Guinea. This accomplished, as far as
might be possible, her captain was instructed to cross the ocean
and explore that other great island called New Zealand. She was
to search after and report upon places which might be of advantage
to the British fiag. After this she was to continue her voyage of
discovery even into the antarctic fields of ice; to penetrate as near
to the South Pole as possible, and she was to return by doubling
Cape Horn, So that, had she come home in safety, her crew would
have circumnavigated the globe.
It would seem, I venture to think, consistent with the dignity as
well as with the interest of a great maritime people, such as the
English, were such voyages as this always afoot, so that, when one
exploring ship returned, another might be despatched ; undertaken
not only for the discovery of unknown continents and islands, but
also for the enlargement of commerce and the enriching of this
realm. In the old days the world was nothing but the Mediterranean with the lands lying around that great sea. Man has extended it east and west, north and south, so that we can now boast
that we know all the islands of the Atlantic and the Indian Ocean—
navigators say that in those seas there remains no more to be
found—with the countries of Asia (even China and Japan have
been described and exactly mapped by the Roman Catholic missionaries). We know the eastern coast of North and South America
from Labrador to Cape Horn, and we are able to lay down the
harbours and river mouths of Africa, though of its interior little has
yet been visited.
There wiU perhaps come a time, if the English take the matter
in hand without fear of Spain, when the whole world shaU be fuUy
explored, so that there will be nothing left to discover, neither
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strange races nor strange creatures, nor wonderful plants. My
father, who had in his fibrary a copy of the great ' Mappa Mundi,'
or Atlas of the late learned Mr. Senex, would often converse
seriously on the possibUity of finding, in some hitherto unexplored
part of the world, the long-lost Ten Tribes, stUl, he would fondly
imagine, practising the Levitical Law in its Mosaic integrity, without adding to it or subtracting from it, and in ignorance of the
glosses introduced by Rabbinical and Tahnudic doctors. He looked
to find this people in vast numbers (in conformity with Prophecy)
somewhere between the springs of Tigris and Euphrates, or,
perhaps, more to the north, and even on the slopes and among the
valleys of the mountains caUed Caucasus; but, he would confess,
without crediting the idle legend of the Sambatyon river, which
seems a monstrous story, they may have wandered farther afield,
and perhaps are now on some remote island of the Black Sea, the
Red Sea, or even the Indian Ocean. ' The recovery of these tribes,'
he said, ' would be a great consolation to pious persons, and would
doubtless prove a mighty weapon in the hands of the faithful; or,
apart from the Israehtes, though this people must be ever foremost
in our thoughts, it may very weU be that there exists in some
remote countries, which have had no intercourse with the outer
world for many centuries, some people who were once a branch of
the Roman Empire, and have never heard of its decline and fall,
who knew nothing of Christ or Mohammed, or of the Hindoo
superstitions, but stiU worship after the manner of the Greeks and
Romans. 'Twould be strange, indeed, to witness the rites of Jove
and Venus; those of the great Sun god; of Ceres, the goddess of
fortuity; of Bacchus, the god of joy and wine; and of Pan, of
whose death these people perhaps know not: or it would be strange
to see them flocking to consult the oracles: and one woiUd wUlingly,
if it were aUowed to a Christian, be initiated into the mysteries of
Eleusis, long since lost, though some have pretended that they aro
concealed in the Sixth Book of Virgil's ".^neid," and some still
look for them in Apuleius' "Golden Ass." Again, there must be
somewhere on earth the wandering Jew, named CartaphUus,
Ahasuerus, or, according to others, Isaac Laquedem, who is credibly reported to have been last seen, and that not so very long
ago, in Paris. To sit down and talk with him, if his memory is
stUl good, would be like finding a Fifth Gospel. Or there may be
in the interior of that great southern continent which they caU
New HoUand great and powerful nations, with another civUisation
than our own, and arts of which we know nothing. We have, it is
true, invented gunpowder, the use of which, to rude people, appears
a kind of magic ; and we have contrived by our wit many ingenious mechanical devices. But there are, surely, many other secrets
which man can compel Nature to surrender; and there may be
tribes which possess these secrets—as, for example, if one may so
speak without blasphemy, the command and control of hghtning,
which now strikes here and there at random, as we say, if anything
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in this world is suffered to be. at random; and the mastery over the
other elements of the earth—the wind, the storm, the ice, the snow,
which now only obey the word and will of the Lord. Or there
may have been discovered in these countries—who knows ?—a
universal medicine for aU diseases; for, since death is the necessary
result of decay or disease, when it is not accident, there may be
races who have discovered some herb or simple by virtue of which
natural decay may be prevented, and so man may continue to hve
as long as he please; which, for the devout Christian, who looks
forward to his eternal rest, would not be long. Or there may even
be found offshoots or colonies of such ancient races as the Phoenicians, of which stock came the Carthaginians; and so we may,
perhaps, at length learn by what accident this branch of the Semitic
race—a most civilised and cultivated branch—hath left no literature at all, either of poetry or history; or of the Ethiopians, caUed
by Homer, for some reason unknown to us, blameless. They were
expelled from Egypt by the people whose descendants are now
called Copts. Without doubt, they were an interesting people, and
remarkable for their primitive virtue, which may have survived. I
would look for them on the western shores of the Red Sea. Or
somewhere in the world, perhaps in the Pacific Isles, or in the unknown heart of Africa, or the great continent of the Southern Seas,
there may be races of giants, dwarfs, and amazons, for there must
certainly be some foundation for the stories of such people. There
is also the far-famed kingdom of Prester John, which some will
have to be the Empire of Abyssinia, whose King and people are
known to form a branch of the Christian Church. They boast
themselves to be descended from Prince Menelek, son of King
Solomon and the Queen of Sheba, which may possibly be the case,
although Holy Writ affords no warrant for the belief. One would
be pleased to learn also, if the many strange stories narrated by
the Venetian traveUer, Marco Polo, be true, or whether he hath repeated things which were merely related to him, as is done by
Herodotus. And again, there is the journey of MandevUle, in
which are described men with but one leg, and hippotains, or
creatures half horse, half m a n ; so that there may be truth in the
legends of Centaurs, though some have thought them to have been
merely a people loving horses and addicted to riding.
' Then to descend to creatures: there are existing somewhere,
perhaps, whether in the hot and burning forests of South America,
through which the great river Oroonoko flows, or in the African
deserts, creatures like the winged dragons of which so many stories
have been told, with salamanders and other monsters ; and in the
sea, hideous monsters with bodies many fathoms long, the vast masa
floating like an island on the ocean : and great calamaries, of which
sailors have reported some with long arms capable of seizing and
dragging down to the bottom of the sea, ship, cargo, crew, and all,'
Thus my father would discoiurse at length; but Jack hath
assured us that in this terrible voyage of his, they encountered
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nothing bigger than a whale or more terrible than a s h a r k ; nor any
winged dragon, or serpent more dreadful t h a n the kinds already
k n o w n ; while as for Ten Tribes, or for any m e n who know more
than the Europeans, or have acquired a form of civilisation worthy
our attention, he does not believe that there are any such.
We looked not for any news of the ' Countess of D o r s e t ' for
three years at least; because, on the voyage on which she was
bound, there are no friendly ports where a vessel m a y receive or
send home despatches, though, doubtless, m a n y where fruit and
water may be obtained. W e did not expect, therefore, to hear any
tidings of her until she should return. I t was not until fully three
years had passed away that we first began to ask ourselves when
the ship might be expected to return.
But no news came of the ship, and no letters from those aboard
her. The fourth year passed, and still there came no news ; and
BO the fifth, and still no news.
Then those who remembered Jack Easterbrook, and loved him,
began to misdoubt that something had happened to the s h i p ; and,
when the sixth year had almost gone without a word, there wore
few who kept up heart, or had any hope in them. As for the
Admiral, he mourned for Jack as for his own son, believing that he
must have been cast away with aU the ship's company. ' For,' he
said, ' had they not all miserably perished, some intelligence would,
ere now, have reached us. At the Navy Office they have written
off the ship as wrecked, and the officers and crew as dead men, and
the clerks have told the women who came to ask after their husbands that they m a y e'en look after fi-esh h u s b a n d s ; though this
proves nothing. And, though ships have been known to be delayed
and forced back by continual and contrary winds, or caught by storms
and losing their masts, yet did I never hear of a ship overdue for
three years, and then arriving safe. Long ago the underwriters,
had she been a merchant-vessel, would have paid off the insurances.
No, gentlemen, there is no hope. Our boy is drowned ! '
' We were wrecked upon the island of J u a n Fernandez,' said
Mr. Shelvocke, ' where we lived, in great misery, on eels, the entrails of seals, and such like for m a n y m o n t h s ; and should still be
living there but for the armourer and carpenter, who built for us a
craft, thirty feet long, in which we embarked, having no other provision than conger-eel, cut into strips, each strip dipped into the sea
and dried in the sun. A more loathsome food 'twere difficult to
find. Yet we escaped, taking the Spanish ship " The Santo Jesu,"
and so came safe home again.'
' Then,' said the Admiral, to whom this story was not new, ' the
boy m a y still live, or, at best, he m a y linger on some island among
the savages, living on shell-fish and the like ; and so is as good aa
dead, since we shall never see him more—poor lad I poor l a d ! a
braver boy never stepped.'
' With submission. Admiral,' said Mr. Biinjes, ' That something must have befallen the ship I do not doubt. I t is a sea full
F2
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of coral reefs, sunken rocks, strange currents, and, in the northern
and southern parts, there are, it is certain, sudden storms. We
cannot guess what has happened; still, I am sure that the boy will
come back to us. Ask your old negress. Admiral, who is a witch ;
ask Philadelphy if that boy's eyes when he saUed away were the
eyes of one who is going to his death. She can read the eyes of
men—ay, and has often read for me, sitting in my shop, in the
eyes of those going forth to sea whether they wUl come back or
no—and never once has she proved wrong. Now, Admiral, I have
examined the chart over and over again ; but can get no comfort
from it, nor any clue to what may have happened. An ocean
where there are no ports, and where there is but one vessel saUing
across it, like the South Pacific, where the " Countess of Dorset"
sailed upon — those waters can give no help. But that boy.
Admiral, has not been drowned. And he wUl return to us. His
fortune is long and stormy, as Philadelphy, at my request, hath
proved in many ways; by the bowl, by the cards, by the mirror,
and by the glass ball, I have also had his nativity calculated, and
I learn the same story. And, by what small arts and knowledge
I possess, I have learned that his life will not be cut off untimely.
What, gentlemen ? Do the stars lie ? Is there no truth in the
magic of the Mandingo woman ? '
It is a consolation to know that a happy end to anxiety is
certain, even by witchcraft. Yet Jack did not return, and no news
concerning his ship.
Many of the crew were Deptford men—volunteers after the
peace. Their wives, or widows, on the advice of the clerks in the
Navy Office—who were now without hope concerning the s h i p married again. This, however, is common among seafaring folk,
and the worst that happens, should the husband come home again,
is generally no more than a fight and a cracked skuU, with forgiveness over a bowl. Nay, there have been known cases in which
the true husband has contentedly renounced his wife, and either
married another woman or gone away to sea again; perhaps to seek
out a new wife in some other port.
These six years, as you may suppose, were not spent at home
without changes. The elders seem to stand still and suffer no
change during six years, unless it is that their locks, if they had
any to show, would grow grey; but in these days of wigs and
shaven cheek there is nothing (happily) to mark the approach of
age, save trembling limb and crowsfeet round the eyes, which
cannot be concealed. As for mo, I was fourteen, or thereabouts,
when the ' Countess of Dorset' sailed away; and therefore, after
six years, I was twenty, and a man grown, though not to the
robust stature promised by Jack when he left us, Castilla was
now past seventeen, and, in my eyes, more beautiful, as they say,
than the flowers in May. Nothing surprised me more when Jack
returned (for I promise you that the black witch was right, and
Jack did return) than his coldness towards this nymph. If a fine
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complexion, eyes of heavenly blue, melting lips, rosy cheeks and
smUing mouth, with light hair curling naturally about her forehead,
and a figure slight and taU : in short, if Hebe herself—who was the
goddess of youthftU and virginal beauty, as Venus is the goddess
of that riper beauty which is no longer ignorant of love—was
lovely, then was Castilla lovely at that time, and as sweet, gracious,
and obhging as ever was Hebe, the cup-bearer to the gods. Why,
when Jack came home, I looked to see him fall at her feet at the
mere contemplation of so much beauty. But no; he was stark
insensible. CastiUa moved him not; and this for a reason that you
shaU shortly learn.
It was during this six years, to speak for a moment of myself,
that I passed through the greatest trouble of my life, and touched
the highest happiness that I could hope or pray for. My father
had, as he thought, set me apart for God's sacred ministry, as
Samuel was set apart, from childhood. He had taught me from
the first to consider this the holiest vocation for man, as, doubtless,
it must be confessed by aU; and he had taught me as much Latin
and Greek, with the composition of Latin verses, as I was permitted
by my natural parts, which are not great, to acquire. And while
he perceived very weU that it was not in my power to become a
great scholar like himself, he comforted and encouraged me by the
consideration that piety and virtue are within the power of every
Christian man, together with the other qualities which adorn the
sacred profession of priest or minister.
When I grew to the age of sixteen or thereabouts, the time at
which a boy generally begins to bethink himself of the future,
I found, first, that I could not look forward to the cassock without
a feeling of repugnance; and, secondly, that there was no other
manner of work in which I took any interest, save one, which for
a while was not to be thought of. Indeed, I did not myself consider it possible, though I knew very well that there were some—
nay, a good number—who live creditably by exercising the art oi
painting, which was the only thing I loved.
By this time I was arrived, by continual daily practice, and by
some natu.ral aptitude, at a certain proficiency, so that my drawings of ships and boats and the like were, if one may say so,
creditable and fit to be shown to any judge of such matters. But
when I ventured to hint, in my father's hearing, that a life spent
in this occupation, which he considered frivolous, might be full
of delight to one who loved drawing, the thing was received with
so much displeasure that I dared not for some time to open the
subject again, but went on, under his directions, making bad Latin
verses and reading Cicero and Virgil.
I then began to consider my destined profession with such a
distaste as amounted to abhorrence, insomuch that, had I persisted
in taking those vows which my father intended and designed for
me, I should have committed a most deadly sin, if not the sin
which is unpardonable. And yet I ventured not to open my
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conscience to my father, fearing his displeasure, and knowing very
well how much he had set his heart upon my foUowing in hia
footsteps. I was at length encouraged to do so, however, partly
because it smote my soul with contrition to go on pretending
acquiescence in my father's wishes, and partly by a thing which
made my project appear more lU^ely of success, or, at least, less
likely to end in disastrous failure.
There was a certain John Brooking, of Deptford, now very well
known to painters, and to such fame as belongs to modern painters.
He was about ten years older than myself, and at first was but
a shipwright's assistant in the Yard; but had no heart for his
work, and wasted his time in drawing the workshops, the docks,
the timbers, bulkheads, anchors—everything that there is to be
drawn in the Yard, even giving up to his Art the whole of his
Sundays. He was a good-natured, harmless kuid of man, who
cared little for himself, and had no ambition except to paint aU
day, to earn enough for his daily wants, and to spend the evenings
drinking with his friends. He presently left the Yard, and went
away to London, designing to seU his drawings. But, before he
went, he gave me great help in teaching me, so far as he himself
knew them, the elements of perspective, with certain simple rules
of geometry, and the arrangement of lights ; and showed me how
to lay on water-colours, and how to get the proper tints, and how
to produce the effects I desired, I know not how he lived for a
while ; but, one day, I met him in the streets of Deptford, and he
told me, with glee, that he had found a man—a dealer in pictures
—in Leicester Fields, who would buy his drawings of ships, as
many as he chose to paint at a guinea a-piece (N.B.—He afterwards found that this honest dealer sold the same pictures for ten
guineas a-piece), and that therefore he was now a made man, and had
nothing to do but to go on with the work he loved, and paint every
day. Whith he did, until he died of a consumption, brought on,
I suspect, by much strong drink. However, I went to London
and visited him one day at his lodging. He had a single room at
the top of a house in a court close to the Fields, where his friend
the dealer had his shop; it was a good-sized room with a large
window looking north, which is the best direction for light. This
was his painting-room and his living room, bedroom and kitchen—
all in one. Never was a room so littered and untidy and dirty.
But John Brooking cared nothing for dirt. He worked there all day
long, so long as the light lasted ; or he made sketches aad studies
by the riverside, which he afterwards made into finished pictures
in this simple studio, where he stood at his easel, never tired,
a knitted night-cap on his head, and in his shirt-sleeves, and a
tobacco-pipe, broken short off, between his lips, for he loved tobacco
as much as any old gipsy woman.
Well, his success, such as it was (but indeed I thought of
nothing, then, except how just to live by my work so only that I
could do the work I desired to do), inflamed me, and I resolved to
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tell all to my father; which, to make a long story short, I did,
though with many misgivings.
He is dead now; and, I doubt not, hath gone to the rest
provided for the faithful. It is a place where my love and
gratitude may not reach him, I have never passed so unhappy
a time as that when it seemed as if I must continue my preparation
for the University, in order to perjure my soul by declaring falsely
that I was singled out by Heaven to follow the holy caUing of
a minister; and I have never felt so truly happy as on that day
when my father, with tears in his eyes, bade me vex my soul no
longer, for it should be with me as I wished.
So I left Deptford, and went to London, to become a pupil of
the celebrated Mr, Hayman; and I hope that I have since done
justice to the instructions of that great painter. But I came home
often—partly to sketch among the ships, and partly to see CastiUa.
Enough of my affairs, which concern this story but little.
CHAPTER IX.
AARON

FLETCHER.

THE sixth year came—nay, it had run half its course and more ;
yet no news of the ' Countess of Dorset,' And there was no longer
any doubt that the ship was cast away, and all the crew long since
dead. As for Jack, who had been our hope and our pride, of whom
we had said that a youth so brave and so masterful must needs
rise to greatness, and bring credit upon himself and those who had
been his friends, none now ever spoke a word. Or if they did,
it was but to say that the loss of the boy had brought age upon the
Admiral, and that 'twas great pity a youth of such goodly promise
should thus untimely perish. The stars had lied ; witchcraft and
magic were proved of no avail.
Jack was dead. In the club at the ' Sir John Falstaff' his
ship was never talked of, nor was there any further speculation as
to her course, for the Admiral's sake, even by Mr. Brinjes. And,
by all the world, the boy was weU-nigh forgotten. When the
greatest of living men, he whose name is most in men's mouths,
dies, the daily life of the world is no whit changed ; and his place,
even in his own work, whatever that may be, is speedily fiUed up.
What then can one expect in the case of a boy ?
But in Mr. Brinjes' parlour, where now Bess Westmoreland
sat every afternoon, for company, and to cheer the old man's heart.
Jack was not forgotten. These two talked about him still. More
than this—superstitiously trusting to the negress's magical practices—they confidently expected that he would return again. Well,
in the event the forecast proved true; but, if we are to trust to
such an oracle, where is religion ? If an ignorant negro woman is
permitted to find out, by her witchcraft, the secrets of the future,
and to foretell them, what shall become of religion ? Then, fare-
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weU, faith; farewell, prayer; farewell, trust in Divine Providence;
farewell, learning, since ignorance succeeds where wisdom faUs I
In six years Bess had, like CastiUa, grown from a child to
a woman. She was now in her seventeenth year, not yet fiUed
out to the fulness of her figure, but already tall and shapely. If
she had been dressed in rags, she would have commanded attention ; but she was careful of her dress, and went always becomingly
attired, though not above her station (the coral beads that we know
of were placed away in some drawer or box out of sight). She
Was so taU that she topped her father (but he was round-shouldered)
by a head and neck, and there was no girl in aU the town withia
her height by an inch and more; she bore herself like a lance, so
straight and upright was she. Her nose and chin looked as if
they had been carved by a skUful sculptor out of marble, so clear
and delicate were they; her eyes were black, as was her hair; but
rosy red her lips, and pearly white her teeth. Like many blackhaired women, her cheek was fuU, but somewhat pale in colour,
and her throat was white, not with such a whiteness as lent
another charm to the complexion of CastiUa, which, although of
a sweet and delicate white, yet glowed with a rosy warmth. The
whiteness of Bess was a colder or deeper white—a white that does
not reflect the Hght, such as some Italian painters have dehghted
to portray; her hands were smaU, and her forehead low, as the
Greeks loved it; as for her eyes, they were soft and deep, save
when she was roused, and then, indeed, they flashed fire and
flame. As became her station, she wore no hoop, and dressed her
hair in a simple knot; but she walked as if her limbs were of
springing steel; and I am sure no Princess in a hoop and patches
could have walked more like a goddess; her arms, when she was at
work, were the whitest ever seen, and the best shaped.
I have never disguised, and shall never disguise, my behef,
though CastUla wiU not agree with me—that is, she assents, but
without warmth—that Bess was the most beautiful girl then
living; and this I can the more fairly say, because I was never in
love with her, any more than a painter is in love with his model.
As for love between Bess Westmoreland and myself, that was
always impossible. Yet, for suitors, she never lacked any, though
she sent all away, not with discourtesy, or with mockery, or with
mirth, as some girls will—as if it is a fine thing to dash the hopes
of an honest lad, and as if lovers can be had for the trouble of
picking them up—but with firmness and with dignity, being too
proud to encourage them, or to suffer them to beheve that she
wanted their wooing. Some of them were substantial and reputable men, whom the daughter of a mere Penman might have been
proud to marry. Why, if he had died, what would she have done
for her daUy bread ? To my own knowledge, one of her wooers was
gunner's mate in the King's Navy ; another was a master wheelwright in the King's Yard ; a third was foreman in the GreerUand
Dock; aod, I dare say, there were more of equaUy respectable
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place. It became a proverb that there was no man good enough
for Bess Westmoreland; and the other girls, who might otherwise
have been envious of her charms, regarded her with open admiration, because she was not only much more beautiful than themselves, yet wished to carry away none of their sweethearts.
One lover alone, out of all, stuck by her, and refused to take
her ' N o ' for an answer. This was Aaron Fletcher, now grown
into a young giant, who carried on his father's business of boatbuilder, yet was of a roving disposition, and kept his smack at
Gravesend, or at Leigh, in which he went fishing. Those, however,
who spoke of those fishing voyages, were apt to laugh, and to ask
why that fishing-boat never came back by daylight.
' I have told you,' said Bess,' I have told you a hundred times,
Aaron, that I wUl not listen to you. Wherefore, go away in peace,
and trouble me no longer. Why, there are dozens of other girls in
Deptford, and plenty better-looking than me would take you, and
that joyfuUy.'
' There are not plenty for me,' he replied, ' I want but one.
And, Bess, I shaU never give up asking. There's nobody in the
world loves you better, or would do more for thee. Why am I not
good enough ? There's money in the stocking, Bess, now father is
dead—ay I and more than you think—and more to come. There's
as good business doing in my yard as in any boat-builder's on the
river, not to speak of the smack, which does a tidy stroke, take year
and year about. I am not a drunkard, though once a week or so
I may take my glass with the rest. I am strong, and I am young.
I wouldn't strike a woman nor treat her cruel. I'd be true and
faithful. Come, Bess, what is the matter with me, that thou canst
not say " Yea " ? •
WeU would it have been for her, and for another, too, if she
could have said ' Yea,' and taken him. Why did she not ? He
was tall and strong, and handsome of his kind; he was not esteemed
to be iU-tempered; he was not at that time a drinker, save of a
cheerful glass; he had a good character, save for the reputation of
these fishing voyages of his, which did him no hurt with anyone.
Did not the Admiral himself put Aaron's Nantz upon his own table ?
He would have made Bess a good husband, if any could, because
such a woman, if she is to be happy, must needs have a strong man
for a husband, and one who wiU rule her and make her respect him.
WeU, indeed, it would have been for her if she had taken this brave
feUow; but she could not,
' Bess,' he said, ' you can't be thinking stiU upon that midshipman ? Why, he was but a boy, and you were a child. He's cast away
and dead long ago ; and if he was not, he wouldn't remember you,'
But she made no reply,
' 'Tisn't for love of him, Bess, is it ? Why, I fought him half a
dozen times; and, if he were to come back, I would fight him again,'
She laughed scornfuUy. ' 'Tis true, Aaron, the last fight I saw;
and where were you at the end of it ? Rubbing your head, and look-
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ing ruefully at your broken finger. And where was Jack ? Walkmg
away with a laugh. But don't talk to me about Jack. Perhaps
he is dead. Living or dead, I don't suppose he would remember
or care for a poor girl like me. But I can't marry you, Aaron,'
' You shall,' he said with an oath. ' You shall. I wUl make
you promise to marry me.'
This was a prophecy not made by an oracle. Yet, strange to
say, it came true—in a sense. To be sure, it was not the sense that
Aaron intended. It has been observed that such prophecies, together with all the prophecies of witches and magicians, when they
do come true, never happen in the way hoped for when the prophecy is uttered. Certainly, as you shall see, Aaron's prophecy did
turn out true—but the result was not what he had expected and
desired. In the same way, Mr. Brinjes' prediction about the
South Seas also proved true—yet not in the sense desired and
expected by him. As you shall also discover.
' Very well,' said Bess, ' I will promise to marry you, Aaron—
when I love you. Can a girl say fairer ? Go away now, Aaron ; go
away and find some other woman who wants to go marrying, and
take pity on her, if you can. But as for me, I will marry no man,'
However, he renewed his importunity: offering her presents,
which she refused—such as parcels of lace, flasks of Nantz for her
father, rolls of silk, and so forth, all got, I doubt not, in the way of
his fishing—and always declaring, in his masterful way, that sooner
or later she should promise to marry him.
CHAPTER X.
HOW JACK CAME HOME AGAIN.

AND now I have to tell how Jack was joyfully restored to us. It
was in sorry plight, and after many disasters and sore privations,
which killed his companions, but left him—to look upon—none the
worse, when he came back to good food and decent clothes again.
I think that no one had ever a more wonderful story to tell, and
yet there was never a worse hand at telling his adventures. Lucky
it was for Ulysses, and for .fljJneas, that they found poets to sing their
sufferings and their wanderings, for, I dare say, the former, at least,
would have made a poor hand at telling them himself, A greater
than Ulysses was here ; and no one, until now, has ever told, save
imperfectly, the story of his voyage. It will never be narrated as it
ought to be, movingly, and to the life; and the sailing of the
' Countess of Dorset' among the Pacific Islands, and the discoveries
which she made, and the dreadful calamities which befell the ship
and the crew will no more be remembered than if she had been
some poor and insignificant collier, cast away with her crew of
half a dozen men and a boy, on the Goodwin Sands,
It is also a strange circumstance that his life should have been
saved by the man who, man and boy, was his steady and constant
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enemy. Nay, as you will see in the sequel, his life was once more
saved by the same hand—a thing which clearly shows the hand of
Providence, if it were only designed in mercy as a rebuke to the
man who desired and even endeavoured to compass the death of
his enemy and rival. Yet I never heard tell that Aaron Fletcher
repented of the hatred which he always bore to Jack.
One night in the month of September, and the year seventeen
hundred and fifty-six—a dark and cloudy night, the stars hidden
and no moon, a light breeze flying, but only in puffs, and hardly
enough to fill the canvas, and a soft and soaking rain falling—a
small vessel, rigged with fore-sail, sprit-sail, main-sail, and top-sail,
was slowly making her way across the German Ocean. Her name
was the ' Willing Mind,' of Sheerness ; she was manned by a crew
of five, two more than are generally taken on board a fishing-craft
of her dimensions. Of these men, the skipper sat in the stern, the
ropes in his hand, two were lying asleep beside the skipper, covered
with a tarpaulin, and two were in the bows keeping watch. She
carried no light, but she was sailing well north of,the track of outward-bound vessels, and was by this time too close to the Essex
coast to fear being run down by colliers. Perhaps the watch was
on the look-out for lights on the coast, or for a King's revenue
cutter, of which there are many along the east coast, and they
greatly molest this kind of craft, overhauling them suspiciously,
and searching for brandy and the like, impressing the honest
fishermen on board, and sometimes even imprisoning them, haling
them before a magistrate, and bringing them to trial; and even, if
they show much resistance, hanging them; and by their very
appearance always obliging the crew to throw overboard, if they
have ^time, the whole of their cargo. It generally consists of a
strange kind of fish, in the shape of kegs, runlets, and jars, with
bungs and corks in their mouths. Perhaps the ' WUling Mind'
showed no light because the skipper and his crew dreaded being captured by a French privateer, for we were again at war with France,
and the Channel was crowded with these hornets, though, as a rule,
they hardly ventured north of the Goodwin Sands, or off the Nore,
The boat slipped through the water slowly and silently, save for
a gentle ripple in the bows. There was little way on her, but she
kept moving.
' I take it,' said the skipper, grumbling, ' that it is already past
midnight; we ought to have made Shoeburyness by now. In three
hours it will be daylight, and perhaps the dogs upon us—and with
such a cargo I'
' The breeze wiU freshen with the dawn. Master,' said one of the
men in the bow.
' And then it may be too late. And we haven't had such a cargo
for a twelvemonth. What is that off the starboard bow ? '
' It looks like a buoy. But it can't be a buoy 1' It was a black
object, indistinct as yet, but they were nearing it. Presently, a hoarse
cry of ' Sail ahoy I' came across the water. It was repeated twice.
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' It is a boat with four men in her,' said the watch, making her out.
' A httle dingy she is. Now, what the plague is she doing out here ? '
' Sail ahoy ! came across the water again. And now they could
distinguish the figures of three or four men standing up in the boat.
The skipper cursed and swore, and put up his helm.
' SaU ahoy ! for Jesus' sake 1 We are sinking !' cried the men.

The skipper cursed and swore again, louder and deeper; but he
altered his course, and bore down upon the boat.
There were five men in her, but one of them lay in the stern
with his head upon his arms, motionless. The boat had neither
oars, mast, nor saUs; she was half full of water, and the men were
baling her with their hats.
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' For God's sake, take us aboard 1' they cried. ' It is as much
as we can do to keep afloat, and we are starving 1'
' Who are you ? ' asked the skipper.
' We have broke from a French prison,' they told him; ' and four
days out, and nothing to eat.'
Still the skipper hesitated.
' Cap'en,' said one of the men,' we can guess, pretty easy, whe
you are, and what is your business. That is nothing to us. Take
us on board. You shan't regret it. Only take us on board and give
us something to eat, and set us ashore on English soil; and if you
were laden with aU the brandy there is in the world, you should
never be sorry for coming to our help,'
The skipper cursed them again for interrupting his run. But it
would have been the most shocking inhumanity to refuse; therefore, with a bad grace, and sulkily, he ordered them to get on board
as quickly as they could. This they did; but they had to help the
man in the stern, because he had got an open wound in his head
and had lost much blood, besides being nearly starved. So they
lifted him in and laid him on a tarpaulin, and cast off their crazy
little boat, and the smack went on her com-se again.
Then the skipper, who was not wanting in generosity, though he
cursed them for stopping him, pulled out of the locker such provisions as might be expected in such a craft—consisting only of bread,
mouldy Dutch cheese, and some onions. But, Lord! if these had
been the greatest dainties ever set before an Alderman the men
could not have devoured the food more greedily; even the wounded
man lifting his head and eating ravenously. When there was
nothing at all left to be eaten, the skipper passed round a bottle of
brandy and a pannikin, which were received with heartfelt gratitude
too deep for power of speech. For cold and starving men bread
and cheese and onions make a banquet, but brandy in addition—
oh I 'twas too mu.ch !
When they had eaten up everything, therefore, and drunk as
much brandy as their rescuer would give them, they began, as
sailors will, through a spokesman, to relate their story. Everybody
knows, that at the outbreak of the war the French fleet put so
many privateers to sea, and we had so few, that there was nothing
but the capture of English merchantmen going up and down the
Channel, and the French prisons were soon choked with poor devils
laid up by the heels, and waiting for a general exchange, or for the
close of the war, to be released. Three of the men had been taken
by a privateer out of a West Indiaman, and conveyed with others
up the country to a place called St. Omer, which is a fortified town
some twenty miles from Dunquerque, and about the same distance
from Calais, and were then clapped into prison in the citadel, or the
barracks, or the town jail, I know not which. Wherever it was,
they found there, among the other prisoners, the man who lay
wounded on the tarpaulin, not able to sit up, and saying nothing.
And he it was, they said, who had devised the plan of their escape.

78

THE WORLD

WENT

There were a dozen more who were in the plot, and should have
made the attempt, but at the last moment they lost heart, as always
happens in an adventure so desperate, and remained behind. As
tilings turned out, it was lucky that there were no more of them,
because there was certainly no room for any more in their rickety
httle boat.
I do not rightly understand how the escape was effected, because
in the subject of fortifications I am ignorant, though Jack hath often
endeavoured to explain to me the nature of scarp, counterscarp,
bastion, and so forth. However, they surmounted aU these difficulties, and in the dead of night they found themselves on the right
side of the ramparts—that is, on the outside—and with open
country all round them. Then, steering by the stars, they made due
north. Before they got half Way on their journey they were surprised by dawn, and forced to seek a hiding-place, which they found
in a wood or coppice beside a river, where the shelter was good,
though the lying was wet and swampy. Here they stayed aU day,
with nothing to eat except a few berries, then happily ripe. At
nightfall they started again, and, as they judged, soon after midnight found themselves on a sandy coast somewhere between Calais
and Dunquerque, near a place called Gravelines. But there was no
boat on this open and deserted coast, and they wandered up and
down for a long time seeking for one, and fearing lest they might
again have to seek a night's shelter. When, at last, they found one,
it was hauled up high and dry on the sand. This would have mattered little; but, unluckily, her owner, or a man who behaved like
her owner, was sleeping on the sand beside her. There was no
choice, but they must needs have her, and while they dragged her
down to the sea, the Frenchman woke up, and perceiving that he
was being robbed of his boat, he lugged out a knife and made at
them, and, before he could be fairly knocked on the head, gave their
leader a desperate cut across the face, from which he lost a great
deal of blood, and was much weakened. They got him safely into
the boat, however, though he was fainting from the wound, and so
put to sea, and hoped to be able to row across the Channel, if they
should have the good luck to 'scape the privateers, and make the
port of Dover, in eight or ten hours ; or, perhaps, they might be
picked up by. some English ship, if they were lucky. They had
neither mast nor saU in the boat, and there were no provisions in it
of any kind. Also, as they quickly discovered, she very soon sprung
a leak, and had to be baled out continuaUy. They rowed on, however, taking turns, for three or four hours. Then a most unfortunate thing happened. For, while two of them were rowing lustily,
in their eagerness to lose no time, and to get across and land on
Enghsh soil again, and the oars being not only small but old and
rotten, they both snapped short off close to the rowlock, at the same
time. This accident dashed all their hopes, for, though they tore up
two of the boat's planks, thinking to row with them, it was slow
work; then they tried to make a saU with a ghirt and one of thesd
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planks, there being a light breeze from the sou'-west, and they got,
as they supposed, into the current. They were carried, certainly, as
they discovered at daybreak, out of sight of the French coast, but
also, which was another misfortune, outside the track of ships, and
BO, though they saw many saU in the distance, they passed none
near enough to be picked up, and in this miserable condition tossed
and drifted for four days and four nights, and were now weU-nigh
spent, and the leak in the boat growing every moment worse, so that
she threatened tofiUwith water and to sink under them unless they
baled continuaUy.
' It's easy guessing,' they repeated, after they had told their
story,' what you've got on board : that's no concern of ours. Only
you put us ashore. Without making bold to inquire further, teU us
where we are, and how far from shore,'
' As to where we are,' said the skipper,' the night is dark, and
I don't rightly know. But to the best of my guessing, we are not
far from Shoeburyness, which should lay right ahead; but the
shore is low, and difficult to make out.'
' Mate,' said the spokesman,' land us as far from any port as you
can. I guess the press is hot up the river.'
The skipper said that there was a very hot press; that as to
himself, he was going to land at Shoeburyness, where he could put
them ashore, and they could then shift for themselves, and make
their way inland, if so be they had friends anywhere,
' As for this poor feUow,' said the man, pointing to the one who
was lying down, ' he say's he's an officer, though he doesn't look
like one in those rags of his. So he's got nothing to fear from a
press. Don't put him ashore, skipper. Take him to some place
where he wiU get his wound dressed. If what he says is true, he
wUl be able to pay you for the service.'
' I will take him,' said the skipper, ' to Gravesend, That is all
I can do for him. After that, he must shift for himself,'
Shortly after this, and before daybreak, they made the land
between the village of Southend and Shoeburyness. Here they
landed the four men, who, with many vows of gratitude, expressed
in saUor-like fashion—namely, with appeals to the Divine Power to
blast them and sink them if they ever forgot this service—quickly
vanished inland. It matters nothing what became of these poor
feUows; but intelligence came from Maiden, shortly afterwards,
that a gang of four men, dressed like sailors, had been apprehended
stealing a sheep. They made a desperate fight, and one of the
posse comitatus was dangerously wounded. In the end, they were
overpowered, and taken to Chelmsford Jail, where, in due course,
they were aU hanged. If these were the men landed from the
' Willing Mind,' the poor wretches had better have remained in
their prison at St. Omer, where, at least, they were living a life of
innocency, although half-starved with their meagre soup and sour
bread. But perhaps the men who were hanged were another gang.
Now, as regards the cargo of the ' WUling Mind'—I mean that
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load of fish, all with corks and bungs in their mouths—it would be
a shame for me to disclose where it was landed, and by whom it
was received, though one may know very weU. I am not a spy and
an informer; the revenue officers may find out for themselves the
secrets of the trade which they have to stop, if they can. I say not
whether it is such a trade as a person of tender conscience may
undertake ; but, at least, this much may be said for it—that those
who practise it know beforehand the risks they run, and the punishment which awaits them if they are capttured.
Enough to say, that the landing was successful, and that about
noon that day the * WiUing Mind,' now in baUast, was running up
the Thames with full sail, wind and tide favourable, bound for
Gravesend; and the wounded man was so far recovered, that he
was now sitting up and looking about him. He was a wUd creature
to look at, being, to begin with, horribly thin, as if he had had no
food for months; he had suffered his beard to grow, and it now
covered his whole face, so that he looked like a Turk, with his hair
long and uncombed; his head was bound up with a dirty and
bloody clout, which hid one eye ; there was blood upon his cheek.
Presently, whUe he looked about him with lack-lustre gaze, the pain
of his wound being great, his eye feU upon the skipper, and he
started and became suddenly alive and alert.
' Aaron Fletcher, by the Lord I' he cried.
' That is my name,' rephed the skipper. ' I am not ashamed of
it. But I don't know you, mate.'
' You have forgotten me, Aaron. If you had known me, you
would have been all the more anxious to save my life. Of that I
am well assured. We should have foundered in five minutes. As
for me, I cared nothing whether we sank or swam. AU is one to a
starving man. Give me another tot of brandy, Aaron. Don't you
recognise me now ?'
' Man 1 I never clapped eyes on you before to my knowledge.
But since you know my name, and therefore, likely, where I live,
BO that you might do mischief, let me tell you'—here he insisted or
emphasised the assurance by a dozen or two of round oaths, such
as he and his kind have always ready to hand for all purposes—
' that if you are going to turn informer, after aU you have seen, it
would be better for you if we had thrown you overboard at once
with a shot to your heels. One or other of us, my lad, wiU have
your blood,'
The other men of the crew murmured approval of this sentiment
with additions of their own invention, about cutting the weasand,
breaking bones and limbs, gouging out eyes, and so forth,
' The same old Aaron,' said the man, ' Why, you have not
changed, save that you are stouter and bigger. The same sweet
and unsuspicious temper. I wonder if there is another such treat
in store for us both as we had when last we met ? '
' Who the devil are you ? ' asked Aaron, staring, partly because
the man knew him, and because so ragged a feUow should talk with
Buch boldness. But as yet quite unsuspecting.
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' That, my friend, if you cannot guess, I shall not tell you. As
for your kegs, fear not. I care nothing where they were bestowed
nor to whom they were consigned, nor where they came from. So
far as I am concerned, you are safe. Besides, you have saved my
life. This cut in the head, d'ye see, cost me so much blood that I
do not think I could have endured another night of starvation.
Why, man, I have had to live for weeks with nothing but a taste
now and again, when the chance came, of putrid seal or rotten fish 1
I'm downright tired of starving.'
' Who are you, then ?' Aaron looked at him hard, but could
make nothing of him.
Yet it was strange that he did not begin to suspect. This, I
take it, was because, like everybody else, he had quite made up his
mind that Jack was long since dead, and so he was gone clean out
of his mind. This is so, when a man is dead. His face goes out of
our mind because we never think to meet him again.
' WeU,' he said at length,' it don't signify a button who you are.
You've got nothing against me, even should you lay information.
But you're down on your luck, whoever you be. And you've the
cut of a sailor about you. Wherefore, mate, take my advice and
keep weU in shore, for the press is hot aU the way from Margate to
Chelsea, and, wounded or not, they'U have you if they can, and
three dozen or more for skulking, if you are not fit for duty in fourand-twenty hours.'
' Thank you, Aaron,' the man replied, and so lay down again
and went to sleep. But Aaron kept looking at him, uneasy, yet
not able to remember him.
So they made their way to Gravesend, and arrived off that port
in the afternoon.
' I thank you, Aaron,' said the passenger, waking up, and getting
to his feet. ' The food and the brandy and the sleep have set me
up again. I believe I shaU be able to walk the rest of the journey.
One more favour, Aaron, After saving my life, it is a amall thing
for you to do. I am without a single penny. Lend me a shiUing,
which I will bring myself to the boathouse, and repay you when
you come home. You don't know me, Aaron I Why, man, how
goes the boat-buUding ? '
Aaron produced the money, still staring with all his eyes, as the
children say.
' A shUling, Aaron, is not much. If it was six years ago, I
should say we would fight for it,' So he dashed back the hair
that hung about his face, and looked Aaron fuU in the face with
a laugh.
' Good Lord ! ' cried Aaron. ' It's Jack Easterbrook!'
' Mr. Easterbrook, ye dog. I am in rags, but I am a King's
officer still, and you are nothing but a common smuggler.'
' It's Mr. Jack Easterbrook,' Aaron repeated. ' He's come back
again 1'
' As for this shilling, Aaron, shaU we fight for it now ? '
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' But
Oh, Lord! How in the world did you get in such rags
as this ? And where's the " Countess of Dorset " ? '
' As for the rags, where I got them was in the Isle of Chiloe, off
the Patagonian coast, and if I had not got them I should have come
home as naked as Adam in his innocency. And as for the " Countess
of Dorset," her timbers are where I got my rags, on the coast of
South America, and her crew are mostly beside her timbers, such
parts of them, that is, as the crabs have not been able to devour.'
' Oh, Lord I' Aaron gazed as if at a ghost, and could say no more.
' Do they think me dead, Aaron ? '
' All of them; except, I am told, Mr. Brinjes.'
' O h l and the Admiral ? '
' It isn't for the likes of me to know what his honour thinks, sir,'
said Aaron. ' But he's been going heavy for a good time past, and
they do say as how he frets more than a bit about your drowning.'
Jack was silent for a bit.
' And Bess Westmoreland ?' he asked.
' What ha» she got to think about you for ? You are a gentleman, though in rags at this present moment. As for Bess, she is
but the daughter of a Penman. She belongs to the likes of us, not
to gentlemen officers.'
' She must be grown a big girl now. WeU, Aaron, and Mr.
Brinjes?'
' He's a devil. He's worse than ever. He gave Lance Pegg, of
Anchor AUey, the rheumatics last week, and threatens her with
worse for rope's-endin' that girl of hers. He's a devil I and never
a day older siuce your honour went away,'
' So, Aaron, you have saved my life, though you did not intend
it. Yet I take it kindly. I do not think you would have suffered your
old townsman and your old crony, whom you used to fight whenever
you met him, to drown, if you had known who was in the boat.'
' I would not, sir,' said Aaron, stoutly. ' Yet, to teU the truth,
I'd as lief you were at the bottom of the sea, in Davy's locker,
where we aU thought you were, and where you ought to be by
rights, your ship and the crew all being there except you,'
' Give me thy hand, Aaron,'
So they shook hands,
' As for the shUling, sir,' said Aaron, ' let me make it a guinea,
and if your honour will let me pay for a decent suit of clothes, or
shoes, at least
'
' Nay, Aaron, As you found me, so shall they find me. The
shUling wUl be enough to pay for all I want; and I have gone so
long barefooted that my feet are aa hard as leather, and feel not
the road. As for the shilling, we will, perhaps, fight for it. But not
yet. You would not, I am sure, being an honourable man, wish
me to fight until I have recovered my strength. Farewell, Aaron.'
So he stepped ashore, and with such lightness of step aa
reminded Aaron of the old days when Jack stepped down the
street in his midshipman's uniform, free and careless. He was
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light of step because of the joy of returning home, yet he was still
somewhat dizzy and weak. However, he had a shilling to pay for
supper, and he had but twenty miles to walk, or thereabouts. A
short distance for those who are strong and well, but a long journey
to be done on foot by a m a n with an open wound on his forehead,
and half-starved to boot, so that it is not surprising that he did not
reach Deptford till noon next day.
The next day was Sunday.
At half-past twelve, the Vicar of St. Paul's finished a most
learned discourse upon certain philosophical systems of the Phoenicians, the Chaldeans, the Greeks, and the Egyptians, deducing
Christian truths, by the method known as analogy, firom each.
Castilla, I remember, sat with folded hands, and eyes fixed upon
the preacher, as if she understood every word. And the Admiral
slept. The poorer part of the congregation behaved after their
k i n d ; that is to say, the m e n slept, the women sat perfectly still,
and the boys fidgeted. W h e n one became too noisy, he was taken
out by the beadle and caned in the churchyard among the tombs,
the other boys all listening, and counting the strokes, as if the
number administered was in itself a fine moral lesson (the same
thing m a y be observed both in the Army and the Navy). When I
read that the Papists attach a particular merit to mere attendance
or presence during the performance of their mass, I cannot but
think that the same indulgence might be extended to our poor
ignorant rustics and servants for their patient attendance at the
sermons of which they understand nothing.
When morning service was ended, the Vicar came down from
the pulpit and walked into the vestry, preceded by the beadle,
carrying his stick of office, and followed by the clerk. Then the
people all stood up in respect to the Quality, who led the way out of
the church. First there walked down the aisle the Admiral, his wig
that morning combed, curled, and powdered, and with him his lad;y
in hoop and satin, and his daughter Castilla in hoop and sarsnet,
very beautiful to behold. After t h e m came Mr. Pett, the shipbuilder, with his wife and family; Mr. UnderhUl, the retired
purser, who was a bachelor; Mr. Mostyn, the Cocket-writer of the
Customs ; Mr. Shelvocke with his family, and others who lived in
the genteel houses beside the Bridge; and with them I walked
down the aisle, though only a painter, and an apprentice at that.
W h e n we had passed down the aisle, and conversed for a few
minutes standing on the great stone terrace which makes St. Paul's
Church so stately, we separated, some taking the pathway through
the churchyard to the right into Church Lane, and others to the
left into Bridge Street. I walked beside Castilla, who carried her
Book of Common Prayer, and was silent, doubtless meditating on
the spiritual truths of the Vicar's sermon. Behind us came three
out of the Admiral's four negroes, and Philadelphy, splendid in her
red silk handkerchief and a blue speckled frock. And after us
came the common sort flocking out together, the boys, for their
o2
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part, glad that the sermon was finished, and aU of them longing for
the Sunday's beef and pudding. The poor do certainly exercise the
virtue of patience more than the rich, especiaUy at a sermon, of
which, when a learned Divine, like my father, preaches it, they can
understand not one word. So that one may forgive them for the
unrestrained joy which, on every Sunday, the faces in the side
aisles manifest at the conclusion of the discourse, not only of the
boys and girls, but of the grown-up people as weU. Among those
who followed after the better sort were Mr. Westmoreland, the
Penman, and his daughter—he bent and feeble, round-shouldered
and meek, leaning on his stick; and by his side, Bess, tall and
upright as a lance, dressed somewhat finer than those of her condition are wont to go, and holding her head in the air as if she was a
Queen. Strange that her father should be so meek and humble,
and that no learning of the Catechism could teach Bess meekness
or humihty. There is, I now understand, a certain quality in
beauty which prevents its owner from lowliness, however humble
be her station. The young fellows looked after Bess as she came
forth from the church; but she regarded them with proud eyes,
and passed on disdainful, as if she was too high and good for any of
them. Therefore they foUowed after the other girls, who were as
wUling as Bess was proud, and perhaps, in these honest fellows'
eyes, not much less beautiful.
Just opposite the churchyard gate, close to the principal entrance
of Trinity Hospital, we observed, as we passed into Church Lane
and turned to the right, a feUow leaning against the posts. He
was taU and big-hmbed, but thin and wasted, as if he had been
suffering from some disease or dreadful privations. One could very
weU see that he was a sailor, though in his dress, such as it was,
there was little to show it. He wore a common sailor's petticoat or
slop, he had a ragged waistcoat, buttoned up to the neck, because
he had neither shirt nor cravat; he was bareheaded and barefooted ; his hair was long and matted; round his forehead was
tied a dirty clout or handkerchief, red with streaks of blood, so that
he seemed to have but one eye.
As we came out of the churchyard, I caught sight of him, and
thought, naturaUy, how he would look if he were drawn just so, in
those rags, and put into a picture, making one of a group. And I
saw, but suspected nothing—how could we be all so foohsh and
blind as not to see, with half an eye, who it was ?—how he started
when we came forth from the churchyard, and made as if he would
move towards us, perhaps to beg, but checked himself, and waited
where he was.
But the Admiral stopped, and surveyed him leisurely from head
to foot. Then he lugged out his purse, and found a crown-piece,
which he bestowed upon the man,
' My lad,' he said, ' thou art a sailor, and thou hast faUen among
thieves, belike, I wiU not ask where thy wound was gotten, nor in
what company; nor how thou art in such ragged plight. Take

VERY WELL

THEN

85

this crown-piece. Go into dock and refit. When this is spent,
come to me for another. And when all is well again, volunteer
and serve the King, and so keep out of mischief,'
He shook his gold stick with admonition, and stumped away.
But the man took the coin and held it in his hand, without saying
a word of thanks. I, still watching him in my foohsh way, because so picturesque a rogue had I never seen, most of our ragged
vagabonds spoiUng their beauty, so to speak, by going in an old
wig, torn in half, burned, uncombed, and dirty, that hath, perhaps,
been used by a shoeblack to rub the shoes in his trade. There is
no picturesqueness possible in an old wig. Yet, I was not so
stupid but I saw in the man's eye a look which was both wistful
and sorrowful, though I did not then interpret it in that manner.
So the Admiral went on, followed by his good lady, who held
her skirts in her hand, and stared at the man in her turn, as ladies
sometimes look at such poor wretches—^namely, as if they were of
a different clay, and had another kind of Adam for their father.
But one must not expect a gentlewoman, such as the Admiral's
lady (she was by birth distantly connected with the Right Honourable the Earl of Bute, and a Scotswoman) to understand how,
beneath the most rugged exterior, there may be found admirable
quahties of courage and fidelity. So she gazed upon him, turned
her head, and went her way after the Admiral. After her came
CastUla, ' Poor man! ' she said, in her sweet way, ' I would I had
some money to give thee; but I have none, "Truly thou art to
be pitied. I wish thee better fortune and a ship.'
She had been taught by her father, and fully beheved it, that
the only place where these rough tarpaulins were happy and out of
mischief was on board ship. Seeing that they are so often drunk
and fighting, and in trouble on shore, perhaps she was right. But
then ashore there is no bo's'n, and there is no cat-o'-nine-tails, save
for pickpockets. So she looked at him compassionately, and he
moved his lips as if he would have spoken, but did not. And so
she passed on her way.
Then came I myself, I said nothing, but he looked at me with
a kind of sorrowful wonder. I remembered, directly afterwards,
what that eye of his said as plain as it could speak; but at the
moment I was deaf to its voice, and blind and stupid, thinking only
of a bundle of rags on a tall figure, and how the man and the rags
would look in a picture. After ourselves came the negroes and
PhUadelphy. The men roUed their eyes at this poor feUow with
the contempt that a fat and well-fed negro always feels, forgetfal of
his skin, for a starving white man, and if their master had been out
of hearing they would have laughed aloud and even roUed on the
ground in the enjoyment of his suffering. Nothing makes a negro
laugh more joyfuUy than to see somebody hurt. That is, perhaps,
why some of their kings celebrate their most joyful festivals with
horrid murders and rivers of blood. PhUadelphy followed her
yomig mistress, and had no eyes for anyone else, being, though
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a witch and a sorceress, and an Obeah woman, faithful to Miss
Castilla.
When we had passed, the Vicar came out of the vestry and so
into Church Lane.
' Why, my friend,' he said, stoppmg to contemplate the scarecrow, ' where hast thou gotten these rags and this wound ? '
' I have escaped, sir, from a French prison, and have received a
hurt on the forehead,'
Something in his manner touched the Vicar.
' Are you a common sailor ? ' he asked,
' Do I look like aught else, sir ? Heard one ever of an officer in
such rags as mine ?'
' Yet you speak like an educated man. And your voice seems
familiar to me. Follow me to the vicarage, my poor man, where
you shall have a plate of victuals and a tankard of ale, and we wiU
see what can be done to replace some of these rags, which are not
proper for a Christian man and an honest man to wear.'
' How dot>h your Reverence know that I am an honest man ? '
' Nay, that I know not, and there are many rogues abroad. But
it is not for me—God forbid!—to attempt to separate the sheep
from the goats. Therefore, sheep or goat, follow me and be welcome,
in the name of our Saviour,'
The Vicar left him, and he turned and would have foUowed, but
for one thing.
We who were a few yards in advance, unthinking and unsuspecting, heard a cry which stopped the very beating of our hearts.
The cry was from Bess Westmoreland,
She, too, saw the ragged sailor when she passed through the
churchyard gate. But she did not, like the rest of us, pass on, and
think no more. She suddenly broke from her father, pushed the
crowd away to right and left, and feU on her knees upon the muddy
ground,catching the man by both hands, like a mad thing, and crying;
' Oh, Jack! Jack ! Jack I He is home again I Jack Easterbrook has come home again !'
Then, as we crowded round, we saw the tears run down his face.
It was the first time, and the last, that ever any man saw Jack weep ;
yet he had plenty to cry for, both before this and after. He caught
the girl by both hands, and bent over her, saying, as we all heard:
' Oh I Bess, Bess, none of them remembered me—not even
Luke; none of them thought of me! But you remembered me.
Bess 1 Oh I Bess, you remembered me I '
CHAPTER XL
THE VOYAGE OF ' THE COUNTESS OF DORSET.'

we all crowded round him, shaking his hand and rejoicing;
and the Admiral first swore at Jack for playing a trick upon ua
(but, alasl it proved to be no trick), and then at himself for his
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Btupidity, and then could say nothing for the tears which drowned
his voice and ran down his cheeks. And Jack declared first that
he would never part with the Admiral's crown-piece, and next that
he would not put off his rags until he had first eaten the Vicar's
plate of victuals and drank his tankard. This he did; and the
Vicar said grace solemnly, with thanks for the safe return of the
long-lost sailor; and we all flocked round him to see him eat and
drink. A pretty sight it was, for he had not tasted honest roast
beef for six long years. Then, though it was Sunday, nothing
would do but they must ring the church bells, as if they would
bring down the tower about their heads. And Mr. Brinjes came
running in shirt-sleeves, waistcoat, and night-cap, just as he left his
shop, the lancet still in his hand with which he had been bleeding
people aU the morning.
Thus we carried home our poor ragged prodigal. After the
first confusion was over I looked for Bess, but she had slipped
away, unheeded.
Then came the barber, and cut off his frightful beard, trimmed
and powdered his hair, and tied it behind with black ribbon, so that
he looked now like a Christian. More suitable clothes were found
for him, and as for his wound, Mr. Brinjes dressed it for him, and
covered it with plaister, telling him that it was an ugly gash, but in
a few days would be healed, save for the scar across his forehead,
a ,thing which no sailor heeds; and then he stood before us, a
proper and handsome fellow indeed. He had left us a lad, and he
came back to us a man, over six feet in height, and with broad
shoulders and stout legs to match. His cheeks, 'tis true, were
somewhat hollow and pale, because he had been on short commons
for four years, as you .will presently learn.
Now, you will believe that we were eager to know what had
befaUen him; but we could at first get little talk with him, for all
that afternoon there came to the house people of every kind anxious
to see and converse with this young hero, who had, it was reported
in the town, escaped from the French after six years of captivity.
The Church Service in both churches was that afternoon read to
empty pews, because aU the worshippers were in the Admiral's
garden. Among them came the widows of those Deptford men who
had saUed with Jack in the ' Countess of Dorset'; many of them
had long before this married again, and all were anxious to hear of
their late husbands, inquiring particularly into the circumstances
of their death, and appearing to find consolation in considering the
dreadful nature of their sufferings. There came all Jack's former
friends, who had not forgotten him, such as almsmen from Trinity
Hospital, and pensioners from Greenwich, old sailors from Deptford
and Rotherhithe, and even shipwrights and dockyard carpenters.
Mr. Westmoreland came, but without his daughter; and even,
though this seems incredible, some of the Thames watermen, who
had the grace to remember Jack Easterbrook, All the afternoon
Cudjoe and Snowball, who ought to have been at church, trudged
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about with foaming tankards and mugs, giving everybody who
desired an honest glass to drink the Lieutenant's health (he was
still only a midshipman, but they gave him promotion). And
there were a thousand questions asked one after the other, so that
long before the evening, when we were to have an account of the
voyage, we knew pretty well what had happened. And, though it
was Sunday, there was brewed a great bowl of punch for the
evening; and in the end the Admiral was carried to bed, and many
of the guests retired with a rolling gait and thick voice; while, as
for me, the next morning showed, by trembling fingers and headache, besides the memory of uncertain steps, that I, too, had
rejoiced among the rest beyond the limits of soberness. Among
the company were, first, my father, the Vicar of St. Paul's; then
Captain Petherick, the commissioner of the King's Yard; Mr.
Stephen Pett, who hath a shipbuilding yard of his own, where
many fair vessels have been built; Mr. Mostyn, Cocket-writer in
His Majesty's Custom House; Lieutenant Hepworth, formerly of
General Powlett's Regiment of Marines; Mr. UnderhiU; Mr,
Shelvocke (the younger), who had himself been round the world in
the year 1720, as everybody knows who has read the account of
his father's voyage, and the malicious book concerning the same
voyage written by Mr, Betagh, his Captain of Marines, There was
also Mr. Brinjes, And I, for one, presently observed with pride
that we had here assembled together in one room—a thing which
could hardly be compassed in any other town, except Portsmouth,
Plymouth, and Chatham—three men who had at three separate
times sailed upon the great unknown Pacific; and of these, two
had actually circumnavigated the globe.
I have observed, having been born and brought up among men
who delight in telling and hearing stories of battle, escapes, shipwreck, and the like, that the hero of a hundred adventures is
seldom as ready to tell them as he who hath in aU his life experienced but one; and that, often enough, not of his own seeking,
but against his own desire, and even entered upon in bodily fear.
Yet Virgil makes .ffineas relate his wanderings movingly and in
the finest verse ; and Shakespeare teUs how Othello would, in the
hearing of Desdemona, fight his battles over again. As for Jack,
he had encountered so many perils and met with so many adventures, and those of so extraordinary a kind, that one would not
expect the hundredth part of them to be told in one evening. They
were enough to fill a dozen books of travel, such as are generaUy
written, most of them with no adventures more terrible than the
upsetting of a coach or the appearance of a footpad; nay, I have
never seen any books which contained such wonders as Jack had
witnessed, if we except the voyages of Captain Clipperton, Captain
Shelvocke, and Commodore Anson; and none of these commanders
ever sailed among the islands which the ' Countess of Dorset'
visited. Yet he was not able, at first, to tell us much about them ;
and it was only by continual questioning and persuading him to
talk, with the map lying open before him, that we could get him to
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anburden his mind of some of the things he had seen and undergone. Some men—of whom Jack was one—are so constituted
that they do not seem to understand what people want to know, or
what they should tell them. Our hero was not reticent, I am sure,
from any fear of appearing boastful, because sailors love above all
things to speak of their own adventures ; but because, first, he felt,
on this the first day of his return, new and strange to us, after six
years of absence; and next, he was never good at narrating, save
stories of fight; and, further, it is not easy for anyone to gather up
immediately, and at short notice, all the recollections of the past
six years. When a man has been two years with savages, or two
years in a Spanish or French prison, he is apt to forget some of the
things which happened before, even though they passed among the
imknown islands of the Pacific Ocean.
' As for her course, now,' he began, doubtfully. He had before
him the map of the world, on Mercator's projection, by John
Senex, It was my father's copy, and although the map is not on
so large a scale as a ship's chart, yet it was big enough to serve.
Deptford is too insignificant to be marked, and Jack's finger, when
he would indicate the ship's starting-point, covered the whole of
Kent, Middlesex, Essex, and Surrey. ' As for her course, now,' he
repeated, looking at the map doubtfully, considering how best to
begin. Perhaps he had forgotten how to use a map, since he had
not seen one for four years. CastiUa was standing on one side,
looking over his shoulder, I at the other side. The Admiral sat
opposite, his red face filled with benevolence and affection. Surely,
there never was a kindlier face in the world. Behind him and
beside the fireplace was his lady, not carried away so greatly by
the general emotion, partly because she never entertained the same
love for Jack that fiUed her husband's breast, and partly because,
like most women, she was not in the least degree interested in
foreign lands and savage races, and partly because she knew not
the bottom of a map fi-om the top. The gentlemen sat round the
table as they chose, and at the sideboard the two negroes had
charge of the smoking bowl, I love negroes for one thing: that is,
for their fellow-feeling when any occasion for rejoicing and feasting
arises. They would like the whole of their Lives to be spent in
feasting, drinking, and laughing. For instance, I do not suppose
that these two rascals had given one single thought to Jack during
the whole of his six years' absence, yet here they were, their mouths
broad grinning, their faces shining, their eyes twinkling and
dancing, moving nimbly about with the glasses, taking care, with
the greatest zeal, that the Admiral's was kept always full, and that
none of the gentlemen should be allowed so much as to glance
inquiringly in the direction of the bowl. Had it been the return of
their own son they could not have shown a livelier joy. N.B.—
Later in the evening, when the Admiral was in bed and the guests
gone, they finished the bowl themselves ; and had it not been for
Jack, who in the morning was so good as to pump upon them, they
certainly would have incurred the wrath of the Admiral, for they
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were even at eight o'clock in the morning, and after a night's sleep,
still more than half-seas over.
' Oh, Jack,' said Castilla, ' to think that you should remember
her course after all these years !'
' Easy a bit, my lad,' said the Admiral. ' Take another glass
before we begin. Gentlemen, fill up. Fill up the gentlemen's
glasses, ye black rogues ! This is a joyful evening—an evening out
of ten thousand. And to think that none of us knew him except
Bess, the Penman's girl! CastUla, my dear, where were your eyes ? '

' Indeed, Sir, I was thinking of the Vicar's discourse. Else, I
am sure I shotild have known Jack.'
' And where were yours, Luke, and where were mine—to treat
him hke a ragamuffin tarpaulin ? WeU, weU ! FiU up Mr. Jack's
glass. Snowball. Drink, my lad; CastiUa loves a saUor who can
take his whack. Drink her'health as I drink thine, dear lad.'
CastiUa laughed. She loved soberness and temperance; but
Jack did not come home every day,
' As for her course, now,' said the Admiral.
' We saUed from Deptford
*
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' You did, my boy, and I well remember the day, six years ago,
when the " Countess of Dorset" dipped her ensign and fired her
salute. The boy tells me, gentlemen, that for four years he has
never tasted punch—poor lad ; nor quaffed a tankard of ale—think
of it; nor sat down to a comfortable pipe of tobacco; nor known
the comforts of a hammock in a seaworthy and weather-tight
vessel. For four years! Your Reverence, it is Sunday evening;
but, with respect to the cloth,' the Admiral turned his face, rosy and
beaming as the setting sun, to my father, ' when the prodigal son
came home did his father ask the Chaplain, who, I suppose, was a
Levite, whether it was the Sabbath Day, before he ordered the fatted
calf to be killed and roasted ? '
'We do not learn that he did so,' replied my father. 'Though
doubtless
'
' Then, Sir, suffer us to believe, for our satisfaction at the present
juncture, that the event, like another one of later occurrence, happened on the Sabbath Day. Then have we authority of Holy Writ
for making merry on the Sabbath Day,'
At this display of wit they aU laughed without rebuke from the
Vicar,
' Go on. Jack; go on, my lad. I must stUl be talking, when it
is Jack we want to hear. Your health, my lad, your health. I
never thought to see thy honest phiz again. Thy hand again. Jack.
This is a joyful evening, gentlemen. Damme, I say again a joyful
evening.' Yet the tears stood in his eyes.
We were all moved, and the Admiral more than any. But Mr.
Brinjes sat in his place, his one eye, like a baU of fire, fixed on Jack.
I knew that he was recalliag his own voyage in the Southern Seas,
and thinking of his treasure. It was as if some scent or fragrance
of the islands which he loved to talk about was clinging to Jack,
Then our returned prodigal went on with his narrative, and if
the interruptions of the Admiral are not set down, with his ejaculations and oaths, it is because, were everything to be told, no history
would ever come to an end. Wherefore they are omitted; nor have
I tried to set down aU that Jack said, nor a tenth part, on this
evening, because half the time he was answering questions from
Mr, Shelvocke, who must needs show his knowledge of those seas,
and from Mr. Brinjes, who had also saUed upon them, and from
Captain Petherick, who was a great lover of geography, I have
also ventured to omit that part of his narrative which related to the
behaviour of the crew, the saihng qualities of the ship, and those
matters generally which concern sailors, and which would only be
understood by them, ' We sailed, as you remember. Admiral, carrying with us twenty-five guns, with a crew of 120 men aU told,
and provisions for twenty-four months. Gentlemen, with submission, I venture to remark that no navy provision exists which wUl
last twenty-four months, for the biscuit becomes weevUly, and the
pork and beef rancid; and as to the cheese and the salt butter—
but there I
'
' He is right,' said Mr. UuderhUl.
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' We were fortunate, however, and fell in, before we suffered much
from this cause, with provisions of another kind. The last land
that we saw was the Start, and the next was Cape Finisterre. We
then stood away for the island of Teneriffe, where we designed to
take in wine, rum, and brandy, the Captain being of opinion that to
keep a merry heart in the crew—which is, above all things, desirable
on a long voyage—a double ration is often necessary; wherefore,
we laid in at the town of Santa Cruz a great store of malmsey,
canary, and verdina, which is a greenish-coloured wine and strong
bodied, but keeps well in hot climates.
'After leaving Teneriffe, we were becalmed for three weeks,
during which, I remember, we caught two very fine .sharks, off
which the men regaled. Then we touched at St. Helena. After this
we were driven off our course by the trade-wind, and sighted
Tristan d'Acunha; we put in at the Cape, and, after leaving Algoa
Bay, we steered nor'-nor'-east, passing the southern point of Madagascar, where we expected to meet with pirates.'
' I fear they are all dead,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' Their settlement
was on the north-east coast, which is not so fuU of fever as the southwest. Dead now, they must be, every man. And I doubt if their
chUdren, darkies all, would have the spirit to carry on the business.'
' Our course was now to the coast of New Holland, the object of
the voyage being, as the Captain told us, to discover new lands, and,
if possible, countries where British settlements might rival those of
Spain in the Manillas and the Ladrones.'
' You did not visit the ManiUas, then ? ' said Mr. Shelvocke.
' There is nothing in those seas which can surpass the ManiUas in
beauty and fertility.'
' The Pope,' said my father,' pretended, in his pride, to confer
upon the Spaniards all the lands beyond the Atlantic, including, I
suppose, MageUanica or the Pacific Ocean, which was not then discovered.'
' We had bad weather crossing this great ocean, whereon we
sailed for two months, or thereabout, with never a sight of land.
Then we began to find seaweed, with cuttle bones and bonitos, and
after two or three days we sighted land; but finding nothing except
rocks and foul ground, we stood off again.' His finger was now on
the coast of the great unknown southern island called New Holland. ' On the third or fourth day we found an opening in the land,
and anchored in two fathoms and a half of water. We called the
place Shark's Bay, and we stayed here a week. The shore is
shelving to the sea, and we saw there a kind of animal like the
West Indian maccaroon, save that it has long hind legs on which it
jumps; and I think it was there that we found an ugly kind of
guana which stinks. The natives were naked black men, some of
them painted with a kind of pigment, and their hair frizzled. They
seem to hve on shell-fish, and carry lances with heads of flint,'
' I had hoped,' said my father,' to hear of some polite and civilised nation with arts and sciences, and traditions of the patriarchal
reUgion, and of gentle manners.'
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• Their manners ' Jack continued,' are beastly, and their ways
are treacherous; and as for religion, we saw no sign of any. How
can savages have any religion who live on mussels ? I have hved
on them myself, and felt no promptings of religion all the time, but
only discontent and swearing. Well, gentlemen, we continued our
voyage, and I daresay we carried the coast line a good bit farther
than this map shows ; but my memory serves me not on this point,
and my own as weU as the ship's log was lost when the ship was
cast away.'
' Our course,' said Mr. Shelvocke,' was north of these latitudes.
Wherefore, I have never visited the shores of New Holland. This
I regret the less, having seen the Manillas,'
' When we reached the most southerly point, which, I dare say,
may be somewhere near to this place on the map, the Captain called
together his Lieutenants, the Master and the Captain of Marines,
and, over a cheerful glass, opened his mind to them, as we presently
heard in the gun-room. He said that his orders were general,
and that it was reported by those who had sailed on those seas,
particularly by those who thought it no sin to hoist the Jolly
Roger
'
' It is not,' said Mr. Brinjes, stoutly, ' provided that it is in
Spanish waters only. I have myself sailed under the crossbones
and skull. Sin ? Why, it is a commendable action to maul and
harass the Spaniards.'
' The Captain said that it was reported,' Jack continued,' that
there are islands in those seas of incredible wealth, compared with
which Mr. Shelvocke's ManUlas are poor; but that the Spaniards
either endeavour to keep the secret of these islands to themselves,
or they have not the curiosity to seek them out. His design was,
therefore, to seek for these islands, even though we might have to
fight the Spaniards should we meet them ; and if any place should
be found to possess the wealth they are supposed to contain, then,
Spaniard or no Spaniard, to plant the flag of Great Britain upon
them; and, if Heaven should prosper our enterprise, presently to
return by the Straits of Magellan.
' So we steered a course north-west by north, across an open
sea, with fair winds, sighting no land at all until we were in
latitude 20° south, or thereabout, when we came to a great island;
indeed, if it be not a part of the great Southern Continent.
Gentlemen
'
Jack broke off here. ' I cannot tell you aU, nor a tenth part,
of what we saw in these seas. There are thousands of islands, aU
much finer than you can imagine.'
' They are—they are,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' I have seen them
myself.'
' Our own course,' said Mr. Shelvocke, jealously, ' was in the
northern latitude, the islands of which are incomparable.'
' And of what kind are the people ? '
' For the most part we found them gentle and generous. No
traveUers have ever visited these islands that we could learn; they
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know nothing of the Spaniards; they are black, and go naked, and
they can aU swim lUce fishes,'
' They can,' said Mr. Brinjes,' especially the young women.'
' Of what kind is their religion ? ' asked the Vicar.
' I think, Sir, that they have none'—Mr. Brinjes shook his
head—' at least, we saw no signs of any, though, of course, we
could not talk to them in their own language. The islands are so
close together that it is impossible to sail more than a day or two
without coming in sight of a new archipelago; some there are
which we judged as big as Ireland, perhaps, and others not more
than half an acre; some there are which are only coral reefs lying
in a circle round smooth water, no bigger than some of the West
Indian Keys; and some there are which are covered with great
mountains and volcanoes.'
' It is true—it is quite true,' said Mr. Brinjes,
' And as for the riches of them ?' asked one of the company.
' I know not if there be any. We made such signs as we
thought would make them understand that we wanted gold and
precious stones; but they produced none, and we believed that
they have no knowledge of gold, even if there be gold in their
mountains. Of pearls there must needs be plenty, seeing that there
are oysters in abundance. But we saw none.'
' No gold and no jewels 1' said my father. ' Happy islanders I'
' And they seem to have all things in common.'
' Wherefore the main temptations to sin,' said my father,' are
removed. Where there is no private property there can be no
robbery, no envying, no jealousies, no overreaching. Oh, thrice
happy people, if they knew their own happiness !'
' If we had not lost the log,' Jack continued,' we should have
covered these seas with islands never before seen, even by
Dampier, Magellan, Drake, or Eogers. Now, no one knows
where they are, and I alone of all living men, unless it be Mr.
Brinjes, have seen them. As for our gallant company'—here he
paused and looked around him solemnly. I have noticed many
sailors do the same thing; it is as if they were counting those
present to be sure that they, too, are not shipwrecked men—
' they are all dead by now, I doubt not. Unless some escaped, of
whom I know nothing, who may be living yet among the Indians.'
' Fill his glass,' said the Admiral. ' Gentlemen, let us druik
to the memory of these poor fellows, cast away, and now dead.'
' There is no such sailing,' Jack continued, ' anywhere in the
world
'
' There is not,' Mr, Brinjes interrupted.
' Save for the constant temptation for the men to desert; and
live in indolence among these people. Better would it have been,
save for one who now sits here among you all, had the whole ship's
company gone ashore and stayed there, to live in the warm air
and sunshine of that climate.'
' Better to die a Christian than live a heathen,' said the Vicar.
' Well, we had the Church Service read every Sunday morning,'
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said J a c k , ' which was no doubt a comfortable thing for the poor
fellows to think upon when the rocks were cracking their skulls
like eggsheUs. But as for the sailing, so long as we were among
the islands, it was like cruising upon a pond, with fresh fruit, and
fish of all kinds, and wild birds in plenty to be shot. Sir '—he addressed the Vicar—' this place is surely the Garden of Eden, though
there is in Scripture no mention made of any seas. Of this, the
Captain, who was a sober and religious man, was well assured.'
' The site of the garden,' said m y father, ' hath been placed in
Mesopotamia, between the Tigris and Euphrates, or in Arabia
Felix, or at the foot of the Caucasus, or near Damascus, but never,
that I know of, in Magellanica or Oceanus Australis, And I know
not how it could be there, unless the Euphrates and the Nile have
greatly changed their course.'
' I t cannot be anything else but the Garden of Eden,' said
J a c k ; ' though, perhaps, in the Deluge much of it was swallowed
up, and only the tops of the mountains left above water.'
' Should we ever,' said the Vicar, ' find that garden, which
doubtless exists somewhere upon the earth—nay, some have pretended to have seen it—we shall also find the gate, and at the
gate the angel with a flaming sword turning in every direction to
keep the way of the Tree of Life. But it m a y very well be that,
when the curse of labour was imposed upon m a n for the sin of
Adam—in consequence of which some parts of the world were
afflicted with aridity and sand, other parts were covered with ice
and snow, others, again, became marshes, and others became hard
and unprofitable for the toUers—that some parts were left by
merciful design in their virginal and pristine beauty, just as they
left the hand of the Creator at the dawn of the first Sabbath, being
reserved for this generation to discover, so that faith might be
strengthened, and true religion revived in the world, by so striking
a proof of the Divine Narrative. But let us go on, for the hour
groweth late.'
' Alas ! gentlemen, there is very httle more to teU, and the rest
of the history of the ill-fated " Countess of D o r s e t " is all misfortune. We came, at length, to an end of these islands, which we
parted with to our great r e g r e t ; and so, with open sea, steering
now east or south-east, with design to make J u a n Fernandez 01:
the Island of Masafuera, When we were within thirty or forty
leagues, according to our reckoning, of these islands, there fell upon
us a dreadful gale, or succession of gales, which lasted a week or
more, so far as I remember, the ship driving before the wind under
bare poles. Then we lost our foremast, and presently both mainmast and mizenmast went by the board; and for great waves and
the force of the wind, I never experienced the like. We rigged a
jury-mast with difiiculty, and a fore-sail to steady her head. By
this time our bulwarks were broken, and our boats stove in, so that
there was very little hope left us, except that the gale might abate,
in which case we might keep her afloat—for now she had sprung a
leak, and the men were kept day and night to the pump—until we
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could make some kind of raft. As for our guns, we heaved them
overboard, with everything else that would lighten the ship. Gentlemen, the gale did not abate; on the contrary, it blew harder, if that
were possible ; and I think everybody on board had given up hope.
As for the men, some of them did their duty to the last: but some
of them became mutinous, and wanted to get to the spirit store, and
go down happy. Which is, I take it, a fool's way of dying.'
' It is,' said the Vicar.
• I have seen them die that way,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' Some men
have even walked the plank, after drinking a pint or so of rum,
dancing and laughing, and with the end of a song on their hps.
But, no doubt, 'tis better to go down sober. Besides, there is
always some hope for a sober man, but none for a drunken one.'
' I do not know, gentlemen, how long this lasted. We unshipped
our rudder, I remember, which finished our misfortunes, for now
the ship lay like a log in the trough of waves, which roUed her
about as they pleased. And how many were washed overboard I
know not; nor how many were left in the ship when at last she
struck the rocks, and was beaten to pieces. I would rather face a
dozen broadsides than wait again, for a week or more, with Death
almost certain at the end of it. To judge from the haggard faces
of those who waited with me, and to remember my own mind—
why, we died a hundred deaths in the mere apprehension and
waiting for it. Most of us died in earnest before long. For one
morning, when the dayhght came, we saw before us a most dreadful sight—namely, the coast of Patagonia, which is the most inhospitable, I suppose, in the whole world, and the most terrible, by
reason of its rocks and precipices. We were driving right upon
the coast. Then, indeed, we gave ourselves up for lost. When we
struck, the sea lifted her and beat her against the rocks, breaking
and grinding her timbers as if she had been nothing bigger than a
Portsmouth wherry; and the waves broke over her at the same
time, washing the men from the places where they were clinging.
As for me, I was carried off, and what happened to me afterwards
I know not, save that I lost consciousness, and when I recovered I
found myself lying on a ledge of rock, but how I get there, whether
carried thither by some great wave or upon some piece of wreck, I
know not. The first thing I did was to make sure that I had no
bones broken. I was not indeed hurt in any way, save that from
head to foot I was covered with bruises, which were of smaU
account. And then I turned to look at the wreck. We were surely
landed in the worst place in the world; it was a narrow creek or
bay between high cliffs, into which the sea rushed with violence
inexpressible. Aheady the ship was broken up save for the after
part, where there were still clinging two or three poor wretches;
below my feet in the boUing water, grinding against each other,
were pieces of wreck, and, most terrible to see, there were mangled
bodies of our poor fellows, dashed against the rocks and among the
broken timbers. It is wonderful to think that any of us escaped.
' At first I thought that I was alone, the only man saved. But
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there were others, and I found that most of them, like myself, could
not teU how they had got ashore, and why they were not, fike their
shipmates, dashed to pieces. There were fourteen of us in number,
and no more came ashore; wherefore, seeing the violence of the
waves and the impossibUity of swimming in such a sea, we concluded that the rest were aU drowned. When the wind abated,
which was the next day, we managed to get up to the rocks some
of the timber and wreck washed ashore, and made some kind of
shelter; but we could not light a fire, and it was now the winter
season in these latitudes, and cold. There were one or two casks of
provisions which reached the shore unbroken and not touched by
the sea; we hved upon them while they lasted, our drink being
rain-water, of which there was plenty. When this supply ceased
we had nothing to subsist upon at aU but shell-fish, of which there
were at first great quantities, but we presently exhausted them, and
then we had to leave our hut, such as it was, and to move on along
the coast in order to find more. We were all the time as men in a
dream, not knowing where we were nor what to do; aU day we
gazed stupidly at each other, and aU night we crouched together for
warmth. But when the time came that we must leave our rocks
we began to take counsel. My companions were common saUors,
rude and ignorant feUows; and as for me, I knew nothing except
that I was certain that we must be somewhere upon the western
shore of South America, that part of it which is called Patagonia.
Now, if we marched south, we should in time come to the Straits
of Magellan, through which there might pass some ship; but how
long we should wait, or how great the distance might be, we knew
nothing. And every day's march would bring us into colder and
more desolate regions. On the other hand, if we marched north,
we might, in the long run, reach the Spanish settlements, which
are reported to stretch southward very far. But, again, should we
reach them, it was most likely that they would murder us, or hand
us over to the Inquisition to be burned alive for heretics. However,
we decided in the end to march north, which we did, leaving behind
four of our number who had died, partly of cold and partly of flux,
brought on by the shell-fish diet, which afflicted us all in various
ways. As for myself, it covered my whole body with an intolerable itching, which flew from one part to another, so that I got
no rest day or night.'
' I t is a prurigo,' said Mr, Brinjes. ' There is no cure for it but
a change of diet.'
' We were by this time in as miserable a plight as ever befell
shipwrecked sailors, for the weather was continually wet and cold;
as for our clothes, they were rags, wet through day and night; we
were pinched with hunger ; we had not a shoe to our feet; there
was not a single tool or weapon, not even a knife among us. A
man, gentlemen, without tools is in sorry case. So we began our
way along the coast, which we durst not leave, partly for fear of
wild beasts and natives, and partly because while we kept near the
B
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sea we should not starve. We wandered in this way, seeking such
shelter as we could find, and always wet, cold and half-starved for a
month or two—I know not how long. 13ut one day we feU in with
a tribe of Indians. By this time, I remember, there were only
eight of us left. These men came to meet us, brandishing spears
and threatening to kill u s ; while we, for our part, had nothing to
do except to make signs showing how helpless and harmless we
were. So they took us with them: and I think I never spent a
happier evening than the first, when we lay upon the ground about
a great fire, with broUed fish to eat and sealskin to cover us. We
had not been vrarm or dry for a matter of three months. As for
living with them, we soon got tired of that Hfe, except two of our
company, who took Indian wives, and resolved to continue among
them. For, like us, they lived by the seashore, having no knowledge of any agriculture, and devoured fish and mussels, oysters,
and so forth, all of which were coUected for them by their wives.
I have never seen any more dexterous than these poor women in
diving and' catching fish, which they would drive, by frightening,
into some smaU creek or inlet of the sea, whence they could not
escape and were easily captured. They also coUected and ate
certain berries, which were nauseous at first, but which we presently grew to consider as useful against the disorders caused by a
fish diet. But as for the dirt and the vermin, and the savage
nature of the life we led, I cannot so much as speak of these
things. Sometimes when, by reason of storm and gales, fish was
scarce, we were driven to Hve on the flesh of seals, and that putrid
and stinking. And because we depended so much upon the mussels
and oysters, we were obliged continually to shift our quarters, and
slowly drew more and more northwards, until at last we arrived at
the most southerly of the Spanish settlements, which consisted of
nothing else than a kind of convent and a church with four priests.
For my own part, I approached the place with terror, thinking that
the stake would be set up, and the flames would be consuming us as
soon as the priests should understand that we were EngHshmen and
Protestants. Well, gentlemen, they never so much as asked us of
what religion we were. But these good priests—your Reverence
wUl forgive me
'
'There are charitable hearts in every country and in every
religion,' said the Vicar. ' Why not in MageUanica ? '
' They gave us clothes to put on; they washed and dressed our
wounds, because by this time we were covered aU over with sores
and bad places. They gave us good food and wine to drink, and
they heard our story—one of them could speak English—with
tears and pity. They told us that we must be sent to the nearest
Spanish port as prisoners; but bade us be of good courage, because
we should be treated weU.'
' I n these remote parts,' said the Vicar, 'the Pope and the
Inquisition being so far off, there is room for the growth of human
feelings, even with priests.'
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• After six months of hving among them—a better and a more
charitable brotherhood I never hope to meet—there came an
opportunity of conveying us to the island of ChUoe, where there is
a Spanish Governor. Now, I reckon that the ship was cast away
two years and a half after we saUed, it being then midwinter,
which, on the coast of Patagonia, is in the month of J u l y ; and I
think that we lived with the Indians for the space of two years—
it was time enough to wear out all that were left of our rags, so that
we went into the convent with nothing but sealskin over our
shoulders, tied round the waist with a thong of sealskin leather.
W e stayed at ChUoe, where we were treated more hardly than with
the priests, yet not crueUy, for three or four months, when the
Governor was able to send us on to the port of Callao.'
' H e is now,' said the Admiral, ' prisoner of the Spanish, and
within reach of the Bloody Inquisition. Snowball, fiU up Mr.
Easterbrook's glass. Keep it fuU, ye lubber 1 at such a time he
needs aU the punch he can swaUow.'
' Out of the whole ship's company, there remained now but six.
They put us in prison, but they gave us wine and food, chiefly
beans, bread, and onions, as good as they had themselves, and
sometimes chocolate. Presently there came a priest, and began to
talk about our heretical condition, and the dangers we ran should
we continue in obstinacy. This made us mighty uneasy, as you
may imagine; because the Inquisition—the Holy Inquisition, as
they caU it—is established at Lima, whither, the Padre informed us,
we should shortly be taken. I t seemed likely that we had only
escaped drowning to suffer the rack and the stake. I hope, gentlemen, that I should have done m y duty even to the end, had there
been no escape. Meantime, I cast about how to get out of their
clutches. W e had a good deal of liberty within the prison, and
m a n y visitors came there bringing cigarettes, which are rolls of
paper containing tobacco, to the prisoners, who were mostly halfcaste, in prison for stabbing, or saUors for mutiny, the authorities
caring little how their prisoners pass the time so long as they are
kept in limbo. I n this way, I made the acquaintance of an honest
Frenchman, captain of a trading brig, who, I found, hated the
priests and all their works and took pity on me, seeing that I
must either become a convert or look to be burned. He, therefore,
brought me a disguise, and conveyed m e safely out of prison on
board his own ship, where I remained stowed away in the hold
untU he sailed out of harbour. As for the other men, three of them
recanted their errors, as they called it, and walked in the procession
at an Auto da F e at Lima, where the other poor fellows, who stuck
by their guns, were burned alive.'
' 'Tis a damnable nation,' said Mr. Brinjes.
' Say rather,' said the Vicar, ' that it is a nation under the curse
of a gloomy superstition, which prompts them to commit these
cruelties.'
' As for me, I worked before the mast, and found the French
H2
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BaUors, when I could talk their Hugo, an honest set of fellows.
B u t when we got to Brest, we learned that war had broken o u t ;
and so I was a prisoner again, and marched as a common saUor,
with others in the same plight, from one strong place to another,
tiU we came to St. Omer.'

CHAPTER XII.
HOW JACK THANKED BESS.

ARLY in the evening when the common sort had aU gone away, well
filled with the Admiral's best October,
and before the gentlemen arrived.
Jack left us, and stole quite unnoticed
from the house. As he left us, so he
returned, no one having observed that
he had been absent for a moment.
Yet we were all of us talking and
thinking of no one else, and believed
that he was still among us. So, in a play at the theatre, when
the mind is fully charged and occupied with the hero, so that one
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can think of nothing but his adventures, we do not perceive that
he is no longer on the stage before our eyes, and, when he presently returns, we do not remember that he has ever been out of
our sight, and aU that has passed seems to have been done in hia
presence.
But why Jack left us and whither he went, I have since been
told, and that, as one may say, on credible authority—namely, by
the only person who knows.
In short, he left us to go in search of Bess, his heart being,
already, inflamed by the thought of her beauty, and fired with
gratitude because, of aU his old friends, she alone recognised him.
Ulysses was recognised by none but his dog. Why, Jack would
have been less than human, a mere senseless log, had he not been
moved by this circumstance. And so far from senseless his was a
heart as easily inflamed as touchwood.
Bess was sitting on the floor before the fire, her father being
somewhere abroad, I suppose, in conversation with his friends and
cronies, the sexton and the barber. It was Sunday evening, therefore she had no knitting or work of other kind in her hands. She
could not read, and therefore she had not taken one of her father's
books; and she was alone, therefore she was not talking. Outside,
the night had aheady fallen, but she was not one of those who
waste good money by burning candle and fire at the same time,
unless for the sake of work. The red firelight played upon her
cheeks, and made them glow; and upon her eyes, and made them
red baUs; and upon the waUs of the room, which were covered
with specimens of the Penman's art, pasted on the wainscot; and
on the sideboard, where stood the candlesticks of brass and the
snuffers, polished and bright; with the house pewter, which shone
like sUver, so good a housewife was this girl. Her hands lay folded
in her lap, and she was leaning forwards as if reading faces in the
red coals, as chUdren sometimes love to play. I think she saw one
face only, and that a strange wild face, with matted hair and long
beard, and a bloody clout across the forehead. As to her thoughts
—who can read the thoughts that crowd into the head of a young
girl ? I would not dare to say that up to that time Bess was in
love with her old playfeUow; yet it is certain, because Mr. Brinjes
spoke so much of him, that he often occupied her mind. Nor was
it, I venture to say, all on Jack's account that she would listen to
none of Aaron Fletcher's advances. Yet she must have been hardhearted, indeed, had this home-coming faUed to move her soul. I
have sometimes thought that if at this time Jack had made no
advances to her, she must presently have taken Aaron and thought
no more of her old playfeUow, save as of a gaUant gentleman belonging to a class above her. No man can speak positively of a
woman's mind; but I am assured that it is seldom in the nature of
a woman to love any man—though she may greatly admire him—
untU he hath first shown and proved by words and looks that he
thinks of her and loves her. Therefore, if Jack had made no
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advances
however, it is idle to talk of advances: such a man
as Jack doth not make advances: they are for cooler and more
cautious men; he lands, charges, and carries by storm the fortress
which expected to be besieged by weU-known rules.
Now, as she sat there watching the coals glowing in the fire,
Bess suddenly started and her heart ceased to beat, for at the door
she heard a step. She remembered that step after six long years;
and the latch was lifted, and Jack himself came in—a thing she
had not so much as ventured to hope, though she expected that he
might in a day or two call to see her father, if he should still
remember his former instructor.
She sprang to her feet, half-afraid, yet rejoicing.
' Bess 1' he cried hoarsely. ' You had not forgotten me ? '
He was dressed now, shaven, and washed; a tall and handsome
man, though pale and somewhat hollow in the cheek.
' Bess !' he repeated, holding out both hands,' have you nothing
to say to nje ?'
' Oh, Jack 1' she whispered timidly. But now she was trembling, and reaUy"afraid of him, because there was a look in his eyes
which frightened her; a strange look it is, which painters, for the
most part, have failed to catch; it is one which makes the eyes soft
and glowing; it is the look of love and longing. Bess had never
seen that look, and it frightened her.
' Jack,' she said,' shall I go and look for father ? '
' Oh I' he answered, ' you knew me, Bess I' His voice was
husky. ' All the rest had forgotten me ; but you knew me. Look
for your father ? Not yet, Bess ! Not yet 1 Oh, Bess I' He said
no more, but caught her hands, drew her towards him, and kissed
her a thousand times.
Then, in a moment, all her love went out to him. She gave
him aU her heart. Thenceforward she was no longer afraid of him;
yet she was his servant and his slave, though he caUed her mistress,
' My dear,' he said presently,' let me look at my sweetheart.
Nay, the firelight wiU do to light those eyes ; no need of a candle.
Oh, the sweet face 1 And what a taU girl she is ! Is it the firelight or her cheeks, or is she blushing because her lover hath kissed
her ? And oh, the rosy lips 1 Kiss me, Bess. Kiss me, and teU
me that you love me. My dear, I had forgotten no one at home—
no one; but until you caught my hands to-day, I did not know how
much I loved you. And now, teU me, pretty, hast thou sometimes
thought of Jack ? '
' Oh, yes,' she told him, ' I have never forgotten, never; and I
knew you were not drowned, whatever they said, and Mr, Brinjes
alway declared that some day you would come home again. Often
and often have I gone to PhUadelphy and inquired of her concerning a young saUor—meaning you. Jack—but I did not teU her who
it was, and always her reply was that he was safe, and would come
home again, though to be sure, she said, there were dangers in the
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way. She is a proper witch, and knows. But, oh! Jack, go away;
this is foohshness ; you must not kiss me any more, because you are
a gentleman, and 1 am only a simple ghl, and the daughter of a plain
man. You must not talk of love to me ; you must not think of me.
Jack. I know you would not laugh at me, and mock m e ; but you
must not think of me. Jack. Why, there are fine ladies in plenty
who would die for love of you!'
' And could you die for love of me, Bess ? Oh I how could I
Uve so long without thee ? '
' Oh, Jack!' she murmured, laying her head upon his shoulder,
' I would rather die of love for you than live for the love of someone
else I and oh! if you left off loving me I should sit down and pray
to die at once,'
He kissed her again—I know not how many times he kissed
her—telUng her, which was quite true, because his thoughts ran not
that way, that he cared not a fig for aU the fine ladies in London
town, with their nimby-namby, piminy ways, and their hoops and
paint; but he loved an honest girl with roses of her own in her
cheeks, who would love him in return. And so their pretty love-talk
went on, with thee and thou, and kisses sweet as honey to this
girl, who knew not how or why she should conceal her joy and
her love,
' I never knew,' Bess told me afterwards, ' no, I never knew
what happiness could be untU I sat that evening with my sweetheart's arms round my waist, and my face upon his shoulder, so
that ho could kiss me as often as he pleased and whisper that he
loved me. Oh, why—why should he love m e ; he so handsome
and so splendid, and I so simple a maid ? What are a girl's good
looks compared with a man's ? And how should he be able to love
one who is not a gentlewoman—he who might, had he chosen, have
married a countess ? '
When he left her, which was all too soon, because the Admiral
would be expecting him, the girl fell upon her knees and prayed.
This was a thing (she confessed it to me herself) which she had
never done before in her life, except in church, and according to the
Forms contained in the Book of Common Prayer. If one may
venture so to speak of a Book which hath engaged the thoughts and
labours of learned and pious men since the foundation of the
Church—I mean the Book of Common Prayer—there is one
unfortunate omission in its forms: it provides, that is to say, for
aU the other great events in life—namely. Birth, Baptism, Marriage,
the Arrival of Children, Siclmess, and Death; but there is no Form
of Prayer for the Betrothal of a man and a maid. Yet there are
many appropriate Lessons that might be taken for it from the Old
and New Testament; and there are many grateful and joyful
Psahns; and there are love-sick verses—better, surely, were never
written—especiaUy in the Song of Solomon; and, without doubt,
if ever there were occasion for prayer and praise, it is when a pair
of lovers promise in private what they wUi presently promise in the
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sight of the congregation, Bess, poor child, knew no prayer fit for
the occasion; but she knelt upon the fioor and with tears she
thanked God for the safe return of her lover, and implored Him to
extend His continual protection over him.
When Mr. Westmoreland came home at half-past eight, he was
astonished to find that his daughter had forgotten to put out the
bread and cheese and beer. Heard one ever of housewife forgetting
to lay the supper ? And though he talked about nothing but Jack
Easterbrook—his unexampled sufferings and his wonderful and providential preservation—this strange daughter of his was so cold and
imfeehng about her old playfeUow that she hardly said a word, but
made haste to go to bed, where she was removed from her father's
chatter, and could he contentedly awake aU night long, her fooHsh
heart beating with the joy of this great happiness.

CHAPTER XIII.
JACK ASHORE.

THE next day, accompanied by the Admiral and Captain Petherick,
Jack went to the Navy Office in Seething Lane to report himself.
And here began trouble he did not expect. For, seeing that they
had long since v?ritten off the ship as cast away, and her company
as dead, at first it appeared as if Jack had lost his seniority for
certain, even if he had not been removed from the King's service.
The latter view was stoutly maintained by the clerks, who argued
that if a man has been written off as dead, he must be dead, or
else—a thing impossible and absurd, if not treasonable—the Navy
Office must be charged with error; so that, if he should afterwards
be so rash as to return, he must either be considered out of the
service, or must begin again at the bottom of the ladder; otherwise
their books would have to be rewritten; very likely the Estimates
must be amended, and, perhaps, even a new audit undertaken.
There was much correspondence on this subject carried on between
the various departments; and, for aught I know, it may stiU be
going on. While it was stUl in agitation, they began to send him
about, hke a baU at the game of cricket, from one office to another.
First they sent him to the Surveyor's Department, which required
him to make a return of the ship's stores and their expenditure up
to the conclusion of the voyage ; and asked him, also, to produce
the purser's, bo's'n's, and carpenter's accoimts, the muster-book and
the log-book, these books being always, by regulation, required of
the Captain on his return. The clerks in the Navy Office, who
receive fifty pounds a year, and live at ten, or even twenty, times
that rate in war time—thus showing how an honest man may
prosper merely by the handling of ship's books and the passing of
the Captain's papers—gave this young officer, from whose handling
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in-office possibly can ; and, being themselves bound and tied by all
kinds of rules, they are able to hamper grievously any officer who
doth not first grease their palms.
Next, when Jack expected to receive the six years' pay which
was certainly due to him, there was trouble with the Comptroller's
Department, which contended that, as he had not served for more
than two years, he was entitled to no more than so much pay, and
that only when it could be proved that he had served to tha satisfaction of the Captain, who, we know, was dead and gone; and that,
as regards the four years of wandering and captivity, they must not
count as service at aU.
Thirdly, when Jack asked permission to pass his examination in
seamanship for Lieutenant's rank, it was objected by the clerks of
the Secretary's Department, first, that he had not, in accordance
with the regulations, put in his log-books or journals; secondly, that
he could not show the certificate of the Captain ; and, thirdly, that
he had not served for the six years required by the rules of the service. At aU these vexatious delays Jack lost his temper, and would,
in the Navy Office itself, give the clerks, in good fo'ks'le Enghsh,
his opinion as to their motives and their honesty, which, of course,
exasperated these gentlemen, and made them stand out stiU more
stiffly for the letter of the law.
Now, whUe these things were under consideration, the Commissioners themselves, being informed of what had happened, sent for
Jack and examined him personaUy concerning the ship's course, the
discoveries she had made, the natural riches of the Islands among
which he had saUed, and the possibUity of estabhshing settlements
and posts upon them which might prove effective in restraining the
insolence of the Spanish, and in preventing the estabUshment of the
French power in those regions, FinaUy, they instructed him to
draw up, without further delay, a Report upon the voyage, as full as
his memory would aUow, for the information of the Commissioners
and the Government, containing aU that he could remember of the
course, and what he had observed concerning those islands, and
especially on the force of the Spaniards on the South American
shores; and, which was no doubt gaU and wormwood to the clerks,
my Lords the Commissioners were graciously pleased to order that
the rules of the service should in this case be suspended, and that,
in consideration of Mr, Easterbrook's previous good character, and
undoubted sufferings after the wreck of his ship—for which he
could not be held in any way accountable—his seniority should be
restored to him, his years of wandering and captivity should be all
counted as years of service, and that he should therefore receive
fuU pay for the whole six years of service as midshipman on board
a first-rate—namely, at two pounds five shiUings a month, which
made the handsome sum of one hundred and sixty-two potmds ;
and, lastly, that he should be permitted, on passing his examination,
to assume the rank and uniform of Lieutenant, with the assurance
of a commission to a ship as soon as it was possible to find one for
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him. This promise was given him so gravely, and by so great a
personage, that Jack placed the most certain trust in it.
It was easier for Jack to pass his examination in seamanship and
navigation, and to put on his new uniform, than to write the Report
asked of him; for he had never the pen of a ready writer, nor had
he the least knowledge of the art of composition; he had forgotten
how to spell even simple words, having been deprived of books for
four years ; and he had almost forgotten how to write. He therefore, by the Admiral's advice, sought the help of my father, who
questioned him minutely on every point; and then, with the assistance of the charts, drew up, with his own hand, the required
Report; though, with pardonable license, it purported to be written
by none other than Mr, Easterbrook. It contained all the information which the author could elicit by careful and repeated examination, and, if published, would have proved a work of the greatest
curiosity and instruction, embelhshed with the charm of learned
and scholarly style which was so much admired in my father's
sermons, enriched with reflections proper for the various scenes and
adventures through which the (supposed) writer passed, and made
useful for meditation by scriptural references. The Report was
accompanied by a chart showing part of the western coast of New
HoUand, with that portion of the Pacific Ocean lying south of the
Equator over which the ' Countess of Dorset' had saUed. This
part of the sea was depicted, by the hand which drew the chart, as
covered with islands, on both sides of the ship's way, lying as thick
as daisies on a grass border. Mr. Westmoreland it was who drew
the chart; but he was advised and assisted by Jack himself, and by
Mr. Brinjes. He painted the water blue, and the islands and coasts
red. Another hand—I say not whose—decorated those parts of the
ocean where no ship hath yet saUed, and nothing is yet known,
with spouting whales, dolphins at play, sea-hons sporting on rocks,
and canoes filled with black men. The same hand designed and
painted in the northern part of the ocean, off the Island of California, the lively representation of an engagement between the great
seven-decked Spanish galleon from Manila and a smaU English
vessel, the former striking her colours, and the latter flying the flag
of her country, and not the ' JoUy Roger,' as Mr. Brinjes desired.
In the left-hand corner Mr. Westmoreland drew the mariner's
compass, below which he wrote a respectful dedication to my Lords
the Commissioners, signed with the name of John Easterbrook,
midshipman on board the ' Countess of Dorset.' The whole was
finished and adorned with many flourishes, and in the Penman's
finest style. He was so proud of his work that, I believe, he expected nothing less than a public commendation of it in the
• London Gazette,' with a handsome reward in money.
Strange to say, this Report, which we hoped would have been
pubHshed by order of the Admiralty, was received in sUence, and
was never afterwards noticed at aU. I know not what became of
it, for Jack obtained no acknowledgment of it, nor was any praise
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or reward, that I ever heard of, given to the Penman, and I suspect
that the Report has never been read at all, but still lies on the
shelves of the Navy Office. But, in truth, the wreck of the
• Countess of Dorset' made httle stir at the time, because this
intelligence arrived when the pubho mind was greatly agitated by
the depredations of the French privateers which were now sweeping the Channel and picking up our merchantmen, and with the
efibrts made by the Government to protect our coasts and the seas,
so that the loss of this ship more than three years before, even in
so lamentable a manner, affected people little. All this done, however. Jack returned to Deptford, taking up his quarters with the
Admiral, and in very good spirits, being weU assured that before
long he would have his commission, and that there was going to be
a long and spirited war, the French having begun with great vigour,
and beuig already flushed with success, so that they woiUd take a
great deal of beating. He had also jingling in his pocket—no
sweeter music, whUe it lasts—the whole of his pay for six years.
With this money he was enabled to purchase a new outfit for
himself, having landed, as we have seen, with nothing in the world
—no, not even so much as a shirt. However, he very soon procured a sea-chest, and fiUed it once more with instruments, books,
and a new kit, including his Lieutenant'suniform, in which it must
be confessed he looked as gajlant and handsome an officer as ever
put on the blue and white, with none of the effeminacy and affected
daintiness which too often spoU the young soldier as well as the
London beau, Eather did Jack incline to the opposite vice, being,
as his best friends must admit, quite deficient in his graces,
ignorant of pohte manners and conversation, unused to the society
of ladies, and, among men, knowing but little of what some have
caUed the coffee-house manner—that, I mean, which one learns by
intercourse with strangers and general company, in which it is
necessary to concede as well as demand, to yield as well as to
maintain. Yet no swaggerer, or offender against the peace of quiet
men, though he certainly walked with his head in the air, as if the
whole world belonged to him, and, as if it was his right, took the
wall of _ everyone, unless an old man, a cripple, or a woman, and
that with so resolute an air that even the buUy-captains of the
street—who are always ready to shoulder and elbow peaceful men
into the gutter, and, on a mUd remonstrance, to clap hand to
Bword-hilt, and swear blood and murder—these worthies, I say,
stepped meekly, and without a word, into the mud when they
beheld this young sea-lion marching towards them, over six feet in
height, with shoulders and legs like a porter's for breadth and
strength, splendid in his blue coat with gold-laced hat, his crimson
sash, his white silk stockings, and white breeches. One thing I
commended in him, that he wore his own hair, having it powdered decently, and tied in a bag with a black ribbon, a fashion
which especiaUy becomes a saUor, first, because a wig at sea, where
everything should be taut and trim, must be troublesome; and
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secondly, because if it be blown overboard what is a man to do for
another ?
Fortunately for the street captains. Jack went seldom to
London, where the noise of the carts and the crowd in the streets
offended him. He loved not to be jostled. And the amusements
of the town pleased him not. Once we went together to see the
play at Drury Lane; the piece was a comedy, very ingenious and
witty, representing modern manners, or that part of modern
manners which belongs to the nobility, where, I suppose, there is
always intrigue, and the conversation always sparkles with epigram;
the meaner kind know not this kind of life. It is pleasant to look
on, and the house laughed and applauded. But Jack sat glum, and
presently grew impatient and went out, and would have no more of it.
'Why,' he said, 'call this a play of modern life? If a man
were to say to me one-half of what these people continually say to
each other—one calling the other, though in fine words, ass, rogue,
liar, or clown—I would have cleared the whole stage long ago.
Where is the English spirit gone ? Let us get away.'
I asked him whether he did not think the theatre made a fine
sight, with the beautiful dresses of the ladies. But even this did
not please him.
' Dresses ? ' he said, ' why, they are designed for no other
purpose than to make the poor souls hideous. Hoops, powder and
paint, hair dressed up—I should like, my lad, to show you beside
them a bevy of South Sea Island girls, barefooted, with a simple
petticoat tied round them, and their long hair flying loose. Then
would you understand how a woman should look. I know a girl'
—he checked himself—' well, put her, dressed as she is, in a box
at the theatre, and she would be like the fuU moon among the
twinkhng stars,'
I might have replied (which is, I suppose, the truth) that women
have no thought of form, and cannot understand that curve which
Hogarth has drawn. Therefore, they understand not why men
love a woman's figure, and regard Fashion as nothing more than
an exhibition of costly and beautiful stuffs, silk, lace, and embroidery, to set off which the figure serves as a frame or machine,
on which they may be hung. Otherwise women would strive for a
fashion at once becoming and fitted to the figure, which they would
then never alter, as the Greeks retained always the same simple mode.
With these views as to ladies' dress, it is easy to understand
that Jack found very little pleasure in visiting Ranelagh, or Vauxhall, though the freedom of Bagnigge WeUs was more to his taste.
Nor did he delight in the coffee-houses. I took him to the SmjTua,
where the politicians resort; and to the Rainbow, where the wita
and templars are found; and to the White Lion, Wych Street,
where they have concerts and women who sing. But he found the
conversation insipid and the manners affected.
There was only one place of public resort which he heartUy
approved. It was the famous mughouse in Long Lane, whither
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one evening we went, Mr. Brooking, the painter, taking us thither.
I t is frequented by m a n y brethren of the brush, who for some
reason are always more incUned to m i r t h and gaiety t h a n the
sober merchant. I n this room there are fiddles and a harp : the
room is divided into smaU tables which drink to each o t h e r ; a
president caUs for a song, and one song is foUowed by another tiU
midnight, the company drinking to each other from table to table,
some taking strong beer, some flip, some rumbo, and some punch.
Jack admired greatly the freedom of conversation, which had
nothing of the coffee-house stiffness; the heartiness with which
one table would drink about with another; the tobacco and the
singing, for which this mughouse was then famous, and aU with so
many jokes and so much laughter, that it was a pleasure to think
there was so much happiness left in the world.
But most of his time Jack spent at Deptford: his mornings in
the Yard among the ships, and his evenings at the Sir J o h n
Falstaff with the Admiral, or in the Officers' Room at tho Gun
Tavern, whither the Lieutenants and the Midshipmen resorted for
tobacco and punch.
There remained the afternoon, which, had he chosen, he might
have spent with the Admiral's lady and CastiUa.
' Our conversation,' said that sweet girl, ' hath no attraction for
Jack. H e loves sailors better than ladies, and tobacco better than
t e a ; and he would rather hear the fiddle than the harpsichord, and
the bawhng by a brother-officer of a sea-song than a simple ditty
fi'om me.'
I suppose that CastUla was naturaUy a little h u r t that Jack
showed no admiration for those accomplishments, of which she
was justly proud. No one played more sweetly, or sang more
prettily, the songs which she knew than Castilla. Every girl likes
a little attention; but this young sea-bear gave Castilla none.
Every girl likes to think that her conversation is pleasing to the
m e n : Jack showed no pleasure at all in Castilla's talk. H e was
thinking, though this we knew not yet, of another girl, whose
charms bewitched him and made him insensible to any other
woman.
At this period of his life it is certain that Jack loved not the
conversation of ladies, finding it perhaps insipid after the fo'ks'le
talk he had lately experienced in the French prison and his savage
life among the Indians. ' If a man,' he said, ' must needs associate
with women at all, give me a woman who is not squeamish over
a damn or two, and lets a m a n tell his story through his own way,
without holding up her hands to her face and crying fie upon him
for naughty words ; and one who can mix him a glass of p u n c h ^
ay, and help him to drink it—and won't begin to cough directly
his pipe of tobacco is lit. As for your cards, and your music, and
your drinkiag of tea, it is aU very well for landsmen. I dare say
you like handing about the cups for Madame and passing the cream
and sugar to the young misses.'
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• You can take your tea as the Admiral takes his, Jack, with a
dram of rosa solis after it.'
' What is it at best, but a medicine ? Why not ask people to
come and drink physio together? Why not ask Mr, Brinjes to
prescribe, as he does, his tea of betony, speedwell, sago, or camomUe ? Or, if you must drinli messes, there is chocolate, as the
Spaniards have it. But as for tea, with the strumming of a
harpsichord, and playing at cards for counters, and ladies talking
fiddle-faddle, and Castilla asking you if you like this, or you
would rather choose the other, I confess, my lad, I cannot
endure it.'
' CastiUa, Jack ? Surely, she is to your taste ? '
' Why, as for that, she is a pretty, delicate sUp of a girl; she
has got soft cheeks, it is true, and brown hair. Give me a tall,
strong woman, who knows her own mind and what she likes, and
likes it in earnest. Give me a woman with a spice of the DevU,'
' WeU, Jack,' I said, surprised that he was not already in love
with Castilla, ' there are plenty of women in Deptford who are aU
Devil, if they can tempt you,'
He had got already, though I knew it not, a woman who
possessed her full share of the element he so much desired.
In the afternoons, therefore, he did not court the society of
CastiUa, but he went back to his old custom, and sat for the
most part in the apothecary's parlour: not so much for the pleasure
which he took in the conversation of that worthy and experienced
gentleman, as that in this way he could enjoy the company of
another person, who generaUy came in accidentally about the
same time, but through the garden gate and the back door, whUe
the Lieutenant marched in boldly, for aU the world to see, through
the shop. As Mr. Brinjes slept for the greater part of the afternoon, these two could say what they pleased to each other without
fear of being overheard. And nobody so much as suspected that
they were in this room except the assistant, who stood all day at
the counter rolling boluses, pounding drugs, and mixing nauseous
draughts. One might have chosen a sweeter smelling place for
love-making, but then it had the look of a cabin, and something of
its smeU, and Jack found no fault with it,
' We talked,' Bess told me, in the time when her only pleasure
was to'think and talk about Jack, and when there was no one but
myself with whom she could speak about him, ' We talked all tho
afternoon in whispers so as not to wake up Mr, Brinjes, who slept
among his pillows. We sat in the window seat, my head on his
breast, and his fingers played with my hair, and sometimes he
kissed me. Jack told me all he was going to do: he was to get
his commission, and go fighting; he would go for choice ^\•here
there were the hardest knocks ; they would make a vast deal of
prize money, and he would got promoted, and made Captain, with
twelve pounds a month, and then, when he came home, he would
marry me '
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'And did Mr. Brinjes,' I asked, 'never wake up, and interrupt
this pastime ? '
She laughed. ' Why, when he woke up, he would say, " Kiss
her again. Jack, She is the best girl in Deptford, I have saved
her for thee. Kiss her again." He has always been kind to me,
and would never believe that Jack was drowned, and would stiU be
talking of him, which was the reason why I knew him again when
he came back. And then, Mr. Brinjes would sit up and talk about
his treasure, and how he shall some day fit out a ship, and we are
aU to go saiUng after the treasure, which is to be my marriage
portion, when it is recovered, so that Jack wiU marry, after all, the
greatest heiress in England.'
These things I heard, I say, after Jack went to sea again, and
while Bess, like so many women, sat at home waiting and praying
for her lover's safe return, AU that time, no one knew, or so
much as suspected, what was going on. Otherwise, I fear, hard
things would have been said of poor Bess by those of her own sex.
Men, in such matters, judge each other more leniently, and with
less suspicion.
If, now. Jack had not been first recognised by Bess; if he had
not gone to see her the first day of his arrival; if—but what doth
it profit to say that if such and such things had not happened
other things would have turned out differently ? It is vain and
foolish talk. Our lives are not governed by blind chance; and we
must not doubt that, for some wise end which we know not and aro
not expected to know, or even to guess, aU that happens to us is
ordered and settled for us beforehand.
CHAPTER XIV.
THE MEDDLESOME ASSISTANT.

THE first trouble came to the lovers through the meddlesomeness
and mahgnity of the Apothecary's assistant. Had Jack known
what this man did, I think he would have made him swaUow the
contents of every bottle in the shop. But he never knew i t : nor
had he the least reason to suspect the assistant. James Hadlow
(which was his name) was a man of small stature a.nd insignificant
aspect, made ridiculous by his leathern apron, which covered the
front of him from chin to toes, and was too long, having been made
for a taUer man, his predecessor. His eyes, as has been already stated,
were, as to their movements, independent of each other. He seldom
spoke, and went about his business steadUy and quietly, a man apparently without passions, who had no more compassion for a sick man
than for a log of wood; a man who never loved a woman or had
a friend, and who, when he was afterwards knocked on the head
in a waterman's house of caU while dressing wounds caught in a
drunken broil, left no one to lament his loss. Neither man nor
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woman in Deptford ever regarded him at aU, any more than one
regards the feUow who brings the wine at a tavern. Yet, which
is a thing we should never forget, there is no man so meek that
he cannot feel the passion of resentment, and none so weak that
he cannot do his enemy a mischief. Now, for something that was
said or done or perhaps omitted—I know not what—this man
conceived a malignant desire for revenge, I know not which of
the three had offended him: perhaps Jack, who was masterful,
and despised little and humble men; perhaps Mr, Brinjes_ himself,
who was hard towards his servants; perhaps Bess, But, indeed, if
a creeping thing stings one, do we stop to inquire why it hath done
us this mischief ?
Everybody in the town knew that Aaron Fletcher wanted to
marry Bess, and that, in her pride, she would have nothing to say
to him, and had refused him a dozen times. It was also known
that Aaron went about saying that he would crack the crown of
any man who ventured to make love to his girl—caUing her opeiUy
his girl—even if he were a commissioned officer of the King.
When so taU and stout a fellow promises this, young men, even
brave men, are apt to consider whether another woman may not
be found as beautiful. Therefore, for some time, those who would
wUlingly have courted Bess kept away from her, and, in the long
run, I am sure that Aaron would have triumphed, being constant
in his affections, as he was strong and brave. Unhappily for him,
Jack Easterbrook returned. First of all, when Aaron came up
from Gravesend, a few days later, and became a peaceful boatbuilder again, in place of a smuggler, he began to watch and to spy
upon the movements of Bess, employing a girl whose father worked
for him at his boat-building, and lived in a house nearly opposite
to that of Mr. Westmoreland, She reported that Bess stayed at
home all day long, and though Lieutenant Easterbrook had been
to the house, it was only to see her father, who came to the door
and spoke with him there, and Bess never met him. So that
although Aaron heard the story of her recognising him in his rags,
he thought little of that, and made up his mind that the Lieutenant
had quite forgotten the girl, and cared no more about her, even if
he -had ever thought of her; and when Jack, by the grace of my
Lords the Commissioners, appeared in his new uniform, he seemed
to be so much raised above I3ess in rank that it was impossible he
should any longer think of her. Moreover, Aaron discovered that
the Lieutenant's mornings were spent in the Yard, his afternoons
with Mr, Brinjes, and his evenings at the tavern; so that, except
for the fact that there was no woman at all in the daily history of
the Lieutenant—a suspicious circumstance where a sailor is concerned—he felt satisfied. This oflioer would go away again soon;
meantime he thought no more about Bess. When the Lieutenant
was gone, his own chance would come. For my own part, I
sincerely wish that things had been exactly as Aaron wished them
to be—namely, that Jack had quite forgotten the girl, and that he
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had faUen in love with CastiUa or someone else, and that Bess—
weary of much importunity or softened in heart—had accepted the
hand of this great burly feUow, who loved her so constantly.
Whereas—but you shall see.
It happened, however, one evening about eight o'clock, when
Jack had been at home some three weeks, that Aaron, sitting
alone in his house, which stood on one side of his boat-buUding
yard, overlooking the river between the Upper and the Lower
Water Gate, heard footsteps in his yard without. He rose, and
opening the door caUed to know who was there at that time, and
bade the visitor come to the house without more ado.
His visitor proved to be the man Hadlow.
'What the devil do you w a n t ? ' asked Aaron. Mr. Brinjes
himself was a man to be treated with the greatest respect, but his
assistant, who was not credited with any magical powers, and
could certainly not command rheumatics or give any more pain
than is caused by the drawing of a tooth, was regarded with
the contempt which attaches to the trade of mixing nauseous
medicines, ' What do you want here, at this time ? I have not
sent for any of your bottles, and I don't want any of your leeches.'
' I humbly ask your pardon, Mr, Fletcher, I have brought no
bottles and no leeches.'
' Then what are you come for ? '
' I humbly ask your pardon, again, Mr. Fletcher, seeing that I
am but a poor weU-wisher and admirer
'
Here Aaron discharged a volley of curses at the man, which
made his knees to tremble.
' I have come, Mr. Fletcher, desiring to do my duty, though but
a poor apothecary's assistant, who may one day become an apothecary myself; when, sir, if a tooth wants to be drawn, or a fever to
be reduced, or a rheumatism
'
Here Mr, Fletcher gave renewed proof of impatience.
' Then, Sir, I have come to teU you a thing which you ought to
know,'
' Say it out, then, man.'
' First, I am afraid of angering you.'
Mr. Fletcher turned and went back into his room, whence h©
emerged, bearing a thick rope's-end about two and a half feet long.
This, in the hands of so big and powerful a man as Aaron Fletcher,
is a fearful weapon. He used it for the correction of his 'prentices;
and it was very well known that there was nowhere a workshop
where the 'prentices were better behaved or more industrious
Such was the wholesome terror caused by the brandishing of a
rope's-end in the hands of this giant,
' Hark ye, mate,' he said, balancing this instrument, so that
the assistant turned pale with terror, and his eyes rolled about all
ways at once, ' you have angered me already, and if you anger me
more, you shaU taste the rope's-end. Wherefore, lose no more time.'
' It is about Bess Westmoreland. Oh, Mr. Fletcher I ' for the
I
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boat-builder raised his arm, ' Patience ! Hear me o u t ! ' The
arm went down, ' It is about Bess Westmoreland, Everybody
knows that you have '—here the arm went up again, ' And it ia
about Lieutenant Easterbrook. Bess and the Lieutenant—oh, Sir 1
have patience till you hear what I have to tell you! '
' My patience will not last much longer. Death and the Devil,
man ! what do you mean by talking about Bess Westmoreland and
Lieutenant Easterbrook ? He has seen her but once since his return.'
' By your leave, sir, he sees her every day.'
Aaron threw the rope's-end from him with an oath. Then he
caught the man by the coat-collar, and dragged him into the room.
1X4

C-ii

' Come in here,' ho said. ' By the Lord, if you are fooling me
I will murder you !'
' If that is all,' the man replied, ' I have no fear. I am not
fooling you, Mr. Fletcher ; I am telling you the sober truth.'
' Man, I know how the Lieutenant spends his time. Ho is all
the morning in the Yard, looking at the ships and talking to the officers. In the afternoon he sits with Mr. Brinjes, and in the evening
he drinks at the tavern. And as for the girl, she never sees him.'
' You are wrong, sir. But oh ! Mr. Fletcher, don't tell anyone
I told you ! The Lieutenant is the strongest man in the town—
next to you. Sir—next to you—and the master can do dreadful
things, if he chooses; and Bess herself in a rage—have you ever
seen Bess in a rage ?—oh, Sir, first promise mo not to teU who gave
you the inteUigence.'
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• Do you want a bribe ? '
' No ; I want no bribe. I hate 'em—I hate 'em._ And the one
I hate most is the Lieutenant, because if I was nothing better than
the dust beneath his feet, he couldn't treat me with more contempt.'
' Go on, man, TeU me what you have to say and begone.'
' He goes every afternoon to Mr. Brinjes,'
' I know that,'
' You think he goes to talk to the old man, I suppose ? He does
not, then. My master sleeps aU the afternoon. If he didn't sleep
he would die. He says so. The Lieutenant goes there to make
love to Bess.'
Aaron turned pale.
' She comes in every day by the garden gate and the back door,
so that no one should suspect. And no one knows except me.
But I know; I have looked through the keyhole. Besides, I hear
them talking. Every day she comes, every day they sit together,
he with his arm round her waist, or round her neck playing with
her hair, and she with her head upon his shoulder-—kissing each
other, and making love, while the master is sotmd asleep by the
fire.'
' Go on,'
'When the master wakes up he laughs, and he says, "Kiss
her again. Jack." Then he laughs again, and he wishes he was
young again,'
' Is that aU ?'
' That is all. For the Lord's sake, Mr. Fletcher, don't let anyone know who told you ! Mr. Brinjes would kiU me, I think; and
mind you, Mr. Fletcher, whatever you do, remember that the
master is able to kill you, and wiU too, if you harm the Lieutenant,
He knows how to kill people by slow torture. There's a man in
the town now, covered with boils and blains from head to foot, says
it's the Apothecary hath bewitched him. Don't offend Mr, Brinjes,
Sir,'
' My lad,' said Aaron, grimly, ' I doubt whether I ought not to
take the rope's-end to your back for interfering with me and my
concerns. Now, if you so much as dare to talk to any man in this
place about what you have seen and told me—whatever happens
afterwards—remember, whatever happens afterwards—it is not a
rope's-end that I shaU take to you, but a cudgel; and I shaU not
beat you black and blue, but I shall break every bone in your
measly skin. Get out, ye miserable, sneakin', creepin' devil 1'
That was all the thanks that the poor wretch Hadlow ever got
for the mischief he had made ; but the thought that he had made
mischief consoled him. Something was now going to happen. So
he went his way, contented with his evening's work.
Then Aaron sat down, and began to think what he should best
do. He had been full of Christian charity towards the man who

was not, after all, as he feared, hip rival; there would be no more
12
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talk of quarreUing and fighting between them; the shilling need
not be fought for; the Lieutenant belonged to a different rank ; in
course of time Bess would tire of her resistance, and would jdeld.
Now aU was altered again. His old rival was stiU a rival, and
there must be fighting.
Presently he rose, and walked up the street to the Penman's
house.
Mr. Westmoreland was at the tavern with his friends the
Assistant Shipwright, the Sexton, and the Barber. Bess was sitting alone, with a candle and her work.
' Bess,' said Aaron,' I want to have a serious talk with you;
may I come in ? '
' No, Aaron. Stand in the doorway, and talk there. I am not
going to let anybody say that I let you into the house when father
was out of it; but if you want to talk foolishness, you can go away
at once. It is high time to have done with foohshness.'
Aaron obeyed—that is to say, he remained standing at the open
door, and he said what he had to say.
' It is for your own good, Bess ; though you won't believe that
anything I say is for your own good,'
' What is it, then ? '
' It is this. Every afternoon you go to Mr. Brinjes' parlour to
meet Lieutenant Easterbrook. You go out by your garden gate, so
that no one may see or suspect, and the Lieutenant goes in by the
shop. In the parlour, while the old man is asleep, you kiss each
other, and make love.'
She sprang to her feet,
' Aaron, you are a spy 1'
' I have been told this, but I did not spy it out for myself.
Very weU, then, spy or not, think, Bess. The Lieutenant has never
yet got appomted to a ship ; perhaps he never wUl; he has got no
money; he cannot marry you if he would; if he were to marry
you the Admiral would never forgive him; if he doesn't want to
marry you—why—there—Bess.'
' Is that all you have to say ? ' she asked, trying not to lose her
temper, because she had the sense to perceive that it would please
her lover if she quarreUed about him with this man. ' Is that aU,
Aaron ? '
' Why, I might say it a thousand times over ; but it wouldn't
amount to much more than this. He can't marry you if he wants
to ; and if he doesn't want to, a girl of your spirit ought to be too
proud to hsten to his talk.'
' Aaron, you shall pay for this,' cried Bess, with flaming eyes.
' You a lady, Bess ? You to marry a King's officer ? Know
your ovra station, my girl. You are the daughter of the Penman,
and you can neither read nor write. But there's a chance yet:
Bend him packing first, and then you shall see.'
' Aaron, you shall pay,' she repeated; ' you shaU pay.'
• I say, Bess, I wUl give you another chance. Before yom: name
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gets dragged in the mud and you become the town talk, send him
acking, and you shaU have me if you please. Bess, I love you
etter than the Lieutenant, for aU he wears silk stockings, I love
you in spite of yourself, Bess. You've been a fool, but you've been
carried away by your woman's vanity, and there's not much harm
done yet. Give him up, Bess, and you shaU find me loviag and
true,'
In his emotion his voice grew hoarse and thick. But he meant
what he said, and it would have been better if Bess had taken him
at his word on the spot. But she did not. She was carried away
by her wrath, but yet so governed that she knew what she was
saying.
' It is six years,' she said,' since I looked on while you fought
him and were beaten, I liked nothing better than to see you defeated and Jack victorious. Because, even then, you pretended to
have some claim upon me, though I was but a httle girl. Now,
Aaron, I should like nothing better than to see Jack beat and bang
you again until you cried for mercy,' Her eyes were flashing and
itier cheek red, and she stamped her foot upon the ground. ' Oh,
I should like nothing better!'
' Should you, Bess, should you ? ' he replied, strangely, not in a
rage at aU, but with a great resolution.
' To see you lying at his feet. You, his rival I—you I Why,
you may be bigger—so is a collier bigger than a little sloop. That
is a great matter, truly ! You his rival 1 To think that any woman
whom he has once kissed should ever be able so much as to look
at you—oh! Aaron I But you don't know; you are too common
and ignorant to know the difference there is between you.'
' You would like to see him beat and bang me, would you,
Bess ? Why, then, it is as easy as breaking eggs. You shaU have
the chance, AU you have to do is to tell your fine lover that, as
regards that shilling—he will know what shilling I mean—I am
waiting and ready to have that repaid, or to take it out in another
way—he wiU know the way I mean. And then, my girl, if you
like to be present, you can. But I promise you the beating and the
banging will be all the other way, and your fine lover, gentleman
and King's officer though he is, shall be on his knees before he
finds time to swing his staff. You tell him that about the shUling,
If you wUl not, I wUl send a message by another,'
' I wiU tell him. Now go away, Aaron, lest you say something
which would anger me stUl more.'
So he went away. But Bess told her lover, who laughed, and
said that Aaron was a greedy fellow whom there was no satisfying,
but he should do his best to let him have a good shiUing's-worth,
luad the fuU value of his money,
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CHAPTER XV.
HORN FAIR.

conversation happened in the second week of October. The
opportunity of repaying the shiUing occurred on the 18th of that
month, which is St. Luke's Day, and consequently the first day of
Horn Fair.
AU the world has heard of this fair. It is not so famous a fair
as that of St. Bartholomew's, the humours of which have been set
forth by the great Ben Jonson himself; it has never, like that fair,
been honoured by the presence of the Prince of Wales; nor has so
ingenious a gentleman as Mr, Harry Fielding ever written plays to
be acted at Horn Fair, as he hath done for Bartholomew, Nor is
it as good for trade as the ancient Stourbridge Fair, Yet for noise,
ribaldry, riot, and drunkenness it may be compared with any fair
held in the three kingdoms, even with the old May Fair, now
suppressed, which they say was the abode of aU the devUs whUe
it lasted. As for trade, there is never anything sold there—neither
horses, nor cattle, nor cloth, nor any pretence made of selling
anything, except horns and things made of horn, with booths for
children's toys, penny whistles, and the like, gingerbread, cockles,
oysters, and so forth, together with strong drink, and that the worst
that can be procured of every kind.
It is frequented by a motley crew, consisting of a noisy London
rabble: rope-makers from St, George's, Ratcliffe Highway; saUmakers from Limehouse, shipwrights from Rotherhithe, saUors
from Wapping, aU the City 'prentices who can get holiday, the
shabby gentry of the King's Bench rules, together with a sprinkling
of beaux and gallants who come here to riot. Hither flock also
a great concourse of men and women from the country, who come
in their smock-frocks and new white caps, to drink, dance, look on
and gape, bawl, laugh, and play upon each other those rough jokes
which commonly lead to a fight. There is not, in fact, anywhere
in the world a fair which hath a more evil reputation than Horn
Fair. Yet I dare affirm that you shaU not find a single London
citizen who hath not paid one visit at least to Horn Fair; whUe
there are many London dames—ay, of the finest—who have been
tempted by the curiosity of their sex, and in order to see the
humours of famous Horn Fair, have dared the dangers of a rabble
seeking enjoyment after their kind, and in the manner which best
pleases their brutish nature.
Yet it was in such a place as this, and among such people, that
the Lieutenant was called upon by Aaron to redeem his promise
and to fight him for the shiUing; and, although he might very
weU have refused to answer the challenge in such a place, Jack
THIS
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thought it in6umbent upon his honour to fight, even though it
should be like a Roman gladiator in the arena. Had he been invited to take a glass in a booth at the fair, or to eat hot cockles
with bumpkins, he would have treated the proposition with scorn;
but because he was asked to fight, his honour, forsooth ! was concerned, and he must needs go—so sacred a thing is the law of
honour concerning the dueUo. No doubt in this case his delicate
sense of honour and his inclination jumped, as they say, and he
was by no means displeased to try his courage, strength, and skill
against so doughty a champion as Aaron Fletcher. Yet I do not
think there was another officer in the King's Navy who woxUd have
done what he did.
AU sorts of ridiculous stories are told of Horn Fair and its
origin, with a foolish legend about King John, which I pass over
as unworthy of credence, because every painter who hath studied
Itahan and ecclesiastical art, and the symbolical figures with which
saints are represented, knows very well that Luke, the EvangeUst,
was always figured in the pictures having with him the horned
head of an ox, for which reason, and no other, the Charlton Fair
was caUed Horn Fair, being held on St. Luke's Day. It is a pity
that the mob cannot be taught this—though, for my own part, I
know not why an ox should go with the head of St. Luke—and so
be persuaded to carry their horns soberly, in memory of the Saint
who wrote the third Gospel,
The visitors, if the day is fine, begin to come down the river
as early as eight in the morning, and for the most part they
remain where they land, at Cuckold's Point, Eedriff, eating and
ilrinking untU the procession is formed, which starts at eleven or
thereabouts, and by thac time there is a vast crowd, indeed,
gathered together about the stairs, and the river is crowded with
boats carrying visitors from London Bridge, or even from Chelsea,
As for the quarrels of watermen and the splashing of the passengers and the exchange of scurrUous jokes, abuse, and foul language,
it passes belief. However, the passengers mostly get safe to the
stairs at last, and, after a quarrel with the waterman over the fare,
they are permitted to land. Those who join in the procession
array themselves in strange garments: some are dressed hke
wolves, some hke bears, some like lions, some again hke wild
savages, and some like Frenchmen, Spaniards, Eussians, or the
lusty Turk, and some wear fearful masks ; but all are alike in this
respect, that they wear horns tied upon their heads in vartous
fashions. The women among them, however, who ought rather
to be at home, do not wear horns upon their heads, but masks and
dominoes. _ Those who can afford it have ribbons round their hats,
the streaming of which in the breeze greatly gratifies them; some
carry flags and banners, aU together shout and beUow continuaUy,
and the procession is followed by aU the boys, to judge from thennumber, who can be found between Westminster on the west and
Woolwich on the east.
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This magnificent procession, which is almost as good as the
Lord Mayor's show, leaves Rotherhithe, headed by drum and fife,
at eleven in the forenoon, and marches through Deptford, across
the bridge by way of the London Road, through Greenwich to
Charlton Common,
Jack stood with me at the gate of the Admiral's house, looking
on as these Tom Fools passed, playing their antics as they went
along. It seemed to me strange that a man of his rank should
take any pleasure in witnessing the humours of the mob; but I
thought as a fool, because there is something in every sailor,
whether he be an officer or not, which makes him delight in
singing and dancing, and causes his ears to prick up at the sound
of a fiddle or a fife. Besides, as regards this saUor, it was six years
and more since he had seen any merry-making at all, unless, which
I know not, the half-starved Indians who entertained him had any
songs and dances of their own.
' I must go to the fair this afternoon, Luke,' he said; ' wiU you
come with me, lad ? '
' What will you do at the fair. Jack ? It is a rude, rough place,
not fit for a gentleman,'
' Do you remember the last time we went ? It is seven years
ago. Ever since I came home I have felt constrained to visit again
the places where we used to play. There is the crazy old summerhouse in the gardens, I have been there again. The place is not
yet faUen into the Creek, though it is more crazy than ever.'
' And Mr. Brinjes' parlour ? Have you been there ? '
' I have been there,' he replied, with hesitation, ' once or twice
—to look at his charts. His treasure is on an island in the North
Pacific, whither our ship did not saU. Yes. I have been there—
to see his charts, in the evening. In the afternoon, I find, he
sleeps, and must not be disturbed.'
' And now, you must needs visit Horn Fair again. Well, Jack,
I am a man of peace, and, very hke, there may be a fight. So take
with you a stout cudgeL'
' There is another reason also for my going,' he said, ' It is
because Aaron Fletcher wiU play all-comers at quarterstaff,'
' Why, Jack, surely you would not play with Aaron before aU this
mob of rustics and common men ? '
' I must, brave boy. For, look you, Aaron saved my hfe.
There is no question about that. The boat must have gone down
in half an hour, and I with it, if he had not lugged me out. Therefore, if he asks me to do so small a thing as to fight him, the least I
can do is to gratify him, and to fight him at such place, and in such
manner, as he may appoint. I promised him this, and now he
sends me word to remmd me of my promise.'
' But the man is a giant. Jack.'
' He is a strapping fellow. But, if he is six foot four, I am six
foot one and a half. His reach is longer than mine, it is true. But
do not be afraid. I have got back my strength, and I think I shall
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give a good account of him. However, my word is passed to fight
him when be wishes; and, whatever happens, I must go. He
thinks to defeat me before all his friends. He is a braggart fellow,
and we shall see, my lad.'
We walked over to Charlton after dinner; Jack in his Lieutenant's uniform, with new laced ruffles and laced shirt and cravat,
very noble. Ho carried his sword, but, following my advice, he
provided himself as weU with a stout cudgel, in which, I confess, I
placed more confidence than in his sword. For why ? A man
thinks twice about using a sword upon a mob as he would upon an
enemy, but an oaken cudgel does not generally kill, though it may
stun. Therefore, he lays about him lustily if he have a cudgel, and
spares not.
There was no hurry about the quarterstaff play, which would
not begin untU three o'clock, and we stroUed about the fair among
the crowd, looking at the shows, of which there were many more
than I expected to find. But Horn Fair ia happily placed in the
almanack, so that the people who live by shows, rope-dancing, and
the like, can go from Stepney Fair to Charlton, and so from Charlton to Croydon Fair. There was, to begin with, a most amazing
noise, with beating of drums, blowing of trumpets, banging of cymbals, ringing of bells, dashing of great hammers upon the boards,
whisthng, marrow bones and cleavers, each one thinking that the
more noise he made the more attractive would be his show. The
booths were filled with common things, but these gUded, tied with
bright ribbons and gay-coloured paper, so as to look valuable, and
with wheedling girls, in tawdry finery, to sell them. And here I
found that my companion speedily forgot the dignity of an officer
and became like a boy, buying things he did not want, because
some black-eyed gipsy gui pressed them into his hand with a ' Sure
your Honour wiU never regret the trifle for a fairing for your
Honour's sweetheart. A proud and happy girl she is this day, to
have her Captain home again.' And so on, he laughing and
puUing out a handful of silver and letting her take as much as she
pleased, whether for shoes, patterns, leather breeches, gingerbread,
cheap books, or toys in horn, whatever she pleased to sell him.
Jack bought enough of everything to stock a Foundling Hospital,
but mostly left his purchases on the stalls where he foimd them, or
gave them to the first pretty girl he met in the crowd. There certainly is something in the air of the sea which keeps in a man for
a long time the eagerness of a boy. A London-bred young man of
three-and-twenty, which was Jack's age, is already long past the
enjoyment of things so simple as the amusements of a fair; he
despises the shows, gauds, and antics which make the rustics and
the mechanics gape and laugh. As for Jack, he must needs go
everywhere and see everything; and this year there were a won.
derful number of shows.
There was, for instance, the young woman of nineteen, already
seven feet ten inches high, and said to be stUl growing, so that her
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well-wishers confidently expected that when she should attain hei
twenty-fifth year, she would reach the stature of nine feet, or, perhaps, ten. We also saw the bearded woman. This luaus natv/rce,
or sport of nature, presented for our admiration a large fuU beard,
a foot long and more, growing upon the whole of her face, cheeks,
chin and lip, so that her mouth was quite hidden by it. She was
by this time, unfortunately, fifily fifty years of age, a n d h e r beard
weU grizzled, so that we had no opportunity of knowing how a
woman in her youth and beauty would look with such an ornament
to her face. It would then, I suppose, be soft and sUky, and brown
in colour. But perhaps she would look not otherwise than a
comely young man. This woman was a great strong creature, who
might have feUed an ox with her fist; she had a deep voice and a
merry laugh, and made no opposition when Jack offered her a
cheerful glass. We saw the Irish giant, also, who was a mighty
taU fellow, but weak in the knees; and the strong woman who
tossed about the heavy weights as if they had been made of pasteboard, and lifted great stones with her hair. And, since where
there are giants there must also be dwarfs, we saw the Italian
Fair^.. a girl of sixteen, no taUer than eighteen inches, and said to
be a princess in her own country. It has been remarked by the
curious that whereas giants have always something in their carriage
and demeanour as if they were ashamed of themselves, so dwarfs, on
the other hand, are the most vainglorious and self-conceited persons
imaginable. This little creature, for instance, dressed in a flowered
etticoat and a frock of sarcenet, walked about her stage, carried
erself and spoke with aU the airs of a Court lady or a fine city
madam, though where she learned these arts I know not. As for
other shows, there was a menagerie wherein were exhibited a cassowary, a civet cat, a leopard, and a double cow—a cow, that is, with
one head and two fore legs, but four hind legs. There was a
theatre, where they performed the ' Siege of Troy' in a very bold
and moving manner, and with much shouting and clashing of swords,
though the performance was hurried, on account of the impatience
of those without. There were lotteries in plenty, where one raffled
for spoons of silver and rings of gold; but as for us, though we
essayed our fortune everywhere, we got nothing. There was a fireeater, who vomited flames, and put red-hot coals into his mouth;
there was exceUent dancing on the slack-rope, which is always to
me the most wonderffil thing in the world to witness; there was a
woman who danced with four naked swords in her hands, tossing
and catching them, presenting them to her breast, and aU with so
much fire and fury that it seemed as if she was resolved and determined to kUl herself. Jack rewarded her after the dance with a
crown and a kiss, both of which she received with modesty and
gratitude. There was also a ladder-dance, in which a young man
got upon a ladder and made it walk about, and climbed up to the
top of it and over it, and sat upon the topmost rung, and yet never
le4 it faU—a very dexterous fellow.
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• Why,' said Jack, presently,' what have you and I learned,
Luke, that can compare with the things which these people can do ?
Grant that I know the name and place of every bit of gear in a ship,
and that you can paint a boat to the life; what is that compared
with dancing on the slack-rope, or balancing a ladder as this feUow
does i t ? '
At the time I confess I was, like Jack, somewhat carried away
by the sight of so much dexterity, and began to think that perhaps
showmen, mountebanks, and jugglers have more reason for pride
than any other class of mankind. Afterwards I reflected that the
wisdom of our ancestors has always held in contempt the occupations of buffoon and juggler, so that, though we may acknowledge
and even praise their dexterity, we are not caUed upon to envy or
admire them.
Outside the booths, and apart from the theatres and shows,
there was a stage, on which, at first sight, one only discerned a
fiddler, a fifer, a drummer, and a fellow dressed in yeUow and black,
with a long tin trumpet. This was the stage of the great High
German Doctor; his name I have forgotten, but it was a very high
and noble sounding onei. There were tables on the stage, and
beside the musicians were the Doctor's zanies, who tumbled and
postured, and danced the tight-rope; and his sheU-grinders and
compounders, every one of whom in turn harangued and bamboozled
the mob. As for the Doctor himself, he was not at first on the stage
at aU: but presently the man with the tin trumpet blew a horrid
blast, and bawled out,' Room for the Doctor, Gentlemen 1 Room
for the Doctor!' and the people parted right and left, while, mounted
on a black steed, that learned person rode very slowly towards the
stage. The saddle was covered with red velvet; it was provided
with a kind of lectern, on which was a big folio volume, which the
Doctor was reading, paying no heed to the crowd, as if no moment
could be spared from study, A fellow dressed in crimson led the
horse. The Doctor was a tall and stout man, with an extraordinary
dignity of carriage, and solemn countenance, dressed in a gown of
black velvet and a crimson velvet cap, like unto the cap of a Cambridge Medicines Doctor. Then the man with the tin trumpet hung
out a placard upon the stage, on which was the great man's style
and titles, and these he bellowed forth, for the information of those
who could not read. We learned, partly from the placard, and
partly from this fellow, that the great man was Physician to the
Sophy of Persia, and to the Great Mogul, tooth-drawer to the King
of Morocco, and corn-cutter to the Emperor of Trebizonde, the
Grand Turk, and Prester John; that he was the seventh son of a
seventh son ; that it was seven days before he sucked, seven months
before he cried, and seven years before he uttered a single w o r d so long was this wonderful genius in preparing for his duties. As
for his medical studies, we were told that they had occupied hia
attention for five times seven years, in the cities of London, Leyden,
Ispahan, Trebizonde, and Constantinople ; and that he was at that
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moment twelve times seven years of age, without a grey hair of
a missing tooth, and with chUdren not yet three years old, so
efficacious were his own medicines as proved upon himself, while
his servants never knew an illness or even an aUment (the drummer, I observed, had his face tied up for toothache). When this
feUow had done, the music began, and the zanies tumbled over
each other, and turned somersaults, while the mixers of the medicines bawled out jokes and made pretence to swallow their piUs.
FinaUy, the Doctor himself stood before us, and made his oration,
' Gentlemen all,' he said, ' I congratulate you on your good
fortune in coming to Horn Fair this day, for it is my birthday;
and on this annivwsary I give away my priceless medicines for no
greater charge than wiU pay for the bottles and boxes in which
they are bestowed. On aU other days they are sold for their weight
in gold. I have here '—he held up a plaister—' the Cataplasms
Diabohcum, or Vulnerary Decoction of Monkshood, which heals all
wounds in twenty-four hours if applied alone; if taken with tha
Electuary Pacific—show the Electuary, varlets! — it heals in a
couple of hours, I have the Detersive, Renefying, and Defecating
Ophthalmic, which will cure cataracts and blindness, and wiU cast
off scales as big as barnacles in less than a minute, I have, for
earache, toothache, faceache, and tic, a truly wonderful vegetable,
an infusion of peony, black hellebore, London pride, and lily root.
Here is a bottle of Orvietans, for the expulsion of poison, price one
shilling only. Here is the Balsamum Arthriticum ; here the Elixir
Cephalicum, Asthmaticum, Nephriticum et Catharticum. Gentlemen, there is no disease under the sun '—here the trumpeter blew
the tin trumpet—' but I can cure it. Rheumatics '—bang went the
drum—'Asthma'—bang went the drum between every word —
'Gout—Sciatica—Lumbago—Pleurisy—Melancholy : in a word,
there is nothing that I cannot cure at a quarter the cost of your
town doctors. No more disease. Gentlemen, no more pain; step
up and try the Cataplasma Diabolicum, the Electuary Pacific, the
Detersive Ophthalmic, and the Vegetable Infusion. Step up and
buy the medicines that will make you and keep you in hearty good
health so that you shall live to a hundred and fifty—ay, even, with
care, to two hundred and fifty—knowing neither age, sickness, nor
decay,'
The people laughed incredulously, and yet believed every word,
which I suppose wiU always be the case with the mob, and began
to push and shove each other in their eagerness to buy the wonderful medicines. For his part. Jack listened open-mouthed.
' Why,' he said, ' what fools we are, Luke, to let this foreign
fellow go, who hath so many secrets ? Why do not we keep him
and get his secrets out of him, and so let there be no more sick
lists to be kept ?'
Then he would have gone on the stage and bought everything
the Doctor had to sell, but I dissuaded him, pointing out that thg
feUow was only an impudent impostor.
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And before every show were ballad-singers bawling their songs.
Their principal business at fairs is not, I am told, to sell their
ballads so much as to attract a crowd and engage their attention
while the scoundrel pickpockets go about their business unwatched
(one was caught in the fair while we were there, and, for want of
a pump, was put head first into a tub of cold water, and kept there
till he was weU-nigh drowned); and everywhere there were m e n
who grinned and postui-ed, girls who danced, boys who walked on
stilts, gipsies who told fortunes, women bawling brandy-balls and
hot furmety; there was the hobby-horse man, with his trumpet
and his ' Troop, every one, one, one I ' and a hundred more, too
numerous to mention. And for food, they had booths where they
sold hot roast pork, with bread and onions and black porter, a
banquet to which the gentry at the fair, whose stomachs are not
queasy, did infinite justice.
We saw so m a n y shows and booths, and Jack appeared so contented and happy in looking at them, that I confess I was in hopes
he would forget his promise to fight Aaron, the prospect of which,
in this fair, crowded with the rudest and roughest men, pleased me
less every moment. But, if you please, his honour was concerned.
Therefore, when the hour approached he remembered it—to be
sure, one might be expected to remember a promise to meet and to
fight so big a m a n as Aaron Fletcher—and he cast about in order
to find the amphitheatre or booth where the duello was to be held.
We presently found it, on the skirts of the fair, and a little retired
from the noise. I t proved to be nothing more than a square
inclosure of canvas, fastened to upright poles, with no roof. Those
who came to see the sport paid an admission fee of one penny.
Within the booth there were rough benches set along the sides, and
in the middle a broad stage two feet high. There was music play,
ing as we went in, and on the stage a little girl of ten dancing very
prettily and merrUy. The place was fiUed: I knew m a n y of the
faces : those, namely, of the Deptford men, come to stand by their
champion. I t appeared as if they knew what was going to take
place, for at the sight of the Lieutenant there were passed round
looks and nods and every indication of heartfelt joy. Drawers ran
about with tankards and mugs of ale, and most of the m e n were
accommodated with pipes of tobacco. There were also some women
present, and of what kind m a y be easily imagined. Sufficient to
say that they were fit companions of the men. The people did not
greatly care for the dance, which was too simple and innocent for
them. W h e n the little girl finished and jumped down from the
stage, there came forward a scaramouch dressed in the Italian
fashion, who played a hundred tricks, posturing and twirling his
legs about as if they had been without bones or joints. But the
people were impatient, and bawled for him to have done. Wherefore, he, too, retired, and then they roared for Aaron Fletcher, the
Deptford m e n being foremost in their desire for his appearance,
fie leaped upon the stage, therefore, quarterstaff in hand, stripped
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to his shirt, and twirling his weapon over his head as if it had been
a little walking-cane. Then the place became hushed, as happens
when there is going to be a fight of any kind, because fighting goes
to the heart of every man, and makes liiui serious and anxious at
the beginning, but tuU of fury as the fight goes on. Aaron was a
terrible great fellow to look at, thus stripped of his coat and standing on the stage before us all.
' I challenge the best m a n among ye,' he said, looking at the
Lieutenant, ' gentleman or clown. King's officer or able seaman,
for a guinea or a groat, as ye please,'

Then he twirled his staff again, and walked round the stage,
like a gamecock before tho battle.
' Shall I give h i m a chance with tho moaner kind first, to
show his mettle and to breathe him ? ' said Jack. ' 'TwoiUd be
charitable.'
There sprang upon the stage, from the crowd, a stout and lusty
youth, not so tall as Aaron, but of good length of limb and resolute
face. 'Twas the champion of E l t h a m , as we learned from the
crowd. H e was clad in a smock-frock, which he laid aside.
' I will play a bout for a crowc,' h e said, lugging out the money,
whUe his friends shouted.
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Then they began; but. Lord! the countryman was no match
for the Deptford player, and the shouting of our townsmen was
loud to see the play that Aaron made, and the dexterity with which
his staff, as quick as hghtning, played on his adversary's head and
ribs, his legs and arms. So that very soon, throwing down his
staff, the fellow leaped from the stage, and would have no more,
' It was pretty,' said Jack, ' The rustic hath had his lesson,'
Then another: this time one who had played and won at
Bartholomew Fair, and now advanced with confidence, trusting to
his activity and the rapidity of his attack, which were, indeed,
astonishing. But, alas ! his leaps and bounds were of little avail
against the long reach and the heavy hand of the giant; and he
feU, to rise no more.
Then the mob roared and shouted again.
'This fellow is soon satisfied,' said Jack. ' It is my turn now.'
He laughed, and took off coat, waistcoat, and h a t ; giving them
to me for safety. Thus reduced to his shirt, he stepped forward
and mounted the stage, the crowd being overjoyed and beyond
themselves in the anticipation of a fight between their champion
and a gentleman in laced ruffles, white silk stockings, and powdered
hair. Certainly, nothing so good as this had ever before been seen
at the fair.
Then I became aware of a strange thing. There stood within
the door^not sitting down, but standing—just within the folds
of the canvas, no other than Bess Westmoreland and her father.
Who would have thought to see the Penman at Horn Fair ?
Nothing could be more out of place than this pair among the
waterside men and the ruffians in the booth. Bess stood upright,
holding her father's hand, not for her own protection but to assure
him of his safety, whUe he, stooping and round-shouldered, looked
about him as if fearing violence of some kind, I now perceived
that Bess was come for no other purpose than to see this fight
—to be sure, it was arranged beforehand, and there was no
reason why she should not hear of it from Aaron; but I had not
thought Bess woiUd have come to such a place to see such a sight.
I declare I had not the least suspicion of the truth, so carefuUy had
the lovers kept their secret, Bess took no notice at aU of the
rabble, her eyes fixed upon the stage as if the people were not
even present; no great lady waiting at the door of the theatre for
her chair could look more proudly upon the common herd—the
link-boys, chairmen, and lookers-on—as if they were beneath her
notice. Her lips were set, and her brow contracted, and her cheek
was pale; but I knew not the cause, unless it were from terror
at the approaching battle. Yet why did she come to see it ?
She came, as I learned soon afterwards, confident in her
lover's triumph, and anxious to increase the discomfiture of his
adversary, and her rejected suitor. Since that day I have ceased
to wonder why the Roman ladies and matrons took pleasure in
witnessing the fights of gladiators, and why in the days of tourna-
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ments gentle ladies went to see their lovers tilt. The joy of battle,
I am sure, is as great in the heart of woman as in that of man.
Certainly, no one in the crowd watched the combat with more
eagerness and interest than did Bess, whose eyes fiashed, lips
parted, and bosom heaved with the passion of the fight. As for
her father, in the hush before the battle began, I heard him exclaim,
' It is the Lieutenant and Aaron 1 Oh I dear! . . dear I they wiU
do each other some grievous harm. Bess, ask them to desist. Is
it for this you brought me here, wilful girl ? Grievous bodUy hurt
they wUl do to each other.'
No one paid any heed to that poor man. Even the drawers
ceased to run about with tankards, and no man caUed for drink.
Jack took the quarterstaff, which had already been used twice
ineffectually, poised it in his hands, and turned a smiling face to
his adversary.
' I have kept my promise, Aaron,' he said; but this the mob
did not hear. ' We wUl fight for that shUling. Bess is in the
doorway, looking on. It seems as if we were fighting for more
than a shUling, does it not ? '
Aaron made no reply in words, but he laughed aloud. Perhaps
he remembered how, seven years before, when last he fought with
Jack, Bess was looking on at his defeat. This time he was confident
in his strength. She was come again, looking to see him worsted.
She should be disappointed.
There was no lack of courage about the man. Courage he had,
and plenty. He was a good three inches taUer than his adversary,
which at quarterstaff gives a great advantage; he was quick of eye
and of fence; he was heavier and stronger; and his two first
combats had scarcely breathed him. On the other hand, he was
opposed to a man who for six years and more had led the hardest
life possible, with no indulgences—wine, beer, tobacco, indolence, or
anything to soften his muscles or dim the eye. Now Aaron, as
everybody knew, was fond of a glass; and though no sot, once a
week or so was drunk. And he had aheady begun to put on flesh.
As they stood, face to face, one might have gone a hundred miles
and never seen so flne a couple.
And then, at tap of drum, the fight began, and for awhUe
everybody was mute.
Jack, I perceived, was resolved at first to stand on the defensive,
for two reasons. First, because his enemy showed wrath in his
scowling eyes, and therefore would, perhaps, spend his breath and
strength in furious onslaught. Next, because, as he told me afterwards, it was not until he held the weapon in his hands that he
remembered he had not played for four years and more. One
would think he might have remembered so important a fact before.
It is an admirable custom in some ships for the crew, both officers
and men, to amuse themselves daUy at quarterstaff, singlestick,
and boxing; but Jack had been out of a ship for four years. StUl,
if his hand was a httle out, his eye was true. Aaron's game was
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twofold. First, he would beat down and overpower his m a n by
superior strength and advantage in reach ; and secondly, by feints
and leaps, shifting his ground, and changing the length of his
weapon, by coming to close quarters and then retreating, to cheat
his adversary's eye and disconcert him even for a single moment,
when he would deal him a decisive stroke. This was a very good
design, and hath often served. But Jack was not to be so caught.
No m a n at quarterstaff, however strong, can beat down an adversary
who has learnt the art of parry, which is more than half the
b a t t l e ; no man, however quick and active, can disconcert an
enemy who knows how to follow his eyes steadily. Jack, therefore, lost no ground and was never touched, so that, though he
delivered no stroke, the ease with which he met Aaron's blows
presently caused the spectators to roar with admiration. I n all
kinds of fighting there are two first principles, or rules, to be carefuUy learned. The first of these is never to lose sight of your
enemy's eye, and the next is never to lose your temper. A third is
to know how to strike when the occasion comes. If a m a n at this
rough game chance to lose his temper, he loses the game. This is
what Aaron did. I t maddened him that he could not strike his
enemy, and it maddened him still more to hear the roars of the
people at the dexterity which defeated him. Moreover, he knew
that Bess was looking o n ; therefore he became more furious, and
delivered his blows more rapidly, but with less precision. ' Don't
fight wild, A a r o n ! ' shouted his friends, but too l a t e ; while the
fellows in the booth began to jeer and laugh at him, asking why he
did not strike his m a n with a ' N o w , Aaron! now's your t u r n !
H i t him on the h e a d ! There's a brave stroke m i s s e d ! ' and so on,
foreseeing that if the Lieutenant could only keep cool, and wait
for his chance, the victory would be his.
Jack told me afterwards that, while they played, the old skUl
came back to him, and his confidence ; so that he could afford to
play with his m a n and bide his time, receiving all the blows,
whether at fuU length, half length, or close quarters, with patience
and good temper.
This strange duel, in which one m a n struck and the other only
parried, lasted long; insomuch that the spectators left off shouting,
and looked on with open mouths. I t lasted so long that Aaron
was now raging and foaming, breathing heavUy, and plunging as
he struck with the staff. As for me, I wondered why Jack did not
strike. H e had his reason: he wished to strUie but once, and
therefore he waited. At last the chance came. Aaron left his
head exposed, and then, with a thud which might have been heard
outside the booth, the Lieutenant's staff resounded on the side
of his enemy's head, and Aaron feU prone upon the stage—senseless.
I t is said that, when a gentleman fights a common feUow, the
mob is always pleased that the gentleman shall be victorious. I
know not if this be true, but I know that the fellows in the booth
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rose as one man, even the Deptford men, and cheered the victor
to the sky.
Jack stepped from the stage, a little heated by the fight, and
put on his coat, waistcoat, and hat.
' Aaron is a very pretty player,' he said,' but he should not have
challenged me until he was in better condition. There were half
a dozen poor fellows aboard the " Countess of Dorset " who would
have beaten him. Here, my lads'—he now became again an
officer—'Aaron is a Deptford man, like me. Take care of him,
and spend this guinea in drinking the King's health.'
So the feUows tossed their greasy caps in the air, and the tapsters tied their apron-strings tighter, and began to run about with
tankards and mugs while the guinea was drinking out, and Jack
strode down the booth, the men making a lane for him, and crying,
' Huzza for the noble Captain!' MeanwhUe, no one took any
notice of the fallen champion, who presently recovered some of his
senses, and sat up, staring about him with distracted eyes.
' Why,' Mr. Westmoreland,' said Jack, at the door, as if he had
not seen him before, ' you at Horn Fair ? I might as soon have
expected to see you at VauxhaU.'
' Nay, sir, your Honour knows I value not such merriment.
But Bess would bring me here. 'Tis a wilful girl. Nothing would
serve her but she must see the humours of the fair. Girls stiU
crave for mirth.'
' You ought to be at home among your books, Mr. Westmoreland.
Go home. Luke wiU walk with you, and I wiU take care of Bess—
good care, good care—and bring her safe home, after she has seen
the fair.—Come, Bess, wUl you see the wild beasts, or the slackrope dancers ?—Take him home, Luke; take him home.'
So saying, he seized Bess by the hand, and drew her away,
leaving the old man, her father, with me. I observed that, though
Bess cried,' Oh !' and' Pray, Lieutenant,' and ' Don't, Lieutenant,'
and ' Fie, Lieutenant,' she laughed and took his hand without any
reluctance, but rather a visible satisfaction, because she had certainly got the properest man in aU the fair.
' The Lieutenant,' said Mr. Westmoreland, ' is strong enough to
protect any girl—though, as for Bess, Mr. Luke, she is strong
enough to protect herself. Nevertheless '—he broke off and sighed
—' nevertheless, a motherless girl is a great charge for a peaceful
man, especially when she is strong and determined, like my Bess,
What am I to do, sir ? I cannot whip and flog her ; I cannot lay
my commands upon her if she doth not choose to obey me. I
cannot make her marry if she still says nay. And the men, they
are afraid of her pride and wUfiUness. Such a headstrong girl will
never make an obedient wife.'
' It is a situation, Mr. Westmoreland,' I said,' full of danger.'
' What is worse, Mr. Luke,' he went on, ' what is worse is that
she scorns the man Aaron Fletcher himself—a substantial man,
though they do say he knows the coast of France. Yet he would
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cheerfuUy take the risk of her masterful temper and her wilful
ways if she would but say him yea.'
' Why, Mr. Westmoreland, as for that, I am sure there are
plenty of men ready to be fired by such charms as your daughter
Bess possesses.'
H e shook his head.
' Charms ? I know not what they are. Black hair and black
eyes m a y please some, but I know not whom. Let us go from
this wicked and riotous place, Mr. Lulie, Peaceful m e n have no
place here. The Lieutenant will bring her h o m e ; though, more
likely than not, they wiU quarrel on the way, both of them being
masterful, and Bess wiU have to find her way back without him.
Yet she ought to be proud of the honour he h a t h done her, and
perhaps she wiU be meek for once, and behave pretty.'
So we turned and made our way out of the throng, and so home.
' I am sorry,' said Mr. Westmoreland presently, ' I am very
sorry that Mr. Easterbrook hath fought and vanquished Aaron
Fletcher. I would rather have seen Aaron the conqueror.'
'Why?'
' Because Aaron is a cruel and a vindictive man. H e was
bragging among his friends of the sport they would witness at the
fair, and he has been humiliated. Now he will have his revenge,
if he can, for the disgrace put upon him in the presence of his
friends ; and Bess hath been at the fair with the Lieutenant, and
I know not what will happen. H e is a revengeful man, Mr. L u k e ;
and, unhappily, he is in love with Bess, and wants to marry her, a
thing that, with m y experience, I cannot understand. Well—it is
a terrible thing, a terrible thing, for a peaceful m a n like me to have
such a daughter. A humble m a n should pray for ugly daugliters,
who are also meek and obedient. They m a y wait for their beauty
till they get to Heaven. I want nothing but peace, Mr. Luke, so
that I may continue m y studies in algebra and logarithms, for
which end, and no other, unless it be the furtherance of goodly
writing, I was sent into this troubled world.'
The next day I learned from Jack that he had taken Bess to
every show at the fair; that he had given her as noble a supper as
the place afforded ; that he had fought and overthrown three fellows
who waylaid them on the road home, and would have robbed him
of his money as weU as his fair charge ; and that he safely
convoyed her, about midnight, to her father's door. The Admiral
heard of the evening's adventure, and laughed, saying that Bess was
a lucky girl to get such a proper fellow to show her the fair. But I
do not think that either Jack or the Admiral related the story of
the fight, and the subsequent doings, to Madame and CastiUa.
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CHAPTER XVL
IN THE SUMMER-HOUSE.

I AM a dull person in suspecting or guessing at passages of love.
Yet I had seen Bess dragging her father to Horn Fair in order to
witness the fight, and I marked the flash of triumph in her eyes
when Aaron fell, and the unconcealed pleasure with which she
accompanied the victor.
On Sunday morning, a day or two after the fair, another thing
happened which ought to have made me suspect. It was in church.
Soon after the service of Morning Prayer began I observed an
unwonted agitation among the feminine part of the congregation,
and presently discovered that the eyes of aU were, with one
consent, directed upon a certain seat in the north aisle, occupied
by Bess • Westmoreland and her father. The reason of this
phenomenon was that Bess had come to church attired in a
very fine new frock made of nothing less than sarcenet, with a
fiowered petticoat, a lawn kerchief about her neck, and a hat
trimmed with silk ribbons, so that among the women around her
in their scarlet flannel, and the girls in their plain camblet, linseywoolsey, and russet, she looked like a rose among the weeds of
the hedge. Few of the gentlewomen in the church were more
finely dressed. As to them, their eyes plainly said, if eyes can
speak, ' Saw one ever such presumption ?' And as for the baser
sort, they first gazed with admiration and envy unspeakable, and
then sniffed and tossed their heads, as if nothing would have
induced them to put on such fine things: and then they looked at
each other, each with the same question trembling on her tongue,
each one longing to ask aloud,' Who gave her the things ? ' For
there is some strange quality in the female conscience (I mean
only in a seaport town), which enables every girl to accept joyfully
and gratefully whatever a man may give her, and at the same time
to flout and scorn all other girls for doing the same thing; so that
what is a virtue in herself must be a clear sign of immodesty or
forwardness in another.
One would not deny that the girl was worthy of blame; for,
though there are no longer sumptuary laws, yet every woman
knows how far she may in decency, and with due regard to her
station, carry her love of finery. Bess, however, wore these things
not of her own will, but by desire (say, rather, command) of a
certain person. There is, again, nothing strange in a Deptford
girl suddenly appearing in the colours of a rainbow, especiaUy
after a ship has been paid off, though very soon the silks and satins
go to the Jews who buy second-hand clothes, together with the
trinkets and the ribbons; and Madame returns to her russet fi-ock,
her blue apron, and her speckled handkerchief. But this, which is
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of daily occurrence among the common saUors' wives, one would
not expect of a respectable girl, such as Bess. I t is quite certain,
and one must not excuse her conduct, that she should not have
ventured to church thus attired. Yet I, for one, was ready to
forgive her—first because she looked so marveUously beautiful in
these fine feathers, and next because she bravely bore the artUlery
of these eyes, and held herself taU and upright, looking straight
before her, as if no one was gazing at her, and as if she wore what
belonged to her. Women are your true leveUers: they have no
respect for r a n k : even a Peer is but a m a n to them, and a Countess
is but a w o m a n ; they are ready to measure their own beauty
beside that of any lady in the land ; there is no girl, however lowly,
who would refuse, for conscience' sake, the honourable attentions of
a gentleman ; and the siUy creatures, I am told, whisper continuaUy
to each other tales of humble girls raised to the condition of
Princesses.
There was another person in the church, besides myself, who
seemed as if leniency and readiness to forgive this presumption
possessed his heart as weU. This was the Lieutenant, who, from
his place in the Admiral's pew (the corner nearest the readingdesk, with his back to the altar), regarded the girl steadfastly
during the whole service, insomuch that I feared lest Madame or
CastUla herself should observe it, and be offended at so indecent a
proof of admiration in Divine service. But Castilla did not discover
it, partly because she hath never been able to understand how a
gentleman can regard a common girl with admiration (she stiU
considers that Jack's passion for Bess was caused by the sorcery
and craft of Mr. Brinjes), and, therefore, was not likely to suspect
such a t h i n g ; and partly because Castilla's eyes in church were
always fixed upon her book, as she foUowed the words of the
service, or they were humbly dropped upon her lap during the
sermon, as if she closely foUowed the argument, and was being
convinced by m y father's reasoning. Now, as hath been already
explained, the Vicar's sermons were written for the perusal of
scholars rather than for the understanding of the unlearned.
The service over, we walked out in due order, and so by the
gate into Church Lane, as we had done on that day, three weeks
before, when our prodigal came home to us in rags. And then,
after a little talk, we separated. Jack going with the Admiral's
party, and I returning to the Vicarage to dinner.
After dinner, the afternoon being warm and sunny, I took my
hat, and walked leisurely towards those gardens of which I have
already spoken, where were the orchards of plum, pear, apple, and
cherry, and where the old summer-house overlooked the Creek. I t
would be, I thought, pleasant in the gardens with no one but
myself, and I could walk about among the trees, watching the grey
lichen on the bark and the sober tints of the autumnal leaves, and
perhaps find, in the view of the Greenwich Reach, something new
to observe and note. One whose profession is to paint ships of aU
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kinds can never grow weary of watching them, whether at anchor
or in motion; just as one who paints figures loves to_ be for ever
contemplating the human figure, whether in action or in repose.
The air was stiU and soft, the day warm, although it was already
the twentieth day of October. The fruit was all picked now, and
the leaves beginning to dry at their stalks : because the leaves of
apple, plum, and cherry do not turn brown, but drop off while they
are yet green; yet the green is quite another hue than that presented in spring and summer, and I wonder that no painter has
painted the greens of autumn, as well as the yeUow, red, and brown.
I have myself attempted a sketch, in April, showing parts of that
long stretch of garden all the way from these gardens to Greenwich
Hospital, which at that season look like a vast cloud of white and
pink blossom resting on the green branches which here and there
peep out.
This afternoon the tide was high. There was moored close to
the mouth of the Creek, and on the opposite bank, a barge, which,
with its brown sail lowered, its thick mast, and its hanging ropes,
formed so pretty a set-off to the trees of the orchard beyond, that I
stood awhile to gaze upon it. I have drawn many barges ; below
the bridge at Wapping Stairs, and in Chelsea Reach and in other
places ; but I never drew any prettier picture than that of the barge
in the Creek at high tide, the woods behind i t : only, as artists can,
I made a change. For I presently sketched the barge, and waited
until the following spring, when I painted a background of apple
and cherry or9hards in blossom.
Well, when I had looked at my barge and made a note of it,
and of one or two other things, being in a leisurely mood, and
quite certain that I was alone in the garden, I lifted the latch ol
the summer-house door and walked in.
I declare that I suspected nothing. If I had known who were
in the place I should have beat a drum, or blown a trumpet, or
fired a cannon to announce my approach, sooner than steal thus
unawares upon them. But I did nothing, and pushed the door
open without ceremony. Heavens ! There was Bess Westmoreland, her head upon Jack's shoulder, while his hand clasped hex
waist, and his lips kissed her cheek ! Who would have suspected
this ? I was so surprised that I stood speechless, I dare say with
mouth wide open, as one sees on the stage, where gestures of all
kinds are exaggerated. Yet not so amazed but I saw what a
pretty picture they made, he in his blue coat and crimson sash, and
his hat with the King's cockade : she in the pretty fi-ock for which
the women were now railing at her behind her back, A young
man and a beautiful girl embracing cannot but make a pretty
picture. As for this, I made a sketch in oils six months later,
Bess stood to me for her portrait very wiUingly when I promised
that the picture should be given to her sweetheart when he should
return. As for the Lieutenant, I got a fellow, for a shUling or two,
to stand in the attitude I wanted, whUe tbe face I drew from
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memory, with the assistance of Bess. I painted them in the summer-house, and through the window you can see a ship slowly going
down the river. For a reason, which you wiU presently learn, I
never gave that picture to Jack; and, for my own reason, I have
not sold it, but keep it hung up at home in my studio, though
CastiUa loves it not, and wUl never, if she can help it, look upon it
—perhaps because the picture renders scant justice to the beauty
of Bess, whose flushed cheeks, parted lips, and heaving bosom I
endeavoured, but perhaps with insufficient success, to portray upon
the canvas. Nor, I am aware, is justice done to the passion expressed in the lover's eyes, in his bending head—nay, even in
the arms with which he held the nymph to his heart,
' Zounds!' cried Jack, as Bess screamed and started, and
pushed him back, and sunk upon the bench, her face in her hands,
' Zounds and fury !' He stepped forward, his fists clenched, fire
and distraction in his eyes. He was so carried away with his
wrath that he did not at first even recognise me, and made as if he
would draw his sword and make an end of me.
' Why, Jack,' I cried,' I knew not thou wert here! How should
I know ?'
Upon this he let fly a round dozen or so of sailors' oaths, such
as may be heard in Flagon Row or Anchorsmith AUey, sound and
weighty oaths, every one more profane than its predecessor. The
language of the fo'ks'le is, we know, readily and greedUy acquired
by every officer, and is too often adopted as his own to the end of
his days,
' I knew not. Jack, indeed,' I repeated, ' that anyone was here.
What ? Should I spy on your actions ? As for what I have
seen
'
' Let me go. Jack!' cried Bess; ' oh, let me go! He wUl teU
my father, who will send me away for a servant. And perhaps he
will tell Aaron, who would murder you, if he could, without being
hanged! Oh, Jack ! what shall I do ? '
_ ' I shaU tell no one, Bess,' I said. ' Why, it is no business of
mine to go repeating what I have seen accidentaUy. Am I the
town barber ? '
Jack looked doubtfully; then he laughed.
' Cheer up, Bess,' he said; ' no harm is done. Luke wUl never
betray an old fi-iend. He came here to draw the ships, which is
aU he thinks about. He wiU go away, and he wUl forget aU
about it.'
'Nay,' I said; ' I shaU not forget. But I shaU hold my
tongue.'
' I won't trust no one—only you. Jack,' said the girl,
' Hark ye, Luke.' Jack drew her closer to himself, and laid his
arm round her neck. ' Hark ye, lad. Thou hast discovered what
was not meant for thee—nor for anyone—to know. That signifies
nothing for a lad of honour. But for Bess's sake, swear it. Take
an oath upon it.
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' I swear, Bess,' I declared to her, ' that I wiU speak no single
word of what I have seen and learned. If there were a Bible here,
I would kiss the book to please you. You may trust me, Bess.'
' You may indeed, Bess,' said Jack. ' Hands upon it, lad.'
So we shook hands, and in aU that foUowed afterwards I told
nobody what had happened; and the thing was so managed that it
was never suspected by anyone except Aaron, It seems wonderful
that no one in Deptford found it out, because it is a place where
one half the women are continually employed in watching and
spying upon the other half, and find their chief happiness in detecting things which it was desired to keep secret, forgetting that
others are employed in exactly the same inquiry after their secrets.
Just so one hath observed a row of monkeys in cages, each thieving
from one neighbour's dish, while the other steals from his.
' Trust all or none, Luke,' said Jack. ' Thou shalt know all,
and be a witness between us. Listen, I have told Bess that I love
her, and that when I come home again I wiU marry her. If I had
not faUen in love with so much beauty and loveliness I should have
been a most insensate wretch, unworthy to be caUed a man. Was
there ever a more charming nymph ? ' He kissed her again, while
her great eyes swam with the pleasure of so much praise. ' Thou
shalt paint her for me, Luke. And as for Bess, she says that she loves
me. I beheve she hes, because how such a girl, so soft and tender,
can love a rough sea-bear like me, who knows none of the ways to
please a woman, passes understanding. But she says she does, and
I wiU question her farther upon this point when thy great ugly
phiz is no more blocking up the gangway. And she wiU not believe
that I am in earnest, Luke. That is my trouble with her. She
will have that I shall go away and forget her, as many sailors do.'
' So he will,' said Bess. ' They all go away and forget the girls
who loved them. And then I shaU break my heart and die; if I
don't, I shall hang myself.'
' So, Luke, listen and be a witness. What do I care who her
father is ? Such a girl deserves to be the daughter of a Commodore. Talk not to me of gentlewomen born. Where is there any
woman, gentle or simple, with such eyes as Bess, such lips as Bess,
such hair as Bess ? ' I declare he kept kissing her at each sentence,
she making no manner of resistance. ' So I wUl swear to her, in
thy presence, Luke, to make it more solemn, and to make her
believe my word, I, Jack Easterbrook'—he took her hand at this
point, as if he was actually marrying her in church, and by the
minister or priest—' I, Jack Easterbrook, do solemnly promise and
vow that I will never make love to any other woman and never
marry any other woman than Bess Westmoreland ; and that I wiU
never think of any other woman at home or in foreign parts.
First, I must get commissioned ; and then, when the war is over, I
will come back and marry my Bess.—Kiss me again, girl.—This
is my solemn promise and oath, in which I will not faU, SO H E L P
ME, GOD 1'
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I have often, since that day, wondered at the amazing force of
the passion which could make so young a m a n call down upon
himself the awful vengeance of offended Omnipotence if he broke
a vow of constancy towards a girl he had seen but twice or thrice ;
for I count as nothing the time when she was a chUd, and he came
to her father for lessons.
As he spoke the last words his eyes grew dim with tenderness,
and he stooped and kissed the girl on her forehead, as if to seal and
consecrate the vow. As for her, she was transfigured. I could
not believe that love could so powerfully change a woman's face.
She had reason for triumph, but it was not triumph in her eyes ;
rather was it a kind of humble pride—a wondering joy that so
gaUant a m a n should love her, with a doubt whether it was not,
after all, a passing fancy, and a fear that she should not fix his
affections,
' Oh! ' she sighed. ' Oh ! J a c k ! ' and could find no more words.
' Bess,' I said, ' vows ought not to be all on one side. If Jack
promises so much, what hast thou to promise, in thy turn ? '
' TeU me what to say. O h ! I am only a poor girl! W h a t can
I promise him ? I am so ignorant that I do not know what to
promise. Jack, do you want me to say that I will be faithfiil?
No—you cannot. Why, is there any m a n in the world to compare
with you ? If a woman cannot be true and constant to you, she
cannot be true to any man. As for the rest of them, I value not
one of them a brass farthing. Oh ! ' she laughed and clasped her
hands. ' Why, I am content to be his slave, Luke—yes, his slave,
to toil and work for him all day long—his slave—his servant.'
She fell on her knees before him. ' O h ! Jack, command m e what
you please. I want nothing more than to obey your orders.'
Wonderful it was how love made this ignorant and wilful girl
at once eloquent and humble. Jack hfted her up, and held her by
both hands.
' You are a King's officer. Jack,' she went on, speaking rapidly ;
' I must try so that you shall not be ashamed of your wife. I am
but the daughter of a Penman, I know. H e writes letters for
sailors, and teaches mathematics to midshipmen and young sailor
officers, if there are any. But I have time to learn, and I will find
out how to bear myself like a gentlewoman, and to talk hke one,
and to dress myself as a gentleman's wife ought to dress herself.
I wiU make m y father teach me to read and to write ; and as for
manners—I wiU go to Mr. Brmjes. H e wiU do anything in the
world for you. Jack, and for the woman of your choice.'
One could not choose but laugh at thinking of Mr. Brinjes as a
teacher of pohte manners and conversation. H e had learned the
most approved fashion, no doubt, among the Mandingoes and the
Coromantyns. Yet the earnest and serious manner in which the
girl spoke made the matter moving. However, enough was said,
and I offered to go, but she caught me by the hand.
' Stay, Luke 1' she whispered. ' Jack, some of you break your
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vows; but you wUl not. Jack—you will not ? As for me, I need
not promise : for I cannot choose but be true to mine.'
She laid her head upon his breast, and I left them, shutting the
door behind me, and going very softly.
In the evening I saw Jack again.
' Luke,' he said,' I am the happiest man in the world, because
I have got the best girl in the world. What do I care that her
father is but a Penman ? What does it signify that she cannot
read or write ? Reading does no good to any girl that ever I
heard of, but fill her head with fond desires. But one thing
sticks: when I am away, who will keep the men from her ? There
is Aaron Fletcher—him I knocked on the head; I wish I had
beaten out his brains for him. They tell me he is mad for love of
her, though she would never say a word to him. I doubt I may
have to fight him again before I go. To be sure, Mr. Brinjes promises to protect her ; but he is old and feeble.'
' Why,' I said, ' he wiU protect her by the fear with which he is
regarded. One must needs respect a man who can scatter rheumatics among those who offend him.'
However, I presently promised him that, in his absence, I
would sometimes visit the girl, and comfort her, and keep up her
heart; although, if it came to a fight with Aaron, he was able to
work me to an anvil, as they say, with fist or cudgel.
Then I begged him to consider seriously what he was about to
do. First, that he was a gentleman by birth and ranlj, who might
look to marry a gentlewoman; next, that he had no fortune, and
as yet no prize-money, and only a Lieutenant's half-pay; and
lastly, that if he married, he was likely to lose the Admiral's
favour.
' Truly,' he replied, ' I have considered all these things.' I
don't believe that he had considered one of them before that
moment, ' And I am resolved that there is no other happiness
but in marrying Bess. As for duty, it points the same way, because
I am promised to her. When duty and inclination point the same
way, my lad, what room is there left for doubt ? Answer me that,
why, if I lived a thousand years, I should never love any other
woman as I love my Bess. What puzzles me,' he went on,' is
why the landsmen haven't fallen in love with her long ago. None
of your mincing, mealy-mouthed, fine ladies, all patches and
powder, made up so that you know not what they are hke, with
hoop and petticoat; but an honest lass, true and loyal—you can
Bee what she is like, for she wears neither hoop nor powder;
and she teUs no lies, and you know her mind directly she speaks.
That is the girl for me, Luke. Hang me if I understand why she
wasn't, long ago, the girl for you.'
' Fortunately for me,' I said, ' your inclinations and mine are
not set on the same woman.'
' Why, if I had been in your place, Lul^e, I would have
carried off the girl, if I could have got her in no other way.
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If she were to change her mind now, and to refuse me, I would
jarry her off, whether she liked it or not. There would be a
prize to tow into port, and all for myself, Lulie—aU for myself 1'
CHAPTER

XVII.

IN BUTCHER'S ROW.

'

Mr, Westmoreland said, ' is a cruel and revengeful man.
Afterwards I remembered these words. For my own part I
did not understand this judgment, though I had known Aaron
aU my life, first as a great hulking boy, and then as the strongest
and biggest man in Deptford. On what grounds did Mr. Westmoreland consider him cruel and revengeful ? The judgments of
weak and timid men, like those of women, are shrewd, and often
true. Yet Aaron had done nothing, so far as the world knew, on
account of which he could be called cruel and revengeful. Masterful
and headstrong he was, and the world accounted him a brave man,
but not revengeful. The present moment, however, was likely to
bring out whatever evU passions lay in his soul, for he had been
publicly humihated and brought to shame by the man who had
taken from him the woman he loved; and when he met his friends
in the street they seemed to be laughing in their sleeves at him.
Therefore Aaron conceived an act of revenge which was as audacious as it was viUainous, If he was revengeful, it must be
admitted that he was also bold.
He first showed his teeth on the Monday morning after the
fight at Horn Fair. Bess was engaged in making a beef-steak
pudding for dinner, her sleeves rolled up, singing over her work.
Her father sat at his desk before the window, bent over his
work, with round spectacles on nose, undisturbed by his daughter's
singing. A sudden diminution of the light caused both to look up,
Aaron Fletcher's great body was blocking up the doorway.
' Bess,' he said, roughly, ' come out to me,'
' Good morning, Aaron,' said Mr, Westmoreland. ' The weather
still holds up, and keeps fine for the season.'
' Come out, Bess,' he repeated, taking no notice of her father.
' What do you want to say to me, Aaron ? If it is the old
thing——'
' No; it is not the old thing. Come out, I say."
She obeyed, rolling her apron over her bare arms, and came
out into the street; her father looking after her, apprehensive of
mischief.
' WeU, Aaron ? '
He looked upon her with love in his eyes, had she been able to
perceive it, and to be moved by such a gaze. But she had no pity
for him, and no feeling.
' It is not the old story, Bess,' he said. ' As for that, I've had
AARON,'
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m y answer. W h a t I came to say was this. I asked a simple
question—twenty times I asked that question. 'Twas not only by
reason of thy good looks, Bess, though they go for something,
'Twas because, of all the Deptford girls, there was none so quiet
and so steady. Well, the time has come when no honest m a n wUl
ask thee that question again,'
' H a v e a care, Aaron,' she replied, with flaming cheek, because
she knew what he m e a n t very well. ' H a v e a care, Aaron. You'd
best.'
' Bess, it is because I love thee stUl that I came to say this. No
one else will say it, though they m a y aU think it. You were with
him at the fair all the evening. I t was not tUl nigh upon midnight
that he brought thee home. I s that an hour for a respectable girl ?
You meet h i m secretly at the apothecary's every day. Therefore
I say again, Bess—beware.'
' Oh 1 If I were to tell him,' she began, ' if I were only to teU
him what you have dared to say I'
'Nay
. tell him aU. I care not a brass button. TeU h u n
I said he is fooling thee, I wUl tell h i m that to his face. W h a t
care I for any Lieutenant of t h e m aU .P H e to m a r r y I W h y ,
he has got nothing. H e is fooling thee. Mischief will come of
it, Bess. Thou art too low for him, and yet too high.'
' T h a n k you for your pains,' she replied. ' A s for me, I can
take care of myself, even if all the world should take to spying
through keyholes. As for trusting myself with the Lieutenant,
I think I a m safer with h i m t h a n with a smuggler—yes, a mere
tarpaulin smuggler. You can go, Aaron. 'Tis a fine m o r n i n g
for a run down the river, and I dare say a sail across the
Channel wUl do you good, and cure the headache from last
Friday's cudgeUing; but take care, Aaron. Some day, perhaps,
we m a y see thee, if thou art not prudent, dangling in chains
over there '—she pointed to the Isle of Dogs, where there were
then hanging on the gibbets three poor wretches—'or walking
after a cart-tail with the whip across your shoulders; or, maybe,
marched aboard ship in handcuffs for the plantations. Get thee
gone, meddler 1'
' I have said what I came to say. As for thy fine lover, Bess,
he crows now, but it wiU be m y t u r n next, and that when he
little looks for it. H e has not yet done with me.'
She laughed scornfully, and returned to her pudding, tossing
her head, and m u r m u r i n g with wrath that bubbled and boiled
over into broken words, insomuch that her father trembled.
As for Aaron, he stood still for a moment, looking wistfully
after the girl. I think he bore no malice on account of the joy
with which she witnessed his downfall—nay, I verily believe that
this morning he meant the best for her, and only mistrusted the
Lieutenant. Then he turned and walked slowly towards the town.
Everybody knows that there are streets in Deptford where honest
and sober people would not willingly be seen. They are the resort
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of the vUe creatures which infest every seaport town, and rob the
saUor of his money. Barnes AUey, French Fields, and the Stowage
are full of these people, the best of whom are oyster wenches,
baUad-singers, and traders in smuggled goods. The houses are
chiefly of wood, black with d i r t ; every other door hangs out the
chequers as a sign of what is sold within. H e r e and there m a y be
seen the lattice of the baker or the pole of the barber. The men in
these streets wear for the most part fur caps, with grey wooUen
stockings, and speckled breeches. Their shoes are tied with
scarlet tape, and they are never without a cudgel. The women
have flat caps, blue aprons, and draggled petticoats. The talk of
the people corresponds to their appearance. One of these streets is
called Butcher's Row. I n the midst of it, on the north side, stands
a house superior to the rest, having an upper storey, and a sign
carved in wood over the door—that of the ' Hope and Anchor.'
There is a broad staircase within, also rich with wood carving, and
a room wainscoted with dark oak, where those sit who drink
something better t h a n the common twopenny.
Every tavern h a t h its own class of frequenters: those who use
the Hope and Anchor ' are the men whom Custom House officers,
the clerks of the Navy Offices, and police magistrates agree in
regarding with suspicion. They are, for instance, m e n who have
dealings with smugglers, yet never venture their skins across the
Channel; men who traffic in sailors' tickets, and defraud sailors'
wives of their p a y ; m e n who sell ship-stores of all kinds, s^nd are
modestly reluctant to show where they got t h e m ; m e n who buy
up, before the Navy Office is ready to pay, saUors' prize-money;
those who live by finding recruits for the E a s t India Company's
service, and keep crimps' houses, where, according to common
report, murder is as common as drunkenness and theft.
Into that house, therefore, Aaron walked, and without any
questions, for he knew the place, made his way into the parlour,
where was sitting a m a n who, to judge by his friendly greeting,
expected him. H e was in an arm-chair before the fireplace, where,
though it was a sunny day and warm for the season, a great coal
fire was burning. H e was provided with a tankard of small ale
and a pipe of tobacco, though it was still the forenoon, when industrious men have not begun to think of tobacco. I n appearance he
was about fifty years of age ; his cheeks were purple and his eyes
were fiery ; his neck was swollen ; as for his nose, it was battered
in the bridge, so that the original shape of it could no longer be
guessed. And there was a deep red scar across his cheek, which
might be a glorious proof of valour in some great action, and might
also be a mark by which to remember some midnight brawl. H e
wore a scratch wig and a brown coat with metal buttons, worsted
stockings, and a muffler about his neck.
This m a n was a familiar figure in Deptford, whither he came
by boat once a month or so for the transaction of business. The
nature of his business was not known for certain, and there were
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different reports. It was whispered that he stood in with Aaron
Fletcher, receiving and selling for him those cargoes of his which
he brought across the Channel and landed on the coast of Essex;
by others it was said that he ventured on his own account; and
again, it was reported that he was a Government spy, who ought
to have his ears sliced; and by others that he procured information for the Navy Office when there was going to be a Press, and
therefore, if justice was done, should be carbonadoed. All this
might have been true. What everyone could observe with his
own eyes was—that he bought, and paid a good price for, all those
things which sailors bring with them from foreign ports, such as
embroidered cloths, brass pots, figures in china, silver ornaments
and idols, or even living creatures, as hyenas, wolves, monkeys,
parrots, mongooses, lemurs, and the like. He was liberal with his
money, and generous in the matter of drink ; yet he was not
regarded with friendly eyes, perhaps on account of that suspicion
regarding the Navy Office and the Press. As for his name, it was
Jonathan Eayment.
He nodded his head when Aaron appeared at the door, and,
lifting the tankard, drank to him in sUence.
' How goes business ? ' asked Aaron.
' Business,' Mr. Eayment replied, mournfully,' was never worse.
Honest merchants are undone. My next ship saUs in a week, and
as yet I have but a poor half-dozen in the place.'
' That is bad.'
' And a sorry lot they are. One is a young parson who ha&
spent his all, and, in despair, took one night to the road, and now
thinks the Hue and Cry is out after him. Another is a 'prentice
who hath robbed his master's till, and will be hanged if he is caught,
and yet snivels aU day because he fears the Great Mogul's black
Spahis almost more than he fears the gaUows. One hath deserted
twenty-one times from the Army, twice from the Navy, and once
from the Marines, but a dissolute fellow, and rotten with disease
and drink; the wind whistles through his bones. Yet he would
rather cross the seas and fight for the Honourable Company than
be taken, and receive the five hundred lashes which are waiting for
him. He might as well die that way as by disease, for he will certainly drop to pieces before he reaches Calcutta, Another is a
lawyer's clerk, who, I believe, hath forged his master's name—a
rogue who will fight, though small of stature. Another is a footpad, for whose apprehension ten guineas reward is offered, and so
mean and chicken-hearted a rascal that I must e'en give up the
fellow and content myself with the reward. Sure I am that the
first smell of powder will kill him, A sorry lot, indeed. Well, if
the war continues, I am ruined. For every lusty fellow can now
find employment, either in a regiment or on board a ship, and there
wiU soon be no debtors or footpads, Alas t Aaron, I remember,
not so long ago, when the peace was proclaimed, and the regiments
disbanded, and the ships paid off. Then we had for nothing our
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choice of the best. Rogues are cheap when 'tis their only choice
between the gallows and the Company.'
The meaning of all this was that the respectable Mr. Rayment
was nothing more nor less than a crimp by trade : one, that is, who
seeks out and deludes, inveigles, or persuades recruits for the service of the East India Company, whether for their land or sea
service, keeping them snug in the house till the ship sails. As
regards their navy, the Company hath, I have been told, a fleet of
a hundred ships afloat, to man which is diflicult, and requires the
service of many such men as Mr. Eayment, whose methods are, as
is weU known, to decoy or persuade young men, and especially
young men who are friendless or in trouble through some folly or
crime, into their houses, and there keep them, whether they will or
no, by violence if necessary, but more often by keeping them continually drunk, so that they know not what they have undertaken,
or what papers they have signed, untU the time comes when they
can be put aboard. As for the service of the Company, the young
gentlemen who are sent out by the Honourable Council to Calcutta or Madras as writers or clerks, do frequently, as everybody
knows, arrive at great riches, and come home nabobs. But I never
yet heard that any of the poor fellows who have been decoyed into
the crimps' houses, and shipped on board an East Indiaman for
foreign service in the Company, have ever returned at all, rich or
poor.
Between Aaron and this man there was some understanding or
partnership, but of what nature, or to what extent, I have not
learned. Eayment had a shop in Leman Street (quite apart fi'om
the houses in which he kept his recruits), where he sold many
things besides the curiosities which he bought of the sailors in
Wapping and Poplar, as well as at Deptford. Perhaps he disposed
of Aaron's cargoes for him after a run. Perhaps he arranged, with
Aaron's help, for the passage of those gentlemen, whether Jacobites or Frenchmen, who are anxious to get backwards and forwards
between England and France without the observation or the knowledge of the Government of either country. There is abundant
occupation for such gentry as Mr, Eayment, whose end is often
what rogues call a dance in the air. And just as Aaron had his
boatbuilding yard, which is a most innocent and harmless business, so Mr. Eayment had his innocent shop in Leman Street, and
was to outward seeming an honest citizen, who went forth from
his shop to church on Sunday morning, dressed in black cloth,
white sUk stockings, and japanned shoes, with a newly curled and
powdered wig, like the best of them, and was permitted to exchange
the time of day and the compliments of the season with gentlemen
of reputation and known piety. Thus may vUlains walk unsuspected among honest men.
' WeU,' said Aaron, ' I dare say you wUl not starve. What do
you say, now, to a taU recruit ?'
' What do you want for him, Aaron ? '
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' You shall have him for nothing,'
Mr. Rayment looked suspicious, as one that feareth the gifts of
his friends, and shook his head.
' For nothing, Aaron ? What do you want me to do for you,
then ? •
' Nothing, I wiU give you a tall and lusty recruit. That is
plain, is it not ? '
' The door is shut, Aaron. Tell me what you mean.'
' Give me the men to take him, and he is yours.'
' To take him ? ' Mr. Rayment leaned forward and whispered,
' Is he not a willing recruit, then ? I love a feUow who is in trouble,
and desires to be put into a place of safety.'
' I don't know about his willingness,' said Aaron, grimly.
' If he is not wiUing, is he a fellow to be persuaded easily ?
As far as a skinful of punch is concerned, I care not about the
expense, as long as I get a lusty fellow.'
' He is in no trouble, and he is not wUling. It wUl take half a
dozen men to carry him along, and a week's starvation to make
him even pretend to be willing.'
' 'Tis dangerous, Aaron. I like not this kidnapping work. We
crimps have got a bad name, though everyone knows my own
honesty. Yet we must not openly rival the Press.'
' Why, you have done it hundreds of times.'
' Ay, for the picking up of a starving rustic, or a drunken sailor,
or a disbanded soldier, and swearing, when they are sober again,
that they have enlisted : that is neither here nor there. And it is
for the good of the poor fellows. Their pay is regular, and the
climate considered by some to be wholesome. It is playing the
part of Providence to help the poor men with the service of the East
India Company.'
' No doubt,' said Aaron.
' Give me your recruit who comes red-handed, the runners after
him, and asks for nothing but to be shipped safe out of the country
as soon as possible. I care not how many rogueries he hath committed. Give me your lusty villain, who hath stolen his master'a
horse; or the gallant who hath squandered all his stock. These
give no trouble. But with pressed and kidnapped men it is different.'
' I doubt if you could persuade this fellow,' said Aaron, ' not if
you made him drink a cask of brandy.'
'We have had misfortunes, too,' Mr. Rayment continued.
' Only last May there was brought to my house as sweet a country
lad as you would desire to see. He was in trouble about a girl,
and desired to serve the King. Well, in the morning, when he
got sober, and learned that he was enlisted in the service of the
Company, he behaved shamefully. Nothing would do but he must
go free or fight for it. So my honest fellows tried persuasion, and
in the end there were coUar-bones and ribs broken, and that country
lad was carried out and laid upon Wliitechapel Mount, stripped,
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and as dead as any gentleman can wish to be. Think of the loss it
was to me.'
' Well,' said Aaron,' your feUows must not persuade my man
this way.'
' What does it mean, Aaron ? '
' I t is a private matter. You need not have anything to do
with it. Send me half a dozen stout fellows, and you shall know
nothing at all about it, except that another recruit was enlisted,
who stayed at the house tUl the ship sailed, and was taken on
board drunk and speechless. You wHl have nothing to do with
it but to lend me your men and your house.'
' I don't like it, Aaron. It may turn out bad. Has the man
friends ?'
' He has. Yet this his friends wUl never suspect.'
' I don't like the job, Aaron, Kidnapping should only be
practised on strangers and rustics. Is he a tradesman ? '
' No, It is a private grudge, Jonathan. I will make it worth
your whUe. I must have this man put out of the way. He is a
Lieutenant in the King's Navy.'
Mr. Eayment jumped from his chair.
' A King's Lieutenant! Aaron, would you hang us a l l ! '
' Sit down, you fool. It is a safe job. Besides, you shaU have
nothing to do with it. Sit down, and listen,'
CHAPTEE XVIIL
A DARK

NIGHT'S

JOB.

THE evenings, towards the end of October, set in early; and
when there is no moon, the nights are as dark as in midwinter. It is, therefore, a favourable season for the footpads who
molest the roads outside great towns, the thieves who prowl the
streets, and the highwaymen who stop the coaches. At Deptford
there are neither footpads nor street-prowlers, though robbers
enough. Lord knows ; but they rob, for the most part, on a different
plan, and within the houses. In times of peace, when a sailor cannot readUy find a ship, or a disbanded Marine cannot find work,
there have been known cases of robbery about Deptford and Greenwich. But in such a year as 1756, when the sailors were all too
few for the King's ships, and they were continually enrolling new
regiments of Marines, no one in these towns gave a thought to the
dangers of footpads, and a child might have carried, by day or by
night, a bag full of guineas from the dockyard gate to the bridge,
without fear of molestation. Least of all would such a man as
Jack Easterbrook trouble his head about robbers.
He left the Gun Tavern, where he had spent the evening with
the Lieutenants and Midshipmen who used the house, at a quarter
before ten or thereabouts, carrying no other weapon than his hanger.
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and began leisurely to walk home down Church Lane. The upper
part of this road, when you have passed the church and the Trinity
Almshouses, is darker than the lower part, by reason of great trees
and a high hedge on either hand. Light or dark, 'twas aU the
same to Jack, who marched along the middle of the road, head in
air, his thoughts turned on Bess, as they commonly were at this
time, or else wondering how long before he should receive his promised commission. Soon it certainly would be, even though,
through favouritism and lack of interest, he should, for the present,
be passed over, because officers and men were growing scarce, and
my Lords the Commissioners wanted aU they could get. And once
afloat again, with, if kind Heaven willed, a fighting Captain, there
would be prizes and prize-money, and, perhaps, swift promotion.
And then home again, to the arms of his dear girl. This, I take it,
is the dream of every sailor ; whereas, for many, instead of returning to the arms of a fond mistress, they are lowered, with a cannonshot at their heels, into the cold ocean, or come home lopped of
half their limbs, only to find their inconstant mistress in another's
Arms.
Now, as he was thus striding along, swinging his arms as he
went, he became suddenly aware of shuffling footsteps and whispers,
which betoken the presence of men lurking behind the trees; but
before he had time to ask himself what this might mean, a fellow
rushed out from the darkness, armed with a pistol in one hand,
which he pointed at Jack's head, and a lantern in the other, which
he turned, unsteadily in the manner of one who is afraid, upon his
face, crying, ' Your money or your life ! '
Jack was so astonished that, for a moment, he made no reply.
Then he sprang upon the fellow, and caught him by the throat.
' My money or my life ? Impudent dog, I will squeeze thine own
life out! ' and so shook him in his grasp—thumb on breathingpipe—as a terrier shakes a rat, that the man dropped pistol and
lantern, and would have experienced the fate of the rat in another
minute but for the help of his friends. As it was, he would have
cried for mercy, but he could neither cry out nor breathe, so tight
were the fingers at his throat. Indeed, when he was rescued, half
a minute later, his face was already purple, his eyes starting from
his head like a shrimp's, and his tongue swoUen, so that he was
fain to sit upon the ground awhile; and, for ten minutes or so, he
knew not whether he were really dead and in the next world, and
therefore about to reap the reward of his many villainies, or whether
he were stiU living and ready, for his greater damnation, to sweU
that long list.
When the light of the lantern feU upon Jack's face, there
followed a sharp short whistle ; a,nd, upon that signal, half a dozen
lusty fellows sprang upon him at the same momentfi-omboth sides
of the road. He had no time to draw his Bword or to make any
. resistance of any kind, for one of them fetched him from behind,
whUe the others threatened him in front, so fold a stroke with an
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oaken cudgel that he fell like a log, and without a word, senseless
upon the ground, dragging with him the m a n whom he held by the
throat.
Then the men all crowded over him ready with their cudgels,
and as courageous as you please, their m a n being down. But it is
of no use to cudgel a senseless man.
They were joined by another man—it was Aaron—a taU feUow,
truly. H e seemed like a giant among these ruffians, who, after the
kind of riverside viUains, were short of stature, though stout. This
m a n stood over the faUen Lieutenant and looked upon the prostrate
body with eyes of satisfaction.
' H e feU at once,' said Aaron, as if dissatisfied, ' I looked for
more fighting. I thought there woiUd be much more fighting. I
hoped to see him do his best before he was overpowered. Show a
light here.' One of them—not the first villain, who was now sitting on the ground slowly getting his breath and stUl wondering
whether he were dead or not—held the lantern before Jack's face.
The eyes were closed and his cheek white,
' Master,' said the man, ' I doubt the gentleman is kiUed outright. This is a bad job for aU of us.'
' Killed! Saw ever one a m a n kUled by a stroke of a cudgel ? I
wish he was kUled. I wish he was dead and buried. Yet he shaU
never say that I caused him to be kiUed. Such a m a n as this does
not die of a cracked skuU. Show the light again.'
This time he looked more carefully. The Lieutenant was in a
dead swoon, just as Aaron himself had fallen into at Horn Fair, but
it "was a far shrewder knock and a deeper faint. Aaron raised an
eyelid, but there was no sign of life or any shrinking from the
hght. And now he saw that blood was fiowing from the wound.
' H e wiU lie quiet for a while yet. Well, men, here is your new
recruit,'
The men looked at each other, and murmured that with King's
officers—for now they saw tho uniform by the light of tho lantern
—they would not meddle.
' Not meddle, ye villains ? ' cried Aaron ; ' why, you have
meddled with him already, and have well-nigh murdered him,
and will very likely hang, every mother's son, for this night's job.
Wherefore take him up and carry him away ; 'tis your only chance
to save your own necks. Get him across the river with all despatch,
and snug indoors.'
The men hesitated. One of them murmured, with an oath, that
they woiUd not hang alone.
' Wlien he comes to his senses,' Aaron continued, taking no
notice of this threat, ' tell him that at the least movement you wiU
brain him. But you are not to brain him, remember, or your
master will lose the very best recruit he ever had, and wiU cause
you all to swing. W h a t ? There is enough against you for every
m a n to swing.' This assurance was made more emphatic by the
language which this sort must readUy iiuderHtood. StiU the nibU
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hesitated. The King's uniform frightened them. They had often
enough kidnapped a poor drunken sailor, but never before a Lieutenant, Then Aaron swore at them, and stamped his foot upon
the ground,
' Quick, I say. What ? You dare to argue ? Take him up. So.
Cover him with a jacket to hide his white stockings and breeches,
though the night is dark. That wUl do—now—with a wUl.'
They took him up, the whole six suUenly lending a hand, and
carried him as men carry a drunken man.
' Carry him to the Stairs, and row him across the river aa
quickly as you may. Bestow him in the upper room at the back,
where you keep the chains and the bars for your unruly recruits.
Watch him by day and night. He wUl try to escape, that is
certain ; as soon as he recovers consciousness he wiU try to escape.
Let him understand that he will be knocked on the head if he
makes the attempt. And, remember, he is a match for any three
of ye—ay, the whole six, I verily believe—for he is as strong as
Samson. If he succeeds in escaping he will have you all in Newgate, He will drag the house down, if he can, in order to escape.
You are in great danger, my friends, whatever happens. Yet I
would not have him murdered. If he is not put on board alive,
there wiU be a warrant out against you for highway robbery and
violence, and hanged you will be, every man. Therefore, I saj-,
take care of him.' Thus he spoke: now showing that he wished
the man dead, and then warning them not to kiU him, ' It is but
three or four days' nursing, with chains and a watch set day and
night, and then you shall hocus his drink and put him on board,
and shove the drunken beast down the companion to the lower
deck with the recruits, and the bo's'n's rope's-end first, in case he
complains; and the triangles next, in case he is stubborn and
mutinous, I should like to see him tied up for three dozen. Now,
march.'
The men replied nothing, but slung their burden and prepared
to obey.
' March, I say; and, look ye, the Press was last night out on
Tower HUl, and the night before they were busy at Redriff, where
there was fighting and warm work, so that the men's spirit is up
and they will brook no resistance. Perhaps—I know not—they
are out to-night at Deptford. If the Press should take you, carrying
a King's officer unconscious and with an open wound in his head,
my mates—why, you are dead men, and already little better.'
The men needed no more, but marched off at the double, as
they say, the thought of the Press lending wings to their heels.
' To knock down,' said Aaron, when they were gone, ' and to
kidnap a Lieutenant in the King's Navy, and to ship him, drugged
and drunk, on board an East Indiaman for a recruit, is, I should
say high treason, at the least. But none of the fellows know me,
and who is to prove that I gave the orders? If the Lieutenant is
dead already, they will throw his body into the river. If he is not
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dead, most of these poor feUows wUl surely hang, for one or other
of them is certain to turn King's evidence. Yet, if he tries to
escape they will kill him, being used to murder, and thinking little
of it. If they knew it, this is their best chance. If they do not
kiU him—what then ? H e goes aboard. And then ? I know not.
H e wiU be put on board in rags. No one wiU believe him if he
caUs himself an officer, I doubt if the Lieutenant will come back
again to Deptford,
Whether he comes back or not, they cannot
charge the thing on me.'
Certainly, there never yet was conceived a more diabolical plot,
or one of greater impudence, than to waylay and kidnap an officer
bearing His Majesty's commission, to keep him close prisoner in a
crimp's house, chained and half starved, watched day and night,
and then, as was intended, to thrust him down into the hold of an
East Indiaman, seemingly stupid with drink (but in reality bereft
of his senses by some noxious drug), and to pretend that he was a
volunteer recruit. I t is very well known, and matter of common
notoriety, that m a n y men have been thus kidnapped and kept
prisoners and then shipped under this pretence. They are carried
below, apparently drunk, and laid among the other recruits, for the
most part a most desperate, vUlainous company. Here they lie,
and when they partly recover they are already out to sea, in the
gloomy 'tween-decks, most likely speechless with sea-sickness,
among strange and horrible companions, and no one on board who
wiU so much as listen to their story. Here was revenge indeed,
if only it could be carried o u t ! And what was to prevent ? I
have never heard that a King's officer hath been thus treated,
which makes it the more wonderful for Aaron to have devised so
bold a scheme. Yet not so bold as it seems, because, if Jack could
thus be carried on board, in rags, unwashed, unshaven, his hair
about his ears, who would believe his affirmation that he was a
commissioned officer ? Why, if such a ragamuffin told this tale to
the petty officers he would be rope's-ended, and if to the First
Lieutenant or to the Captain himself, he would most likely be tied
up and accommodated with three dozen, or perhaps six dozen, for
insubordination; for the officers of the Company are said to be
ready as those of the King's service—who. Heaven knows, are
never too lenient—in dealing with refractory recruits. Yet sooner
or later, one would think, the thing would be discovered; though
not on board the ship. Then the Lieutenant would return home
and prefer his complaint, and punishment would follow.
But
Aaron, only an ignorant fellow, thought of nothing but revenge.
There are some m e n to whom the most terrible punishment in the
future seems as nothing compared with the gratification of present
revenge.
The gang of rogues had not gone farther towards the town than
St. Paul's church, marching quickly along the middle of the road,
ready at the least alarm of the Press to drop their burden and to
run in all directions, when they encountered another party, con-
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sisting of three negroes—one carrying a lantern—and a gentleman
with a wooden leg. The negroes were, like these villains, armed
with cudgels, but they also carried cutlasses,
' H a l t ! ' cried the gentleman, who was none other than the
Admiral, ' Turn the lantern on these men, Cudjo.'
The negro valiantly advanced and showed a hght upon the party.
They wore sailors' clothes—namely, slops or petticoats, short jackets,
and hats turned up straight on all three sides ; and their hair was
long, and hung about their necks. It was, indeed, their business on
the Tower HUl, and in the neighbourhood of Ratcliffe, ShadweU,
and Wapping, to pretend to be honest saUors, and therefore to wear
their dress,
' Why,' said the Admiral, ' they are sailors I Whither bound,
my lads, and what are you carrying ? '
' By your leave, your Honour,' said one of them, 'we are carrying a comrade who is too drunk to walk, and we are fearful of
leaving him in the hedge-side by reason of the Press,'
' Ay , .
ay ,
the Press. Well—my lads, I would
that the Press could take you aU, and confound you for a poor lousy
chicken-hearted crew. I wish I knew where the Press is this night,
that I might set them on to you. I wish my negroes were six
instead of three. Go your ways.—March, Cudjo.'
The men made no reply, but hurried away as quickly as they
could. The Admiral looked after them awhile.
' I doubt,' he said, ' that all was not right. They looked a
plaguey cut-throat set of rascals. Perhaps 'twas not a drunken
comrade after all.'
Then he continued his way home in the usual marching order,
but slowly, because a wooden-legged man, who has twinges of gout
in his remaining toes, does not walk fast. Presently, the man who
held the lantern spied something in the road which glittered.
He picked it up, 'Twas a gold-laced hat with the King's
cockade,
' Men,' said the Admiral, ' this is the hat of an officer. What
does this mean ? Look about you, every one,'
The road was quite dark, owing to the trees and the cloudy
night. Presently, however, the men found a pistol in the road,
and, beside it, the traces of scuffling feet and torn lace, and, worse
stiU, plain marks of blood upon the road,
' Here,' said the Admiral, ' hath been wild work. Torn ruffles—•
a gold-laced hat—a pistol—and a gang of bloodthirsty cut-throats
carrying a body with them, A drunken comrade, forsooth ! And
afraid of the Press; would to God the Press might take them redhanded ! Whom have they murdered ? For murder, surely, it is,
and nothing less. Men'—he turned to his negroes—' I am woodenlegged, and cannot run. Wherefore, do you leave me here, and
with what speed you may, hasten after that company, and caU
upon them to surrender ; and, if they wiU not, raise the town upon
them. Draw cutlasses—shoulder cutlasses—quick march—double.
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Run, ye black devUs, as if your horny grandfather himself was
after you!'
If the Admiral had ordered his negroes to jump from London
Bridge or the Monument they would have done it, I am quite
certain, so great was the terror with which they regarded him.
Therefore, at the word, they drew their weapons, and set off running with the greatest resolution, and at a pretty brisk pace, showing
all the outward signs of zeal and of corn-age.
Alas! negroes are in essentials aU alike. No man ever yet
found courage in the black African, any more than industry,
patience, or honesty, unless the white man was behind him with
Father Stick for encouragement.
The night was dark, IMothing more daunts a negro than darkness, because to him the night is peopled—especially when there
is no white man present—with all kinds of fearful and terrible
creatures ; therefore, in their running, they presently began to feel
the gloomy influence of the hour, and their speed slackened gradually. Next, ttiey were no longer young; and it would be foolish
to expect of those whose wool is grey the courage which they never
possessed when it was still black. Thirdly, the Admiral was out of
sight and out of hearing. And, again, if the enemy refused to
surrender, whom were they to alarm ? What were they to say ?
What road were they to take ? Lastly—a consideration which
weighed with them above aU others—what if they were, unhappily,
to overtake the men? They were but three to six—and three
feeble old blacks to six lusty young whites! Then might occur
difficulties unforeseen by the Admiral, who naturaUy thought that
his own crew must always gain the victory.
These doubts and difficulties suggested themselves to the brave
fellows at one and the same moment—namely, the first moment
when they thought their footsteps out of the Admiral's hearing.
They halted and looked at each other.
' Breddren,' said Snowball, ' let us stop and deliberation ourselves. Where am de enemy? Fled—flown—yah! De poo'
coward!—run clean out ob our sight 1—'fraid to face brave black
man!'
' S'pose,' said Cudjo,' we wait just quarter ob an hour ; den go
back and tell his Honour men clean gone ; run away before us, for
fear ob us ? '
This was agreed to. Nothing more was said, but all three sat
on a doorstep and waited until they thought the quarter of an
hour seemed to be passed, and so they might safely return.
Even if they had foUowed the party across to the Stairs, supposing they knew which direction to take, they would scarcely have
overtaken them, so expeditious were the men in getting to the river
and in pushing off, the bank being at this time quite deserted.
Therefore, when a reasonable time had elapsed, the valiant
negroes began to return slowly, but still brandishing their
cutlasses. Arrived within five minutes of the house, they broke
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into a quick trot, so that they reached the doors in a panting and
breathless condition, as happens to those who very earnestly and
zealously carry out instructions.
They reported that at the bottom of Church Lane they came
upon the enemy, and caUed upon him to surrender at discretion
or take the terrible consequences. The enemy chose the latter,
and retreated rapidly. In other words, they aU vanished, but
whether down Butcher's Row or in the direction of Rogue Lane,
which leads into the open fields south of Rotherhithe, they could
not teU, and, in the darkness and uncertainty, they thought it best
to return for further orders,
' Why,' said the Admiral, ' 'tis a dark night, truly. And if they
have sailed out of sight, and we have lost them, there is no more
to be said,' and so put away the torn ruffies, the laced hat, and the
pistol, in case they might be wanted for evidence of robbery and
violence, if not of murder, and ordered the men an extra ration of
rum, and so to bed. Fortunately, he had no suspicion that the hat
and the ruffles belonged to Jack Easterbrook, otherwise his night's
rest would have been disturbed. As for the pistol, however, that,
he discovered on examination, had not been discharged.
CHAPTER XIX.
IN THE C R I M P ' S HOUSE.

was not only a crimp (though at his
shop in Leman Street they knew not this, and in his houses they
knew not his name), but he was a crimp in a large way of business,
as they say of honest trades, being the possessor of half a dozen
houses in different parts of London, all kept for no other purpose
than the receiving of recruits for the East India Company. There
is no concealment about this business ; everybody knows that they
are crimps' houses. One of them was in High Street, Wapping;
one in Chancery Lane; a third in Butcher Row, at the back of
St. Clement's Church; and another in TothiU Fields, He employed a good many men to decoy and entrap his prey. Some
among them went dressed soberly, like substantial citizens, or in
scarlet, like half-pay captains, and frequented the gaming-houses,
where they made the acquaintance of those who were driven to
despair by losing aU; some haunted the coffee-houses, taverns,
theatres, and mughouses. Here they picked up young countrymen who had run through their money, 'prentices who had robbed
their masters, and even young gentlemen of quality who had
wasted their substance in riotous living, and now saw nothing
before them but a debtors' prison. Others, again, worked chiefly
in the neighbourhood of Wapping and the town, being always
on the look-out for rustics and labouring men out of work, disbanded soldiers, paid-off saUors, men discharged for misconduct,
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and rogues in hiding. These they either bought or entrapped;
and sometimes, when they could not persuade, they hesitated not
to kidnap. I t was from this gang that the six feUows came who
assaulted Jack,
When they got to the river side, still running at the double,
being horribly afi-aid of the Press, and knowing not whether they
might encounter the gang face to face, they made aU haste to
deposit their charge in the boat, and rowed off. Presently the
cold air playing on .Tack's bare head began to revive him, and he
half opened his eyes and began to collect his senses. Fortunately,
the men paid no attention to him, or it might have been all over
with him. At first he understood nothing except that he was in a
boat, but on what water he knew not. Next he understood that
the men were rowing up stream. And so, little by little, some
knowledge of what happened came to him, and he wondered
whither they were taking him, and why he was thus treated. H e
understood, that is to say, that he had been attacked, and perhaps
robbed, and that he had been in a swoon. More he knew not.
' No voyage,' he told m e afterwards, ' ever seemed longer to me
than this three-quarters of a mile fi-om Deptford to King Edward's
Stairs. And I knew not whether to rejoice or to tremble when
the men shipped oars and the boat's bows struck the stairs.' The
event was doubtful, and only one thing certain—namely, that he
was in hands which meant no good to h i m ; that he had been
knocked siUy foi; a time, and was still incapable of making resistance ; that it was growing late, and good people were a b e d ;
and that he had been conveyed to the other side of the river,
where honest people are scarce. For all these reasons he resolved
upon continuing senseless as long as possible. If, he thought, it
had been intended to kill him, why had they not done so right
out ? W h y had they not tumbled him into the river ? W h y had
they taken all the trouble of carrying him to the river side and so
across the water if they were going to kUl him ? A n d if not, what
were they going to do with him ?
King Edward's Stairs, whither they brought him, are the next
but one, going down the river, to Execution Dock. These stairs
are at no time in the day so well frequented as Wapping Old
Stairs and Wapping New Stairs, higher up, or ShadweU Stairs,
lower down. After dark, they are for the most part deserted, or
simply used by the river pirates and night plunderers for the
landing of the booty they have gotten from ships and barges. On
this night there were no watermen on the stairs, and only, at the
head, clustered together for warmth, under a penthouse, which
would keep off rain, if not wind and cold, half a dozen of the
miserable boys who pick up their living in the mud of the river,
and are caUed mudlarks or ratcatchers. When they grow up, they
may perhaps become lumpers or scuffle-hunters, if they are lucky,
and so get a chance of dying in their beds. But for the most part
they are destined to become what are caUed light horsemen (that
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is, robbers of ships lying in the river) and plunderers working for
the receivers of Wapping and ShadweU, and pretty certain to be
either knocked on the head in some brawl or hanged for robbery.
The boys looked up on hearing the steps; but, seeing a dead
body.(as it seemed) being carried by half a dozen men, they prudently observed silence, and lay snug, lest they themselves might
be put into the condition of being unable to give evidence. The
men carried their burden up the steps, cursing and grumbling at
the weight—a body measuring six feet one is not a light weight
even for six men to carry. Then they turned the lantern once
more upon his face.
' He is stark dead,' said one. ' Let us empty his pockets and
chuck him into the river.'
' No—no,' said another. ' Bring him along. He is not dead.'
So they lifted him up and carried him along the streets, where
by this time the taverns were closed, and the people aU gone to
their beds. Jack knew very well that they must be somewhere
among those streets of saUors' houses and sailors' shops which he
between the river side and the market gardens of ShadweU and
Wapping. But stiU he understood not what was intended by
carrying him here.
Presently they halted at a house—it was in the High Street,
Wapping. By this time Jack had cautiously opened his eyes.
He saw that he was in the hands of a company of six. What had
these feUows to do with him ? Why did they take aU this trouble ?
Then the door was opened, and they carried him into the
house and up the stairs into a room at the back. Here they flung
him down upon the floor, and that so roughly that his wound was
opened and he swooned away once more.
When he recovered, he found that they were dragging his
clothes from him.
' Now,' said one of them, ' throw a blanket over him. Parson.
Lay them things ready for him to put on ; they're the clothes of
the poor devil who died here last week. If he wants to escape, he
wiU have either to run naked or to put on these duds, instead of
his fine uniform, which will change him so as his own mother won't
know him again. Perhaps she won't get the chance of setting eyes
upon her boy for many a year to come. Now then, smart's the
word, ye lubbers; we've got our man snug and safe, and now we'U
have some supper, and watch turn about.'
Jack was now wide awake, but his head was stiU heavy.
Things looked black. He was in a house at Wapping, and he was
stripped naked; he had an open and bleeding wound in the head;
a bundle of rags was lying beside him in place of his own clothes;
he was guarded by half a dozen ruffians, as ugly and viUainouslooking a crew as one may desire. In looking at them, being,
perhaps, a little light-headed with his wound, he began to think
about Mr. Brinjes' piratical crew, and how they fought and kiUed
each other. Perhaps these gentlemen might begin to fight after
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they had taken their supper. Perhaps they would all kUl each
other, MeanwhUe he lay perfectly still, with one eye half open.
Then the m a n they called ' P a r s o n ' came upstairs, bringing
food and drink, which he set upon the table, and they took their
supper for the most part in silence, or, if there was any talk, it was
disguised and rendered unintelligible by the oaths and cflPRftg
which wrapped it up. The fellows, in fact, were u n e a s y ; they had
faithfuUy carried out their orders, but they knew not what might
happen in consequence to themselves. I t is the punishment of such
men as these that they must needs do what their master bids
them, as much as if they were bound hand and foot to the Devil,
because they are one and all in his power, and he might cause
every m a n to be hanged if he chose. The Parson had now lit
the fire, which was blazing cheerfully, and there was a candle on
the table. The room was small, and the windows were barred;
the air was heavy and stinking. As for the Parson, Jack observed
that he was a young man, whose face bore the marks of deep
dejection, but not of the brutal habits which were stamped upon
the faces of his associates. And he was dressed in a cassock.
What was a clergyman doing in such a house ?
When the men had eaten their supper, they began to pass
round the pannikin. They passed it so quickly that Jack hoped
they would speedily get drunk, so that the fighting might begin.
They did get drunk, but they did not fight. One after the other, they
fell asleep, until two only were left awake. These were to take the
first watch, and had therefore been obliged to spare the pannikin.
The Parson quietly laid the four who were asleep upon the floor,
their feet to the fire. Then he took the candle and looked at Jack.
' Our new recruit,' he said, speaking with the voice of a scholar,
and not in the coarse and rude speech of his companions—' our new
recruit appears to be overcome with fatigue. Zeal for the service
hath, doubtless, laid him low,'
H e laid aside the hair, and looked at the wound, ' I t is more
than fatigue,' he said, ' I perceive that he hath received a hurt.
I t is not uncommon with those who come to this house.'
' H e fell down,' one of the m e n replied ; ' and he feU down so
gaUus hard that he knocked his head upon a stone, and hasn't
opened his eyes nor his mouth since.'
' Gentlemen, the m a n hath an ugly wound. 'Twere a pity—his
Honour would take it Ul—if anything happened to this man, a tall
and proper fellow, for want of a little care. By your permission, I
will bring cold water and dress the wound.'
They made no objection, and the Parson presently returned with
a clout and cold water, with which he washed the blood, and
applied plaister to the wound. As for the bleeding, it was caused
by the cutting of the ear rather than the blow on the skuU. This
done, he laid a blanket over Jack's bare limbs.
' H e wUl now,' said the Parson, ' when he recovers, lie easier.
It is long since you brought in so brave a recruit. Call me, gentle-
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men, when he recovers; the pulse is quick and strong ; he wUl not
long be senseless, I am but in the next room. Shall I bring you
some more rum, gentlemen ? '
' You may. Parson. The jug is out, FiU it up. We have four
hours' watch before us. And more tobacco.'
The fire was now burning low. Through the bars of the
windows Jack could see the stars, and presently a clock hard by
struck twelve. He was a recruit, he now understood. In other
words, he had been kidnapped, and was in the house of a crimp.
Everybody has heard of such places, but they do not generally
kidnap officers of the King's Navy. However, it seemed as if
they were not going to murder him, which was a comfort. No
man, not even the bravest, likes to be knocked on the head, in
a house of crimps, whUe helpless and faint.
The men who were on watch fiUed and ht their pipes, and began
to talk in low voices.
' I'm queerly sleepy, mate,' said one, ' How hard they breathe,
don't they ? '
' There were no orders about his purse,' said the other, ' Five
guineas and a crown. That's a guinea and a shiUing apiece. Little
enough, too, for our trouble. What about the clothes ? '
' 'There's no orders about the clothes. Let us have them too,'
' No, no. Let us burn the clothes. Guineas can't teU no tales.
But a King's uniform can. Best burn 'em.'
' Mate,' said the other, ' I don't like the job. It's no laughing
matter, I doubt. Let us cut his throat at once, whUe the others
are asleep. We can slash his face, and lay him naked in the fields,
so as no one won't know him again.'
' Same as we did that other fellow who tried to get away. We
took him to Whitechapel Mount, though.'
' We've knocked many on the head before.'
' But never a King's officer. This one won't order up no man
again for six dozen, will he ? '
' Perhaps he is dead already.'
The speaker rose and took the candle. Then he stooped beside
the motionless figure and slowly passed the candle across the
eyes. If you do this before a man who is sound asleep, he will
become restless and uneasy even if he is not actually awake; if
you do it to a waking man it is diflicult indeed for him not to
open his eyes or wink them. But Jack made no sign.
' He is still senseless,' said the man. ' I wonder if he is reaUy
dead ? He felt his heart,
' No; his heart is beating.'
' Mate ? ' asked the other. Jack understood, though his eyes
were closed, that there was a gesture as of a knife across the
throat.
' 'Twould make all sure,' he said; ' dead men tell no tales.
Suppose we were to ship him, what is to prevent their finding
out that they've a King's officer on board ? Suppose we finish
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h i m off now, who wiU be able to split on us ? Let us take and
flo it—you and me, while he's imconscious. W h a t is it ? One
Blice of the knife, and we've done with him, in a neat and workmanlike manner.'
' H o l d hard a bit, mate. W h a t about the taU fellow on the
other side ? You heard what he said. Besides, the Parson knows.
W e can't cut the Parson's throat as well. But it's the tall
fellow I fear, not the Parson.'
' I f it comes to hanging,' said the other, swearing horribly,
damme if I swing alone.'
' You'll have me kicking alongside of you, mate, and the rest of
ns. We shaU all swing in a row,'
' Ay, and he shaU kick with us. Oh ! I know who he is.'
' Who is he ? '
' That's my secret, I know him. And that is enough.'
' Tell me, m y hearty,'
' H i s name is Fletcher—Aaron Fletcher. H e ' s a boatbuilder
by trade, but he's got a boat of his own, which he keeps sometimes at Gravesend, and sometimes up the Medway, and sometimes she lays off Leigh, in Essex, where I've unladen m a n y
a cargo for him. If so be we are brought into trouble by this
night's job pass the word for a warrant to arrest Aaron Fletcher.
Don't you forget the name—Aaron Fletcher, of Deptford, him as
give the orders, and stood behind a tree, ready to whistle when
the lantern showed we'd got him,'
' I won't forget, mate. Let us leave the job till to-morrow.
If it's to be a throat job, take in the r e s t : make 'em all have a
hand in it—Parson and all. Every m a n shall have his hand in
it. W h a t ! Are we two to be hanged and the rest get off? '
They went back to their pipes and their rum.
' The ship sails next Saturday at noon,' said one. ' We've got
but ten recruits, counting the Parson, and I doubt if the Captain
wiU let him go. Because why ? 'Tis useful and handy to have
a m a n in the place like the Parson, who won't get drunk, and
does the house-work beautiful, and doesn't look outside the doors
for fear of being taken. There's the 'prentice and the footpad, and
the feUow who sits and snivels all day long. W h a t with the war
and the new ships and the new regiments, the Company's service
will go to the dogs; and what is to become of us ? I t is a poor
show after the stout fellows we used to hale on board, all so
drunk that they couldn't stand.'
' The Captain says business must get better, and he can't have
a set o' lazy rogues eating their heads off. W h y did the Captain
send us to Deptford ? H e must be in it as well.'
' If he is, who's to prove it ? H e didn't give no orders. Pass
the pannikin.'
Their pipes being now out, they began to drink faster. Jack
looking on, half tempted to pretend recovery and to ask for a tot of
the drink. Fortunately, he refrained. For, in a short time, he
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perceived that their heads began to drop and their eyes to swim.
' Never,' thought Jack,' have I seen men get drunk in this fashion
before,' Then they caught at the table to prevent falling, and
poured more rum from the jug into the pannikin and drank it, but
with unsteady hand. Then their heads nodded heavUy at each
other, with wild eyes, as if they would fain keep sober ; and then
one of them fell from his chair upon the floor, and, with a
drunken curse upon his lips, fell instantly fast asleep. ' The rum
must have the Devil in it,' Jack said to himself.
There was now only one man left of the whole six. It was
the man who was so anxious to finish off the job in workmanlUie fashion. He looked round him stupidly. His five comrades
were lying on the floor, breathing heavily. His eyes fell upon
the corner where Jack lay. He rose up, and opened the saUor's
knife which hung round his neck,
' I'll cut his throat,' he said with drunken cunning, ' while the
others are asleep. In the morning I shall say they did it, and I
looked on^ but couldn't prevent, so drunk they were, and me the
only sober one. The Captain, he won't let 'em aU be hanged, poor
devils I when I teU him how they got drunk, and would do it,
whatever I could say.' Here he rolled, and nearly feU. He reached
for the jug, and drank from it. Then his legs gave way beneath
him, and he fell upon his back. He tried to get up, still holding
his knife in his hand, and meditating the murder. But he fell
back, his head pillowed upon a sleeping brother's leg.
' I'll cut his throat,' he said, ' first thing in the morning, before
the others wake. If Aaron—Aaron—comes to ask—I'll cut his
throat, too—and the Parson's, too—and the Captain's. I'll cut all
their throats.'
He said no more, and then there was nothing heard but the
heavy breathing and snoring of the whole six. And Jack hoard
tlio clock of St. John's strike two. Ho was not killed yet, and the
murderers wcro dead drunlv. If only he could find the strength to
got up, and to put on tlio rags which lay beside him in place of his
own clothes 1
CHAPTER XX.
OF J A C K ' S

ESCAPE.

THIS resolution of the doubt whether he was to be immediately
slaughtered or not naturally gave the Lieutenant considerable
satisfaction. The vUlain who was chiefly sot upon his murder
was fast asleep, breathing heavily, the knife still in his hand with
which he had intended to carry out his diabolical design had not
the rum overmastered him.
lie tried to sit up. Alas ! his head was liko a heavy lump of
lead which he could nut lift. That ho was stripped naked would
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have mattered little; he had a blanket, and the feUows had not
taken off his shoes, so that had he got out into the street, he would
have appeared bareheaded, wrapped round the body with a rug,
like a savage; yet, as to his feet, dressed in white silk stockings and
sUver buckled shoes, SaUors have been turned out into the street
in even worse plight than this, and certainly one wovUd rather
escape naked than not at aU,
So he lay, listening and watching, for two hours and more. Then
the candle, which had been flickering in the socket, went out
suddenly, and there was no light excejit a dim red glow from the
dying embers in the fireplace, and the house seemed perfectly
quiet.
' This,' said Jack, hstening, ' looks more hopeful. If only I
could sit up ! '
H e confessed afterwards, and was not ashamed to confess, that
he was greatly moved with fear during this micertainty of his fate,
and that no action at sea could compare for dreadfulness with this
helpless lying in a corner, expecting at any moment to be slaughtered
like a poor sUly sheep, ' For,' he said, ' if a m a n cannot fight, he
must needs be a coward. There is no help for him, I shall never
laugh at cowards more, I had no strength left in me to make the
least resistance—no, not so much as a girl. And I looked every
moment to hear one of these villains stir and wake up,'
They did not stir or make the least sign of w a k i n g ; but Jack
heard footsteps on the stairs, ' Here comes another murderer,' he
thought; ' it is now all over with me, and I shall see m y Bess no
more. Poor girl! WiU she murder Aaron in revenge ? Or "will
she never find out, and marry him ? Oh for ten minutes of m y
old strength and a c u d g e l ! '
Tho extremity of his agitation gave him power to lift his head
and sit upright, leaning against tho wall, and looking for nothing
less tlian immediate death.
Tho footsteps were those of tho m a n in the cassock, whom they
called the Parson. Ho carried in his hand a candle, with which he
surveyed tho room and the sleeping men. Then he turned to the
prisoner.
' So,' he said, ' you have come to your senses, and can sit up.
Do you think you can stand and waUj ? '
' If you mean to murder me,' said Jack, ' do it at once, without
more jaw—of which we have had enough.'
' I have no such thought, sir. Murder you ? Heaven forbid !
Wliy should I murder you ? '
' Then hush ! or you will wake these fellows."
' Wake them ? ' The Parson kicked the m a n who lay nearest
him. ' Wake them ? If the house was in flames, they would not
wake up tiU they were half burned. I n this place, sir, we know
our business and how to doctor the drink, so as to produce as sound
a sleep as is thought necessary. For instance, you m a y sing or
dance, or do auythhig you please, but you shall not wake up these
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fellows. I have done the job for them, and they are safe for six
hours and more to come.'
' W h a t do you want with me, then ? ' asked Jack. ' You are
one of them, and yet
'
' I a m in this house for m y sins and for m y punishment, not for
m y pleasure. Ask me no more. As for what I want with you, I
am come to set you free.'
' To set me free ? I s it possible ? '
' Sir,' said this strange creature, ' you are astonished to find
anj- conscience at all in such a place, which is, indeed, truly the
habitation of devils. Yet I would not have your murder added
to m y guilt, and, upon m y word, sir, when these viUains come
to their senses, I beheve there is no chance for you whatever.
For, sir, consider. The kidnapping of a King's officer, and the
shipping of him on board an E a s t Indiaman, is a thing which
cannot faU to be discovered, and it is certainly a hanging matter.
I know not what madness possessed them to attempt it. Therefore
they are mighty uneasy, and though they have put off the matter
for the night, because you were senseless, and no m a n hkes to kiU
another in his sleep, yet to-morrow morning, when they come to
themselves and consider the dangers they are in, they will, I am
certain, resolve to despatch you in order to make all s u r e ; and
then, after slashing your face, they will lay you in some open and
exposed spot, as Whitechapel Mount or the market gardens, or
very likely, if it seems easier done, they will tie a stone to your
feet and drop you into the river. Because, sir, the body once out of
the way, and not to be recognised, who is to prove the murder,
unless one of the villains turns informer ? '
To this Jack could make no reply, but stUl he marveUed greatly
that such a m a n should be in such a place,
' Certain I am,' the Parson continued, ' that never m a n had a
more narrow escape than you. And had you been conscious, or
showed any signs of life, they would have brained you. Therefore
I kept coming and going, because, though the house reeks with
murder, I think that they would not go so far as to murder you
before m y eyes. But come, sir, it is close upon early morning, and
already nearly three of the clock. Rise, if you can, and dress yourself
in these rags that are left out for you. Indeed, sir, I cannot restore
to you your clothes, which are downstairs, because I wish it to
appear that you have escaped by your own wit and daring. Quick,
then, and put on these things.'
Then, as Jack was unable of himself to stand, this Samaritan—
for he was nothing short—brought him a chair, and helped him to
raise himself into it, and clothed him as if he were a child. The
things which he had to put on were so old and ragged that they
would scarce hold together; and they were so dirty that no ragamuffin of the\ street would have picked them out of the gutter ; no
scarecrow in the fields over had such clothes. They consisted of
nothing more than a pair of corduroy breeches, and a dirty old
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knitted waistcoat, both in tatters and fuU of holes. Nevertheless,
when Jack had them on, his courage came back to him. A m a n
feels stronger when he has put on his clothes. Also, perhaps, he
was aheady somewhat recovered of the blow.
" I feel,' he said, ' as if I could now make some fight.'
' I t needs not,' the Parson replied, ' Talk not of fighting, but
lean on me, and we wUl try to get dovsm the stairs. Remember, it
is your only chance to get out of the place before these feUows
awake. I have, below, something that m a y revive you. Try now
if you can stand.'
H e could, though with great difficulty. Surely never was there
stranger figure than Jack at this moment. The ragged waistcoat
was too tight to button round his chest; the corduroy breeches
were too short for so taU a man, and showed his bare knees ; the
white sUk stockings and the sUver buckles Ul assorted with a dress
so sordid; and, to crown all, one side of his head, where the Parson
had partly washed it, showed his natural hair, with streaks of
blood upon the n e c k ; but the other side was powdered and tied
back with black ribbon. But Jack thought little of his appearance.
' Good,' said the Parson. ' Now lean your hand upon m y
shoulder, and we wiU go slowly.'
' I wish I was strong enough first to handcuff and make fast
these rogues,' said Jack.
' Come, sir, your life is at stake, and mine too—if that
mattered. Think not upon revenge.'
' Aaron,' said Jack, ' m y turn wiU come. As for revenge, I say
not, I would not kiU him ; but tit-for-tat is fair. Easy, Aaron ;
easy. You would make m e prisoner, and ship m e for a recruit!
Very well, Aaron, very weU. I shall get m y turn soon! Come,
Parson, if that is what you wish to be caUed.'
So this strange Parson supported him slowly and gently down
the stairs and into the kitchen, where he found a chair for him,
and set upon the table cold meat and bread, and poured from a j a r
a glass of rum.
' This,' he said, ' is not drugged. You can drink it without fear.
Yet be moderate, for you are still weak. So now eat a little, but
not much, and then you shaU go away in safety. But forget not to
thank God, who hath delivered you from death, and from a den
where murders and vUlainies call aloud for the vengeance which
wUl certainly faU upon it.'
Who, thought Jack, would expect an exhortation to religion in
a crimp's house ?
As he ate and drank, his strength came back to him, although
he stiU remained dizzy, and somewhat uncertain of step.
' Man,' he said, when he had taken his supper, ' who and what
are you, and why do you live here among these people ? '
' I came here because I am a villain, like m y masters ; and I
stay here because, like them also, I have no other way of escaping
the gaUows. Is that reason enough ? '
M
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' They caU you P a r s o n ; you wear a cassock; you talk hke a
scholar. W h a t h a t h brought a scholar to such a place ? '
' They m a y caU m e Bishop if they please. I am the servant of
these men. They say unto me " Go," and I go ; or " Come," and
I obey; if there be any greater degradation for a scholar t h a n to
live as cook and servant to fetch and carry drink for a crew of cutthroat crimps, I would fain know what it is, Methinks I would
offer to exchange.'
' W h y , ' said Jack, 'for the m a t t e r of an exchange, you might
ship as purser's mate, and see how you hke t h a t ; but hang me if I
imderstand how a clergyman should get to such a place.'
Jack now considered his rescuer more careffiUy. H e was a
young m a n not more t h a n five or six and twenty ; his cassock was
not old, but it was battered and stained with grease : his shoes had
no buckles, but were tied with string and were down at h e e l ; his
wig was not one which consorted with his sacred calling, being
nothing better t h a n an old 'prentice's bob minor, short in the neck,
in ordej: to show the buckle of the stock, and as old as any of the
worn-out scratches, jemmies, and bob majors which the people fish
for at a penny a dip in Petticoat Lane, and even a boy who blacks
boots might scorn for the purposes of his t r a d e ; but his face was
delicate and handsome—a face very far from the dissolute looks of
the feUows upstairs.
' Look ye, brother,' said Jack, ' you have saved m y life. W h a t
can I do for thee ? '
' Nothing,' the Parson replied. ' I am a lost rogue, though not,
I hope, beyond the reach of pardon, and you can do nothing, 1
thank you.'
' Thou hast saved m y life. D a m m e , rogue or not, take m y hand.
Nay,' for the other hesitated, ' I will have it. Give m e thy hand.
Now, then, wo are brothers. W h a t hast thou done ? '
' I t is true,' he said, ' that I am an ordained clergyman of the
Church of England. Unworthy that I am, I m a y caU myself a
clerk in holy orders.'
' I am in a very pretty rig for a n officer in the King's service ;
but hang me if you are not in a worse for a parson.'
' Sir,' the poor m a n began, with hanging head, ' I lost m y curacy
by the death of m y Rector, and I could get no other, nor any proferm e n t at all, not even the smallest, having no interest and being
unknown to any Bishop or private patron. Then I quickly spent
m y little stock—not, I can truthfiUly avow, in extravagance, or
waste, or vicious coiu-ses; and I presently found that I had nothing
left but one poor shilling. This I was unwiUing to spend, and I
walked about tho streets, picking u p crusts or turnips that had been
dropped into the gutter, until I became well-nigh desperate. Sir,
you see before you a common footpad. Dressed as I was m the
cassock of m y profession, I ventured to stop a gentleman in the
Btreot, and to demand his money or his life.'
' Did he give you his money ? '
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' No. H e turned out to be a m a n of courage—a thing which I
had not looked for. Therefore he drew his sword, and I fled, he
running after me, crying " Stop thief! Stop thief! " I escaped,
and got home unperceived, as I thought, to m y lodging. Never
again shall I hear that cry without a knife piercing m y heart. The
next day I went to the nearest coffee-house, meditating death by
my o^vn hands. I t is a terrible thing to be a suicide, but worse is
it to live among these rogues. I feU in with the Captain, as they
caU him, the ovmer of this house and another like it in Chancery
Lane. He, percei"ving m y trouble, accosted me, and presently
brought me here and gave m e strong drink, under which I told
him aU.'
' But why do you stop here against your wiU ? '
' Because, alas! the H u e and Cry is out after mo. I n somo
way—I know not how—the gentleman I thought to rob found
means to know m y name. If I venture forth I shall be arrested,
and presently hanged. For that I must not complain, because the
punishment might be taken mercifuUy in atonement for m y offence.
But there are others'—here he choked, and the tears came into
his eyes.
H e drew a paper from his pocket, and gave it to Jack. I t was
a piece of a Gazette.
' Last evening we hear that a robbery was attempted about ten
o'clock in Chancery Lane 'hj a m a n dressed as a clergyman, who
stopped a gentleman and demanded his money or his life, but,
being confi'onted by a drawn sword, ran away. The villain succeeded in escaping, but will, it is hoped, be discoTered, the gentleman being confident that he knows who he is, and can swear to
him.'
' ITow long ago was this ? '
' It is now six months. I have entreated the Captain to ship
inc with the rest, but he wUl not, saying that he hath never before
had in the house a servant who would neither steal nor drink.'
' Six months. Why, man, a l i n o and Cry that is six months
old ! Courage 1 TeU mo thy name.'
The poor m a n made a clean breast of aU, telling him his name,
and trusting him, in short, with his neck. But no one could converse with Jack, or look into his face, without trusting him. As
for his name, it must not be set down. For the m a n who had thus
sunk to the lowest ignominy was presently enabled to return to his
own station and his sacred profession, no one knowing aught of
what had happened. Not only did he resume his ministry, but he
obtained a curacy, and in time received preferment, being now the
incumbent of a London church, and greatly beloved for his devotion, eloquence, and learning; so that it is thought by many that,
if promotion goes by merit, he m a y soon become a Bishop. And,
siuce no one knows, except myself, this episode of his early manhood,
let tho thijig remain for over a secret.
' And uov/,' said the clergyman, ' tho time is geLtiug on. Go,
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while the way is clear. Go, sir. And forget this vile house and
the u n h a p p y m e n that are in it.'
' As for forgetting the house,' said J a c k , ' you shall see how I will
forget the house.'
' You must go away dressed as you are, because I would not be
suspected. Wherefore I shall leave the door unlocked and unbarred.
H e r e is a cudgel for you, but you wiU not need it. AU the rogues
of Wapping—whose name is Legion—are asleep at this hour. Go,
then, and remember that never, even in battle, wiU you be nearer
unto death t h a n you have been this night,'
H e opened the door, which was carefuUy locked and bolted,
and set the prisoner free. Then leaving the door unlocked, as if it
had been left so by the escaping captive, the Parson crept upstairs
to his own paUet.
I t was now past three o'clock in the morning, and stiU quite
dark. The cold air made Jack shiver in his rags, but it revived
and refreshed him. H e looked up and down the street. There
were no passengers at that hour save the market gardeners' carts,
which were already lumbering along, filled with vegetables, to the
markets of the Fleet and Covent G a r d e n ; the rest of the world
was stUl sleeping. Then he surveyed the house carefully.
' Forget this house, quoth his reverence ? I shall first forget
Aaron Fletcher.'
I t was too dark to observe particularly any distinguishing
markso There was no sign hung out. The ground-fioor was lower
t h a n the street, and the upper storey, which projected two feet
and more, and looked as if it was going to fall at any moment, had
thick bars outside the windows. ' I shall know the house again,'
said Jack, ' by the bars. And now, gentlemen, sleep on and dream
—I wish you pleasant dreams—until I come back, which wiU be,
I take it, before you have yet awakened.'
CHAPTER
A RUDE

XXI,

AWAKENING,

ABOUT six o'clock in the morning, when, at this time of year, it is
already daylight, there marched down the High Street of Wapping
a company seen there often enough in the evening, wlien they are
expected and m e n are prepared for them, but seldom so early.
Who, indeed, expects a Pressgang at daybreak ? The party consisted of a dozen sailors, armed each with a short cudgel, and a
Lieutenant in command, with a drawn cutlass. With the officer
walked a tall m a n , young, bareheaded, and strangely attired in a
ragged knitted waistcoat, tattered breeches tied up with string and
loose at the knees, and yet with white silk stockings, shoes with
silver buckles, and, on one side only, powdered hair. The streets
at this time are already fuU of those who are hastening to the day's
work ; most of the houses are open, and the maids are at the doors
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twdrling their mops, or at the windows throwing open the shutters;
or, in the more genteel houses, they are plastering the doorsteps
with yeUow ochre.
'Twas, indeed, the Pressgang, more dreaded t h a n revenue officers
or Bow Street runners, and its appearance at this early hour caused
everywhere the livehest curiosity and the greatest consternation.
Those who met them either stopped stiU to look after them, their
faces fuU of apprehension, or they ran into open houses, or they
fied without a word, or they tm-ned into a side street or court, for
fear of being taken for sailors. Many of those who fied were landsmen, and honest mechanics, because, when the Press is hot, it does
not always respect landsmen, although the law is peremptory
against taking any but saUors, This company, however, paid no
heed to any, whether they ran or whether they stood, marching
along without attempting to seize them, though some of the men
were Thames watermen, and others were lightermen, and some
dockmen, and others mere river pirates and plunderers, or, as they
caU them, receivers, copemen, ratcatchers, coopers, mudlarks, light
horsemen, and lumpers, aU of whom have been held to be saUora
within the meaning of the Act,
Presently the m a n in rags, who seemed to be leading the party,
stopped, and looked about him,
' Ay,' he said, ' I believe this to be the house. Now, m y lads,
steady aU; for we have 'em, neat and tidy, just as if they were so
many rats caught in a bag.'
As soon as the people in the street understood—this took them
no long time—that the Press, out, no doubt, on some special and
unusual business of the greatest importance—was actually going to
visit the crimp's house, probably in search of the malingerers,
deserters, or cowardly skulkers often lying there, in hope to be snug
and out of the way, there was a hvely curiosity. For skulkers
these people entertain a mingled ciu-iosity and contempt—the
former on account of their cunning at disguise and hiding, and the
latter because, the sea being their trade, they wiU not bravely
follow it. The workman, no longer fearful of his own safety,
stopped to look on, his tools in his bag, careless if he should be late
at his shop; the waterman, who, at first sight of the party, trembled for himself, stopped on his way to the Stairs where he plied,
though he might thereby lose an early fare, and stood curious to
see what might happen, blowing into his fingers to keep them warm ;
the maids came out from the house doors and stood around, mop
in hand, expressing at first their opinions of the Press, without any
fear of the Lieutenant, or resiject to authority—there are certainly
no such enemies of good government as the women. But when
these honest girls found that the Press was not come to carry off
their lovers, but in order to visit the house about which there was
so much mystery, and concerning which there were told so many
stories, they stopped their abuse and waited to see what would
come of it. Within those barred windows strange things were
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carried on. Terrible stories are told of crimps' houses. Fearful
sounds had been heard proceeding from this house; shrieks and cries
for mercy, and the trampling of feet! Sometimes there was singmg, with laughter, and the noise of men making merry over drmk ;
sometimes there were loud quarrels, with the noise of fighting.
Those who entered this house were generaUy carried i n ; those
who came out were generaUy carried out. It was said that sometimes those who were carried out were not drunk, but dead ; and
that they were not put into the boat to be shipped on board an
East Indiaman, but to be dropped into the river at mid-stream,
with a stone tied to their feet. Therefore the crowd, which increased every moment, looked on with satisfaction. They might
now be enabled to see, for themselves, what manner of house this
was.
' I think, sir,' said Jack to the Lieutenant in command, ' that
if you would leave two men at the door, we can with the remainder
very easily dispose of the rogues in the house, whether they are
awake or asleep,'
The house was not astir yet; the door was not yet opened ; the
shutters of the ground-fioor windows were not yet thrown back.
It looked, in the broad dayhght, a dirty, disgraceful den; the doors
and shutters black with dirt and want of paint; the windows of the
upper storeys seemed as if they had never been cleaned since they
had first been put up, and some of the panes of glass were broken.
' If they are awake, they wiU fight,' said Jack. ' But they have
no pistols, so far as I could see.'
The door yielded to a push. The Parson had, therefore, left
the door as if Jack had escaped by unlocking and unbarring it.
Jack led the way upstairs, and threw open the door of the room
in which he had so nearly met a horrid and violent death. Behold 1
aU the men were lying just as they had faUen, some on their faces,
some on their backs, their mouths open, and breathing heavUy,
The fire was out, and the air of the place was horribly close and
Ul-smelUng.
'Here they are,' said Jack as the Lieutenant followed him,
' Saw one ever lustier rogues ? Here is a haul for you,'
' They are dressed like sailors,' said the Lieutenant, looking at
them with curiosity and misgiving. But I doubt it, I have never
known crimps' men to be sailors. Mostly this sort are river-side
rogues, and to take them on board would only be to put into the
fo'ks'le so many past masters in aU villainy.'
' That is true,' Jack replied, ' and I doubt they wiU want continual smartening from the bo's'n: and such mutinous dogs that
they wUl at first spend half their time triced up to the gratings.
Yet, if you refuse them, I must needs have them hanged; and this
I am not, I confess, wUling to do, because there is one other who
must then hang with them. And I would not, if I could avoid it,
compass his death.'
' Then I wUl press them,' said the Lieutenant, making up hia
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miud. ' Ready with the handcuffs! Stand by! Handcuff every
man!'
The saUors puUed them up one after the other, waking them
ndth kicks and cuffs, and made each man safe.
Thus, shaken
violently out of their sleep, they stood gazing stupidly at each
other, stUl only half awake, and not knowing what had befaUen
them, or where they were, or anything at all,
' Bring them downstairs and into the open,' the Lieutenant
commanded, ' Rouse up every one of them with the pump. Now
for the rest of the house,'
' I beheve there are no other sailors here,' said Jack; ' only
two or three poor devils in hiding tUl they can be shipped for the
East Indies,'
The men went through the house, and presently returned, bringing four or five prisoners—namely, the recruits of the Company.
A most valuable addition they would have made to the Service,
truly, for a more scarecrow, terrified crew could not be found
anywhere. As for the 'prentice, a white-faced puny wretch, who
had robbed his master's tUl, at the sight of the officer with a drawn
sword, and the men, their faces fierce and unrelenting, standing
around, he immediately imagined that they were all come for his
own arrest, and that this was the first step towards Newgate and
the gaUows, Wherefore he feU upon his knees blubbering,
' Alas !' he cried, ' I am a miserable sinner! I confess all. I
have robbed my master. Oh! let me have mercy. Let me live,
and I will pay all back ! Only let me live !' And so on, as if the
noose was already ready for him, and the rope hitched to the
gaUows.
The next was a sturdier rogue. He would have been hanged
for coining false money had he been caught. But he understood
that a company of sailors is not sent forth to arrest men charged
with civil offences. Therefore, and in order to save his neck, he
very readily volunteered, and being a brisk, smart lad, though a
rogue from childhood, and a thief, forger, coiner, and pickpocket, I
dare say he turned out as good a sailor as can be expected of a
landsman; and if he could not go aloft to bend or reef a saU, he
could help to man a gun and carry a pike. The third man was
the deserter, who represented himself as a man miUiner, and was
suffered to go free, because milliners are of little use on a man-o'war ; the next was a bankrupt, once a substantial tradesman, who
had ruined himself with drink and vicious courses, and came voluntarily to the crimp's to be enlisted in the Company's service, in
order to escape his creditors. But his face was so puffed and
purple with drinli:, his limbs so trembled beneath him, that I doubt
whether he would have lasted the voyage. There was another,
whose wife was a termagant, and extravagant to boot, and he was
flying from her and from her debts. He, too, offered to volunteer,
saying that he would rather dweU with the Devil than with his
wife ; but the Lieutenant would not have him. And another there
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was who was a broken gamester, a gentleman by birth, and a
hysician from Glasgow University, a native of Jamaica, where he
ad at first a good forttme, but was now fallen fi'om his former condition, without friends, estate, or money, and held no other hope
except to take service with the Company, There were one or two
others, but all of them, except the false coiner, the Lieutenant,
without inquiring further into their characters or their histories,
ordered to go about their business; but as for the 'prentice, who
still blubbered that he was a repentant sinner, and asked permission orUy to live, he fetched him a box o' the ears and a kick,
and bade him go his way and be hanged.
This poor wretch, who had been torn partly with terror at the
thought of going to the Indies to fight, being a desperate coward,
and partly with remorse, made haste to obey the Lieutenant, and
departed; and what became of him, whether he went to his master
and confessed and obtained pardon, or whether he was thrown into
Newgate and hanged, or whether he feU into worse courses, I know
not, ' The way of transgressors,' saith Holy Writ, ' is hard.'
There remained the Parson, who said nothing, but waited
patiently for his fate.
' As for this man,' said Jack, laying his hand upon his shoulder,
' he is my prisoner. Leave him to me.'
This, then, was Jack's revenge. He might have seen the men
swing—and they deserved nothing short of hanging—but it pleased
him better to think of these fat, tender-skinned, dehcate, over-fed,
and drunken rogues, as cowardly as they were pampered, howhng
under the lash, and mutinously grumbling under the discipline of
a King's ship. They were mere landsmen, who had never been to
sea at all, even if they had ever been on board a ship (if they had,
it was only to look for something to steal). But they had lived on the
river side aU their lives, and knew the talk of sailors; and they
equipped themselves—a part of their trade—in slops and round
jackets, the better to decoy their victims.
The men were still so stupid with the drug they had taken that
they understood nothing of what was done until they had first had
their heads held under the pump for a quarter of an hour. Then
they began to remember what had happened ; and seeing their late
prisoner with the party of captors, they cast rueful looks at one
another, and, like the poor 'prentice, looked for nothing short of
Newgate, and for the fatal cart and the ride to Tyburn—which,
indeed, for this and many other crimes, they richly deserved.
It would have gone hard with Aaron had this been the destination intended for them by their victim. Nothing is more distasteful
to a rogue than to hang alone, when his brother rogues have escaped.
It offends his sense of justice. Perhaps, however, the going out of
the world in BO violent a manner, in company with an old friend,
is felt to be less cold and comfortless than to go alone. But Aaron,
as weU as these men, was reserved for another fate.
This business despatched, and the men, now fuUy awake,
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drawn up two and two in readiness to march. Jack addressed them
with great courtesy, though the sailors of the Press grinned and put
tongue in cheek.
' Gentlemen,' he said,' last night your honours were good enough
to offer me the hospitality of your house ; you also debated very
seriously whether you shoiild not murder me; that you did not do
so is the cause why your honom-s are now handcuffed. You will
go with these honest sailors, and you wiU thank me henceforth
every day of your lives for my goodness in getting you impressed.
Such brave lads as you wUl rejoice to run up aloft in a gale of
wind; and the enemy's shot you wUl value no more than a waterman's jest. You are so smart that the bo's'n's supple-jack wiU
never curl about your shoulders, nor his rope's-end make your fat
legs jump. As to drink, I fear there has been more punch
served out in this house than is good for your health ; that is better
ordered aboard. And it wUl do your honours good to see each other
brought to the gangway for the cat-o'-nine-tails sweetly to tickle his
fat back. Perhaps you fresh-water sailors know not the tickling
of the cat. Gentlemen, you have a truly happy hfe before you: I
wish your honours farewell,'
It was the first speech Jack ever made. If it was not eloquent,
it was to the point, and intelligible.
I do not think that the feUows understood one word of what he
said, being fuUy possessed with the belief that they were going to
Newgate and afterwards to be hanged. And when they presently
found themselves taken on board the tender and shoved below deck,
and understood that theywere pressed for sailors,atfirst they grinned
with joy. One who is threatened with death counts escape on any
conditions, even the hardest, a thing to be welcomed with joy
unspeakable. But when they discovered, after a few days' experience on board, what was meant by service at sea—a life of little
ease, hard work and short time for sleep, and rough food, with the
kicks and contempt which all true man-of-war's men show for lubbers,
a limited ration of rum, and the necessity of immediate obedience,
some of them feU into despair, and woiUd skulk below tiU they were
driven upwards by the bo's'n's supple-jack and the gunner's rattan,
and these laid on in no stinted or niggard spirit. Some became
mutinous and insubordinate: none of them knew anything of a
seaman's duties, in spite of their sailor's dress, and were useless
save for the simplest work. Therefore it naturally came to pass
that, before long, one after another, they were tied up at seven bells,
and soundly trounced, whereupon, their backs being soft and tender
and unused to the lash, and their dispositions cowardly, and being
ignorant of discipline and respect to their officers, when prayers for
pity failed, they feU to cursing the captain and the lieutenants, the
bo's'n, and the ship's crew, shrieking and screaming fike mad women.
So that they stayed where they were for another six dozen, and this
admonition and instruction were repeated irntU they were finally
made to understand that a man-o'-war ia not a crimp's house, nor
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a tavern at Wapping, where every man can caU for what he chooses,
sleep as long as he pleases, and take his pleasure; but a place
where work has to be done, orders must be obeyed, and punishment in default is as certain as the striking of seven bells. Whether
any of them ever returned I know not, but the house was broken
up and their old occupation was destroyed, though no doubt other
crimps' houses were soon established in its place.
When the Pressgang were gone there remained Jack, still in his
rags, and the unlucky recruits,
' As for you feUows,' he said, ' my advice is, sheer off. This
house is closed. There is no more shelter for you here. Go and
hide elsewhere,'
' Where shaU we go ?' asked the poor gamester. ' Here at least
we got meat and drink. Whither shall we go ? '
They obeyed, however, and went out together, parting at the
door and skulking away in different directions, perhaps to be
picked up by another crimp,
' Brother,' said Jack to the Parson, ' come with me. First let
me put on my own clothes, and then we wiU find a lodging for
thee. Thou hast saved my life. Therefore, so long as I have a
guinea left, thou shalt have the half,'
At first the poor man refused. He burst into tears, declaring
that kindness was thrown away upon a wretch so disgraced and
degraded as himself: that it would be better for him to stay where
he was, and to receive with resignation the evils which he had brought
upon his own head, ' What,' he asked, ' can be done for a man
for whose apprehension a reward is offered and the Hue and Cry
is out ?'
' Hark ye, brother,' Jack repeated: ' thou hast saved my life.
If thou wilt not come with me willingly, hang me, but I will drag
thee along ! What! wouldst remain alone in this den ? Come, I
say, and be treated for thine own good. What! There was no
robbery, after all. As for the Hue and Cry, leave that to me. I
wUl tackle the Hue and Cry, which I value not an inch of rogues'
yam.'
I do not know what he understood by the Hue and Cry, or how
he was going to tackle it; but being always a masterful man, who
would ever have his own way, he overcame the Parson's scruples,
and presently had him away and safely bestowed in a tavern at
Aldgate, where he engaged a room for him, and sent for a tailor,
making the Parson put off his tattered cassock and his old wig, and
sit in a night-cap and shirt sleeves untU he was provided with
clothes suitable to his profession, and a wig such as proclaimed it.
Then Jack bade him rest quiet a day or two, and be careful how he
stirred abroad, while he himself made inquiries into his case, and
this matter of the Hue and Cry.
Now mark, if you please, the vUlainy of the man Jonathan
Eayment. There never had been any reward offered for the arrest
of this poor man at aU; there was no Hue and Cry after him; the
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gentleman whom, in the madness of his despair, he had thought to
rob had not foUowed and tracked him; nothing was known about
him at all; and his friends were wondering where he was, and why
he sent no letters to them. The story of the Hue and Cry and the
reward was invented by Mr. Eayment, who was, I believe, eldest
son to the Father of Lies, in order to keep the unhappy man in his
power, so that he could use him as the servant (or a slave) of the
house as long as he pleased; or, if he thought it would be more
profitable, could ship him as a recruit at any time. And while he
was persuading this contrite sinner that the whole town rang with
his wickedness, no one in the world knew anything about it, and
there was no reason why he should not go openly to the St. Paul's
coffee-house and sit among his fellow-divines.
Briefly, Jack
shared, half and half, aU the money he had with this poor man,
who presently obtained a lectureship, and afterwards a City church,
and is now, as I have aheady stated, a most worthy, pious, devout,
learned preacher; benevolent, eloquent, and orthodox, justly beloved by all his congregation; and, I dare affirm, none the worse
because in his youth he experienced the temptation of poverty, was
even suffered to fall into sin, felt the pangs of remorse and shame,
and endured the torments of companionship with the most devilish
kind of men that dweU among us in this our town of London.
So they, too, went away. Jack being restored to his own garments, though his purse, containing four or five guineas, was not
in his pocket. And now the house was empty. The crowd had
broken up and gone away, but the neighbours stUl gathered about,
talking over the strange business of the morning. Presently they
began to look in at the open door. There were no sounds or sign
of occupation. Then they opened the doors of the rooms and looked
curiously about them. The lower rooms were furnished with
benches and tables, the wainscot waUs gaping where the wood had
shrunk, and the fioors made brown with soot and small-beer, to
hide the dirt. There was a kitchen, with a pot and frying-pan and
some pewter dishes, tin pannikins and some remains of food, and,
which was much more to the purpose, there was a small cask of
rum, three-fourths frdl. The neighbours made haste to taste the
rum provided, being curious to discover whether it was a stronger
and more generous liquor than that to which they were themselves
accustomed. In a few minutes the rumour of this cask spread
to right and left along the street, and everybody hastened to taste
the rum, and continued to taste it, until there was no more left. It
was strong enough and generous enough to send them away with
staggering legs and fuddled brains. Upstairs there were bedrooms
with fiock mattresses laid upon the floor, and in one room there
were rings and staples and chains fixed in the wall for safely
securing mutinous recruits. But all the rooms were foul and filthy.
When the neighbours went out, the boys came in and took
possession joyfully, 'svith no one to check or hinder their mischief.
Never before had boys such a chance. When they left the house
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there was not a whole pane of glass left in the windows, nor a
bench, chair, or table that was not broken, nor any single thing left
that could be carried away.
Next day the 'Captain '—that is, the worthy dealer in curiosities,
of Leman Street, Mr. Jonathan Eayment—himself walked over to
Wapping, in order to inquire into the health and welfare of his
recruits and their numbers: he was also anxious to know what
had happened in the adventure with the King's officer.
You may understand his surprise and dismay when he found
everybody gone and everything broken. They had even torn away
the wooden banisters of the stairs and ripped up the wooden steps.
Nothing was left at all—not even those poor helpless creatures, the
'prentice and the Parson, Where could they be ?
He did not dare to ask. Something terrible had happened. Aa
for himself, he hurried home to hide himself in his shop rmtil the
danger was over. A curse upon Aaron Fletcher, and on his own
foolishness, in suffering his men to meddle with Aaron's private
quarrels! And a good business now broken up and destroyed; for
how could the house be carried on without his men ?
He looked to hear an account of his men in the ' Gazette ;' how
they were brought before the Lord Mayor and charged with highway
robbery, and even sent to Newgate for trial. Strange I There was
nothing. Nor did this worthy tradesman ever learn what had
happened, for Aaron could tell him nothing, except that the Lieutenant had escaped; and he never dared venture to ask in Wapping.
But he lost his servants and his recruits, and for a long time the
business of crimping in those parts languished.
One thing remains to be told about this eventful day. In the
evening, work being over, Aaron Fletcher was sitting alone, his pipe
in his mouth, in the cottage where he lived, at the gates of his boatbuilding yard. He was in good spirits, because the Lieutenant was
reported missing. Perhaps he was dead. It would be the best
thing in the world if he was dead. What then ? No one could say
that he had any hand in it.
' Aaron 1' cried a voice he knew, ' Aaron Fletcher, open the
door 1'
He dropped his pipe and turned pale, and his teeth chattered.
It was the Lieutenant's voice, and he thought it sounded hollow.
He was dead, then, and this was his ghost come to plague him,
Aaron was a man of courage, but he was not prepared to tackle a
ghost.
' Aaron,' the voice repeated, ' open the door, or I wiU break it
in, ye murderous vUlain I Open the door, I say 1'
Aaron obeyed, his cheeks ashy white, and his heart in his boots.
It was no ghost, however, but the Lieutenant in the flesh, tall
and gaUant, and apparently none the worse for the night's adventure, who walked in, followed by Mr, Brinjes. He was arrayed in
his great wig and velvet coat, in honour of the Club whither he waa
going. This splendour added weight to the words which foUowed.
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• Aaron,' said the L i e u t e n a n t , ' or Cain the Murderer, if you
like the name better; there was, last night, a purse in m y pocket
containing, as near as I can remember, the sum of five guineas and
a crown. Your friends have taken it from m e . Give m e back those
five guineas and that crown.'
' W h a t friends ? I know nothing about any friends or any five
guineas I W h a t m e a n you ? I know nothing about the matter.
I t was not I that knocked you on the head. Lieutenant.'
' W h y — s e e — y o u are self-con-victed and condemned! Who
spoke of knocking on the head ? H o w should you know what was
done unless you were one of t h e m ? Five guineas, Aaron, and a
crown, or '—here he swore a great oath—' you go before the magistrate to-morrow with your friends the crimp's m e n and answer
to the charge of highway robbery, and thence to Newgate. And
so, in due time, to 'Tyburn in a comfortable cart. Five guineas,
Aaron.'
H e held out his hand inexorably, while Aaron trembled. This
man was worse t h a n any ghost.
' Pay the money, Aaron,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' and thank your
good fortune that you have so far got off so cheap. So far, Aaron.
Not that we have done with you. Look for misfortune, friend
Aaron.' H e said this so solemnly that it sounded like a prophecy.
' Men who get crimps to rob for t h e m and kidnap for them cannot
hope to prosper. "Therefore expect misfortune. You have m a n y
irons in the fire; you can be attacked on m a n y sides; you buUd
boats, you run across to the French coast, you sell your
smuggled laee and brandy. Misfortunes of all kinds m a y happen
to such as you. But you must pay this money, or else you will
swing; you wiU swing, friend Aaron ; and when you have paid it
do not think to escape more trouble. I say not that it wUl be
rheumatism, or sciatica, or lumbago, all of which lay a m a n on his
back and twist his limbs, and pinch and tortm-e him. Perhaps
but look out for trouble.'
Aaron lugged out his purse and counted five guineas, which he
handed over to Jack without a word.
' W h a t ? ' cried Mr. Brinjes, his eye hke a red-hot coal, ' the
Lieutenant forgives you, and you think you are going to escape
scot-free ! Not so, Aaron, not so ; there are m a n y punishments for
such as you. I know not yet but you must swing for this, in spite
of this forgiveness. Many punishments there are. I know not
yet what yours shaU be.—Come, Lieutenant, leave him to dream
of Newgate.'
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CHAPTEE X X I I .
THE PRIVATEERS.

THE time allowed to a sailor in which to m a k e love is short, being
no more t h a n the interval between two voyages, (He generaUy
makes up for brevity by the display of an ardour unknown to
landsmen.) And now the hour approached when Jack must tear
himself from the arms of his mistress, and go forth again to face
the rude blast, the angry ocean, and the roaring of the enemy's
guns. Eegardless of his former sufferings, he desired nothing better
than to pint to sea onco m o r e ; and he was not one to go away
crymg because there would be no more kisses for a sxiell.
Among the King's ships laid uj) in ordinary at Deptford, during
the seven years' peace, was a certain twenty-eight-gun frigate
called the 'Tartar.' I know not what had been her record up to
this period; b'ut that matters nothing, because it wUl be aUowed
that she is now very well known to aU French saUors, and regarded
by t h e m with a very peculiar terror. She was built on lines somewhat out of the common, being sharper in the bows and narrower
in the beam t h a n most ships. She rode deep, but she was so fast
a sailer that nothing could escape her when she crowded aU her
canvas and gave c h a s e ; a beautiful ship she was, to m y eyes,
even whUe laid up in ordinary, with the lower masts taken out of
her, and a mere hulk.
' But,' said Jack, ' you should see such a ship saUing. W h a t
do you landsmen know of a ship, when you have never seen one
running free before the wind, every inch of canvas set—studdin'sails, flying jib, sky-scrapers, and all ? You draw ships, L u k e ;
but you have never even seen a ship at sea.'
"That was t r u e ; but, on the other hand, I never attempted to
draw a ship saihng on the ocean, nor have I ever painted waves or
tho open sea.
' Wait tiU you have seen the " T a r t a r " in a brisk nor'-wester,
her masts bending, she sailing free, answering the least touch of
her helm like a live thing—for that matter, a ship at sea is a live
thing, as every sailor knows, and has her tempers.'
Jack became enamoured, so to speak, of this vessel from the
first day when he revisited tho Yard and saw the carpenters and
painters at work upon her, and desired nothing so inncli as to be
commissioned to h e r ; for it was quite certain that slio would be
m a n n e d and despatched as soon as they could fit her out. (At this
time they were working extra hours, and fi'om daybroalc to sunset,
the m e n drawing increased pay, and aU as happy as if tho war was
going to last for ever.)
' She is,' he said, ' a swift and useful vessel, and wants nothing
but a fighting Captain, who will not wait for tho enemy, but wiU
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Bail in search of him and make him fight, I would she had such a
Captain, and I was on board with him.'
H e presently got his desire, as you wiU hear, and the ship got
such a Captain as he wished for her.
Meanwhile the days passed by, and still his appointment was
delayed, so that, in spite of his amour, he began to fret and to
grow impatient. The great m a n on whose word he relied had
made him a clear and direct promise from which there could be,
one would think, no departing. ' Trust me. Lieutenant,' he said;
' I assure you that you shaU be appointed to a ship with as little
delay as possible.' Yet appointments were made daily, and his
own name passed by. W h a t should we think, I humbly ask, of a
plain merchant in the City who should thus disregard a straightforward pledge ? Yet what would ruin the credit of a merchant is
not to be blamed in a great man. By the advice of the Admiral,
Jack once attended the levee of his noble patron ; but, being unaccustomed to courtiers' ways, ignorant of the creeping art, and
unused to push himself to the front, he got no chance of a word, or
any recognition : though he says his patron most certainly saw
him standing in the crowd; and so came away in disgust, raihng
at those who rise by cringing, and swearing at the insolence of
lackeys.
H e then made a personal application at the Navy
Office, where the clerks treated him with so much rudeness and
contempt that it was a wonder he did not lose his temper and
chastise some of them. So that his affairs looked in evU plight,
and it seemed as if he might be kept waiting for a long time
indeedj and perhaps never get an appointment or promotion.
For
though the Peace Estimates had reduced the Navy from the footing
of 50,000 officers and men tc that of 10.000—so that, when the war
broke out again, the Admiralty were wantmg officers as well as
men—yet, as always happens, the applicants for berths wero more
numerous than the berths to be given a w a y ; and the favouritism
winch is everywhere unhappily in vogue, at the Admiralty hath
always reigned supreme.
' Of one thing,' he declared,' I am resolved. If I do not got
m y appointment before m a n y months, I will seek the command of
a privateer, or at least the berth of Lieutenant on board of one.
There is, I know, no discipline aboard a privateer; the men are
never flogged, and are generally a company of mutinous dogs, only
kept in order by a Captain who can knock them down. But they
are sturdy rascals, and will fight. I hear they are fitting out a
whole squadron of privateers at Bristol; and there is a craft building at Taylor's yard, in Eedriff^—I saw her yesterdaj'—which is
never intended tc carry ccals between Newcastle and London, or
sugar between Kingston and Bristol.
She means Letters of
Marque, m y lad. Perhaps I could get the command of her. I
am young, but I aiu a King's oflicer r and if you come to navigation—well, one must not boaot, I wiU not slay at hoiue doing
nothing—wiiat! when iLeie is lighting ? ]No, 1 liiu,-;! go too, and
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take my luck. If they wiU not have me either in the King's
service, or on board a privateer, or in the Company's navy, why,
my lad, there is nothing left but to volunteer and go before the
mast. They would not refuse me there, I warrant, and many a
poor feUow has done as much already.'
It is true that, on the reduction of the naval force, there were
many unfortunate young men, chiefly among midshipmen, who
saw no hope of emplojmient, being without interest, and therefore
were obliged to give up the King's service, and either to get berths
on merchantmen or to take commissions in the Company's service;
or even, aa certainly happened to some, to volunteer for service
before the mast. Some became smugglers; some—but these were
chiefly officers from the disbanded regiments—became town buUies
and led captains; some strolling actors, and some highwaymen. The
fate of these poor feUows was much in the mouths of the young
officers waiting, like Jack, for a ship, who met and talked daUy at
the Gun Tavern.
Fortunately, our Lieutenant was not caUed to embark on board
a privateer, for he found a friend who proved able and wUling to
assist him. This was the Eesident Commissioner of the Yard,
Captain Petherick, who took up Jack's case for him, and that so
effectually, though I know not in what way, that he presently
procured for him the appointment promised him, and which most
he desired—namely, that of third lieutenant to the frigate ' Tartar,'
to whom Captain Lockhart was now appointed. And he was a
fighting captain, indeed if ever there was one.
I am sure that on the day which brought him his commission
there was no happier man in Deptford than Lieutenant Easterbrook. He had now been in the service for nearly ten years, and for
seven of them had been, through no fault of his own, debarred from
every opportunity of distinction. Behold him, therefore, at last
with his foot well on the ladder, albeit very near the lowest rung,
holding His Majesty's commission as Lieutenant to H.M. frigate
' Tartar.' On that day it happened that the beUs were ringing and
the guns firing—to commemorate I know not what event. To Jack
and to his friends it seemed aa if the beUs were ringing and the
cannon were fired in his honour, and to celebrate his appointment,
' As for her orders,' said Jack, ' I care little whither we are sent,
because it is certain that there wUl be hot work to do, wherever we
go. The French, they say, are strong in North American waters,
and they are reported to be fitting out a great fleet at Toulon; they
are also reported to be collecting troops at Boulogne and at Ha-vre
for embarkation, no doubt for the invasion of the English coast, if
they pluck up spirit enough. WeU, Bess, we shall be among them,
never fear.'
There was, as many wUl remember, a great scare at this time
that the French were preparing to invade us, and there were some
who talked mournfuUy of another Battle of Hastings and of King
Louis coming over to be crowned at Westminster Abbey. The
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smugglers (who in times of peace are hanged, but in times of war
are courted) reported great preparations along the French coast,
though not, so far as could be learned, comparable with the gathering of men and material they made in the year 1745, when they
were preparing to back up the Pretender. Nevertheless, the danger
was thought to be so pressing that everything else must be neglected
while the Government provided for the home defence; and the
' T a r t a r ' (though this we knew not yet) was destined to join the
Channel Fleet. Meantime, as is mere matter of history, the French
very leisurely put to sea from Toulon, with the finest fleet, I think,
that the world had ever seen, and had plenty of time to take Minorca.
Then foUowed the unlucky Admiral Byng's famous engagement
with the Marquis de la Galissonniere, which, though we call it an
inconclusive action, the French have construed into a most glorious
victory. Never can one forget the rage of the people, and the cry
for revenge that rose up fi-om every coffee-house, from every tavern,
from the Eoyal Exchange, fiUed with great merchants, and the
mughouse, filled with porters, and wherever m e n do assemble
together. A bad beginning of the war it w a s ; and aU that year,
except for the execution of the Admiral, we had nothing to cheer
us. Even this, though a sop for the rage of the nation, was a poor
consolation, because no sooner was it done than m e n began to ask
themselves whether, after all, the Admiral had not done his duty.
There were floods of epigrams and verses written, it is true, both
upon Byng and De la Galissonniere—if they m a y be considered a
consolation. I n time of defeat and disgrace, the soul is soothed, at
least, when something biting has been said upon the cause or
author of the shame. 'This is an art greatly practised by the French,
who have always found in its exercise a peculiar satisfaction for
their m a n y disgraces both by sea and land, and for the loss of aU
their fiberties. And for the sake of a good epigram they are said
to go cheerfully even to the BastUle.
At this time, besides the preparations for invasion, which were
perhaps exaggerated, the Channel swarmed with French privateers,
and these fuU of courage and spirit. At the first outset, and until
we had taught them a lesson or two, they were bold enough to
attack anything, without considering disparity of numbers, that
flew the English flag. H a d the French King's Navy been handled
with as much resolution as these privateers, conmianded and
manned often by simple fishermen, the result of the war might
have been very different. They put to sea in vessels of all kinds :
nothing came amiss for a craft of war with Letters of Marque
when these rogues first went a-privateering; nothing, in their
earliest flush of success, seemed too small or too badly armed for
a venture against the richly laden, slow-sailing English merchantmen, which, taken by surprise, offered at the beginning of the war,
it must be confessed, but a cowardly resistance. Again, nothing
was too big to be fully manned and equipped. Every craft that
lay in the ports, from Dunquerque to Bordeaux, became a privateer,
N
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from a simple fishing-smack, a fast-saUing schooner, an unarmed
sloop carrying two or four six-pound carronades and thirty or forty
men, to a taU frigate of thirty guns, weU gunned, and manned by
three hundred sturdy devils, emboldened by the chance of plunder,
and eager to attack everything, from an East Indiaman to a potato
coaster. Very good service was done during the course of this war
by our own privateers, of whom there were presently a great many,
though it must be owned that the French beat us both for the
number of their piratical craft and their success. Certainly, they
had a better chance, since for every French merchantman there
are fifty English. We were always capturing their privateers, but
their number never seemed to lessen, however many lay in our
prisons. Why, in one year—I think it was the year 1761—we
took no few than 117 privateers, manned by 5,000 sailors; yet, in the
same year, in spite of our conquests, we lost over 800 merchantmen,
taken from us by these hornets swarming under our very noses.
' Kiss me, Bess,' said Jack; ' we sail on Sunday, or Monday at
latest. Kiss me again, my girl. Our orders have come. We join the
Channel Fleet, where there wiU be rubs for some, as is quite certain,'
' Among the privateers. Jack ? ' Bess was as brave a girl as
any—yet she shuddered, thinking of this dangerous service, in
which one has not to take part in a great battle once in the cruise,
and so home again to brag about the broadsides and the grape-shot,
but to fight daily, perhaps, and always with a desperate crew,
whose only chance is victory or escape, ' Well'- -for his eyes
clouded at the first appearance of fear in her face-—' if thou art
happy. Jack, then I will try to be happy too, Alas ! why cannot
women go into battle with their lovers ? I could fire a pistol, and
I think I could thrust a pike with any who threatened thee. Jack.
But we must still sit at home and wait.'
' Now you talk nonsense, Bess. Do you think I could fight
with thee at my side ? Why, I should tremble the whole time,
lest a splinter should tear thy tender limbs. Nay, my dear; sit at
home and wait, for there is nothing else to do. And sometimes
think of thy lover. Let me read tho future in thine eyes.' She
turned them to him obediently, and as if the future really could bo
read in those great black eyes. ' I see, my dear, a sailor coming
home again, safe and sound, prize-money in his pocket, jiromotion
awaiting him. His girl waits for him at home. Ho rushes into
her arms and kisses her—thus, my dear, and thus, a thousand
times. Then he buys her a house as fine as the Admiral's, and
furnishes it for her with his prize-money ; and there is a garden for
salads and for fruit. She shall eat off china—no more pewter then.
She wiU have the finest pew in chm-ch and the most loving husband at home, and—what ? I see a dozen boys and girls; and
every boy in His Majesty's service, and every girl married to a
sailor. There shall be no woman in the world handsomer or
happier. Give me a kiss again, my dear,'
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CHAPTER XXIII.
A SAILOR'S CHARM.

THAT evening Bess did a thing which is forbidden by the Church ;
in what part of the Prayer Book I do not know, but I have always
understood that it is prohibited as a grievous sin. She went to
seek the advice of a witch.
The sailors and their wives sometimes importuned Mr. Brinjes
to bestow upon them, or to sell t h e m if he would, some kind of
charm or amulet, either to maintain constancy in separation (this
charm, though largely in request, is, if aU reports are true, of small
efficacy), to prevent drowning, against incurring the wrath of the
captain, and punishment by the cat-o'-nine-tails, against being
kiUed or wounded in action, and against hanging: which m a y happen to any, though there are fewer sailors hanged t h a n landsmen.
Sometimes, if he was in good temper, or if the applicant was a
young woman of pleasing appearance, Mr. Brinjes would consent,
and send her away happy, with something in a bag which he called
a charm. Whether he himself believed in his charms I know not,
but there are stUl h"ving some who declare that they have escaped
h t u t or drowning whoUy through the efficacy of the apothecary's
charm. Yet if a m a n h a t h this power, why should he not be so
patriotic and benevolent as to extend it over the whole of His
Majesty's Navies, so that not a sailor among them all should ever be
shot, drowned, flogged, or cast away ? I t is like the arrogance of
the Papist priests, who profess to be able to forgive sins. W h y not
then forgive at once, both great and small, mortal and venial, all
that the world, hving or dead, hath committed, and so make mankind whole ? Whatever his belief concerning his own powers, Mr.
Brinjes, without doubt, entertained a high respect of those of Castilla's black nurse Philadelphy—a true witch if ever there was one.
' I know not,' m y father once said on this subject, ' whether the
practice of magic hath in it anything real, or whether the whole is
imposture and superstitious credulity. The Bible doth not teach
us clearly one way or the other. Yet, by implication, we m a y
understand that the arts of sorcery were in old times practised
successfully, otherwise there would not have been promulgated
commandments so express against those who work hidden arts,
practise divination, inquire of a famihar spirit, consult the dead, or
fabricate charms. And certainly it hath been the belief in all ages,
and among every race of whom we have knowledge, that power
m a y be magically obtained by men whereby they m a y compel the
help of demons and spirits, and in some way foretell the future.
Nebuchadnezzar divined with arrows ; the false prophets deceived
the people with amulets; the Bene Kedem, the Chaldeans, the
Philistines, and the Chosen People in their backsliding worked
hidden a r t s ; Pharaoh's magicians turned their rods into serpents;
N2
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Rachel carried away his Teraphim from her father, Laban. Wha'S
forbids us to beheve that sorcery m a y still be living in our midst,
though lurking in dark corners for fear of the law and of the
righteous vsrrath of pious men ? *
The old negro woman knew, of a certainty, m a n y secrets,
whether they were those of the Black Art or no. Mr. Brinjes
would talk to her in her own Mandingo language, which he had
acquired while on the West Coast of Africa.
She it was who
assisted h i m in the compounding of those broths which used to
simmer on his hob, to be tasted by the shuddering assistant. By
these and other secrets of which he was always tn search, and
forced the woman to reveal by terror of his magic stick with the
skuU, he hoped to cure disease, to arrest decay, and to prolong life,
I suppose that it was by conversation with him that Bess was led
to consider Philadelphy as much wiser in witchcraft t h a n Mr,
Brinjes. Therefore she resolved to consult her, and went to her
that very evening with all the money she had in the world—•
namely, a crown-piece and a groat.
The negroes of the Admiral's household occupied quarters of
their own, buUt for t h e m without the house, in W^est Indian
fashion, containing a common kitchen and sleeping-rooms. H e r e
Bess found three of the men, one of them being on guard, with the
old woman.
They were squatted on the floor, in the kitchen,
round a dish containing their supper—a mess of cuscoosoo, which
is made of flour roasted by some art, in small grains, and served
with salt fish, onions, red pepper, and b u t t e r ; a strong-tasting food,
but not displeasing to the palate nor unwholesome. Every race
has its own dish. The Spaniards have their oUa-podrida; the
Hindoos, their r i c e ; the Chinese, their bird's-nest soup and dried
sea-slugs; and the Mandingoes, their cuscoosoo. There was no
other light in the room t h a n the glow of a great coal fire, which
these negroes love to have burning aU the year round, and in the
winter never willingly leave. As for candles, why should negro
servants have luxuries which poor white folk cannot afford to buy ?
Candles are for those who wish to read, play music, cards, and
practise the polite accomplishments; not for those who sit about
the fire for warmth,
' H i ! ' said PhUadelphy, looking u p curiously, ' 'tis Bess, the
Penman's girl,'
' I want to speak with you, Philadelphy,' said Bess,
The old woman nodded, and the men rose, took up the dish of
cuscoosoo and retired, as if they were accustomed to these consultations, and knew that their absence was expected. A witch must,
in fact, be quite alone with those who inquire of her.
When they were gone the old woman crept closer to the fire,
the light of which seemed to sink into her skin, and there to become
absorbed (the blackness of Pliiladelphy's cheeks not being shiny, as
is that of some negresses, but dull); while her eyes shone by the
firelight like two balls of fire.
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W h a t is it, dearie ? ' she asked. ' I s thy lover inconstant ? '
' H o w do you know I have a lover ? '
• I t is written on thy face and in thine eyes, dearie.'
' I have come for a charm,' she replied, blushing to think that
sue carried her secret written on her face so that all could read,
' H u s h ! The Admiral, he say, " No charms here, PhUadelphy."
Whisper. W h a t kind of charm ? Is it a charm to make thy sweetheart love thee ? '
' H e loves m e already.' Bess hesitated a little. Then she
added, ' H e is a sailor, I want a charm for a sailor.'
' I sell very fine charm—proper gri-gri charm. E h ! W h e n
Massa Brinjes wants pow'ful charm for gout and toothache he
sends for PhUadelphy, and puts his skull-stick on the table. Then
I give him what he wants. I got charm for 'most everything,
Massa Brinjes very good Obeah Doctor: he learn in Mandingo
country when he hved among the rovers. H i ! F i n e times the
rovers had before they were all hanged up. H i I But he dunnow
so much as old Philadelphy, When he want to learn m u s ' come to
de ole woman. H i ! ' As she spoke, her eyes rolhng about so that
the whites in the firelight were glowing red, she held out her hand
for the money, but went on talking and asking questions without
waiting for a reply, ' Mus' come to de ole woman. Everybody
come to de old woman. Some day I die—what you do t h e n ?
H i ! W h a t kind of charm you want ? I sell very fine charm,
WiU you buy charm for true love ? Once your m a n get that
charm upon him he can't even look at another woman. That
charm make aU other women ole and ugly. H i ! TeU me, dearie,
wiU you have that charm ? I sell charm again' drowning—no m a n
drown with m y charm on him. WUl you buy that charm ? I seU
charm again, shot and sword. No m a n ever killed who carry m y
charm. I seU charm to bring him home again. H i ! You like
your sweetheart come home again ? H o w much money you got
for de ole woman, dearie ? '
' I've got a crown and a groat. I s that enough ? '
' Give it to me !' She clutched the money greedily, ' S'pose
you rich lady, too little, S'pose you poor girl, 'nuff for kind ole
Philadelphy.'
' WUl the money buy all the charms ? '
' Buy aU ? ' The old witch laughed scornfuUy. ' She think she
a queen, this girl, for sure. B u y all ? Dearie, if your crown and
your groat was a bag of golden guineas you couldn't buy but
only one charm.'
' Then, if I can only have one, which shall it be ? '
' Take the love charm, dearie. That the best for eb'ry girl,'
' No,' said Bess, proudly, ' I will not buy a love charm. If
rny sweetheart cannot remain constant without a charm to keep
him, I want no more of him. Well ,
then
, he might be
drowned. But he has passed through so m a n y dangers already
that I do not think he wUl ever be drowned. H e might be kiUed
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in action. Let him come home safe and sound, whether he loves
me or not. Yes; I wiU have the charm against killing and
wounding,'
' Most girls,' said the old woman, ' rather see their sweethearts
die than be false.'
' I wUl have the charm against shot and cutlass,' said Bess.
' Very well. I make fine gri-gri—pow'ful charm. Hi I charm
to turn aside every bullet. You wait.'
Then the old woman rose slowly, being, in spite of her magic
powers, unable to charm away her own rheumatism, and fumbled
in her pocket, a vast sack hanging beneath her dress, which contained as many things, and as various, as a housewife's cupboard.
From the rubbish lying in its vast recesses she produced a smaU
leather bag, apparently empty, tied with a long string, which, after
securing the bag with half a dozen knots, was long enough to be
slipped round the neck. To untie these knots and to open the bag
was to destroy the whole charm. More than this, it was to invite
the very danger which was sought to be averted. Two or three
years afterwards I was present when the bag was opened. It contained nothing more than a small piece of parchment, inscribed
with certain characters, which I beheve to have been Arabic, and
very likely a verse of the False Prophet Mohammed's book, the
Koran ; there was the head of a frog, dried; the leg-bone of some
animal, which may have been a cat or a rabbit; the claw of some
wild creature, a nutmeg, and a piece of clay. This was a famous
coUection of weapons to interpose between a man's body and a
cannon-shot.
' Take the bag in your hand,' said the old woman. ' Now go
down on your knees and shut your eyes, and take care not to open
them whatever you hear or feel, while you say the words after
me —
Shot and bullet pass him by ;
Pike and cutlass strike in vain ;
Keep him safe though all may die ;
Bring my sweetheart home again.'

Bess did as she was commanded, holding the bag in her hand,
and keeping her eyes tightly closed, while she repeated these words
on her knees. She declared afterwards that while she said the
words there was a rushing and whirling of the air about her ears
and a cold breath upon her face, and, which was strange, though
she held the bag tightly by the neck, she felt that things were being
dropped inside it.
' Now, honey,' said the old woman, ' gri-gri done made. You
open eyes and stand up,'
So Bess obeyed, looking about her, fearfully. But there was
nothing to see, and the old woman was now crouching beside
the fire again. But the bag, which had been empty when she took
it in her hand, was now fiUed with something.
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' Give your lover,' said PhUadelphy, ' this bag. Hang it round
his neck. And say the words agam, with your eyes shut and his
as well. Let him never take it off or look inside it, or teU anybody
of it. H i ! you very fine girl, for sure; yet sometimes men go
away and forget. H i ! Den you fly roun'like a wUd cat in a trap.
Well, dearie, come to me s'pose he does go untrue. I make
beautiful figure for girls when sweethearts prove false : put them
fo' the fire, an' stick pins into them. Den he all over pain.' Bess
told me that she thought of Aaron, and of a way to punish him ;
but, fortunately, she had no more money, else I fear that Aaron
would have passed a bad winter.
When she had the charm, the old woman offered to tell her for
nothing, by several methods, the fortune of her lover. All her
methods led to surprising results, as you shall hear; and then
Pess went away, carrying with her the precious bag. The next
thing was to persuade Jack into putting it on. Now, every sailor
is full of superstition; and the bravest man afloat is not above
carrying a charm if one is given to him. But, of course, he would
not have it kno"wn.
' Jack,' said Bess, ' don't be angry with me for what I have
done.'
' What have you done, chUd ? '
'I've been , I've been—Jack—to a witch. Oh! a real
witch! But she does not know your name or anything about you.
And I've got a charm for you ! Here it is 1' She lugged the
precious thing out of her bosom. ' No, Jack; don't touch it yet.
You must never try to open it or to find out the secret of what is
inside it, or else the charm will be broken. And, Jack—promise
me—promise me
If you will wear this round your neck, close
to your skin, you shall never be hit by shot nor shell.'
Jack laughed : but he took the httle black bag out of her hand,
and looked at it doubtfully.
' Why,' he said, ' as for such a trumpery thing as this—is it
worth the trouble of hanging it about one's neck ? '
' I might have had a charm to keep you safe from drowning.
Jack; but I thought that you have had so many dangers already
that there can be no more for you. And I might have had one to
keep you true to me ; but oh ! Jack, what good would it do to me
if you are true only to be kiUed ? Besides, if you cannot keep true
to me without a charm, you cannot love me as you say you do—
yes. Jack, I know you do. I scorn witchery to keep my lover
true.'
' A lock of thy hair, Bess, is aU I ask, I wiU tie that round my
vvrrist. 'TwUl be quite enough to keep me true, and to save me
from drowning, and to turn aside the bullets.'
There is, indeed, a common superstition among sailors that a
lock of their mistress's hair tied round the "wrist wUl carry them
safely through the action.
' You shaU have a lock of my hair as well. Jack, Oh 1 you
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should have it aU if I thought it would keep you safe. Only let
me hang this round your neck. There : now I take off the cravat
and unbutton the shirt, and drop it in—so. Shut your eyes, and
keep them shut, while I say—
Shot and bullet pass him b j ' ;
Pike and cutlass strike in vain;
Keep him safe though all m.ay die;
Bring my lover home again,'

No phenomena attended this incantation,
' And now. Jack,' Bess said, ' you can open your eyes again.
Cannon shot shaU not h a r m t h e e ; buUet shaU t u r n aside; sword
and pike shaU not be able to do m y dearie hurt,'
'Tis woman's foolishness, Bess,
Yet have I heard strange
stories about these old negresses. They are sold to the DevU, I
beheve. The charm can do no harm, if it do no good. One would
not go into action with an advantage over one's shipmates. Yet it
is well to be on the safe side; no m a n knows what power these
old women m a y have acquired; and every m a n has hia true-love
knot for a charm. WeU, Bess, to please thee, m y dear, I wUl wear
it.'
' Then, Jack, I can let thee go with a lighter heart. W h e n the
wind blows I shall tremble, but not when I hear of sea-fights and
the roaring cannon.'
' Some m e n carry a Testament,' said Jack. ' Many a buUet
has been stopped by a Testament, which is natural, as against the
Devil and aU his works, of which the F r e n c h m a n and the Spaniard
are the chief. Some of t h e m carry a caul to escape drowning.
But they commonly get s h o t ; though why a caul should attract
the bullets, or whether it is better to be shot or drowned, I know
not. But give me a true-love knot, m y girl, to keep m e safe, "with
a lock of thy black hair to tie about m y arm, and a kiss of thy dear
lips for charm to keep me true. And teU no one about this charm
of the black witch.'
She let down her long and beautiful hair, which fell below her
waist, and cut off a lock three feet long. Then Jack bared his arm
—why, the love-sick lad had tattooed it all over with the name of
Bess. There was Bess between an anchor and a crown, Bess
between two swords, Bess under a Union Jack—well, there could
be no denying, for the rest of his life, his vows of love for Bess,
She laughed to see these signs of passion, and tied her lock of hair
round and round his arm, securing the two ends tightly with green
silk. With this, which is evcrj- wiinian's amulet, and the old
witch's charm, surely her Jack would be safe.
I n everything that followed Jack continued to wear this charm
about his neck both by day and night. I t is, we know, most certain
that this superstition concerning amulets is vain and mischievous.
H o w can a witch by any devilry preserve a m a n from lead and
steel ? How can a leopard's claw and a verse from a so-caUed
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sacred book stand between a man and the death that is ordered
for him ? To think this is surely grievous sin and folly. Besides,
it is strictly forbidden to have any doings with witches ; and what
was forbidden to the people of old cannot be lawful among ourselves.
Yet one cannot but remark, as a singular coincidence, that in all
his fighting Jack had never a wound or a scratch. Perhaps, however, his escape had nothing to do with the gri-gri.
' When I had gotten the charm,' the girl went on, ' I asked
Philadelphy to tell my sweetheart's fortune. So she said she would
read me his fortune for nothing, and she drew the cards from her
pocket, and spread them out upon the table, and began to arrange
them. Then she pushed aU together and began again. Then she
told me she would go no further until I told her who was my sweetheart, because she saw an officer with a sword.'
' Go on,' said Jack,
' Oh 1 It is wonderful! I told her he was a sailor; but as for
his name, that mattered nothing. So she began again, and told
me. The fortune began so well that it was marvellous ; and then
she stopped and mumbled something, and said that there was a coil
which she did not understand, but she thought she saw—she said
she thought she saw—the Devil, Jack, and herself as well. And
she could not read the fortune because she could not understand
any word of it. But it was the most surprising fortune in the
world, whether good or bad. Then she asked me to look in her
eyes, and she would read my own fortune there. Can you read my
fortmie there. Jack ? '
' I see two Lieutenants of His Majesty's Navy in those eyes,
Bess. Is that fortune enough for you ? One in each eye. Is not
that enough for a girl ? '
' They are but one, my dear,' she said,
' And what was the fortune that she told you, Bess ? '
' She said, " Come what may come, thou shalt marry thy lover."
So I am satisfied. Come what may come. What care I what
may come ?—oh ! what can come that wiU harm me ?—so that I
keep the man I love ? What more can I desire ? What more can
I ask ? I am so poor that I can lose nothing. Fortune cannot
hurt me. And come what may come, I shall keep the man I love.
You will come back to me. Jack, and I shall have—oh! I shaU
have—my heart's desire.'
It was on Saturday morning that the ship dropped down the
river with wind and tide, her company and armament complete,
new rigged, new painted, fresh and sweet as a lady just from her
dressing-room, whUe the cannon roared the parting salute. I
remember that it was a misty morning in December, a light southwest breeze, and the sun like a great red copper pan or round
shield in the sky. And as the ship slowly slipped down Greenwich
Reach the shrouds and the saUs shone like gold, and were magnified by the mist.
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The Admiral stood on the quay with CastiUa, and with them
Mr. Brinjes.
' Go thy way, Jack,' said the old saUor. ' Go thy way, and do
thy duty.—Castilla, my dear, there is only one good thing for a
man—' tis to sail away from the land of thieves and land-sharks,
out into blue water to fight the French,'
' And what is good for a woman, sir ?'
'Why, my child, to marry the man who goes to sea. FareweU,
Jack! Maybe we shall never see thee more. Let us go home,
CastiUa,'
I went on board, an hour before they sailed. Jack could do no
more than whisper a word as he held me by the hand. Oh!
Heavens ! my heart leaps up within me, even now, as I remember
those eyes of his, so full of love and tenderness, ' Take care of
her, Luke '—this was what he said—' take care of her untU I come
home to marry her. My pretty Bess! 'Tis a lo-ving heart, Luke,
She is thy charge, lad. Good-bye, dear lad, good-bye I'
I knew that she must be sitting in the old summer-house waiting to see the ship go by; and there, indeed, I found her. Jack
parted with her early in the morning. I know not what passed
between them; but it was surely very moving, because no pair
loved each other more deeply than these two.
' He is gone,' she said. ' It is all over. But he loves me. Oh!
I am sure he loves me. Yet something wiU happen, Philadelphy
saw the DevU and herself. Between the two something is sure to
happen. Oh 1 we shaU never be so happy again together—never
again.'
' Why,' I told her, ' people always think that the future can
never be like the past. There are plenty of happy days before you,
Bess. Jack wUl come home again some time, maybe a First Lieutenant—who knows ?—or a Captain in command. Then we shall
have peace, I suppose, once more, and Jack wiU remain ashore,
and you will be his wife,'
' Yes. What did PhUadelphy say ? Come what may come,
thou shalt marry thy lover. Oh 1 I am not afraid. I saw him on
the quarter-deck as the ship sailed past. Oh 1 he is the bravest
and the handsomest man in aU the King's ser^vice; and who am I
that he should love me ? Luke, you know how ladies talk and
what they say. Teach me that way. Oh 1 Luke, teach me, so
that he shall never be ashamed of his sweetheart. My Jack! my
sailor Jack ! Steel nor lead shall not harm him; but the ship may
wreck or sink. Oh 1 my heart, my heart 1 When shall I see thy
dear face again ? '
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CHAPTER XXIV.
AFTER J A C K ' S DEPARTURE.

Jack was gone I suppose that Deptford remained just as
fuU of noise and business as before. As much hammering went on
in the Yard: there was as much piping and shouting on the river;
there was as much drinking and bawling in the town. But to some of
us the place seemed to have become suddenly and strangely quiet.
Our Lieutenant had been ashore three or four months in aU, yet he
fiUed the town with his presence, a thing which only strong and masterful men can do. Most of us when we go are not missed at aU,
and our places are quickly filled up, whether we sail away to sea
upon a cruise or are carried to the grave.
Whoever is absent, the events of the days continue to follow
each other and to occupy the minds of those who wait at home.
'Twas a stirring time, and though others, and worse, have followed,
and we are even now in a great war, the issue of which no man
can predict, it seems to me that those years were more full of
interest than any which have followed. Why, one remembers even
the things that are most readily forgotten : how, for instance, the
' SpeedweU' yacht moved against wind and tide, and beat four
miles an hour ; how four tradesmen of the City were in a pleasureboat off Margate when they were picked up by a French privateer
and ransomed for three hundred and twenty pounds; how the
wounded soldiers were brought home and carried through the town
in waggons; how the recruits quartered m the Savoy mutinied, and
were quickly shot down; how Mary Walker, of Rotherhithe, was
barbarously murdered and her niece hanged for the crime (though
there were many who wept for the poor girl, and believed her protestations of innocence, which she contmued, with cries and tears,
to the very end); how seventy men of the ' Namur' walked aU
the way from Portsmouth to the Admiralty to complain of their
rations, and fifteen were hanged for punishment; and how—a
thing which pleased me much—there was a great sale of pictures,
at which a Claude Lorraine fetched as much as a hundred grSneas,
a Correggio £40, a Eubens £79, and a Eaphael over £700, But
these are now old stories, though then they made talk for the world.
Bess, keeping mostly at home, applied herself diligently to
acquire the arts of reading and writing, so that her lover might
never be accused of marrying an iUiterate woman. These arts,
mastered even in chUdhood with great difficulty and painful labour,
are far more difficult to acquire after one has arrived at maturity.
By great patience, however, Bess so far succeeded that, after two
years' application, she was able to make her way slowly through a
page of large and clear print, leaving out the hard words. This
achievement satisfied her, because she was not in the least degree
curious concerning the contents of books, and did not desire inferWHEN
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mation on any subject whatever. She also learned to write her
own name, her father teaching her; 'twas, I remember, in a fine
flowing hand, with flourishes after the Penman's style; but she
could write nothing else, nor could she ever read the written
character. To one who considers the ignorance of such a girl as
Bess, who neither reads nor writes, doth not hear the talk of
exchanges and coffee-rooms, and has never been to school, her
mind must seem a state of darkness indeed. The whole of the
world's history, except that portion of it which is connected with
our Eedeemer, is entirely unknown to her. Geography, present
pohtics, the exact sciences, the fine arts, poetry, and letters—aU
these things are words, and nothing more, to her. Such was this
girl's ignorance, and such was her apathy as regards knowledge,
that she desired to learn nothing except what would please her
sweetheart. With this end in view she used to lay out the charts
on the apothecary's table, and would make Mr. Brinjes tell her
about all the ports at which Jack had touched and the seas over
which he had sailed. ' I love Jack,' was all the burden of her song.
He was never out of her mind: the world might go to wrack and
she would care nothing if only her lover remained in safety and
was brought back to her arms.
She begged me to tell her what other things, if any, a gentlewoman generally learns, so that she might teach herself these things
as weU, WUlingly would I have done this, but on inquiry I could
not discover anything—I mean any serious study—which was
necessary or possible for her to undertake, I knew but one gentlewoman with whom to compare Bess, This was CastUla, Certainly, CastUla had commenced the study of the French language;
but 1 know not how far she advanced, and I have not learned that
she was ever able to read a book in that tongue. Then, in the
matter of arts and sciences, CastiUa was certauUy as ignorant as
Bess, And when I came to consider the subject, I could not discover that she was any fonder than Bess of reading, or more desirous
to extend her knowledge by means of books. There are, it is true,
certain accomplishments in which a young gentlewoman ia instructed, Castilla had learned to dance, and in the Assembly there
were none who performed a minuet with more grace, though some
perhaps with more stateliness, because she was short of stature.
In a country dance she had no equal. But Bess, for her part, who
had never been taught by any dancing-master, could dance a jig, a
hay, or a hornpipe, roUing like a sailor, snapping her fingers, and
singing the while, so as to do your eyes good only to see tbe unstudied
grace and spirit of her movements. Then CastiUa had been taught
the harpsichord, and could play at least three, if not four, tunes.
But Bess had never even seen a harpsichord, and aa she did not
possess one she could not be taught to play upon it. Then, there
is singing. Nothing is more pleasant to the ear than the singing of
a beautiful woman. CastiUa had a low voice, but it was sweet and
musical; she had been taught to sing by the same master who had
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taught her the harpsichord, and she could sing several songs. To
please m y father, she used to sing, ' Drink to m e only with thine
eyes ' ; to please the Admiral she sang, ' To all you ladies now on
l a n d ' ; to please me she sang, ' Sweet, if you love me, let me go ' ;
and all so charmingly, never dropping a note, making no mistakes
in word or tune, and with such grace of voice and pretty gentle
way that it ravished those who heard her. But as for Bess, she
had a full rich voice, and she sang out loud, so that she might have
been heard half-way across the river. She knew fifty songs, and
was always learning new ones. She would listen to the balladsinger in the street, and to the sailors bawling in the taverns, and
would then go away and practise their songs by herself till she was
perfect. She sang them all to please Jack ; but after he was goni
she sang no more—sitting m u m , like a moulting canary-bird. I t
was pretty to listen while she sang, sitting with one hand upon
Jack's shoulder, and the other clasped in his love-sick fingers—
The landlord he looks very big,
With his high cocked hat and his po"wdered wig;
Methinks he looks both fair and fat,
But he may thank you and me for that.
Por oh ! good ale, thou art my darling.
And my joy both night and morning.
Or, sometimes, ' W h y , soldiers, why should we be melancholy,
boys ? ' or, ' Come, all ye sailors bold, lend me an ear.' Another
was a plaintive ditty, the choice of which we m a y believe to have
been inspired in some prophetic mood—
Early one morning, just as the sun "vras rising,
I heard a maid sing in the valley belo"W":
' Oh! don't deceive me. Oh ! never leave me.
Ho"W" could you use a poor maiden so ? '
As regards housewifery, Castilla could make conserves, cakes,
puddings, and fruit pies, and she could distil strong waters for the
still-room. Bess, for her part, could make bread, pies of all kinds,
including sea-pie, onion pie, salmagundy, and lobscouse; she could
cook a savoury dish of liver, hghts, and bacon, of beef-steak and
onions, of ducks stuffed : she could make tansy puddings, and many
other pleasant things for dinner. She could also brew beer, and
had many secrets in flavouring it with hops, ivy-berries, yew-berries,
and other things. As for needlework, Castilla could, it is true,
embroider flowered aprons, and do Turkey work, and tent-stitch,
work handkerchiefs in catgut, and such pretty things. But Bess
could knit stockings for her father or herself; she made her own
frocks and trimmed her own straw hats. As to playing cards,
CastUla knew a great m a n y games, such as QuadriUe, Whist, Ombre,
Pope Joan, and Speculation; but Bess, for her part, could play
All-fours, Put, Snip-snap-snorum, Laugh-and-lie-down, and Cribbage. Then—but this signified little—CastiUa collected shells, which
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were brought to the house by saUors, and made grottoes; she could
also cut out figures, and even landscapes, in black paper; she could
make screens by sticking pictures on paper; and she knew several
pretty girls' games, such as Draw-gloves, and Questions and Command. Bess knew none of these little accomplishments; and as
for games, she loved best the boys' sports, such as Tagg and Thruslia-thrush, which she used to play with Jack and me when we were
young. The chief difference, so far as I coiUd understand, in the
education of the two girls, was that one could carry a fan, manage
a hoop, and behave after the manner of gentlewomen, which the
other could not do. And I could not recommend Bess either to
put on a hoop, or to buy a fan, or to powder and paint, or to lay on
patches, by aU of which things she would have made herself
ridiculous.
There are some things, however, which cannot be learned.
Such are sweetness of disposition, that finer kind of modesty which
belongs to gentle breeding, grace of carriage, respect to elders, and
the equal distribution of favours and smiles, so as not to show too
openly the secret preferences of the heart. In aU these things Bess
was naturaUy inferior to Castilla, and these, imfortunately, I could
not teach her, nor could Mr. Brinjes.
I could therefore advise her nothing but to study at every
opportunity, and especially in church, the carriage and demeanour
of the quality and the fashion of their dress, which I recommended
her to adopt at such a distance as her means and station would
allow.
You may be sure that there were many at Deptford who waited
anxiously for news of the ' Tartar'—most of the crew belonging to
the town, and none of them being pressed men, but all volunteers,
who took the King's bounty. But for three or four months we
heard nothing. Then news came to the Dockyard, and was taken
to the Club in the evening by the Eesident Commissioner.
' Admiral,' he said, ' and gentlemen all, I bring you good news.
'Tis of the "Tartar."'
' Good news ? ' cried the Admiral. ' Then the boy is weU.
Bring more punch, ye black devil!'
'The " Tartar " has put into Spithead with a thumping prize.
Twelve men killed, and the master and mate. Twenty wounded ;
but only the Second Lieutenant among tho officers, and ho slightly.'
' This is brave hearing, gentlemen,' said the Admiral.
' The prize is a privateer from Eochelle, 20 guns and 170 men.
She made, it is reported, a gallant resistance. No doubt, we shaU
have further particulars by private despatches.'
In two days there came by the post two letters, both from Jack.
One of these was for the Admiral, which I do not transcribe,
although I was privileged to read it; and another, for me. I knew
very well that the letter was not for me, but for another. Wherefore I made an excuse for not opening it before the company, and
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carried it off to Mr. Brinjes, where I found Bess sitting, as was her
wont in the afternoon.
' I have heard,' she said, ' that there has been fighting on board
the " Tartar." The people in the town are talking about it.'
' J a c k is safe, and the " T a r t a r " has taken a prize, B e s s ; and
here is a letter.'
So I tore it open in her presence. I t was exactly as I thought.
That is to say, there were a few words directing m e to give the
inclosed packet to his dear girl, the mistress of his h e a r t ; and she
very joyfuUy received it, snatching it out of m y hands with a
strange jealousy, as if she grudged that anybody should have in
his hands, even for a minute, what belonged to her and was a gift
fi-om her lover. I t was the same with everything, do"wn to the
smaUest ribbon which Jack gave her—she could not bear that
another should so much as touch it, even a m a n . As for a woman
being aUowed to look at her lover's gifts—well, it was a jealous
creature, but she loved him.
First, like a mad thing, she fell to kissing the letter. ' O h ! '
she cried, holding it with both hands, but kindly permitting m e to
scent its fragrance, which was, to say the truth, like a mixture of
bUge-water, lamp-oU, cheese, rum, and gunpowder. ' Oh, it actually
smells of the ship ! ' I n fact, the letter, no doubt from having
been written on paper long kept below with the purser's stores,
smelt of that part of the ship where the stores are kept. ' I t is just
like violets,' she added; but the smell of Jack's ship was better to
her than that of any violets. And so she kissed it again.
' Shall we read it ? ' I said. ' The letter, I suppose, was meant
to be read as well as to be kissed.'
She gave it to m e reluctantly. I do not think she wanted to
know the contents. Enough that Jack had written her a letter.
What greater proof of love could be given to any girl ?
' Do you think he wanted it to be read ? ' she asked, ' Wouldn't
he be contented if he knew that I had it safe and was keeping it
next to m y heart, against his coming home ? '
' Y o u are a fool, Bess,' said Mr. Brinjes; ' l e t Luke read it.
Why, the letter wUl tell us all about the fighting. W h y else should
he take the trouble to write a letter at all ? Do you think a m a n
likes writing letters ? As for me, I never received a letter in m y
life, and I never wrote one.'
She gave up the letter with a sigh. If she had been able to
read it herself, no one else would have seen it.
' J a c k having taken so much trouble,' Mr. Brinjes continued,
'twould be disrespectful not to read it. W h a t he writes to you, my
gu-1, he writes for me as well.'
' Mistress of m y heart,' I began, reading the letter. ' Is that
meant for you, Mr. Brinjes? '
' Except a word or two just to show that he hasn't forgotten
you, Bess, of course. Why, as for that, such words mean nothing
except that the boy is in love. I've known a m a n so bewitched
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with love as to call a half-naked black wench his goddess and his
nymph. Yet it seemed to please the girl. Go on, Luke.'
' Mistress of my heart'—whUe I read, Bess sat in the window
seat, her hands clasped, her eyes soft and melting, her breath caught
short and quick, and continually interrupting with ejaculations—
such as, ' Oh, Jack !' and ' Oh, my brave boy !'—wrung from her
heart by the joy of loving and being loved. But these I omit.
' Mistress of my heart and queen of my soul! My dearest
Bess,—Since I sailed from Deptford, I have thought of you every
day and every night. If I were by your side I should give you a
thousand hugs and kisses. There never was a more lovely maid
than my Bess. My dear, we have had our first tussle, and warm
work it was; but the enemy is now snug and comfortable under
hatches, where he will remain until we come to anchor in the
Solent, and carry him up Porchester Creek to rest awhUe. I think
he has got a headache, Bess, after the noise of the guns; and,
perhaps, the small shot have given him a toothache, and the cannonbaUs have very likely made his legs rheumatic. We had a fine time
the last bout ashore, hadn't we, Bess ? I sha'n't forget the room
behind the shop, nor the summer-house where Luke caught us
kissing, and you blushed crimson. WeU, I dare say I shaU get
ashore again some time, though not, I hope, like our poor carpenter's
mate, who has had both legs amputated, and wUl now for ever go
on stumps. If your Jack came home on stumps, would you send
him about his business, Bess ? We feU in with the enemy
'
'Here the letter begins,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' What went before
was like the froth on a pot of stingo.'
' We fell in with the enemy on the morning of the 18th, this
being February the 20th. We should have missed her altogether,
but, by the blessing of Providence, the fog cleared away and showed
us the ship, half a mile or thereabouts on the weather-bow. 'Twas
in full Channel. She hoisted the French flag, and we returned the
comphment—such was our politeness—^with a cannon-shot, pitched
a yard or two wide of her. The enemy scorned to show her heels
(wherefore I honour her, and give her what is due); perhaps because
she carried heavier weight of metal and a larger complement than
the " Tartar." As for the engagement which foUowed, it lasted for
an hour or thereabouts; and then, on our coming to close quarters
and preparing to board. Monsieur hauled down his colours, finding
he had no stomach for pikes and cutlasses. Which was his stratagem ; and mark the treachery of this bloody villain. For, while
we prepared leisurely and unsuspecting to take possession, he bore
up suddenly and boarded us. Fortunately, he had to deal with a
well-disciplined crew; but the fighting was hand-to-hand for a while
before they gave up the job and tried to back again to their own
deck. There were fifty of them in the boarding-party, and not one
got back, nor never a prisoner made, such was the rage of our men.
So we gave them no more chance for treachery, but boarded in our
turn; and hand-to-hand it was again tUl all that was left of thera
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were driven under hatches, where they now remain. The^e were
a hundred and seventy of them when the action began, and we've
thrown eighty bodies overboard. Consequently there are ninety
prisoners. Our master, who is as tough a sea-dog as fives, calculates that at this rate—namely, and that is to say, every ship in
the King's service taking one French ship a week, kiUing or
disabling half the crew, and taking prisoner the other half—we
shaU in less than a twelvemonth leave his French Majesty never a
saUor or a ship to his back, so he must surrender at discretion.
But I doubt, for m y own part, whether we shall have such good
luck as this; and it m a y be a year and a half or even two years
before we are able to make an account of all the French fleets. W e
have lost twelve, kUled and wounded; the Second Lieutenant has
parted vdth half an ear, shced off by a French cutlass, and the
master's mate is kiUed, his brains being blown out by a pistol fired
in his face. But we have revenged him, m y dear Bess. When the
fight was over I drank your health in the gun-room in a tot ol
rum, being, thank God, without a scratch.'
Here was a gap, as if the letter had been interrupted at this
point, and resumed later on.
' We are now, m y dearest Bess, anchored at Spithead, and about
to transfer our prisoners up the harbour to Porchester Castle, where
they are to lay by mitil the war is ended or they are exchanged.
'TwUl be a change for them and a rest, and no doubt they will be
glad to be out of danger. 'Tis a convenient place for a prison,
having two great towers, besides a smaller one, with a high wall
all round and a ditch. And if the prisoners do escape, they will
find the country-side rejoiced of the opportrmity to murder them,
being a savage people, and much incensed with all French privateers.
So, m y sweetheart, no more at present from thy faithful
JACK.
' Postscriptum.—Thy true-love knot is round m y arm, and I
wish m y arm was round thy neck. I forgot to say that the prize
is the " M o n t Eozier," of La Eochelle; she is, we hope, to be
purchased for the King's Navy-—a handy useful ship, weU found.
H e r captain was kiUed in the second part of the action. Otherwise
I think he would have been hanged for treachery, I love thee,
Bess—I love t h e e ! '
There was a beautiful letter for any girl to receive; fuU of love
and kisses, and of gallant fighting ! When I had read it through,
she sat awhile perfectly still, the tears running down her cheeks.
Then she made me read it again, more slowly, and bade me mark
with pencil the passages which most she fancied. She could not
read the writing, but could rest her eyes on those places and
remember them. She was quick at catching up and remembering
things, and when she had heard the letter read a third time, she
knew it aU by heart, and never forgot it.
This was the only letter which Jack ever wrote to his mistress.
Other letters he wrote to the Admiral, telling him of the wonderful
exploits of the ' Tartar,' and of his share in the actions, but never
0
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a word more to Bess. The days passed on, and the girl sat, for
the most part, in silence, waiting. So sat Penelope, expectant of
her lord. StUl she spoke of h i m ; still she carried his letter in her
bosom, wrapped in silk, and would take it out and gaze upon it,
the tears roUing down her cheek. If she hoped for another letter,
if she felt herself neglected, if she doubted his fidehty, I know
n o t ; for she said nothing.
I n that interval she grew more beautiful. H e r face, thus set
upon the contemplation of one thing, became pensive, and her eyes
grave. She smUed seldom, and the loud laugh which Jack loved,
but which reminded others too m u c h of her former associates, was
no more heard. By constant endeavour, by imitation, by refraining
from her old companions, and by keeping guard over her speech,
she softened not only her manner, but also her appearance. Poor
B e s s ! W h a t would she say and suffer if she should learn that her
Jack had ceased to love her ? Yet what other interpretation could
be put upon his long silence ? I t was at Christmas, 1756, when
the ' Tartar ' sailed. I t was in J u n e , 1760, that Jack returned, and
all that time only this one letter, though there had been m a n y
written to the Admiral.
' H e wiU find,' said Bess, ' when he comes home, that I can
read very well, And I know the charts of the seas where he has
saUed. If only he still wUl think m e beautiful.'
' Why, Bess,' I told her, ' as to beauty, there is no doubt about
it. So if that is all there is to fear, have no pain on that score.'
There was, however, a great deal more to fear; but this one dared
not so m u c h as to hint in her presence.
' There is a storm brewing,' said Mr. Brinjes; ' I feel it in the
air. I know not what he m a y think when he comes home : she is
a handsome creature, and he m a y be for beginning aU over again.
Yet m y mind misgives m e . W h y is there no letter, nor never a
word to you, unless he has forgotten her ? As for falling in love
with another woman, that is hardly likely, seeing the busy life the
poor lad h a t h led. B u t he h a t h forgotten her, Luke. Most women
look for nothing else than to be forgotten when their husbands and
lovers go to sea; they forget and are forgotten. WeU—why not ?
Better so ; then they suffer the less when one of the m e n is knocked
o' the head, and another goes off with someone else when his ship
is next paid off. But Bess is difl'erent; and we have encouraged
h e r ; there wiU never be any other m a n in the world for her, except
Jack. So, m y lad, look out, I say, for squalls.'
Of course, we heard news of the ' Tartar.' Did she not fill half
the Gazette ? There never was so fortunate a ship, nor one more
gallantly commanded. One cannot enumerate or remember half
the prizes that she made in her first year's cruise in the Channel.
A m o n t h after taking the ' Mont Rozier ' she encountered the
' Maria Victoria,' twenty-four guns and 'i-iO m e n ; and, after a sharp
engagement, compelled her to strUce. Tho ship "was taken over into
the King's Navy, under the name of tho ' Tartar's I'rize.' Then, in
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AprU, Captain Lockhart fought the privateer ' Due d'Aiguillon,' of
twenty-six guns and 254 men. The French did not surrender tUl
they had lost upwards of fifty killed and wounded. I n May the
privateer ' Penelope,' of eighteen guns and 181 men, was taken; and
in October the ' Comtesse de Gramont,' eighteen guns and 155 men.
She also was purchased into the Navy. But the crown of the
' T a r t a r ' s ' exploits this year was the chase and capture of the
' Melampe,' of Bayonne, one of the finest privateers ever sent out
from port. She was mounted with thirty-six guns, and had a crew
of 830 men. The ' Tartar ' chased her for thirty hours, and fought
her for three hours before she struck. She also was added to the
King's Navy, as a thirty-six gun frigate ; and a very useful vessel
she proved.
Such achievements as these greatly disheartened the French,
and raised our own spirits. They did not, it is true, quite reach the
ambitious aims of the master of the ' T a r t a r ' ; yet they caUed forth
the gratitude of the nation. Therefore, at the end of the year, the
merchants of London and Bristol combined to present Captain
Lockhart with pieces of plate ; the First Lieutenant of the ' Tartar '
was transferred to the command of the ' T a r t a r ' s ' prize, the
' Melampe,' which was renamed the ' Sapphire ' ; Jack was transferred to this ship with the First Lieutenant; and the master of the
' Tartar ' was promoted to be Lieutenant. As for the prize-money
due to the officers and men, that amounted to a very pretty s u m ;
but I do not know how much fell to Jack as his share.

C H A P T E R XXV.
LIEUTENANT AARON FLETCHER.
W B who are always slower than tho French—' but,' said Jack, ' we
hold on the tighter'—now began to send out privateers on our own
account, though for the most part neither so numerous nor so well
found as the French. The men were not wanting, nor the spirit,
but the prizes were not so many, and the prospect of gain not so
attractive to our English sea-coast men as to the French. Mention
has been made of a ship building in Mr. Taylor's yard at Rotherhithe ; Jack was right when he pronounced her fit for something
better than a lubberly sugar-ship. She was, in fact, the venture of
a company of London merchants, and she was intended from the
first for Letters of ]\larque. A dangerous venture ; but there was
revenge in it, as well as the hope of profit; and, besides, two or
three successful cruises will sometimes cover the whole cost of ship
and crew, even if on the next voyage the ship is wrecked or taken.
As for a crew, there is not much difficulty in getting volunteers for
a privateer, where there is no flogging, and for the most part no
discipline, and an officer has very little more authority than he can
o2
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command with fist and rope's-end. The prospect of taking some
rich merchantman from Martinique, laden with a great cargo of
spices and sugar, is attractive, to say nothing of the fighting, the
chance of which, happily, ever inflames a Briton's heart. No such
desperate actions are recorded during this war, as those in which
our privateers were engaged. The best privateers-men are said to
be, not the regular seamen, to whom an action comes as part of the
day's work, but those amphibious creatures found all round our
coast, and especiaUy about the Channel, who pretend to be engaged
in the most innocent and harmless pursuits, and m a y be found following the plough or driving the quill, or with an apron in a barber's
shop, flouring a wig, or even behind a grocer's counter, weighing
out pounds of sugar. Yet this is but a show and pretence, and then
real trade takes t h e m to and fro across the Channel, to the great
detriment of His Majesty's revenue. Privateering, to such as these,
is a kind of smuggling, but a finer kind, which one foUows without
the necessity of sometimes fighting the King's officers, and sometimes murdering an informer. Moreover, a fat m e r c h a n t m a n is a
far richer prize to bring home than a boat-load of kegs. Therefore
when the ' Porcupine ' (so they called her) was launched, and fitted
and armed with eighteen nine-pounders and two six-pounders foi
her quarter-deck, there was no difficulty in finding a crew of pickec
m e n as good as any on board a King's ship, though lacking in dis
cipline—a hundred and twenty in all. The crew of the ' Porcupine,
indeed, showed the stuff of which they were made before the shij
sailed. I t was in September of the year 1757, when the hottes
Press ever known in the Thames was undertaken, and not only wer(
the lanes and alleys of Deptford, Wapping, and Ratcliff scoured foi
skulking watermen and seamen—the river being wholly deserted fo:
fear of the Pressgang—but also the colliers and ships in the Poo
were boarded and their m e n taken, leaving no more than two abb
seamen for every hundred tons, according to William the Third':
Act. The gang boarded the ' Porcupine,' but the m e n seized thei
a r m s and threatened to fight for their liberty, whereat the lieutenan
in command withdrew his men and sheered off, judging it pruden
not to engage his company of a dozen or twenty with sixscore reso
lute fellows.
Meantime, Mr. Brinjes' prediction of misfortune as regards Aaroi
Fletcher came true—one knows not whether he did anything by hi
own black arts to bring about the calamities which feU upon him a
this time. For, first of all, his boat, as fast a sailer as might bi
found for crossing the Channel, was picked up by a French privateer
who cared nothing for her being engaged in smuggling or in con
veying information or spies backwards and forwards from Franc
to England or from England to France. All is fish that comes ti
the F r e n c h m a n ' s net. Therefore the ' Willing M i n d ' was taken ii
tow, and presently sold at auction in Boulogne H a r b o u r ; and s^
A/iron lost not only his boat, but also his crew of three men, w h
were like r a t s for wariness, and could speak both French and EngUsl
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Thus went the greater part of his business; and he hung his
head, going in great hea"viness, and in his cups cursing the Apothecary, whose blood he threatened to spUl, for causing his boat to be
taken. But worse foUowed, His boatbuilding yard had become
slack of work, and most of his hands were discharged. This was
caused by his own neglect, and might have been repaired by steady
attention to business. Unhappily, one night the yard took fire, and
everything was burned except the fittle cottage within the gates,
where Aaron hved alone. And then, indeed, he raged like a lion,
swearing ithat he would kill, maim, and torture that devil of an
Apothecary, who thus pursued him. But Mr. Brinjes was no whit
terrified.
Despite these things, we were aU surprised to hear that Aaron
was going on board the ' Porcupine' privateer; and still more
astonished when we learned that he was appointed Third Lieutenant, his proper place being before the mast, or, at best, bo's'n's
mate, or gunner's mate, for he was quite an Uliterate fellow, who
had learned nothing of taking an observation, except how to make
it noon, and knew nothing save by rule of thumb of navigation.
However, he knew the coast of France as well as any Frenchman,
which was, I suppose, the reason why he was appointed an officer;
and besides, he had acquired (and truly deserved), in Deptford,
Greenwich, and Rotherhithe, the reputation of being a brave, reckless dog, who would fight like a buU-dog. For such work as was
wanted of him, no doubt he was as good as any m a n who had
passed his examination in Seething Lane.
Then Aaron got himself a coat of blue, like that worn by the
King's officers (but without the white facings), edged with gold—
very fine. This he put on, with white stockings, white breeches,
and a crimson sash, with a hanger—for aU the world as if he were
Lieutenant of the Royal Navy—and a hat trimmed with gold lace.
Thus attired, he strutted up the street, the boys shouting after him,
tiU he came to Mr. Westmoreland's shop, where Bess sat at the
door, her work in her hand. ' Well, Bess,' he said, ' nothing was
good enough for thee but an officer and a gentleman. I am an
officer now, and if any m a n dares to say I am not a gentleman, I
will fight him with any weapon he pleases. Since one officer has
gone away, Bess, take on with another. Don't think I bear a
grudge. Nay, I love thee still, lass, in spite of thy damned
unfriendly ways.'
' You an officer, Aaron ? ' Women like fine feathers for themselves, but they are never dazzled with fine feathers in others.
' You an officer ? ' She surveyed him calmly from head to foot.
' White stockings do not make a gentleman.
Your clothes are
grand, to be sure. Pity you have not a better shirt to match so
fine a coat.' Aaron's linen, in truth, had neither lace nor ruffies, and
his cravat was but a speckled kerchief. ' Go change thy linen,
Aaron, before pretending to be a gentleman. WeU,' she continued,
perceiving that he was, as she desired him to be, abashed by the
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discovery of this deficiency, 'as for thy dress, 'twiU serve for a
privateer. Go fight the French, Aaron, and bring home plenty of
prize-money. But think not thyself a gentleman.'
So she went indoors and left him. I know not whether he
bought himself a shirt to match the coat, but I am sure that on
board the white stockings and the white breeches were safely
stowed away, and a homelier garb assumed.
Aaron's sea-going lasted no great while. The Captain of the
' Porcupine ' was a certain 'Stephen Murdon, who had commanded
an armed merchantman in the China trade, in which he had seen
fighting with the pirates, Chinese and Malay, which mfest the
narrow seas. He was a very brisk, courageous fellow, skUful in
handling his ship; and she being a fast sailer, he was generaUy
able to choose or to decline an engagement, as suited him best.
For instance, he would not engage a French privateer if he could
avoid so doing, on the principle that it is foolish for dog to bite dog,
and because it is the business of the King's ships to clear the
Channel of privateers ; but with a merchantman, however strong,
he was like a bloodhound for the chase, and a bull-dog for fighting.
I do not know how much prize-money he would have made for
himself, but his owners were at first very much pleased with their
venture, and promised themselves great returns. Unfortunately, a
circumstance happened which brought the ' Porcupine's ' cruise to
an untimely end. There were many complaints from HoUand
against the English privateers, who mistook Dutch for French
colours, and treated them accordingly. Captain Murdon was one
of those who were suspicious of Dutch colours. Unfortunately, he
one day overhauled a Dutch vessel conveying to Amsterdam no
less a personage than the Spanish Ambassador; and, on the pretence
that she was sailing under false colours, plundered the ship, taking
out of her, as the complaint of the Captain set forth, a purse containing seventeen guineas, twenty deal boxes containing valuable
stuffs, and three bales of cambric, the whole valued at two hundred
guineas. Nor was this all, for this audacious Captain Murdon
helped himself as well to His Excellency's chests and cases containing jewels and treasure.
"There was a great outcry about this affair, and Captain Murdon
(who was very well known to have done it, but it was pretended
there was no evidence) hastened to hand over the ' Porcupine' to
her owners, paid off his crew, and recommended his officers to lie
snug for a while. I know not who had the booty, but the officers
and crew had none. As for himself, he was provided with a ship
in the East India trade, so as to get more speedily out of the
country. The Government offered twenty pounds reward for the
discovery of the ship which had thus insulted a fr-iendly Power;
out no one took the offer seriously, and war immediately afterwards
breaking out with Spain, no further trouble was taken in the matter.
But thus Aaron's chances of prize-money were lost, and he himself
retiurned to Deptford little richer than when he went away. Captain
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Murdon offered him, it is true, a berth on board his new ship; but
Aaron had no desire to go fighting Chinese pirates, and therefore
stayed at home. Then he began to pretend that he was putting u p
his building-sheds a g a i n ; but, as you shaU see, he had no l u c k : his
fortune had deserted him.

CHAPTER

XXVI.

H O W MR, BRINJES EXERCISED HIS POWERS.

I T was on Saturday, the last day of J u n e , in the year of grace 1760
(our Lieutenant having been away at sea two years and a half),
and on the stroke of seven, that Mr. Brinjes sallied forth from his
shop. H e was dressed—being now on his way to the Club at the
Sir John Falstaff—in his black velvet coat with lace ruffles; he
carried his laced hat under his arm, and had upon his head his
vast wig, whose threatening foretop, majestic with depending knots,
before and behind the shoulders, proclaimed his caUing. I n his
hand he bore his gold-headed stick (not the famous skuU-stick); his
stockings, which in the morning were of grey woollen, knitted by
the hands of Bess, were now of white silk ; and his shoes were
adorned with sUver buckles. H e was no longer Apothecary to the
scum of Deptford: he was in appearance a grave and learned
Physician. Yet, if one looked more closely, it might be discerned
that the wig was iU-dressed; the ruffles at his wrist t o r n ; that one
or two of the silver buttons had faUen from his coat-sleeves ; that
his stockings were splashed a little, and there was a rent in o n e ;
and that his shoes were only smeared, not brightened.
These,
however, were defects which Mr. Brinjes did not heed. I t was
enough for him to possess and to wear a coat and a wig which
became the company which met at the Sir J o h n Falstaff.
H e stood awhile looking up and down the street, first casting
his eye upwards to note the weather, a thing which no one who
has been a sailor neglects, whether he goes upon deck or leaves the
house. The sky was clear, the wind southerly, and the now
declining sun shone upon the houses, so that, though mean and
low, they glowed in splendour, and the Apothecary's silver pestle
showed as if it were of pure solid silver, and the P e n m a n ' s golden
quill as if it were indeed of burnished gold, and the Barber's brass
vessels across the way, catching the sun by reflection, shone as if
they, too, were of gold; while the diamond panes of the upper
lattice windows were all on fire, and one's eyes could not brook to
gaze upon t h e m ; the red tiles of the gables, though they were
overgrown with moss, seemed as if they had newly left the potter's
h a n d s ; and the timber-work of the house fronts was like unto
black marble or porphyry. No painting was ever more splendid
than those mean houses under the summer evening's sunhght. At
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the Barber's door there arose a curious cloud, which produced an
effect as of a white mist rising from the ground. I t was, however,
nothing but one of the 'prentices flouring the Vicar's wig for
Sunday, Lower down the street there was leaning against a post
the tail form of Aaron Fletcher. H e had nothing now, in his
appearance, of the gallant privateer, being dressed as becomes a
tradesman, in a fur cap, grey stockings, round shoes, and a drugget
waistcoat; yet there was in him something that looked like a sailor:
however you disguise him, the sailor always betrays himself. Hig
hands were in his waistcoat pockets, and his eyes were fixed upon
the Golden Quill, because he hungered still for a sight of the girl
who lived beneath that sign. I n spite of his strength and his
courage,^one word from Bess would have made this giant as weak
as a reed. But as for her, she would no more so m u c h as speak
friendly with him, being angered at his importimity.
Bess sat in the open doorway, partly screened from the glare of
the evening, and partly sitting in the open sunshine, because she
was not one of those who fear to hurt her complexion.
She was
working at something which lay in her lap, and sat with her back
turned to Aaron, as if she knew that he was there, and would not so
m u c h as look at him. Through the door one might see her father
at his work, spectacles on nose.
Mr. Brinjes looked at her, stiU standing before his own door.
Then she raised her head, hearing his footstep, and laughed. She
always laughed at sight of Mr. Brinjes in the evening, because, in
his great wig and velvet coat, on his way to the Club, he was so
different from Mr. Brinjes in his scratch or his night-cap, sitting in
his parlour or his shop.
' Saucy b a g g a g e ! ' said the Apothecary. ' Stand up, Bess, and
let m e see how tall thou art.'
She obeyed, and stood up, overtopping Mr. Brinjes by more t h a n
the foretop of his w i g ; she was, in fact, five feet eight inches i a
height, as I know, because I measured her about this time. I t is a
great stature for a woman. She was now past her twenty-first
year, and therefore fuU grown, and no longer so slim and slender
in figure as when Jack saUed away at Christmas, in the year
seventeen hundred and fifty-six. She was now a woman fuUy
formed; her waist not slender, as fine ladies fondly love to have it,
but like the ancient statues for amplitude; her shoulders large and
square rather t h a n sloping, her neck fuU and yet long, her skin of
the whitest, her hair and eyes of the blackest; as for the eyes, they
were large and fuU, and slow rather t h a n quick of movement, a
thing which betokens an amorous or passionate disposition; her
face, as one sees in the faces of certain Italian painters, with an
ample cheek, fuU and rosy lips, with a straight nose and low forehead. About her head she had tied a kerchief. For m y own part,
I have always maintained that Bess was the most beautiful woman
I have ever looked upon in Deptford or anywhere else, though one
m a y admit, what Castilla insists, that, however beautiful a girl m a y
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be, she belongs to her o-wn class. Truly, all poor Bess's troubles
came to her because she loved a gentleman.
Mr. Brinjes surveyed her critically. Then he sighed and said,
• Thou art, I swear, Bess, fit for the gods themselves 1 WeU, child ? '
^ a n d then he sighed again.
' Is there news ? ' she asked.
' I hear of none,' he replied, gravely, ' Bess, the time goes on.
Is it well to waste thy youth on a man who comes not back ?
There are other men
'
' Talk not to me,' she cried, impatiently, ' talk not to me of
other men. There is no other man in the world for me but Jack.
As for other men—I scorn 'em.'
She drew from her bosom half a sixpence, tied to a piece of
black ribbon. This she kissed, and put back again.
' It is long since we had news of him,' Mr. Brinjes went on,
doubtfuUy, and dropping his voice, because Mr. Westmoreland sat
within, poring over his books,
' He loves me,' she replied in a whisper. And the thought
caused her cheek to glow, and her eyes became humid, ' He told
me he should always love me. Why, a man cannot be continually
•writing letters. He wrote to me once—which is enough—to tell
me again that he loves me. And I think of him all day long.'
' Well said, girl! That is only what is due to so gaUant a
lover.'
' I belong to him—I am all his. Why else should I desire to
live ? Why do I go to church, if not to pray for him ? '
' Good girl! Good girl! Would that aU women had such
constant hearts ! I have known many women, whether at home or
at Kingston, or on the Guinea Coast. Some I have known jealous ;
some fuU of tricks and tempers: but never a one among them aU to
be constant. Good girl, Bess!'
' Sometimes I think—oh!—suppose he should never come back
at aU! or suppose I should learn that another woman had entrapped
him with her horrid arts ? '
Mr. Brinjes smiled, as one who knows the world.
' Sailors do sometimes faU into traps,' he said. ' They are everywhere laid for sailors. Perhaps in another port—nay, in half a
dozen ports, he may have found—nay, child, be not uneasy. Why '
—here he swore as roundly as if he had been an Admiral at least—•
' a thousand girls shall be forgotten when once he sees thy handsome face again. What though his thoughts may have gone a-roving
—though I say not that they have—they wUl come home. The
Lieutenant wiU be true. Gad ! There cannot be a single Jack of
aU the Jacks afloat who would not joyfuUy come back to such a
sweetheart.'
' Oh, yes !' She made as if she would draw something else
from her bosom, but refrained. ' I have his letter, his dear letter.
Jack is true. He swore that no one should ever come between him
and me.'
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' There is another thing, child. He left thee, Bess, a slip of a
girl seventeen years old, with little but great black locks and
roguish tricks. When he comes back he wUl find another Bess.'
' Oh !' she cried in alarm. ' But he will expect the same.'
'And such a Bess—such a beautiful Bess—fit for a Prince's
love.'
' I want no Prince but Jack,' said Bess, her eyes soft and humid,
and her lips parted.
' He wiU be satisfied. Rosy lips and black eyes, shapely head
and apple-cheek, dimpled chin and smiling mouth, and such a
throat! I have seen such, Bess, in the girls of the Guinea Coast
when they are young ; just such a throat as thine—as slender and
as round, though shiny black. For my own part, I love the
colour,'
' Happy boy! happy girl!' he cried, after sighing heavily ; ' I
would I were young again to fight this lover for his mistress.
Tedious it is to look on at the game whioh one would stUl be
playing.'
' There is one thing which troubles me,' she said, ' It is the
importunity of Aaron, who will never take nay for his answer. He
comes every evening—nay, sometimes in the morning—telling me
the Lieutenant has forgotten me, and offering to take his place.
And he wUl still be saying things of Jack (who cudgelled him so
famously). If I were a man I would beat him till he roared for
mercy.' Her eyes now flashed fire, I warrant you, sleepy and
calm as they had looked before, ' But I can do nothing; and
Luke is too smaU and weak to fight so great a man. He stands
there now—^look at him! '
' Patience, my girl; patience 1 I wiU tackle this love-sick
shepherd,'
More he would have said, but Mr, Westmoreland himself came
to the door, his quill behind his ear, with round spectacles on his
nose, blinking in the sunshine like an owl or a bat, as if the light
was too much for him. He was dressed in a rusty brown coat, worn
BO long that the sleeves had exactly assumed the shape of his arms;
the cuff of the right arm was shiny, where it had rubbed against the
table ; and the back was shiny, where it had rubbed against his
chair. On his head was a nightcap of worsted. Strange it was that
BO feeble a creature should be father of such a taU, strong, and lovely
girl. Yet these contrasts are not unknown.
' A fine evening, Mr. Brinjes,' he quavered, in his squeaky voice;
' a fine evening, truly.'
' Truly, Mr. Westmoreland.'
' Is there news of the Lieutenant ?'
' I have none, sir.'
' Pray Heaven he be not killed or cast away. Many brave
youths are nowadays killed or cast away at sea. You remember
Jack Easterbrook, Bess ? ' She looked at Mr. Brinjes and smUed.
' I have never had a scholar (to call a scholar) like unto him. Dolts
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and blockheads are they aU, compared with him. Never such a
lad—never such a lad for quickness and for parts.'
Mr. Brinjes nodded and went on his way. Mr. Westmoreland
spread his hands out in the sunshine as one who stands before a
warm fire, and he pushed back his nightcap as if to warm his skull.
But his daughter sat stUl, the knitting-needles idle in her lap and
her eyes fixed as one who hath a vision, and her lips parted, as in a
dream of happiness. Poor child! It was her last,
Mr. Brinjes walked slowly down the street untU he came to
Aaron Fletcher. Then he stopped and surveyed the man from head
to foot.
' Aaron,' he said, ' have a care ; have a care. Thou hast been
warned already. A certain girl, who shall be nameless, is food for
thy betters, master boatbuUder. Food for thy betters !'
Aaron muttered something.
' Why, it is but two years and a half agone, if thou "wilt remember, good Aaron, that a certain thing happened wherefore I warned
thee that trouble would follow. Has it foUowed ? Where is the
" Wilfing Mind " P Captured by the French. Where is the prizemoney thou wast to get from the privateer ? Her cruise was cut
short. Where is thy buUding-yard ? It is burned down. Where
is thy business ? It is gone. Thus would-be murderers are rightly
punished. Wherefore, good Aaron, again I say—Have a care,'
Aaron made no reply, but shuffled his feet.
' And what do we here ? ' Mr. Brinjes asked sternly. ' Do we
wait about the street in hopes of catching a look—a covetous and a
wanton look—upon a face that belongs to another man ? Aaron
Fletcher—Aaron Fletcher, I have warned thee before.'
' With submission, sir,' said the young man, ' the street is free
to aU. As for my betters, a boatbuilder is as good as a penman, I
take it.'
' Go home, boy; go home. Leave Bess alone, or it wUl be the
worst for thee.'
' I take my answer from none but Bess,'
' She hath given thee an answer.'
Here the young man plucked up courage, and feU to railing and
cursing at Mr. Brinjes himself—a thing which no one else in the
whole town would have dared to do—not only for losing him his
boat and building-yard by wicked machinations and magic, but also
for standing, he said, between him and the girl he loved, and
keeping her mind filled with nonsense about a King's officer, who
had gone away and forgotten her ; whereas, if it had not been for
this meddlesome old Apothecary—the devil fly away with him and
aU like unto him !—the girl would have been his own long ago, and
he would have made her happy.
' Here is fine talk! ' said Mr, Brinjes, at length, and after
hearing him without the least signs of anger, ' Here is a proper
gamecock ! Aaron, thou must have a lesson. So ! That hoUow
tooth of thine, my lad: the one at the back, the last but one in the
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left-hand lower jaw 1' The feUow started and turned pale, ' Go
home now, quickly.' Here Mr. Brinjes shook the gold head of his
walking-stick threateningly, while his one eye flamed up like a train
of powder. ' Go home; on thy way the tooth wiU begin to shoofe
and prick as with fiery needles. Go, therefore, to bed immediately.
I t wiU next feel as if a red-hot iron were clapped to it and helu
there, and thy cheek wUl swell like a hasty pudding. The pain wiU
last all night. In the morning come to me ; and perhaps, if I am
merciful and thou showest signs of grace and repentance, I may
puU out the tooth. Thou canst meditate, aU night long, on the
incomparable graces of the girl who can never be thy sweetheart,'
The young man received this command with awe-struck eyea
and pale cheek. Then he obeyed, going away with hanging head
and danghng hands—a gamecock with the spirit knocked out of
him.
Strange that a doctor should be able to cause, as weU as cure,
disease. As Aaron Fletcher drew near to his workshop he felt the
first sharp pang and pricking of toothache. When he reached his
bed the misery was intolerable. All night long he rolled upon his
paUet, groaning. In the morning he repaired to Mr. Brinjes,
dumbfounded, his face tied up, seeking for nothing but rehef.
' Aha 1' said Mr. Brinjes. ' Here is our lad of spirit—here is our
lover. Love hath its thorns, Aaron, as well as its roses. Sit down,
sit do"wn,—The basin, James—and cold water. It is a grinder, and
wiU take a strong pull. Hold back his head, James—and his mouth
wide open. So—with a wiU, my lad. It is done.—Go no more to
the neighbourhood of Bess Westmoreland, my lad, 'Tis a brave
tooth, and might have lasted a lifetime. The neighbourhood of
Bess Westmoreland is draughty, full of toothaches and rheumatisms. I think 1 saw another hollow grinder on the other side.
Take great care, Aaron. Avoid Church Lane, especiaUy in the
evening. Go thy way now, and be thankful that things are no
worse.'

CHAPTER XXVII.
IN COMMAND,

Mr, Brinjes had disposed of this importunate swain, he went
on his way, and presently entered the Blue Parlour, where some of
the gentlemen were already assembled, waiting for the arrival of
their president or chairman, the Admiral, who was not long in
coming, with his escort of negroes.
When he had taken his seat, his pipe fiUed, his gold-headed
stick within reach, he rapped upon the table once.
' Gentlemen,' he said, ' good evening, one and all.'
Then he rapped upon the table twice.
WHEN
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Immediately the landlord appeared at the door, bearing in his
hand a great steaming bowl of punch, which he placed before the
president. One of the negroes filled a brimming glass and gave it
to his master. Then he filled for the others and passed the glasses
round; and the Admiral, standing up, shouted, ' Gentlemen, His
Majesty's health, and confusion to his e n e m i e s ! '
This done, he sat down and prepared to spend a cheerful
evening.
By this time it was eight o'clock, though not yet sunset—though
the western sky was red and the sun low in the west. W i t h m u c h
whistling of pipes and ringing of bells the day's work at the Yard
hard by was brought to a close. Whereupon a sudden stillness fell
upon the air, broken only by the hoarse cries and calls from the
ships in mid-river now working slowly up stream, with flow of tide
and a light breeze from the south or south-east.
' Gentlemen,' said the Admiral, with importance, ' I have thia
day received despatches from Jack Easterbrook, m y ward, which I
have brought with me to gladden your hearts, as they have gladdened mine.' H e tugged a packet out of his pocket, and laid it on
the table before him. ' H e writes,' continued the Admiral, ' from
his ship, the " Sapphire " fi-igate. Captain J o h n Strachan; and, to
begin with, the letter is dated November, but appears to have been
written from time to time as occasion offered. At that time he was
with Admiral Sir Edward Hawke, whose health, gentlemen, we will
drink.'
They did so. The Admiral proceeded, with the deliberation
which belongs to one-armed men, to open the letter, and, after,
caUing for a candle, to read it.
' " Nov. 22, 1759."—The boy writes, gentlemen, as I said
before, from aboard the frigate " Sapphire," Captain Strachan,
then forming part of Commodore Duff's squadron, and of Sir
Edward Hawke's fleet, blockading the port of Brest. I t is his
account of the action whereof intelligence reached the Admiralty
six months ago. H u m p h ! At the beginning the boy presents his
duty and respect, which is as it should be. H e is well and without
a scratch. But the news is six months old, and of the stalest. Yet
it is welcome. Now listen.
' " I wrote to you last when we were driven by stress of weather
to raise the blockade of Brest and put in at Torbay."—He did,
gentlemen, and you heard his letter read.—" I hope m y letter
came to h a n d . " — I t d i d . — " B y stress of weather to raise the
blockade of Brest."—This letter-reading is tedious work.' The
Admiral took another drink of pimch, and proceeded, folding the
letter so as to catch the light, and reading very slowly. ' " W h e n
the gale abated we put to sea again, but found that the F r e n c h m a n
had slipped his cables and was off. 'Twas a fisherman of Beer,
a little village on the Devonshire coast, who saw the French fleet
under full saU, and brought the news. W e found out, afterwards,
there were twenty saU of the line and five frigates that saUed out
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of Brest, being bound, as waa conjectured, for Quiberon Bay. But
this we could not rightly tell. However, we crowded saU and
after them, the wind blowing fresh, the water lumpy and the
weather thick, so that we made a poor reckoning, and the fleet
was much scattered. However, on the sixth day, being the morning of the 20th, the signal was hoisted of the enemy's fleet, and
the Admiral gave his signal to close up for action. WeU, there
they were in full sight, but apparently with mighty little stomach
for the fight; and, instead of shortening saU and accommodating
as lUce gentlemen, they scudded before us. However, towards
eight beUs, when the men had taken their dinners and their rum,
and were in good fighting trim, and ready to meet the Devil
himself on his three-decker "—'tis a deuce of a boy, gentlemen—
" the ' Warspite ' and the ' Devastation ' had the good luck to come
up first "with the French rear, and the action began. Very soon
we aU drew up, and pounded away. As for the ' Sapphire,' we,
with the ' Resolution,' seventy-four, were speedUy engaged with
the ' Formidable,' eighty, Rear-Admiral Verger ; and a very brisk
engagement it was, the Frenchman being full of spirit. But he
had the sense to strike after three hours of it, and after losing 200
men killed and wounded. There was a very good account made
of the other ships, though not without misfortunes on our part.
The ' Thesee,' seventy-four, thinking to fight her lower-deck guns,
shipped a heavy sea, and foundered, with aU her crew. She would
have made a splendid prize, indeed, and a magnificent addition to
His Majesty's fieet. But it was not to be,"—The decrees of
Providence, gentlemen,' said the Admiral,' are not to be questioned
or examined. But it passes human understanding to see the sense
of sinking the " Thesee," instead of letting her become a prize and
an ornament to King George's Navy, and useful for the cause of
justice,' Then he continued reading:'" The French ship ' Superbe,'
seventy, also capsized "—dear, dear, gentlemen! another loss to
us—" and went down, I think, fr-om the same cause. So here
were two good ships thrown away, as one may say, by lubberly
handling. We had bad luck with two more noble ships: one of
them, the ' Heros,' as beautifol a seventy-four as you ever clapped
eyes on, struck ; but the waves were, unluckily, running too high
for a boat to be lowered, and in the night she ran aground. So
did the ' Soloil-Royal,' eighty; and next day we had to set fire to
them, though it was enough to bring tears to the most hardhearted for thinking how they would have looked sailing up the
Solent, the Union Jack at the stern, above the groat white Eoyal.
Our misfortunes did not end here ; for H.M.S. ' Resolution ' unfortunately went ashore too, and now lays a total wreck, and aU
her crew drowned. The ' Essex,' also, went ashoro and is lost, but
her crew saved. As for us, it was stand by, load and fire, for
nearly throe hours, but only two officers kiUed and three wounded,
with twenty men kUled and thirty wounded. I think the Mounseers,
who were safe within the bar of the river, will stay there so long
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as we are in sight. For though they pounded us, we've mauled
them, as I hope you will allow. 'Tis thought that we m a y be
despatched in search of Thurot's squadron. So no more at present
from your obedient and humble JOHN EASTERBROOK."
Well,
gentlemen, there is m y letter, and what do you think of it ? '
' Always without a scratch,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' WeU, the lad is
as lucky as he is brave. Every bullet has its bUlet. Pray that the
bullet is not yet cast which will find its biUet in Jack, Admiral,
let us drink the health of this gaUant lad,'
And then they feU to talking of Jack's future, and how they
should all live to see him an Admiral and a Knight, and in command of a fieet, and achieving some splendid victory over the
French, But Mr. Brinjes checked them, because he said that to
anticipate great fortune is, as the negroes of the Gold Coast know
full weU, to draw down great disaster. But stiU they talked of the
brave boy who had grown up among them, and was now doing his
duty like a m a n .
Now, in the midst of this discourse, the landlord r a n into tho
room, crying, ' Admiral and gentlemen, here comes a French prize
up the river ! ' And aU, leaving their pipes and punch, hurriod
forth into the garden.
There is no more gaUant sight than the arrival of a prize,
especiaUy when, as then happened, she comes up the river at the
sunset ol a glorious summer day, when the yeUow light falls upon
her saUs, and colours every rope of her rigging, and when, as then
happened, she bears about her all the marks of a long and terrible
battle—her bulwarks broken away, her mainmast gone, great rents
and holes in her side, her sails shattered, and even the beautiful
carved group which once served for a figure-head, such as the
French love, broken and mutilated,
' A French prize, truly, gentlemen,' said the Admiral. ' There
is a French cut about her lines—and look ! there is the white fiag
with the Union Jack above.'
She came up Greenwich Reach, her heavy sails barely drawing,
as if she was ashamed of being seen a prisoner in an English port.
At her stern floated the flag of the French Navy, the great white
flag with the Eoyal arms in gold. But above this flag floated tho
British Ensign, And every gentleman in the company tossed his
hat and shouted at the sight,
' Landlord,' said the Admiral, ' fetch me your glass, and quick.
The evening falls apace.'
The landlord brought a sea telescope.
' She's a fifty-eight gun-ship, gentlemen. There has been warm
work.
Mainmast gone, mizen topmast carried away, bows
smashed, rigging cut to pieces. Seems hardly worth the trouble
of bringing up the Channel. B u t ' — h e r e he wiped the glass with
his coat-sleeve, and applied it more curiously, ' who is that upon
the quarter-deck ? Gentlemen—gentlemen ail—it is .
it is
it is none other than Jack Easterbrook himself in command I
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Damn that boy for luck! Cudjo, ye lubber, bring me my stick I
Gentlemen, we wiU all hasten to the Yard, and board the ship aa
soon as she drops her bower. Landlord, more punch ! Jack's
home again, and in command of a prize ! And, landlord, if I find
my negroes sober when I come back, gad! I'U break every bone in
your body!'
In this triumphant way did Jack come home, in charge of
a splendid frigate, the ' Calypso,' taken after as obstinate an action
as one may desire or expect, by the ' Sapphire,' in the Chops of the
Channel, and sent to Deptford under command of Lieutenant
John Easterbrook, to be repaired and added to Hia Majesty's
Navy.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
HOW BESS LISTENED FOR HIS STEP.

IT was not until nearly midnight that Mr. Brinjes camo home—a
late hour even in London, where they turn night into day; but at
Deptford there is not so much as a single drinking-house open at
that hour, and everyone, rogues and honest men, the virtuous and
the abandoned, are all alike in bed and asleep. The moon was full
and the street was as light as day. Over the Penman's shop the
lattice-window was partly open.
' It is Bess's room,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' She is asleep, and
dreaming of her Lieutenant. And he hath forgotten her. 'Tis
pity she had not listened to Aaron's voice. He hath surely forgotten her, seeing that he hath well-nigh forgotten me, and asked
no questions at all concerning her. Sleep on, Bess; sleep on, my
girl. To-morrow thou wilt not sleep at all: and the next day, or the
next, wiU come the whirlwind ! Perhaps the sight of thy charms . . .
but I know not. Our honest lad is changed.'
He opened the door of his shop, and went into his own den.
At nine of the clock, or thereabouts, when the early chins had
been shaved, and the wigs dressed and sent round to the gentlemen,
Mr. Peter Skipworth, the Barber, found time to run across the
street to his gossip and neighbour the Penman.
' Great news, Mr. Westmoreland! ' he cried. ' Great news for
Deptford !'
' Why ? ' asked the Penman. ' Is another Czar coming here ? '
' No—no. But the Lieutenant has come home,'
' Lieutenant Easterbrook ? '
' What other ? He came up the river last night, in command—
think of that! the Lieutenant in command !—;of a prize sent here
to be repaired and added to His Majesty's Navy, The Admiral
ordered his negroes to get drunk, so great was the worthy gentleman's joy; and now they lie like hogs at the Sir John Falstall^
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and cannot yet be awakened, though 'tis nigh twelve hours since
they rolled over.'
' Lieutenant Easterbrook, who once was Jack, whom I taught
the elements of navigation—he hath returned ? ' Mr. Westmoreland was slow of catching news, being always wrapped in the study
of mathematics,
Bess stopped her work at the first mention of his name, and
hstened—her heart beating, and her cheek now fiushed, now pale.
Oh ! he was come home again !
' W e have not yet seen him,' the Barber continued; 'though I
expect he wiU come to have his hair dressed and his chin shaven.
None other hand but mine shaU touch him, I promise you. The
landlord of the Sir John Falstaff says that a more gaUant gentlem a n he hath never set eyes upon,'
' H a ! ' said Mr, Westmoreland, ' That the Lieutenant is safe
and sound, I rejoice. But the brave boy who was so good at his
figures, he, neighbour, wiU no more return to us. H e is gone, and
will never come back again. Where is he now—that boy ? Where
are now aU the boys who have since grown into m e n ? W h a t has
become of them ? I doubt he will forget his humble friends and
well-wishers,' The Barber ran back to his own shop, ' Dost remember the Lieutenant, Bess ? '
But Bess made no reply. H e was come back—her splendid
lover! H o w could she answer her father's prattle, or think about
anything but Jack and love ? Already she felt his arms about her
neclv, and his kisses on her cheek ; and she was suffused with
blushes and the glow of happiness.
She would not, she thought, betray her eagerness and her joy
Therefore she went about her household work as usual, yet with a
beating of her heart and expectancy, as if he might send the
Apothecary's assistant for her at any moment. W h e n all was
done, and the whole house as neat and clean as m y lady's teatable, Bess went upstairs to her bedroom, and began to prepare for
her sweetheart, her heart fiUed with gladness and pride that he
was come home again in a manner so glorious; and with terror,
also, lest she might have lost some of her charms. She looked in
her glass. Nay, she was more beautiful, she saw plainly, than
\vhen he left her nigh upon three years ago : her eyes were brighter,
her figure fuUer, her lips ruddier, her skin whiter, her cheeks rosier.
If Jack loved her for her beauty he must needs, she knew, and
smUed at the pleasing thought, love her now much more. Then
she drew his letter from her bosom, where it lay wrapped in its
silken bag, and read it all over again, knowing the words by heart.
' There is not,' it said, ' in all the world a more beautiful girl t h a n
my Bess, nor a fonder lover than her Jack.'
She put on her finest and best—with the coral beads which
Jack had given her to hang round her neck, and the ribbons—also
his gift—would he remember them as well ? She dressed her hair
in the way that he used to love, and then, when all was ready, she
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stole down the stairs, and so out by the back way to the Apothecary's parlour, that bower of love, though it was not also a bower of
roses and fragrant flowers.
The room was empty. I n the shop sat Mr. Brinjes, in his place,
the great book before h i m ; the assistant, J a m e s Hadlow, stood at
the counter, roUing and mixing, and the shop was filled with
women who had brought sick children.
' Mr. Brinjes,' cried Bess.
' Ay. .
Ay, m y girl,' he replied,
' H e has come home,' she cried, heedless now of the women and
their gossip,
' Very hke—very like—so they tell me,'
' So they tell m e ! ' she echoed, laughing. ' As if it mattered
nothing. Yet he will but shake hands with the Admiral and come
here. " So they teU m e , " he says.'
' I come, Bess,' he rephed, looking at her sadly; ' I come in a
few minutes. Now, you women who have had your answer and
your physic, take your brats away. This morning I a m benevolently
disposed, and wiU cure t h e m all. Go away, therefore, and prate no
more,—I come in a few minutes, Bess.'
So she waited, glowing with the anticipation of her lover's
welcome, her eyes soft and humid, her bosom h e a v i n g ; and what
with the tumult of her soul and her finery—for, as I have said, she
had put on her coral and her ribbons—and all his gifts, looking
truly a most beai"itiful creature. At half-past twelve Mr, Brinjes
closed his great book, descended from his stool, and camo into the
parlour.
' I have seen him, Bess,' he said. ' I saw him last night.'
' Oh ! you have seen him, and you did not wake m e up to tell
me. You have spoken to him. W h a t did he say ? H o w doth he
look ? W h a t did he ask about m e ? W h a t messages did he send ?
And is he wounded ? I s he safe and weU ? O h ! but he wUl be
here directly. Even now his step m a y be in the s t r e e t ^ L i s t e n !—
no—not yet—he will come to teU me 1 Why—you teU me nothing.
Once you said that m y Jack might forget me, I will not teU him
that, Mr, Brinjes, because he is masterful, and I would not anger
him against you. Why, you tell me nothing. I have put on all the
things he gave m e . Am I looking well ? Do you think he will find
me changed ? '
' For your questions, Bess, he looks strong and well, though
somewhat changed in manner, and colder than of old ; and to some
of us he might have shown more civility. For me, I complain not,
though he gave m e but a cold hand ; but Mr. Shelvocke may justly
complain, and Mr. UnderhiU—though one, truly, was but a supercargo, and the other but the iiurser.'
' Jack can never forget liis old fr-iends,' said Bess, ' any more
than he can forget his old love. But ho is now in command of a
prize.'
' Bess, m y girl,' said Mr. Brinjes, very earnestly, ' don't build
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hopes on the promise of a saUor. My dear, I know the breed, all
m y hfe, being now past fourscore and ten. I have lived among
eaUors. I teU thee, child, I know them. With them, it is out of
sight out of mind. When a m a n goes fighting, h a t h he room in his
mind for a woman ? And the more a woman loves a sailor, the
less he loves her. If he hath forgotten thee, m y dear, let him go
without a tear or a sigh, for there are plenty other m e n in Deptford
who would gladly possess thy charms.'
' Stop ! ' she cried, fiying out suddenly. ' Why, you are talking
hke a mad t h i n g ! You don't know m y Jack. H o w should you
know him ? H o w should you know any m e n except the pirates,
your old friends, and the rough tarpaulins who come here to ha
healed ? Who are you, a little common apothecary, to talk of m e n
like the Lieutenant ? How are you to know the ways of the King's
officers ? Why, if you have been to sea in a King's ship, 'twas only
to mess vsdth the Midshipmen and the Purser's Mate.'
' WeU, Bess, weU,' he replied, not angry, but bearing the attack
with meekness. ' That shall be as you please. If your m a n is
constant he will seek thee here, in the old place. If he is not, we
will, I say, be reasonable, and expect no better t h a n others receive.'
' Oh! If you were a young man—a m a n like Aaron,' cried
B e s s , ' Jack should beat you to a jelly for this.'
' Ay, ay—very like, very like. You shall beat m e if you like, m y
girl. Bess,' said Mr. IBrinjes, looking her earnestly in the face, ' if
it would give you any pleasure, and bring your lover back, you
should beat m e yourself till you could lay on no longer.'
' My lover WLU come back to me,' she replied. ' H e will be here
this morning or this afternoon. Of course, he wUl come as soon
as he can.'
' Perhaps. But he is changed. H e sat among the gentlemen of
the Club last night, but it was to please the Admiral, not himself.
H e wanted none of our company. I sat beside him, but he asked
me no question at all. What!—should I not know the lover's eyes ?
Bess, he hath forgotten thee.'
' You are a har ! ' she rephed, springing to her feet, as if she
would take him at his word and lay on till she could lay on no
longer. ' You say this because you are old and Ul-tempered, and
envious of younger people's happiness. Who are you that Jack
should remember you ? Who but a common saUors' apothecary—•
and he a Lieutenant in command ? '
' Ay, ay, m y girl; pay it out. I am a sailors' apothecary. I am
old and envious. P a y it out, I value not thy words—no, not even
a rope's yarn—because, Bess, I love thee, m y dear, and I would not
see thee unhappy about any man. W h a t is a m a n worth beside a
lovely woman ? If I were a woman, would I throw m y love away
upon a single m a n ? Two years and more hast thou wasted upon
this fine lover, who, when he comes back, h a t h never a word to ask
—not even, " H o w fares m y Bess ? " '
' Why,' said Bess, ' how could he ask concerning me, before
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those gentlemen ? Say no more, Mr. Brinjes, for I would not be
angered and show a red cheek when he comes. You know that I
a m easily put out. Besides, you are only laughing at me, and I
a m a fool to fly out. Jack will come to m e as soon as he can
leave his ship. Very likely he wiU not get away until the evening.'
So she sat down on the window-seat, and recovered her spirits,
feeling no doubt at aU, nor any misgivings, and began talking merrily of what she would say when he came, and what he would say
to her, and how they would brew h i m a glass of punch such as he
loved, before they suffered h i m to say a word of his own adventures,
and how she would fiU for him a pipe of tobacco, thinking—^poor
wretch!—that her lover was unchanged not only in his affections,
but also in his manners.
Then Mr. Brinjes made his dinner. That is to say, he fried hia
beefsteak and onions, and presently ate t h e m up, with a tankard of
black beer. After dinner he took a glass of punch, fiUed and
smoked a pipe of tobacco, and then, rolling himself in his piUows,
fell fast asleep, as was his wont.
Bess meantime, her wrath subdued, sat in the window-seat,
waiting. B u t the step she looked for came not.
So passed the afternoon.
Towards three o'clock, Mr. Westmoreland, who had been so
much occupied with his work that he forgot his dinner, began to
feel certain pangs in the internal regions, which he at first attributed
to colic, and blamed himself for greediness at m e a l s ; but as the
pain increased and became intolerable, he pushed away his papers,
and sat up, suddenly remembering that he had not had any dinner
at all, and that these were pangs of hunger. Three o'clock and no
dinner! Where in the world was Bess ?
H e was accustomed, however, to small consideration from
women, and proceeded to rummage in the cupboard, where he
found some cold provisions, off which he made a very good dinner.
Then, as the day was fine and the sun shining, he stood in the doorway enjoying the warmth.
As he stood there, he saw, marching up the street, no other than
the Lieutenant himself, whom he recognised, though he was greatly
changed, having now not only filled out in figure, and become a
man, who when last seen was a stripling, but having acquired the
dignity of the quarter-deck, and the assurance which comes of
exercising authority.
However changed. Jack did not forget his old friend.
' W h a t ! ' he s a i d , ' Mr. Westmoreland! Thou art well, I hope,
m y friend ? '
' I am better than I deserve to be, sir, and glad to see your
Honour safe home again.'
' Why, Mr. Westmoreland, the bullet that has m y heart for its
billet h a t h not yet found me, though it m a y be already cast for
BUght I know. Thou art still busied with logarithms ? '
' By the blessing of Heaven, sir,' said Mr. Westmoreland, ' I
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have had much to do, both in the advancement of fine penmanship
and the calculation of the logarithmic tables.'
Jack nodded and passed on ; but he remembered something, and
laughed. Then he hesitated, and looked back into the Penman's
room.
' You had a daughter, Mr. Westmoreland—Bess, her name was,
and a comely girl. I hope she is well. But I see her not in the
shop. No doubt she is married long ago, and the mother of thumping twins.'
He laughed, and nodded, and went on his way.
' My daughter, your Honour,' Mr. Westmoreland began, but the
Lieutenant was aheady out of hearing.
' Now,' said the Penman, ' saw one ever a better heart ? He
not only remembers me, which is natural, seeing that I was his instructor, but he remembers my girl as weU. Where is Bess ? She
will laugh when I tell her. Mother of twins! Ho, ho I " Thumping
twins ! " he said; Bess will laugh.'
About four in the afternoon Mr. Brinjes woke up, and slowly
recovered consciousness, untU he felt strong enough to take his
afternoon punch ; after which he sat up, and became brisk again,
looking about the room, and remembering aU that had been said.
' Bess,' he cried, ' hath your lover come ? '
She shook her head.
' Courage, my girl, courage. Perhaps when he sees thy comely
face again he wiU remember. What! To he loved by such a gu-1
woiUd fire an Esquimaux or a Laplander. Take courage, therefore.
There is no more beautiful woman in Deptford, Bess. Take
courage.'
' I am waiting for my sweetheart,' she rephed, coldly. ' Why
should I take courage ? He hath been delayed by his affairs. He
wiU come presently.'
'Bess,' Mr. Brinjes whispered, 'there is a way to bring him
back.'
' To bring him back ? This old man wiU drive me mad 1'
' There is a way, Bess. The old negro woman gave thee a
charm to keep him safe from shot and steel. She will give thee
one, if I compel her, to bring him to thy knees. Nay, she will not
at thy bidding. And for why ? Because she wants Miss Castilla
to marry the Lieutenant. Yet, if I compel her, she wUl make thee
such a charm. Then he must needs come straight to thee, his heart
mad with love, though a hundred fine ladies tried to drag him back.'
' I know not what you mean.'
Mr. Brinjes took up his famous magic stick, the stick with the
skull upon it. ' It is by virtue of this stick, which gives its
possessor, she believes, greater Obeah wisdom than she hath herself attained unto. Wherefore, if I order her to do a thing she
cannot choose but obey, else I might put Obi upon her. She hath
given me the secrets of all her drugs, by means of which, if I live
long enough, I may find out the greatest secret of all, and be like
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unto the immortal angels. She shaU obey me in this as well, Bess.
Say but the word, and she shall bring him back, though CastiUa die
for love of the handsome Lieutenant,'
' No, no,' said Bess. ' He has not forgotten me,'
' Child, I Itnow that he has. Why, when he went away, if he
thought of you his eyes softened. He could not look upon me
without remembering his days spent in this room. Yet his eyes
softened not. Believe me, he will come here no more. It is
strange. .
I know not what will happen. . . Sure I am that I
shaU sail once more upon the Southern Seas, with Jack upon the
quarter-deck. A dozen times or more have I inquired of PhUadelphy, and BtiU she sees a ship with Jack—and me—and you,
Bess—you. Why, I am ninety years of age, and more, girl. Shall
I get that charm for thee ? If I could get it no other way I would
even bribe her with this stick, when all my Obi leaves me, and I
shaU cause and cure diseases no better than the quacks of Horn
Fair and of Bartholomew.'
But Bess shook her head.
' I wiU have no charm,' she said. ' If Jack wiU forget me, let
him forget me. But he has got my name tattooed upon his arm,
and he has got my lock tied round his wrist. If these wiU not
charm him back, nothing else shall.'
So she feU into sUence. But at seven in the evening, when Mr.
Brinjes put on his wig and coat for the Club, she arose and went
home.
' Why,' said her father, ' where hast been all day, girl ? There
was no dinner. WeU; it matters not'—because her face warned
him not to rebuke her—' it matters not, and, indeed, I found enough
cold bits in the cupboard. But, Bess, thou hast missed a sight.'
' What sight ? '
' The sight of a gallant gentleman. I have seen the Lieutenant.
He passed by this way to the Admiral's. 'Tis a brave officer now,
no taller, perhaps, than when he left us last; but then he was a
stripling, and now he is weU filled out and set up as brave and
comely as one would wish to set eyes upon.'
' And he came to the shop to see me, then ? '
'You, Bess? Why should he wish to see you? No—no. . .
A gentleman like that cannot be expected to remember a mere
girl. But he had not forgotten me, for when I saw him and took off
my cap to him, he stopped and kindly asked me how I fared. His
Honour is not one who forgets his humble friends.'
' Did he ask after me ? '
' He did, I warrant. He said, " You had a daughter, Mr.
Westmoreland." So he looked into the room as if he would give
you, too, a greeting; but no one was there. So he said, "But she
is married long ago, I dare swear, and hath thumping twins by this
time." " Thumping twins," he said, Bess. His Honour was
always a merry lad. He remembered me directly; and he hath
not even forgotten thee, Bess. Do not think it,'
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He had not, indeed. But his remembrance was worse than his
forgetfulness. Better to have been forgotten than to be thus remembered.
Then her father left her, to take his pipe and have his evening
talk with his cronies; and Bess was left alone in the house. Just
BO, nearly three years before, she had been left sitting by the fire,
when her lover came to her and embraced her, with words which he
had now forgotten but she remembered stUl! Oh, if he should
now, as then, lift the latch, and find her there alone, and she could
faU upon his breast and tell him aU the things in her heart!
she listened for his footstep. Other steps passed by the house,
but not the step she looked for; and then her father came home,
cheerful and full of talk about the gallant deeds of the Lieutenant,
and she must needs give him his supper and listen and make reply.
The Apothecary was right when he said, ' Sleep on, Bess, sleep
on. Thou wilt sleep but little to-morrow night.'

CHAPTER XXIX.
' H E H A T H SUFFERED A SEA CHANGE.'

OUR Lieutenant was engaged aU the morning with the Port
Admiral and with the Navy Office, but in the after part of the day
the Admiral made a great feast for him, as he had done on his last
return, to which I was bidden with the rest. But the change which
I perceived in him greatly surprised me, and, indeed, all of us.
For the young sea-cub, rude in speech and careless of behaviour,
was quite gone. Behold in his place a gentleman of polite manners,
and as careful of his speech as if he had been aU his life in St.
James's Street. This was indeed astonishing.
There are, it is certain, too many Captains in the King's ships
who have never known better company than they find in a Portsmouth tavern, so that the ridicule which has been lavished upon
naval Captains is not undeserved; there are also ships which are no
better, as a school of manners for the young officers, than Portsea
Hard, so that the Lieutenants and Midshipmen in such vessels
hear nothing but rough language with profane swearing, and, even
at the Captain's table, which is copied in the ward-room and the
gun-room, find the manners of a Newcastle collier. There are also
Captains who should never have left the polite part of town,
because they pine continuaUy for the pleasures of the theatre and
Ranelagh, the clubs of St. James's Street, Covent Garden suppers
and gambling-houses; who reek of bergamot, and appear daUy on
the quarter-deck dressed as if for the Park, and in their hair not a
curl out of place, or a single touch of pomatum and powder abated.
These men are not those who crowd aU saU in pursuit of the enemy,
and hasten to lay yard-arm to yard-arm. The saUors caU them
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Jacky Pal-las, and respect nothing in them but their authority over
the cat-o'-nine-tails. Other Captains again there are (under one of
them it was Jack's good fortune to serve) who possess such manners,
and in their cabins exhibit and expect such conversation and behaviour, as one finds in the most polite assembly, yet are no whit
behind the most old-fashioned sea-dog in courage. What could we
expect of Jack when he came home to us, after four years spent in
wandering among savages, and in a French prison among common
sailors, but that he should be rude and rough ? What else could we
expect, after saUing under a commanding officer of good birth and
breeding, than that he should return with poUshed manners and
softened language ?
This fact explained part of the change which had taken place in
him. But it did not explain all, for Jack, who had formerly
avoided the society of ladies, now astonished us by his demeanour
towards Madam and Castilla, especially the latter, whose conversation he courted, addressing himself to her continuaUy, so
that she was fain to blush under his manifest and undisguised
admiration.
This would not have been wonderful in any other man, because
eyes of heavenly blue, light brown curls, dehcate features, a lovely
shape, and the sweetest complexion in the world, might weU call
forth admiration. But Castilla could boast the same charms,
though not so ripe, three years before, when they moved him not
a whit. Rather, he regarded them with the contempt of one who
has only eyes for the darker charms. Alas! the same look was
gathering in his eyes—the look of tenderness and of a hungry
yearning—while he gazed upon CastiUa which had once been
kindled by the black eyes of our poor Bess.
' Now,' cried the Admiral, when Madam retired with CastiUa,
' fore Gad! we'U make a night of it. Clean glasses, ye black
devils, and brisk about!—Jack, I hope the liquor is to your liking.
I love the Mediterranean, for my own part, because the wine is
cheap, and strong, and plenty.—Drink about, gentlemen, and when
you are tired of the port we wiU have in the punch. Gentlemen,
let us drink the health of the Lieutenant!'
So the bottle began to fiy, and the company presently grew
merry, and all began to talk together, every man speaking of the
glorious actions in which he had taken part; and, as is natural
when the heart is uplifted with generous wine, every man thinking
that the victory was won by his own valour. Thus, the Admiral
related how he had planted the British flag on the island of
Tobago; and before he had finished the narrative Mr. Shelvocke
interrupted in order to teU the company that it was he alone who
had, with his own hand, sacked and burned the town of Payta, and
it was he who boarded the Spanish ships on their escape from
Juan Fernandez ; next, the good old Admiral struck in again to
explain who it was that had made Sir Cloudesley Shovel's victories
possible. Captain Mayne, at the same moment, remembered that
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the powerful assistance he had lent to Admiral Vernon at Portobello had never been properly set forth by historians ; and so on.
But our hero, who had seen already more engagements than any
man present, though he was not yet twenty-four, spoke little, and
I observed, which was indeed remarkable in a naval officer, and
would be, in this drinking age, remarkable in any man, that he did
not drink deep. Presently, when the others were flushed in the
cheeks, and some of them thick of speech—the first signs of drunkenness—Jack rose, saying :
' By your leave. Admiral, I will join the ladies.'
' What ? ' said the Admiral. ' Desert the company ? Exchange
the bottle for a parcel of women ? For shame. Jack, for shame 1
The punch is coming, dear lad: sit down—sit down,'
But Jack persisted, and I rose too.
' Go, then !' the Admiral roared, with a great oath. ' Go, then,
for a brace of gulpins!'
The ladies, who expected nothing but an evening to themselves,
as is generaUy their lot when the men are drinking together, were
greatly astonished at our appearance.
' Indeed, Jack,' said CastiUa, ' Luke, we know, does not disdain
a dish of tea with us. But you—oh! I fear you wUl find our
beverage as insipid as our conversation.'
Formerly, Jack would have replied to this saUy that, d'ye see,
Luke was a grass comber and a land swab, but that for himself,
there was no tea aboard ship, and a glass of punch or a bowl of
flip was worth aU the tea ever brought from China—or words to
that effect. Now, however, he laughed, and said, ' Nay, Castilla,
was I ever so rude as to find your conversation insipid ? As for
your tea, it wUl, certainly, since you make it, be more delicious
than aU the Admiral's port.'
At this she blushed again, and presently made the tea and gave
him a cup with her own hands, hoping it was sweetened to his
liking; and he drank it as if he was accustomed to taking it every
day, though I know not when he had taken tea last. He would
not, however, drink a second cup, which shows that he did not
greatly admire its taste. Now, at the Rainbow, in Fleet Street,
I have seen gentlemen who wUl take their six or seven cups of tea
one after the other at a sitting. And the same thing may be seen
with ladies when the hissing urn has been brought in and the tea
goes round.
Then CastiUa asked him a hundred questions about his cruise
and his battles, which Jack answered modestly and briefly, while
stUl in his eyes I marked that look of admiration—I knew it
weU—growing deeper and more hungry ; and CastUla, observing it
too, continuaUy blushed and stammered, and yet went on prattling,
as if his looks fascinated her, as they say that in some countries a
snake wUl so charm a bird that it wUl sit, stiU singing, until he
darts upon it and swaUows it up.
After this he asked her to sing. Her voice was gentle and
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sweet, but of small power, and in the old days it had no charms for
him, compared with the strong full voice which was at his ser"vice
in the Apothecary's parlour. But she compUed, and sang aU the
Bongs she knew in succession.
Jack listened, enthralled. ' 'Tis weU,' he said, with a deep sigh,
' that we have no CastUla on board.'
' Why, Jack ? '
' Because life would be so sweet that the men would not fight,
for fear of being kUled.'
' Thank you. Jack,' she said. ' I never expected so fine a compliment on my poor singing.'
' There never were any Sirens on board ship,' I said, clumsily.
• They are always on land, and sing to lure poor sailors to
destruction.'
' Fie for shame, Luke 1' cried Castilla. ' That was not prettUy
said. Am I trying to lure Jack to his destruction, pray ? '
We all laughed: and yet, when one comes to think of that
evening, I perceive that this innocent creature was actuaUy and
unconsciously playing the part of the ancient Siren, because she
certainly lured the Lieutenant to the fate that awaited him.
Then Jack offered to sing, somewhat to my dismay, because I
remembered certain songs which he had formerly bawled at the
Gun Tavern and in the Apothecary's parlour. However, he now
sang, his voice being modulated and greatly softened, an old seasong with a burden of ' As we ride on the tide when the stormy
winds do blow' very movingly, so that the tears stood in CastUla's
eyes.
We heard, in the next room, the voices of the Admiral and his
guests growing louder and faster, and conjectured that the evening
would be a short one. This speedily proved true, and the negroes
wheeled every man home to his own house, except the Admiral,
whom they carried upstairs. As for us, Madam went to sleep in
a chair, and we sat down to a game of Ombre, Jack showing
himself as pleased with the simple game we played as he had been
with the tea and the singing. At the same time his eyes wandered
from his cards to Castilla's face, and he played his cards badly,
losing every game.
' I cannot remember, Jack,' said CastiUa, when we finished,
' that you were fond of cards when last you were at home, unless it
were AU-fours.'
' He also played,' I said, ' Cribbage, Put, Laugh-and-lie-down,
and Snip-snap-snorum'—all of these being games over which,
when played with Bess, he had shown great interest.
'Nay,'he replied, earnestly, ' I entreat you, CastiUa, to forget
wholly what manner of man that was who came home to you in
rags. Think that he had been for two years among the Midshipmen, and then for three years among the savages and the Spaniards,
and then was thrown into a French prison to mess with common
saUors. If you do not forget that rude savage, forgive him, and

VERY

WELL

THEN

219

understand that he has gone, and wUl no more be seen. As for the
things he did, I look upon them with wonder. Why, if I remember
aright, Luke, that sea-swab did not disdain to fight a smuggler
fellow at Horn Fair before all his friends,'
' He did not. Jack,' I said. ' But we loved the sea-swab.'
'We should have loved him better, Luke,' said Castilla, gently,
• if he had given more of his company to ourselves and less to the
Apothecary. I know how his afternoons were spent, sir.' She
nodded and laughed, and he changed colour and started; but, of
course, CastiUa knew nothing about Bess.
' He is gone,' Jack repeated, ' and I hope that a better man has
taken his place. As for your society, Castilla, he must be an
insensate wretch indeed who wotUd not find himself happy when
you are present.'
' Thank you. J a c k ; ' she made him a curtsey and smUed, yet
blushed a little. ' I perceive that another man indeed has taken
his place. Poor honest Jack! He spoke his mind, and loved not
girls. Yet we loved him—perhaps.' She looked up at him, but
dropped her eyes beneath his ardent gaze. ' Perhaps, before
long
'
' Perhaps, CastiUa,' said Jack, earnestly, ' you may be able to
love the new man better than the old.'
' It is late,' she said, blushing again. ' Good night. Jack,' She
gave him her hand, which he held for a moment, looking down upon
the pretty slender creature with eyes fuU of love. And then she
left us, and went to bed,
I declare solemnly that I had loved Castilla ever since I could
talk ; yet in one evening this saUor made fiercer and more determined love to her than I in all those years. Indeed, as she hath
since confessed to me, she knew not, and did not even so much as
suspect, that I loved her,
' Come into the open, dear lad,' said Jack, presently, after a profound sigh, ' Let us go into the garden, and talk.'
In the garden, what with the twilight of the season and the fuU
moon, it was as bright as day, though eleven o'clock was striking by
St. Nicholas' Church clock. We walked upon the trim bowlinggreen, and taUced.
'There is her bedroom,' said Jack, looking at the light in
Castilla's chamber. ' See, she has put out the candle. She is
lying down to sleep. What—oh, lad!—what can a creature like
that, so delicate and so fragile, think of such rough, coarse animals
as ourselves ? Do you think that she can ever forget or forgive the
rude things I have said to her ? Do you think she remembers
them, and would pay them back ? '
' Jack, Castilla has nothing to remember or to forgive. Do you
think she harbours resentment for the little rubs of her childhood ? '
' She is aU goodness, Luke ; of that I am convinced. She is as
good as she is truly beautiful; of that I need not to be told. As for
her beauty, there is nothing in the world more lovely than her
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English blue eyes and fair hair. It is by special Providence, I
suppose, and to reward us for hating the Pope and the French, that
they are made as good as they are beautiful.'
' Did you always prefer fair hair to dark. Jack ?' I asked, in
wonder that a man should have so changed and should have forgotten so much.
' As for what I used to say and think, dear lad, let that never be
mentioned between us. Why, it shames me to think of what an
unmannerly cur I must have seemed to all, in those days. Talk
not of them, Luke, my lad.'
Poor Bess ! She was included among the things belonging to
those days. I dared not question him further.
' It is our unhappiness,' he went on, ' that, though we would
wiUingly remain on shore, honour and our own interest call us to go
to sea again. Therefore I know not how far a man who is at
present only a Lieutenant might hope to win so fair a prize as
Castilla. To be sure, she is a sailor's daughter, and knows what she
would expect as a sailor's wife. Yet to leave her alone, and without
protection! She would have you, to be sure, for her protector,
while I am gone.'
Heavens 1 It was not yet three years since he had solemnly
committed another woman to my care. Had he quite forgotten
that?
' I n a word. Jack,' I said, with bitterness in my heart, 'you have
seen Castilla, since your return, but three or four hours, and you are
already in love with her.'
' That is true,' he replied. ' I am in love with her. Why,' he
laughed, ' you are thinking, I dare swear, of three years ago, when
you caught me in a certain summer-house, kissing another girl.'
I acknowledged that I remembered the fact. ' Is she,' I asked,
' quite forgotten ? Yet you swore that you loved her, and vowed
constancy.'
' Well, my lad, every sailor is allowed to be in love as often as he
comes ashore, for that matter. And as for the girl—what was her
name ?—I believe I did make love to her for a while. And now I
hear that she is married, and already the mother of twins.'
' Who told you that ? '
' Her father, the Penman.'
' But it is not true. Jack. How could he have told you such a
thing ? Bess hath never forgotten you.'
' True, or not true, I care not a rope's-end. I am in love with
Castilla. Already, you say ? Why, a man who did not fall in love
with this sweet creature at the very first sight of her would not be
half a man. I expect to fight my way through a hundred suitors,
to get her hand. The Admiral loves me, and I think he would
wiUingly make me his son-in-law. But I must go to sea once
more before I can offer to marry her. Therefore, for her sake, I
shaU go to London, and turn Courtier. I shall attend the nobleman who once promised me an appointment. He hath now,
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doubtless, forgotten both the making and the breaking of that
promise. That matters nothing. I shaU pay m y court to him, I
shall practise those arts by which m e n creep into snug places : it
needs but a supple back and an oily tongue. Come to see m e in a
week or two, and I "wiU wager that I sfiaU be his Lordship's obedient servant, and that he will presently give me a command, if
only of a p i n k ; and that CastUla shall be promised to me.'
All these things came to pass, indeed. Yet the result was not,
as you shaU learn, what he looked for.

CHAPTER
ALAS!

POOR

XXX.
BESS!

ALAS ! poor Bess !
You have heard how she spent the first day, and with what a
heavy heart she went to bed.
I n the morning she plucked u p
heart a little. As for what the Lieutenant said to her father, what
matter if he did say that she was aheady married ? I t was his
joke—Jack would ever have his joke. H e had been busy all day.
The evening he must needs spend with the Admiral, his patron
and benefactor. B u t he would not—he coiUd not—fail to see her
the second day. So again she dressed in her best, and repaired
early to her place in the Apothecary's parlour, where she took her
seat and waited. But she laughed no longer, nor did she prattle.
,Tack came n o t ; he was in London, taking a lodging in Eyder
Street, and buying brave things in which to wait upon his Lordship.
And the third day she went again—but now with white cheeks and
heavy eyes, and she rocked herself to and fro, replying nothing,
whatever Mr. Brinjes might say to her.
I n the afternoon of that day I went in search of her, being
anxious, and dreading nnschief.
' I know not,' said Mr. Westmoreland, getting off the stool, ' I
know not, indeed, Mr. Luke, what hath happened to the girl, nor
where she is, unless she is in Mr. Brinjes' parlour, where most of
her days are spent. These three days she hath forgotten to give
me any meals, and hath left me alone all day ; while in the evening, when I come home, she either sits m u m or she goes upstairs.
Nothing disturbs the mind in the midst of logarithms more than
a doubt whether there wUl be any dinner to eat or any supper.
At this time of the year I commonly look for soft cheese and a
cucumber. But now I have to get what I can. I know not what
ails her. If I did know I question whether I could find any remedy,
seeing that she is so headstrong. Sometimes I doubt whether there
is some love trouble on her mind. Yet I know not with whom.
I t cannot be with Aaron Fletcher, because she has refosed the
young m a n several times. Besides, his affairs are said to be wellnigh desperate, his boat being lost, his yard burned down, his boat
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building business thrown a w a y ; yet, if it is not Aaron, who can it
be ? Because, sir, though m y daughter h a t h her faults, and those
many, being as to temper equalled only by her mother, now in
Abraham's bosom, or—or—perhaps elsewhere,' he added, being a
truthful m a n , ' yet she is not one who courts the company of men,
nor listens willingly to the voice of love,'
Mr. Brinjes, though it was in the afternoon, was talking with
his assistant in his shop.
' You wiU find her,' he said, ' within, I have left her for five
minutes, for it teases m e to see her thus despairing. The worst
has yet to come, because she is not a girl to sit down peaceably
under this contempt. Well, for that matter, every saUor is inconstant, if you please ; and the women know it, and expect it. But
Bess is no common PoU o' the Point, who looks for nothing else
t h a n to be forgotten. Nor did she first seek h i m out. Yet I knew
what would happen, because such love as his was too hot to last—
else would it burn him up. There was a Bristol m a n in Captain
Eoberts' company was consumed for love of a young Coromantyn
girl, wasting away and crying out that he was on fire, yet never
happy imless she was at his side. I t is a natural witchery which
a few women possess, by which they make m e n love them, and
draw the very soul out of the m a n they love. Bess h a t h this power :
she can make any m a n love her, and when she loves a m a n she
can bewitch h i m so that he shall never be happy but at her feet.
"Why, Jack h a t h forgotten her. Yet it is most true that, if he
but come back to hor for a single day, ho would fall at her feet
again.'
' Nay,' I said, ' he is already in love with another woman.'
' Miss CastUla, the Admiral's daughter. I t is a passing fancy,
because she is a pretty creature, small and slender.
But to
compare her with Bess!—to think that a m a n can love her
as he can love Bess ! There, you know nothing of love.
Go
in there, and I wUl follow, I have known,' he continued, being
garrulous, as old m e n often are, ' I have known such cases as this
of Bess—the jealous woman who h a t h been forgotten—ay, I have
known t h e m by the hundred.
Sometimes they take it with a
sudden rage ; sometimes they cry out for a knife, and would kiU
t h e h faithless lover first and themselves n e x t ; sometimes they
throw themselves into the water; sometimes they murder the other
w o m a n ; sometimes they laugh, and lay by for a chance of revenge.
One woman I knew who concealed her wrath for t"\venty years, but
revenged herself in the end. Sometimes they make up their minds
that it matters little. This case is peculiar ; for the patient is not
in a rage —as y e t ; nor has she called for a knife—as y e t ; nor has
she promised to hang herself—as y e t ; but she sits and waits ; and
all the time the humours are mounting to the brain ; so that we are
only at the beginning of the disorder, and m y forecast as to this
disease is, my lad, that we shall have trouble. W h a t ? I s a lino
high-spirited girl to bo bhoved nside into tho gutter without a word
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said, or any cause pretended ? Not so, s i r ; not so. There will be
trouble.'
I passed into the parlour with trepidation, Bess lifted her head.
H e r face was pale and haggard; wildness was in her eyes.
' Where is he ? ' she cried. ' You call yourself m y friend, yet
you come without him. Where is he ? '
' I do not know, Bess, where he is, unless that he is somewhere
in London.'
' I believe it is you who have kept him from me—yet you call
yourseff m y friend. You have set him against m e . Though what
you have found to say I know not. I have not so much as looked
at another m a n since he went away, and I have kept his secret for
him, so that no one suspects. H o w dare you put yourself between
m y sweetheart and m e ? '
' Indeed, Bess,' I told her, ' I have said nothing against you.
I have not put myself between Jack and you. I have said nothing.'
Then she began to rail at me for m y silence. W h y had I not
spoken of her ? W h y had I not reminded him of his faith and
promised constancy ? ' And where is he,' she repeated, ' that he
does not come to me ? I s he afraid of m e ? Doth he try to hide
himself out of m y way ? '
I told her that he was in lodgings in town, and that his time
was taken up with his affairs. And then, because she began to
upbraid m e again, I thought it was better to tell her the truth, and,
therefore, said plainly that the Lieutenniit loved her no longer; t i n t
he had, indeed, given me to understand, without the possibility of a
mistake, that the past was clean forgotten, and gone out of his mind.
I was sorry—truly, I was sorry—for the poor creature. F o r
every word I said was nothing less t h a n a dagger into her heart,
A m a n must have been as hard-hearted as a Eomish inquisitor not
to have felt sorry for her. She heard me with parted lips and
panting breath. I s there, I wonder, a more dreadful task t h a n to
be the messenger to teU a fond woman that the m a n she loves now
loathes her ?
Seeing that she received m y information with no more outward
symptom of wrath, I began to point out, to the best of m y ability,
that Lieutenant Easterbrook, when he feU in love with her, was still
less than twenty years of age, who had been for six years separated
from his countrywomen, and had forgotten what an Englishwoman
should be ; that he might have faUen in love with one of his own
rank, but for his long wanderings among savages, and his imprisonment with common sailors, which had left him rough and rude in
m a n n e r s ; that things were now quite changed, because he was not
only an officer of some rank, but was now a gallant gentleman,
keeping company of the best, and might, if he desired, m a r r y an
heiress; that his long silence ought to have prepared her for the
change in his disposition ; and that, seeing nobody except Mr,
Brinjes and myself knew of what had happened, a wise and prudent
girl "would show her pride, and take her revenge by showing that
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she cared nothing for his neglect. I n fact, I said on this occasion
all that was proper to be said. Mr. Brinjes sat silent in his chair,
but kept his eye upon Bess, as if expecting that something would
happen.
Then, long before I had finished all I had to say, Bess suddenly
sprang to her feet with a cry, and burst forth into wild and ungoverned -wrath. I have seen fishwives fighting at BiUingsgate, a ring
of m e n and women round them, and a truly dreadful thing it is to
Bee women stripped for battle and using their fists like m e n ; never
before, or since, have I seen a young and beautiful girl thus give
way to passion uncontrolled. At first she could find no words to
express her w r a t h ; she clutched at her h e a r t ; she tore down her
h a i r ; she gasped for b r e a t h ; she swung her arms a b r o a d ; she
swayed her body backward and forward. I looked to see Mr.
Brinjes go seek his lancet, and give her relief by breathing a vein.
B u t he did not. H e sat looking on coldly and anxiously, as if he
was watching the progress of a fever. Presently she found words.
I wiU not vn-ite down what she said, because, as regards myself
and Mr. Brinjes, her reproaches were whoUy undeserved, and,
indeed, we had been throughout her best friends. Besides, the
ravings of & femina furens, or woman m a d with jealousy and disappointed love, ought not to be set down, any more t h a n those of a
m a n in delirium. W h e n she came to speak of her faithless lover
she choked, and presently stopped and was silent. But, poor soul!
all the while she looked from one to the other of us as if to find hope
in our faces, but saw none. FinaUy, she shrieked aloud, as if sho
could no longer bear this agony, and hurled herself headlong upon
the fioor, and so lay, her head upon her hands, her whole body
convulsed.
' L e t be, let be,' said Mr. Brinjes ; 'after this she will be better.
The storm was bound to burst. Better that it should rage in this
room than that she should go to a certain house we know of—
he jerked his finger in the direction of the Admiral's. ' Say nothing
to her ; if you speak you wUl make her worse. Presently she will
come round. W h a t ? Nature can go no farther, unless she would
wear herself to pieces. And they never go so far as that, whatever
their wrath, because the pain of the body becomes intolerable.'
H e spoke as if she could not hear or was insensible, which I
take to have been the case, for in five minutes or so she sat up,
taking no notice of what had been said, and became partly rational,
and said calmly, sitting on the fioor, that she should go away and kill
Jack first, and herself afterwards; and she declared that, if he
dared to address any other woman, she would tear her limb from
limb. So that 1 trembled for Castilla. But Mr. Brinjes looked on
without surprise or terror, murmuring, ' Lot be, let be ; it will do
her good. And I have seen them worse.'
And, indeed, presently she arose from the ground and tied up
her beautiful hair, which had fallen about her shoulders, and
smoothed her disordered frock, and sat down again in the window
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seat, clasping her knees with her hands, moaning and weeping, and
rocking herself to and fro. And at this symptom of progress or
development of the ' case,' the Apothecary nodded and winked at
me, as much as to say that the disease was taking a favourable
turn.
H e knew the symptoms, this learned physician, who had studied
woman's nature where it is the most ungovernable and the most
exposed to observation, among the negresses, and, I suppose, applied
to more civUised women the rules h e had learned among these
artless pagans. For, in fact, she speedUy ceased either to weep or
to moan, but sat upright, drew a long breath, and spoke quite
gently and prettily, like a little child who has been naughty, and
now promises to be good again.
' I am sorry,' she said, ' t h a t I have given so much trouble—I
wUl never do it again. Mr. Brinjes, you have not had your nap,
nor your afternoon punch, through m y fault. I wiU mix you a
glass, and then you shall go to sleep.' She did so, and arranged
his piUows for him, and in a few minutes afterwards the old m a n
was sound asleep. Then Bess turned to me. ' Forgive me, Luke,'
she said, gi"ving m e her h a n d ; ' you are m y best friend—except
this poor old man, you are m y only friend. You have never been
weary of teaching me how a gentlewoman should behave, so that I
should be worthy of a gentleman : and now it has ended in this.
H e has forgotten me, who have never forgotten him—no, not for a
moment, since the day when first he told me—oh ! the happy day !
H e came into the room where I was sitting before the fire and took
m e in his arms—oh! in his arms ! Could I ever forget him ?
No—no ; not for a moment.'
' My poor Bess ! ' I said. ' W h a t can I say—what do—for you
in this dreadful trouble ? '
The tears stood in her eyes, but she wept no longer.
' I know,' she said, after a while, ' what I wUl do. H e r e is his
letter to me.' She drew it from her bosom. I t went to m y heart
to see the prettUy worked silken bag she had made for it with her
own hands. ' First, you shall take it to him, Luke, and give it to
him yourself. WUl you do so much for m e ? I t is not a great
thing to ask you, is it ? Give it to him and tell him that he must
read it, and then bring it back to me. And, Luke, dear Luke, you
have always been kind to me, always m y friend, though you know
nothing about love, do you ? Else you would understand that a
woman would rather die than lose her lover. Give him the letter.
W h e n he reads it, he will remember, and then herthen, Luke 1
You wiU tell him—oh ! tell him '—she laid her hands upon m y
ni-m, and gazed upon me with imploring eyes—'tell him, dear
friend, that I am more beautiful than ever—Mr. Brinjes says I am
—and that I have tried to teach myself the ways of a gentlewoman,
for his sake ; and that I can read and write, a little, so that he shal'
not be ashamed of me ; and that I associate no more with the other
girls, and have been true to him ever siuce he went away. TeU
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him all, Luke, and everything else that you can think of that ia
kind and friendly, and that wiU make h i m want to see m e again.
Oh, if he were here in this room with m e for one hour he would
love m e again 1'
' I wiU take the letter, Bess,' I told her, moved to tears ; ' and
I wiU give it to him myself, and tell him all that you w i s h ; and
more—more, m y poor Bess ! '
' W h e n will you give it to him ? '
' To-morrow. WiU that do ? '
So with that promise she appeared to be more contented, and
went away, though with hanging head—the poor, fond, loving girl I
' You m a y give the Lieutenant t h a t letter,' said the Apothecary,
' and you m a y tell h i m what you please. But, if I know Jack
Easterbrook, you might as well try to knock h i m down with a
feather. As for making her his wife, it is out of the question; and
to become his mistress without being his wife, Bess would not consent ; nor, I think, would Jack ask her. Because, d'ye see, he no
longer cares a rope's yarn about her. Yet, if he would come here
for a single hour—Bess knows her power—trust a woman who has
that power. But I think he will not come. And so there will be
trouble—I know not yet of what k i n d ^ t h e r e wiU be trouble,'
CHAPTER

XXXI,

A N AMBASSADOR OF LOVE,

I READILY accepted the mission; but, like m a n y other ambassadors,
I hesitated when the time came to discharge m y trust. F o r Jack
was like those Oriental Bashaws who cut off the heads of messengers that bring uncomfortable tidings. First, I thought it would
be best to give the letter to him at Deptford, so that, if he was
moved by pity, or by love, he might go straight to the poor girl
and offer her consolation. But I had promised to give it the very
next day. Therefore I plucked up courage, and made m y way
to his lodgings, the letter in m y pocket, knowing fuU well that he
would take m y interference ill, being too masterful to brook eomisel,
advice, or admonition from anyone, unless it came as an order
from a superior officer.
I t was about ten o'clock in the morning when I reached his
lodging in Ryder Street. H e was sitting wrapped in a sheet, while
the barber was finishing his hair with the powder puff. On the
table stood his morning chocolate and cream.
' H o ! ' he cried. ' Hero is the Prince of Painters. Art come
to paint me a portrait, Luke ? ' (N.B.—I did paint his portrait,
and have it still, a speaking likeness, and a better piece of work I
never did.) ' W a i t a UKJiuent, luy hearty, tUl this lubber liath
fini.slied the top dressing.'
Presently the m a n finiahod, and removed the yheet, showuig
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beneath it a full-dress Lieutenant's uniform—to m y mind the
blue of the Navy is far more becoming to a handsome m a n t h a n
the scarlet of the Army, Just as he rose from the barber's hands,
the m a n stUl standing before him, the implements of the trade in
his hand and I beside h i m — I heard a rustling of petticoats outside, and the door was opened by a lady. She was wrapped fi-om
head to foot in a hood, and wore a domino,
' Madam ! ' said Jack, bowing low.
The lady removed her domino, and laughed, and threw off her
hood. Truly a most beautiful creature she was, and most richly
dressed. 'Twas the merriest, most roguish face that one ever saw,
with dancing eyes and laughing lips. I ought to have known the
face, because I had seen it several t i m e s ; but I did not, because
an actress dressed for a Queen or a Sultana seems to change her
face as well as her frock. She was, indeed, an actress—very well
known to the world, as you would acknowledge did I write down
her name, which I shall not do, for m a n y reasons.
' I have found m y hero, then,' said the lady, ' i n his own—
cabin—or is it on his own quarter-deck ? Are the decks cleared
for action ? Are you ready, sir, to engage the enemy ? '
' Alas ! madam,' said Jack, ' I haul down m y colours, and give
up my sword.'
H e fell upon one knee and kissed the hand which the lady
graciously extended to him. Now, observe that she took no kind
of notice of the barber or of myself, whom she mistook, doubtless,
for an assistant or some other kind of tradesman. I mean that in
what followed m y presence was not the slightest restraint upon
her.
' I am a rash creature,' she said, ' to imperil m y reputation by
visiting a Lieutenant of the King's Navy alone in the morning.
Suppose I had been observed.'
' M a d a m ' — J a c k made her so fine a bow that I could not help
thinking of the Jack who had come home in rags three years
before—' could I desire a more delightful task than the defence of
your reputation ? '
' I thank you. Lieutenant. But I have a readier defence in
m y hood and domino. A woman's reputation is quite safe, I
assure you, so long as sho is not seen. It is in this respect unlike
BO m a n y gentlemen's honour, which is only safe so long as they
are seen. I came not, however, for compliments. First of all, I
came to say that I shall be alone this afternoon. You can visit
me, if you please. Next, m y Lord is coming to supper with m e
after the theatre. H e will presently call here himself, or send a
letter, and will invite you to come with him. To oblige me. Lieutenant, you wiU come.'
' Madam,' said Jack, with a smiling face, ' you wero born, sure,
to make me the happiest of men.'
' The happiest of men ! ' she repeated, merrily laughing. ' Oh 1
what creatures we women would esieem ourselves, since, with
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such httle trouble, we can make men h a p p y ! And how miserable
are we that it takes so much more to make us happy ! Heigho 1
You are made happy with a smile, or a kind word, or a hand to
kiss, or permission to take supper with us—while we . . . O h !
we know how little these things are worth. Therefore . . . No,
sir, you have kissed m y hand aheady.' At this point the barber,
who had now gathered u p his tools, retired from the room. I retreated to the window, and gazed upon the street, as if I was
anxious not to listen. She, however, took no notice of m y presence.
' Come this afternoon, then, and this evening, after you have seen
m e from the front, you can join m y Lord. B u t t h a t is not all I
had to say, oh, happiest of m e n ! ' She laughed again. ' This will
make you indeed a happy man, if the roar of the cannons and
the groans of wounded m e n are sweeter t h a n the smiles of women.'
' Indeed, m a d a m , I cannot understand
'
' W h a t I have now to tell will, I dare say, m a k e a round dozen
of women miserable, for m y hero is a handsome hero. B u t not
me, sir. Oh, pray do not think t h a t ! An actress, everybody
knows, h a t h no heart. She is but a toy, to be laughed at and
jjlayed with, until the m e n find another which is newer, and h a t h
less of the gilt rubbed off. Yet I shall be sorry, Jack—do your
friends call you Jack ?—though it is but the day before yesterday
that I made your acquaintance, sir.'
' Still, madam,' he persisted, ' I know not
'
' This is a very fine coat. Jack,' she went on, laying her hand,
covered with a white glove, upon his sleeve. ' I love the colour.
'Tis a new coat, too, so that 'twill be a pity to buy another.
Perhaps, however, this m a y be made to do, and methinks it wUl
be greatly improved if we put a little lace upon the lapels and
cuffs, and change the button for one with a crown instead of an
anchor.'
' M a d a m ! ' H e started, and changed countenance, because
these additions m a r k the rank of Captain. ' Madam ! I s it possible ? '
' Why, Jack, when a handsome lad does a woman so great a
service, and for all his reward wants nothing but to be sent away
from her sight, I doubt whether she is not a fool for her pains if
she help him—yet
' here she sighed. ' H i s Majesty's frigate
" Calypso," the " Sapphire's " prize, is to be refitted without delay
and commissioned. Go, take possession of your own quarter-deck.
Captain Easterbrook. Perhaps the next lady whose jewels you
save from robbers m a y make you an Admiral.' With this she
curtseyed, so as to sweep the ground, as they are wont to do upon
the stage.
' Oh 1 m a d a m , ' he cried, ' h o w can I show m y gratitude ? '
' You will not set sail for a week or two yet, I suppose. Come
to see me as often as you please. To m y brave defender I am
always at home.'
She held out her hand, but Jack did not, as I expected, stoop to
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kiss it. On the contrary, he disregarded it altogether, and caught
her in his arms, kissing her lips and cheeks. I looked to see her
resent this familiarity with the greatest show of displeasure, for
here was no simple girl of the lower sort, like poor Bess, but a very
grand lady indeed, who, for all she was an actress, had all the
noblemen of London at her feet. But, to my astonishment, she
only laughed, and gently pushed him from her.
' Jack,' she said, ' thou hast truly a conquering way. Let me
go, sir!'
She laughed again, in her merry, saucy way; put on her
domino, pulled the hood over her head, and suffered Jack to conduct her to her chair, which waited without.
' Hang it, Luke!' cried Jack, when he came back. ' I forgot
that thou wast here; and I dare swear Madam never saw thee.
Must I never kiss a pretty woman but this virtuous feUow must
BtUl be looking on, with open mouth ? '
' ShaU I tell CastiUa, Jack ? '—thinking of what might have
happened had Bess been there.
' Why, in a kiss there is no harm, surely; therefore there is no
need to tell CastUla. If this news be true—and it must be true—
Luke, thou art a Puritan. As for a simple kiss which is snatched,
they like it, man. Every woman, except Castilla, who is a miracle
of goodness, hkes such kisses.'
' Who is the lady. Jack ? '
' Why, she is a great actress ; and the other night, by a lucky
chance—I was going home at midnight—I heard a woman's scream
and a trampling of feet. 'Twas but an attack upon a lady's chair
by footpads, whom it was nothing to drive off without more trouble
than to draw and to slash one of them across the face. Then I saw
her safe to her lodgings. 'Tis a grateful creature.'
' She seems grateful,' I said. ' Do actresses often appoint commanders to His Majesty's ships ? '
' No, Luke; no, my lad, they do not. These appointments are
given according to merit, seniority, courage, seamanship, and
patriotism. That is very well understood, and it is the reason why
everybody is so contented who wears the King's uniform. But
suppose that one of my Lords the Commissioners should take a
particular interest in a certain lady, and suppose this lady should
have eyes to see aU these virtues combined in one man; and
suppose she should be able further so to persuade his Lordship, who,
we wiU again suppose, knows already something of this man. Confess, then, that it would be a lucky thing for this man were this
lady to single him out for the favour of recommendation.'
' Truly, it would be lucky for him.'
' Captain of the " Calypso," ' he exclaimed. ' Why, have I done
badly to command a frigate at twenty-four ? What care I who appoints me so that I get my chance ? WUl the world know ? Have
I done anything dishonourable ? My Lord hath already promised
me promotion. I looked to be First Lieutenant perhaps—and
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now . . . Luke, my lad, I am so happy that I could e'en go back
to Deptford and fight Aaron Fletcher again, as I did three years
ago at Horn Fair.'
' Yes, Jack; I could wish in my heart that you would fight him
again, if it were about the same woman.'
He changed countenance, but quickly recovered.
' Come, lad,' he said, ' ease thy mind, which is fuU of something.
Let me hear it,'
' Put out of your mind,' I said, ' CastiUa and this actress and all
women, except one. I have been asked by one whom you should
remember to bring to you a certain letter, and to beg, first, that you
will read it, and next, that you wiU, with your own hand, restore it
to the owner.'
With this I took the letter from my pocket and gave it to him in
its silk bag.
' Why,' he said, breaking into a laugh, as if the matter was not
serious at all, ' this is my own letter, I wrote it, I remember, one
afternoon, off Cape Finisterre—I remember the day very weU.
Did the girl—Bess Westmoreland was her name—give it to thee,
Luke ? Oh ! I remember—I was in love with her. A devUish fine
girl she was, with eyes like sloes,'
He read the letter through. ' To think that I wrote that letter,
and that she believed it! " Most beautiful woman in the world.
. Fondest lover! " Oho I I wonder how many such letters are
•written aboard ship the first week after saUing ? As for this—why,
Luke, you had better give it back to the girl, if she wishes to keep
it. TeU her to show it to her friends as the work of a fool. Perhaps
her new lover or her husband might like to have the letter. But,
indeed, I think she had better burn the thing, in case of accidents.
Husbands do not like, generally, to read such letters,'
' She has had no other lovers. Jack, on your account,'
' Pretty fool! Bid her waste good time no longer.'
' She will suffer no man to speak to her, saying that she belongs
to you alone, and thinking you would come home to marry her.'
' I suppose,' said Jack, his face darkening, ' that the meddlesome
old Apothecary is at the bottom of this foolishness ? '
' And myself too. Why, Jack, you solemnly placed her in my
charge. You begged me to take care of her. You tattooed her
name upon your arm. Look at your arm. What could we think ?
She has learned things for your sake. Jack—such as gentle manners,
and to restrain her tongue, and to govern herself—generally, that
is,' because I remembered the scene of yesterday. ' You would not
know her again.'
' Well, Luke, she has therefore been so far kept out of mischief,
which is good for every girl. And this is a wicked world, and seaports are fuU of traps for girls. TeU her, however, that now she
had better lose no time in looking for a husband in her own station.
The fellow Aaron Fletcher would, perhaps, make a good husband,
provided he kept decently sober.'
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'Do not blame Mr. Brinjes. He hath warned her continually
that sailors go away and break their promises. But will you see
her. Jack ?'
' No, What the devU would be the use of my seeing her ? '
I told him how she had put on her best, and gone to wait for
him at the Apothecary's, and there waited for three long days. But
he was not softened a whit.
' I t is their foolish way,' he said. ' W e say fond things and
promise whatever will please them, and they believe it all. Why
they beheve the nonsense, the Lord knows. As for the men who
say it, and make the promises, they believe it too, I dare say, at the
time, 'Tis pretty, too, to see them purr and coo whatever extravagances you teU them, I remember now'—but here he stopped
short in his recollections.
' Jack,' I said,' wUl you pull up your sleeve, and show me your
arm ? '
He laughed and obeyed. It was his left arm, and, as we know,
it was tattooed aU over with the once-loved name of Bess.
' 'Tis hke the arm of any fo'k'sle tar,' he said. ' What was I, in
these days, better ? Yet, lad, the name hath no longer any meaning
to my eyes.'
' Meaning or not,' I insisted,' wiU you give her the letter with
your own hand ? Jack, only let her teU you what is in her mind.
That is a small thing to do.'
' It would be more cruel than to refuse to see her at all. Trust
me, if this girl gives trouble I shall know how to deal with her. If
you have any regard for her, bid her spoil her market no longer,
and put maggots out of her head. She would marry me, would
she ? Kind soul, I thank her for it with all my heart. She would
marry me, would she ? I will tell thee a thing, my lad, which thou
wilt never find out for thyself with aU thy paint-brushes—there is no
woman in the world more hateful to a man than a woman whom
he hath once loved and now loves no longer. It is like coming
back to a half-finished banquet when the dishes are cold and the
wine is stale. Yet the foolish women believe that once in love,
always in love. Better she should learn the truth at once, and so
an end.'
He gave me back the letter, and would say no more upon the
subject. But he said I must make a picture of him before he went
away, and he would be painted in the new uniform, which he would
order immediately ; and I must go instantly and tell Castilla of his
good fortune. Thus was I made a go-between, first to one and then
to the other.
' And now, Luke, my fortune is made, if I am only moderately
lucky. He who is Captain at twenty-four may well be BearAdmiral at thirty, and command a fleet at thirty-five ; at forty he
is certainly a Knight, and perhaps a Viscount; and at seventy he
hes in Westminster Abbey. What could I hope for better,' he
asked, glowing with the joy and elation of his appointment, 'than
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to command a frigate, easy to handle, swift to sail ? Why, it wiU
be the " Tartar " over again in the Captain's cabin instead of the
ward-room. That was warm work; but I hope to show warmer
work still, God knows, Luke,' he said, earnestly, ' I say it not in
boastfulness, I can handle a ship as weU as the best man afloat,
and I can take her into action, I promise you, as bravely.'
So he talked ; thinking no more at the time of the actress, or of
CastiUa, or of Bess, for the thought of any ship was enough to tmn
his mind from a woman, though he so easUy fell in love with a
pretty ghl. And whUe he was thus talking of his promotion, and
the things he hoped to do with his vessel, there drove to the house
a chariot, with footmen, and gold panels, very splendid, and two
gentlemen got down. They came to visit Jack. One of them was
a man no longer young, yet erect and taU, with aquiline nose and
proud eyes. He wore a satin coat, with a sash, and a star blazing
with diamonds. The other was in the uniform of the Army.
Jack sprang to his feet, and bowed to the ground. ' My Lord,'
he said,' this is an extraordinary honour. Indeed, I could never
have expected it.'
' I have come, young gentleman,' said his Lordship, speaking
slowly and with the dignity which became his rank, 'to tender you
my thanks for the service which you performed the night before
last to a certain lady.'
' My services, my Lord, were trifling, though, fortunately, opportune.'
' Had it not been for your assistance the lady would have lost
the jewels which she had worn at the theatre. What other loss or
insult she escaped, I know not. I learn that, at her request, you
have aheady paid a visit upon her.'
' At her request, my Lord, I had that honour yesterday afternoon.'
'Beheve me, sir, that in return for such a service there is
nothing that I can refuse you.' Jack bowed again very low, 'And
since nothing wiU please you so much as to go back as quickly as
possible to the fighting '
' Nothing so much, my Lord.'
' Then you must go. Your name, I find, is already favourably
kno-wn. I have therefore the pleasure of promoting for the sake of
merit alone, which is not always possible for a Commissioner. You
are promoted, sir, to the command of the " Calypso," the " Sapphire's " prize.'
' My Lord,' said Jack, again bowing low, ' I have no words,
indeed, to express my gratitude for this great, this unexpected, and
undeserved favour.' Looking on from the corner of the room, beside
the window, I confess I could not help thinking that it would be
best for Madam to say nothing about that salute upon her lips.
' Then,' said his lordship, ' no more need be said.' He rose, and
added, smiling, ' Since you wiU have to go back in a few days to
salt junk and pea-soup. Captain, make the most of your time
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ashore. There wUl be a supper after the play this evening. I will,
if you please to honour me with your company, carry you thither
in m y coach.'
' I am honoured to be one of your Lordship's guests,' said Jack.
' A roUing deck, a wet cabin, the smeU of tar everywhere, great
sea-boots, the waves fiying over the ship, the enemy pitching cannon-baUs on board—that is what you like. Captain Easterbrook.
Well, sir, you wiU have plenty of it, for there wUl be a long war,
if aU I hear is true. I shaU see you, then, this evening.—Come,
Colonel.'
CHAPTER XXXII.
HOW THE APOTHECARY DID HIS BEST.

' TELL her plainly,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' what he said, and how he
looked whUe he said it. Spare her in n o t h i n g ; so wUl she the
more quickly come to a right mind. W h a t ? Didst ever see a
surgeon take off a m a n ' s leg ? Doth he chop here a cantle, and
there a snippet, for fear of causing pain ? Not he ! H e ties his
bandages and takes his saw, and in five minutes off goes leg; and,
though the m a n m a y beUow, yet his life is saved.'
There was little hope in her face when I went in to her; the
trouble of it made m y heart bleed. To thmk that a woman should
stiU so much love a m a n who had thrown her away with as little
thought as one throws away the rind of an apple. . . I thought
she would have hated him. But n o ; at a word, she would have
arisen to foUow and obey him hke a slave.
' Bess,' I said, ' be brave.'
' Where is he ? '
' H e is in London, at his lodgings.'
' Did you give him the letter ? '
' I did. H e sent it back to you. Here it is. Courage, Bess.
No m a n is worth so much crying over. I t is as I told you before.
H e loves you no longer. W h e n he thinks of the past, he wonders
at himself. When he remembers how much he was once in love,
he laughs.'
' Doth he laugh ? Oh ! Luke, can he laugh ? ' I t was wonderful to her that the thing which destroyed aU her happiness
could be to him only the cause of laughter.
' Bess, m y dear, I am grieved to the soul that I must tell you
this, Alas ! he laughs. H e can never love you any more. Forget
him, therefore. Put him out of your thoughts.'
' H e laughs at the girl to whom he wrote this letter—oh I this
dear letter. W h y doth he laugh ? I cannot laugh, because I loved
him.'
She rose, and sighed heavily. ' WeU,' she said, ' there needs no
more, Luke. I have lost m y sweetheart. That matters nothing,
does it ? Thousands of poor women lose their sweethearts every
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year, in action and in shipwreck. No one pays heed to the women.
What matters one more woman ? Oh ! I would to God that he
was lying dead at the bottom of the sea ; and I—and I—and
I
' She rushed from the room with distraction in her looks.
There was great rejoicing at the Admiral's, whither I carried
the glad news of Jack's promotion. Castilla attributed it entirely
to the extraordinary discernment of his Lordship, who deserved,
she thought, the highest credit for discovering Jack's real abUity
and courage, so that he should be promoted, over hundreds of
heads, to the command of a frigate, before he was four-and-twenty
years of age. Truly, it makes one no happier to be wiser, and
CastUla knew nothing about the great lady of Drury Lane. Heaven
forbid that she should learn anything about that ravished kiss !
The day was marked at the Club in the usual manner—viz., by
an extra bowl of punch; and I sat beside the Admiral and told the
company how his Lordship, in a splendid satin coat, with a red
sash and a diamond star, had condescended in person to inform
this fortunate young Commander of his promotion. But you may
be sure that I told nothing about the actress, even to the Admiral,
who marvelled greatly at the boy's success, and wondered, being
wise by experience, by whose private interest he had been promoted.
But the woman who ought most to have rejoiced was wandering
all night long, in wind and rain, over the desolate moor caUed
Blackheath, raging and despairing because the man who once loved
her so tenderly had now forgotten her, and laughed to think that
he could ever have thought he loved her. In the morning she came
back, mud-stained and draggled, hollow-eyed and wan of cheek, to
the parlour behind the Apothecary's shop ; and here, presently, she
fell asleep, being whoUy spent with suffering and fatigue.
Now, when Mr, Brinjes came from his shop and saw her thus
asleep and so pale of cheek, he was moved with compassion, and
resolved, though he had not visited London for twenty years, that
he would himself try to move the hard heart of her lover. Accordingly, he put off his workday clothes, and reached down his great
wig and the coat in which he sat at the Club (both of which
belonged to the early years of George I.), and so, fully persuaded
that he was dressed quite in the modern fashion of a Court physician, he took oars for Hungerford Stairs, whence he walked to
Ryder Street.
On the way the boys shouted at him, for he cut the queerest
figure, his velvet coat being so old that it had turned green in
places, his lace in rags, his old-fashioned wig unkempt and shabby.
But he walked briskly, careless of the boys, and carried his goldheaded stick with an air of majesty,
' Jack,' he said, dropping into a chair, ' thou art now, I hear, a
Captain. Give me a glass of brandy—'tis a long journey from
Deptford—and I wUl drink to thy good luck. So—this is a pretty,
commodious lodging. Jack. I passed some fine women on the
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way from Hungerford Stairs. Have a care, my boy. Do not suffer
any of the fine birds to bring their fine feathers here ; else it may
cost thee dear. Be content with some honest wench who wiU love
thee and not try to rob and plunder all the prize-money,'
' Well, Mr, Brinjes '—Jack was not, I think, best pleased to see
the old man at his lodgings, and more than suspected the errand
on which he came—' can I be of any service to my old friend ? '
' That depends. Jack—that depends. The greatest service you
could do for me would be not to forget old friends,'
'Indeed, I have forgotten no old friends.'
' Or old sweethearts ? '
' Why, as for old sweethearts, my old friend, they may go on so
long as to become stale. This you have often assured me as
matter of your own experience.'
' It is quite true,' replied the Rover, who had not looked to
have his own maxims thrown in his face ; ' it is quite true, I say,
that woman is by nature a jealous creature—the nearer to nature
you get the more jealous you will find her. Something of the
tigress in every one. Wherefore Bess, "U'ho is as passionate as a
negro woman, is more jealous, I dare say, than a London fine lady,
who hath not the heart to be greatly jealous. Also, a woman can
never be made to understand such a simple thing as that she ought
to be contented with the half-share of a man, or the quarter-share,
or even a short six months of his life ashore. Nor doth she ever
perceive when the time arrives that she should cheerffiUy make
way for another. Yet—poor Bess ! I am sorry for the wench.'
' I n South America,' said Jack, talking in the same strain,
' where they smoke the cigarro, one that hath been half smoked
and thrown away is nauseous if it be taken up and lighted again.'
' I t is so,' said Mr. Brinjes. 'Everyone who hath been in
Guayaquil, which is nigh unto South America, knows that it is
BO.'

' Wherefore—' said Jack, but left the conclusions to be drawn by
the philosopher.
'The thing is so,' Mr. Brinjes repeated. 'Jack, when thy first
letter came I knew that the fit was too hot to last. And when no
more came I understood very weU what had happened. For my
own part, I never loved any woman more than four-and-twenty
hours after leaving port. Why, I have seen sailors marrying the
day before they sailed, and yet coming on board unconcerned.
This forgetfulness is a special gift of Providence, intended for
sailors alone. But as for Bess, while you thought no more upon
her, she had that letter wrapped in a sUken bag, and hung about
her neck; and every day she kissed and hugged it, thinking—poor,
fond soul! women are fools, yet we needs must feel pity for them I
-—that the writer, like herself, would never change. She began to
learn things for her lover's sake; she learned to read and write;
she watched the ladies in church to see how they dress, and how
they carry themselves; she made Luke teach her some of their
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finiskin', delicate ways, which don't go down with a sea-pie and
black beer, such as you used to love in the days before your
breeches were white, and your stockings of sUk, and whUe your
buttons carried a simple anchor. Moreover, Bess woiUd no longer
consort with her old friends, and would suffer none of the men so
much as to have speech with her. And she made Luke teU her
what words and sayings of hers would offend the ears of gentlewomen. In short, there she is, my lad, a woman ready for you;
as to manners, so far as I understand the matter, as fine as a
countess; as to good looks, not a countess of them aU can touch
her; as to figure—Lord 1 a finer figure was never made; as to
temper, a noble temper, my lad, quick and ready to flame up.
What? One that wUl keep her husband alive, I warrant, and
stirring. Why, Jack, we talked of a half-burned cigarro. This
one is not yet even lighted. Try it again, dear lad. 'Tis made, I
swear, from the finest leaf of Virginia, In South America they have
none such. As for truth and constancy, I wUl answer for them
with my life: and for affection—why, 'tis nothing less than a madness she hath for thee. Come, what want you with fine ladies ?
They will but play with you when you are ashore, and forget you
when you are at sea, whUe, as for Bess, Bess wiU keep your house
while you are away, and when you come home, she shaU be the
tenderest wife in the world and like a faithful slave for service.
What ? You would say that by birth she is below the rank of a
Commander ? Jack, hark ye !'—here he whispered, as if imparting a great secret—'a beautiful woman hath no rank. There
must be rank for men, otherwise there would be no discipline on
board the ship. Eank was invented for that purpose; and the
pretence is necessary for order's sake, whether we caU each other
Duke, Earl, and noble Lord, or Captain, Lieutenant, and Master.
Yet it is, even with men, nothing but pretence at bottom. But for
women there is no rank at all,whatever they may themselves pretend.
Which is proved. Jack, by the fact that great men do constantly
fall in love with women of the meanest origin, as witness Charles
II. and Nelly Gwynne. You may put Bess upon a throne, and, my
word, there is not a Queen among them all would outshine her
black eyes and beauteous face. Whereas you will never see a
woman of gentle birth fall in love with a clown. Rank is for the
ugly women to console themselves withal, by walking in front of
each other. Give me another tot of brandy, Jack; and think of
her again, I say. Why, I can never get out of my mind that we
shall aU three—you and Bess and I—we shaU aU three sail together across the broad Pacific to pick up my treasure, and to burn
the town of Guayaquil, where they made me a slave. I cannot die
imtil that town is burned.'
' I know nothing,' said Jack, ' about your dreams. But, for the
rest, you are too late, Mr. Brinjes. I have forgotten the girl. All
the past foolishness is over and finished.'
' Yes,' said Mr. Brinjes, looking at him as a physician when he
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feels the p u l s e , ' y e s ' : he spoke slowly and sadly, ' I now perceive
plainly that it is all over. The symptoms are clear. Your eyes
warm no more at the thought of the girl. H e r chance is gone.
The poor child h a t h had her time. Well—I shall go home again.
Pray Heaven, m y assistant h a t h not already poisoned a customer
or two. Jack, keep out of her way. There wiU be trouble yet.'
' Why, Mr. Brinjes,' h e laughed, ' you do not think that I am
afraid of a woman ? '
' Nay—I said not that. But—well—we shall have trouble j^et.
And for these Southern Seas, sure I am t h a t I shall see t h e m again
before I die.'
So the Apothecary went away, having done what he could, and
having failed.
' We sailors,' said Jack to m e presently, ' are great fools in our
love for taverns and drinking bouts and low company, so that those
are right who represent us as so m a n y dull dogs who have no
manners, and can do nothing ashore but drink about. Why, when
I came home, three years ago, the Gun Tavern was the height of
civilisation, the Apothecary's dirty parlour was the abode of politeness, and poor Bess was the finest lady in the land.'
' We are mostly such mere tarpaulins,' he continued, after a
space, ' that landsmen do well to despise us, though we fight their
battles for them, and care not how we are treated, nor how many
hundreds they pass over when they make appointments. Then we
fall to cursing the service, instead of our own common habits.
There was on board the " T a r t a r " one of the lieutenants (he is
now dead) who was a gentleman—I mean by taste and education,
as weU as by birth—who sometimes talked with me, saying " that
'twas a pity a lad of m y appearance and figure [which he fiattered]
should not study polite manners for the sake of m y own advancement, because, with a little trouble, I might certainly attract
attention in high places, and so receive promotion." I n this ho
was partly right, though I now find that great m e n think they can
pay for the service of flattery in promises, as a merchant pays for
goods with a piece of paper. But there is a difference, because, if
the merchant do not redeem his promise when the day comes, he is
dishonoured; whereas if a nobleman doth not redeem his promise,
no one throws the fact in his teeth. And if I had not been so lucky
as to rescue a certain friend of m y Lord, I doubt whether I should
have got any appointment, to say nothing of promotion.
' But, lad, consider. Here I live among the best; I am received
at a great m a n ' s table ; I sit in the coffee-house among the wits or the
fops, as I please ; I go to the theatre, to Ranelagh, and to VauxhaU;
there is the gaming-table, if I choose to risk a few pieces; if I am
ever disposed for a quiet evening, there is the society of Castilla,
the sweetest girl in the world ; if for a sprightly party, there are
the suppers of m y friend—my patron, if you please—and this actress.
Think you that after these things I can go back to Mr. Brinjes'
stinking parlour, and the Penman's daughter ? She m a y be v.«
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beautiful as he says—I care not. She is certain to have coarse
hands, rude speech, and plain manners. You might as soon expect
m e to go back to the eockpit, and to mess again with the midshipmen, the volunteers, and the surgeon's m a t e s ! '
CHAPTER XXXIII.
AN

INTERESTING

CASE.

W H A T would be done next I knew not, yet feared something
desperate, the case lying (on the one hand) between a woman
driven well-nigh mad with love and disappointment, and (on the
other) a m a n of great determination, inflexible to tears and entreaties, and, besides, one who now regarded this poor girl, as he
himself confessed, with as much loathing as he had once felt love,
I have read in some book of travels that there are certain hot
fountains in Iceland which burst forth from time to time with incredible force, and either scald to death those upon whom they
chance to play, or, by the ground sinking beneath their footsteps,
do suddenly engulf them. We wero now—that is, Mr. Brinjes and
myself, who alone knew what was threatening—like unto those
who walk upon ground where these fountains break o u t ; for "we
knew not what ruin might fall upon us at any moment, caused by
the hand of a desperate woman.
No one knows the trouble the poor girl gave us at this time,
with her changhig moods, her fits, and her despair. For sometimes
she would sit for m a n y hours swinging her body backwards and
forwards, tearing a ribbon or a handkerchief with her teeth ; sometimes she would sit quite still, her eyes fixed and glowering; then
she would suddenly spring to her feet, and cry aloud that she could
bear it no longer; sometimes she would threaten death and murder
to her false lover, and to any woman who should dare to take him
from h e r ; sometimes she would rush from the room and wander
away, till she was forced to come back for weariness ; and sometimes she would become gentle again, acknowledge her wilfulness,
and beg forgiveness for her bad temper and her wild words. But
tliese occasions were rare. Sho spent tho whole day in Mr. Brinjes'
house—that is, when she was not in one of her restless moods,
wandering over Blackheath, or farther afield, in the woods and
fields of E l t h a m or Norwood. More than once she spent tlio whole
night out, returning in the morning spent with fatigue, her fury
only appeased for a timo by tlio weakness of her body. As for
her father, she neglected him altogether, so that tho ])oor m a n was
now obliged to provide Ids own meals, sweep and keep cleauhis room,
and make his own bed. ' Yet,' he said, ' I dare not say a word in
rcmonstranco or rebuke, so terrible is her temper, in which she now
seems to surpass her mother, though I confess .she doth not beat
me over the head with tho frying-pan, as m y wife was wont to do.
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Mr. Brinjes, before whom I have laid the case, advises patience.
Well, Mr. Luke, I am a patient man. Of that I a m very sure.
I have been patient all m y life—when I was a boy and the stronger
boys hectored it over m e ; and when I was a 'prentice, and m y
master half starved me ; when I was a married m a n and m y wife
scratched, beat, and cuffed me daily ; and now when m y daughter
is grown up. I t is not recorded of the Patriarch Job that his wives
and daughters were thus ungoverned.'
Sometimes she would speak of her wrongs, and mostly she was
grieved because Jack laughed at her.
' If he were dead,' she cried, ' I could weep for him all the days
of m y life, thinking he loved me to the end. Oh ! I am a fool to
care for such a m a n or to cry over him. H e laughs at me, I a m
a fool. H e laughs at me. W h y did I not forget him the moment
his ship was out of sight, and take another sweetheart ? '
' Pity,' said Mr, Brinjes, shaking his head. ' A thousand pities
you did not.'
' Hold your tongue ! ' she turned on h i m fiercely. ' H o w dare
you speak ? You were aU in league to mock at me. Why, 'twas
thus you beguUed the poor black negro girls, you and your pirate
crew. And then you laughed at them.'
' F a i t h ! ' said Mr. Brinjes, ' if a m a n desert a black girl sho
generally murders him for it.'
She looked at him strangely, and rushed away, saying nothing,
' I am sorry,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' that I told her about tho
negress's revenge, for she is now capable of everything; and perhaps she will go away and put a knife into his heart.' This he
said calmly, as if mm-der was too common a thing to surprise him.
' There was once a girl—'twas at Providence—whose lover—a
smart feUow, too, and one of our crew—deceived her. W h a t did
she do ? Pretended to forgive h i m ; passed the thing over ; treated
it as a joke, and played the loving sweetheart to the life, laughing
and singing while she served up the poisoned meat that was to kUl
him. She put in it the herb stramonium, which there grows wild ;
and the women know its properties very well. She laughed tho
louder afterwards, while he twisted and roUed on the ground and
bellowed in his agony. The men burned her alive for it, because
this was an example that might affect them a l l ; but she cared
nothing for the torture, for she had her revenge ; and, whatever
was done to her afterwards, nothing would hurt her, so long as she
could think of that. Look you, Bess is such another as that negro
girl. She is as passionate and she is as jealous. There has been
murder in her mind ever since Jack came home. I have read the
thought in hor eyes, and no'vv I have put it into words for her.
Trouble will come.'
I t was not this crime that I feared, because our women know not,
happily, the use of poisons; and the worst among them shrink
from taking life. But I feared that she might rashly and in deupairkill herself; or commit some act of violence towards CastiUa,
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if she suspected that Jack was paying her attentions ; or that she
might lose her reason altogether. And indeed, in those days, I am
sure that she was partly mad.
You shall learn what she did.
First, she would hear from her former lover's own hps the
sentence of her dismissal. She would read her fate in his eyes.
Therefore, one morning, without informing anyone of her intention,
she took boat and was carried up the river, and so made her way
to his lodging in Ryder Street. No neglect of dress could hide the
girl's wonderful beauty, but it was unfortunate, the Captain being
now daily in the society of ladies who omit no point in their attire
which m a y help to enhance their charms, that she came to him in
a common stuff frock, that in which she was accustomed to do the
housework, and a plain straw hat, so that she looked exactly what
she was, the daughter of some tradesman of humble station. This,
I say, was unlucky for her. Another unlucky thing was that the
Captain was not alone in his lodging; and it shamed him that a
girl, so common in her dress and appearance, should thus present
herself and call him Jack, and remind him of his broken vows.
Y'^ou will expect, when you hear that Bess found a lady in the room,
ft scene of mad and violent jealousy. But nothing of the kind
happened. And yet the situation was one which might very well
have caused a jealous woman to fly out, for the lady, who was none
other than the Drury Lane actress, was sitting in a chair, and Jack
was standing over her. She was looking up at him with her merry
laughing eyes, her hair curled over her forehead, and her face as if
it was always and naturally bright and joyous (this thing one constantly sees in women who play upon the stage, though I know not
why they should be happier than other folk). H e r hood, in which
she had been wrapped, and her domino, lay upon the table, and
she was dressed most daintUy in some flowered sUk, with laced
petticoat and kid gloves. Now, like a true woman, Bess no sooner
saw this flnely dressed lady than she began to think with shame of
her own common frock, her hair so rough, and her coarse hands,
and to wish that she had put on her best before she left home. I
know not what they were talking about, but though the lady was
merry. Jack was serious; to be sure he never passed jests with
women, and was not even as a boy over-fond of laughing with girls;
perhaps—some philosoiiher h a t h remarked—women lilio best the
m e n who treat them seriously, and as if every mterview with t h e m
gave birth to what the French caU a grand passion.
At sight, however, of Bess as she stood in the open doorway.
Jack started and stepped forward as if to protect his visitor, with a
round quarter-deck oath.
' O h ! m y poor ears ! ' cried the actress, ' are we on board ship
already ? '
Then she marked the face of the woman at the open door, and
there was something in her eyes and attitude \vhich made her
silent. There is a kind of despair which makes itself felt even by
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the lightest. This woman she saw had a pale face and large black
eyes, which were fixed, steadfastly and piteously, upon the Captain.
' 'Why do you come here ? ' asked Jack.
' I came to see you. Oh ! Jack !' she gasped, and caught at her
heart.
' I have sent you an answer already.'
' I have come to hear your answer from your own lips,' she
replied, with trembling voice.
'Come, Bess,' he said coldly, but not rmkindly, ' y o u are a
foolish girl; the past is gone. We cannot bring back again what
has been. Forget it
and me. And go away. This is no place
for you.'
' Forget it ? You think I can forget ? Have you forgotten.
Jack ? tell me, have you forgotten ? ' She clasped her hands and
threw them out in a gesture of pain and trouble. ' Oh ! have you
forgotten—you ? '
' I have quite forgotten,' he replied. ' Everything has clean
gone out of m y m i n d ; ' but, of course, his very words betrayed his
memory. ' Of course, I remember who you are. Your father
taught me arithmetic and writing. You are Bess Westmoreland.
We used to play together when we were children. Then I went
away to sea, and I remember nothing more.'
' Nothing more,' she murmured. ' Oh ! he remembers nothing
more. O h ! is it possible ? Can he forget ? '
The actress looked on with grave attention. She could read the
story without being told. Partly, she was studying a delineation of
the passion of disappointed love, rendered better than anything she
had ever seen upon the stage; partly, she was filled with pity. An
ordinary gentlewoman would have felt, as Castilla feels, that such
a girl has no business to suppose that a gentleman can love her,
the thing being, in her opinion, contrary to nature. But the actress
knew better. Besides, she understood, which ordinary gentlewomen
do not, that beauty is not altogether a matter of dress. A woman
who is always dressing herself in different fashions knows that
very well.
' If you wish,' Jack went on, ' I wUl tell you something more
that I remember. But you had better not ask me to teU you that.
Best to go away now, and before harder things are said.'
' There can be no harder things said. TeU me what you please.'
' I remember a young girl and a boy. The boy had been six
years at sea and among savages, and knew not one woman from
another. So he thought he was in love with the girl, who was
no proper match for him. And when he had been at sea again for
six weeks, of course he had clean forgotten her.'
' And now you have returned. Jack '—she dragged off her hat,
and her beautiful black hair fell in long curls upon her shoulders—' look upon me. Am I less beautiful than I was ? You, w o m a n ' —
she turned fiercely upon the actress—' tell me, you, are you in love
with him ? N o : I see it in your eyes; you do not love him.
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Then you will speak the truth, and perhaps you will pity me. Tell
me, then, am I beautiful ? '
' You are a very beautiful girl indeed,' said the Queen of Drury
Lane. ' Upon the boards you would be a dangerous rival. Your
hair and eyes are splendid; your shape is faultless. Unfortunately,
you have not learned to dress.'
' You hear. Jack, what this lady, who is not in love with you,
says of me. I have learned things, too, since you went away. I
am no longer so plain and rustic, and
Oh! Jack
' She
threw herself at his feet, regardless of the other woman. She must
have known that it was a useless humiliation, yet perhaps she was
resolved to drink the cup to the dregs. ' Jack, look upon my name
printed upon thy arm; think of my hair tied about thy wrist;
think of all thy promises 1 Jack, think of everything. Oh ! Jack,
be not so cruel!'
Alas ! his face was hard and cruel. As she held up her arms in
this humUity, he made as if he would push her from him, and in
his eyes, once so soft to her and full of love, she read now scorn a-nd
loathing.
' Go !' he said. ' You have had my answer.'
Then she rose meekly, and drew from her pocket certain
presents he had given her—a necklace of red coral, a packet of
ribbons, a roll of lace, the gloves, a broken sixpence, and laid them
on the table.
' You shall have again,' she said, ' all that you have ever given
me, except one thing. I keep your letter, and your promise. That
I will never give you back so long as I live. 1 know not yet what
I shall do. . . . I know not
' She grew giddy, and looked as if
she would fall, but presently recovered, and without another word
she left the room.
' Are there many such girls in love with you. Captain Easterbrook ? ' asked the actress. There were tears in her eyes, but she
put up her handkerchief. ' Are there many such in the world, I
wonder ? They come not to this end of town. Do you write the
names of all the women you love upon your arms ? Then they
will be a pretty sight for a jealous wife. Jack, when you marry.'
' Let her go.' He swept the poor trifles, mementoes of bygone
love, upon the floor. ' Let us talk of something else.'
' She is a very beautiful woman,' the actress continued, disregarding his words. ' There is no woman now upon the boards wlio
would better become the part of a queen ; and most certainly none
who could better act the part she has just played. 'Twas a movhig
situation. Captain, though it moved you not. I wonder how many
women's hearts thou hast broken. Jack ? '
' Why, if we come to questions, I wonder how many men -would
like to make love to you, fair lady ? '
' Captain Easterbrook, it cannot escape your penetration that
there is not a pretty woman in the world to whom all men vrould
not wUUngly make love, if they could. As for constancy, they
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laugh at i t ; and promises they despise; they trample upon the
hearts of the foolish women who love them; and they consider
jealousy in a woman a thing past comprehension,' She laughed,
but her eyes were not so merry as when Bess opened the door,
' Well—I am resolved not to have my heart broken, because I have
but one, and if it chance to be broken, I doubt if I could piece it
together again. Therefore, my gallant Captain, my brave Jack, I
doubt whether it were wise of me to come here any more. You
may, if you please, come to my suppers, to meet my Lord and his
fi-iends. Look not so glum, Captain. WeU, perhaps I may see
thee once more before thy ship sails. If I do, promise to pretend
a httle love for this unhappy love-sick nymph.
She is a seanymph, I take it—one of those whom the poets call Naiads, Comfort her poor heart a little, and perhaps when thou art gone she
may very likely console herself. Alas 1 always one loves and one
is loved,'
' I loved her once. Can she expect
'
'Women are such fond creatures, Captain Easterbrook, that
they are not even contented to be a toy for a month or two. As
for me, I make men my toys; and as for my heart, it is still mine
own. Adieu, thou conqueror of women's hearts and compeller of
women's tears. But, Jack '—she laid her hand upon his arm—
' look that this poor distracted creature doth not do a mischief to
thee or to someone. There was madness in her eyes, I now know
how the passion of jealousy should be rendered. It is to stand so,
and to look so; and thus to use the hands,' She lost her own face,
and became Bess, so clever was she at impersonation, and, in dumb
show, went through the pantomime of a scorned and jealous woman.
Then she put on her domino, took her hood, and ran downstairs.
CHAPTER XXXIV.
HOW CASTILLA WAS BETROTHED.

I DO not think there is anything in this history more distasteful to
CastiUa than a certain episode in it, which one cannot choose but
narrate. To omit the incident would be the concealment of a thing
which clearly shows the disposition of our hero at this juncture of
his affairs, when aU seemed prosperous with him, but when his
fate was ah-eady sealed, and destruction about to fall upon him.
Castilla reproaches me with concealing from the Admiral and
her mother, first, the previous engagement with Bess, and, next, the
acquaintance of the Captain with the actress, of whom mention has
been made; and declares that, if the Admiral had known it, he
would have forbidden the house to so gay a Lothario. Castilla's
general opinion as to her father's character is doubtless correct;
but as to her father's conduct under certain circumstances, I prefer
my own judgment. Certain I am that if the Admiral (now in
B2
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Abraham's bosom) had known both these facts—indeed, I am sure
that he knew a good deal of the first—he would not on that account
have shut Jack out of the house, nor would he have forbidden him
to pay his addresses to Castilla,
' As for me,' she still says, indignant, even after so many years,
' had I suspected the things which you very well knew at the time,
sir, I should have spm-ned his proposals. I have now forgiven him,
because, poor boy! he was punished for his weakness in the matter
of that witch and her adviser, the Apothecary, whom I believe to
have been sold to the Devil 1 I forgive him freely, and you know,
Luke, that I have long since forgiven you for your part in the deception. But there are things which can never be forgotten, though
they be forgiven.'
As for my own conduct in the business, I know not why I should
have told the Admiral, or CastiUa either, that a celebrated actress
and toast had been rescued from footpads by Jack Easterbrook;
that he supped at her house, in company with other gentlemen;
and that She visited him twice, to my knowledge, in his own lodging,
the first time in order to communicate to him the news of his promotion, and the second time—I know not why, I was not a spy
upon Jack; and, on refiection, I think that if the thing had to be
done again I should behave exactly in the same manner.
Nor do I know why I should have warned CastiUa about the old
love affair. It was over and finished. Surely a woman would not
be jealous because a lad of nineteen had made an imprudent promise
which he afterwards broke, or because he then feU in love -with, and
afterwards ceased to love, a certain girl, whether below or above
his own rank in life. To be sure, I was certain that some trouble
would happen, though of what nature I knew not.
Suffice it to say, therefore, that I heard no more about the
actress, but that Jack came often, in those weeks between his appointment and his sailing orders, to the Admiral's, and that he
made no secret to me of his passion for CastUla. Also, he took the
ladies to various fashionable places of resort which they had never
before seen, because there was no one to take them. Thus, we
went one evening to Ranelagh, where there was a very pretty concert in the round room, with dancing afterwards, and a great crowd
of ladies beautifuUy dressed, though none prettier than CastiUa, to
my simple taste. And on another evening "we went to Drury Lane,
where the actress. Jack's friend, was playing the principal part;
and a more merry, light-hearted creature one never beheld upon
the stage. I observed that Jack showed no sign of any acquaintance with her, but discussed her performance as a stranger might
be expected to do, calling her pretty Avell as to looks, but then, she
was painted up ; while as for beauty, give him blue eyes and light
hair, at which Castilla blushed. And so home by moonlight, when
the watermen are mostly gone to bed, and the river is comparatively
quiet. Castilla sat beside Jack in the boat, and I beheve he held
her hand.

VERY

WELL

THEN

245

And, on the day after the play, the Admiral was asked and gave
his consent to his daughter's engagement with Jack, He gave it
with a livelier satisfaction, he said, than he had felt in any previous
event of his life. ' CastiUa,' he said, ' this is the greatest day of
thy life. For thou art promised to the most gaUant officer in the
King's Navy. I say, to the bravest and the comeliest lad, and to
the best heart, though he shirks the bottle and leaves me to finish
it. If thou art not proud of him, thou art no daughter of mine.'
' Indeed, sir,' said CastiUa, ' I am very proud of him,'
Jack threw his arms round her, and kissed her on both cheeks,
and on the forehead, and on her lips.
I say no more. CastUla declares, now, that she never reaUy
loved him, though she confesses that she was carried away by so
much passion and by her admiration of his bravery. Yet I know
not. He was a masterful man, who compelled women to love him,
and, as the actress said, he had a conquering way with him, I
think that if events had turned out otherwise, CastiUa would have
become a loving, as well as an obedient, wife. But let that pass.
They were engaged, and the club at the Sir John Falstaff had a
roaring night, in which Mr. Brinjes heartily joined, because at hia
age 'twould have been a sin to suffer the fear of approaching disaster to stand between himself and a night of punch and singing
and the teUing of sea stories.
CHAPTEE XXXV.
HOW PHILADELPHY KEPT THE SECRET.

one reflects upon this time and upon the conduct of Jack
Easterbrook, it seems as if at each successive step the unfortunate
man advanced one step nearer to his own destruction. Surely,
knowing the grief, the resentment, and the indignation which fiUed
the heart of the woman he had cast aside, with no more consideration than if she had been a hedgerow weed, he might weU have reflected before sending her intelligence which was certain to drive her
into despair. But such as he do never refiect.
Therefore, on the very day when he was affianced to CastiUa, he
took the surest steps to make Bess acquainted with this certain
proof of his desertion. For he led aside the old negro nurse, Philadelphy, and told her that he had a most important thing to communicate, and one which very much concerned her own happiness,
and a thing which everybody would be anxious to know; but that
it was a profoimd secret, and must be told to no one, and especially
was not to be communicated to any person outside Madam's
household,
' I know,' he said, ' that you desire nothing in the world so
much as the happiness of your young mistress.'
That she assured him, truthfuUy, was the case.
WHEN
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' So that I am certain you will rejoice when I teU you the secret.
Now, PhUadelphy, what should you say if Miss CastiUa had a
lover ?'
' 'Pends on de young gen'leman, sab.'
' So it does. You are always wise, Philadelphy. What should
you say, then, if she was going to be married ?'
' 'Pends on de young gen'leman, sah.'
' You are indeed a wonderful woman. Philadelphy.
What
should you think, then, if I were going to be that happiest of
mortals. Miss Castilla's husband?'
The old woman looked at him admiringly. Then she began to
laugh. Negroes are easily tickled with laughter; they laugh if
anyone is hurt; they laugh if misfortunes fall upon their friends ;
and when they are pleased they laugh; Philadelphy, therefore,
laughed for satisfaction and joy; not, as Sarai of old laughed, in
derision.
' Is dat de troof, Massa Jack ? '
' It is the truth, PhUadelphy.'
' H o ! h o ! ' she laughed again. ' Berry fine lover for Miss Castil.
Berry fine young man for my young mistress.'
' It is a secret, Philadelphy,' he told her again. ' No one knows it
except Madam, and the Admiral, and Castilla, and me. You have
been told first of all. That is a great honour for you. But it is a
secret as yet. I am to go on board in a few days, and the Lord
knows when I shaU return. So while I am away do you take care
of her, and put in, every now and again, a word for me—you
understand ?'
She understood very weU, and without the aid of the two guineas
which he slipped into her hand, that she was to sing the praises of a
certain young gentleman. She folded the money in the corner of her
handkerchief, and nodded and laughed again. As a secret messenger, or go-between, I think Philadelphy would have had no equal.
Her taste, as weU as her genius, lay in this art; but, unfortunately,
it was not caUed into practice, because CastUla had but two lovers,
one of whom she lost in the manner you are going to hear, and the
other she married without any necessity for a go-between at aU.
' You understand,' Jack repeated, ' that it is a secret. You are
not, therefore, on any account to tie up your head in your red
turban, and to carry the news into the town. You must not think
of telling the old fellows at the Trinity Hospital. You must not go
to Mr. Skipworth, the Barber, with i t ; and if you teU Mr. Westmoreland, the Penman, or his daughter Bess, you wiU make me
angry. I quite depend upon your secrecy, Philadelphy.'
The old woman nodded and laughed, and laughed again,
promising that nothing should drag the secret from her. But
when the Captain left her, she hastened to tie her red handkerchief
round her head, which was her way of preparing to sally forth
from the house ; and then she began to mutter with her lips. Next
she sat down, and laughed again. WhUe she was laughing, two of
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her feUow black servants came upon h e r ; and, being of a quick and
sympathetic mind, they sat down and laughed with her, all three
rolling about, digging their hands into their sides, and laughing in
each others' faces, while the tears ran down their cheeks. W h e n
they were quite tired of this exercise they left off, and the two old
men went away about their own business without so much as
asking why she had set them off into these mirthful fits; and the old
woman, setting her turban right, walked off slowly in the direction
of the town.
She did, in fact, and as Jack fully expected she would do, everything that she had been carefully told not to do. First, she looked
into the gateway of Trinity Hospital. On the sunny side there
walked half a dozen of the old men warming themselves. Sho
exchanged a few words with them, admonishing t h e m to keep the
secret, and then went on her way. Now, there are no more
ingrained gossips than these old almsmen, who have nothing to do
all day long except to tell each other stories, for the most part old
and weU worn, and to retail news. Therefore, as soon as Philadelphy had gone, these veterans, one after the other, left the
hospital and made their way, some to the Stairs, and some to the
taverns in the town, and some to the Dockyard, spreading the
news, for there was no officer in the King's Navy better known than
Captain Easterbrook, whom all regarded as a Deptford m a n , and
greatly respected for his courage and his gaUant bearing. Moreover,
he had among them all the reputation of being a lucky officer.
H e had gone through so much danger, and hitherto had so miraculously escaped from every kind of peril, that he must needs be a
lucky officer to sail with. And now he was going to take command
on board as fine a frigate, the French-built ' Calypso,' as there
was afloat, and not a sailor but would have liked well to sail
with him.
When she left the hospital, Philadelphy looked into the kitchen
of St, Paul's Vicarage, just to whisper the news to the maids.
Thence she went on her way to the Barber's, and calling Mr.
Skipworth to the door, she imparted the news to him, with m a n y
injunctions to profound secrecy, which he faithfully and joyfully
promised, and kept his promise in the way common among barbers
—namely, that he passed on the news in strict confidence and a
whisper to every customer in turn who came to be shaved,
Philadelphy next crossed the street and looked in at the Penm a n ' s . Mr. Westmoreland was in the shop, writing a letter for one
girl to her sweetheart, somewhere at sea, while another waited her
turn. I n the corner of the room, beside the fire, sat Bess, her
hands folded in her lap, doing nothing and paying no heed to what
went on. The girls disputed what should be said; the scribe
listened, and from time to time put down a sentence, catching a t
their meaning rather than taking down their words.
' Say I keep true and constant,' said one, ' though all the men
in Deptford are asking me to give him up. Tell him that, TeU
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him I expect as much from him when he comes home—else, he
shall see. And if he dares so much as to look a t . . .'
' I wouldn't tell him that,' said the other girl, _' Tell him that
nobody in the town cares a button for him or even thinks about him
but yourself. He'U think aU the more of you for that. Don't never
let him think you care a rope's-end whether he goes after the other
women or not.'
Mr. Westmoreland went on writing while they talked. He
civilised, so to speak, their letters for the ladies, taking out the
threats, the ejaculations, the accusations, the protestations, and the
profane words, whereby he certainly did much to strengthen and to
sanctify the bond of affection between the saUor and his mistress,
since a lover could not but be moved at receiving a letter so movingly and so religiously expressed. It must surely be a great thing
for a man to think of his sweetheart as a quiet, sweet-tempered, and
well-conducted woman (as always appeared from these letters),
capable of expressing the finest sentiments in the choicest language,
andffiUof gentle piety. Pity it was that when the men came home
their mistresses should always faU to talk and to behave up to the
standard of their letters.
Without troubling herself about the girls, Philadelphy took a
chair beside Bess, and began to whisper. Now, so careffiUy had
Bess kept her secret that no one in the place knew a word about it
except Aaron Fletcher, and, for reasons of his own, he spoke of it to
none. Least of all did this old negro woman suspect it. She whispered what she had to say, and then, with a hundred nods and
winks, used as signs of mystery and secrecy, she got up and went
away.
Bess sat still awhile. The two girls finished their business -with
her father, and went away. Mr. Westmoreland looked timidly at
his daughter.
' Bess, my dear,' he said.
She shook her head impatiently.
' Is there any chance that you "will come round soon, my dear ?
I wouldn't hurry any woman's temper on my account, though I
may say that it is a month and more since I have had any dinner,'
' If 1 had a knife in my hand this moment,' she cried, springing
to her feet and tossing her arms in the air—' if I had a knife, I
would drive it into my heart—or into his !'
Her father made haste with trembling knees to return to his
writing.
That there are times when the Evil One is permitted to have
power over us we are weU assured, not only from Holy Writ, but
from the teaching of learned doctors, I say not that we are to be
excused from the consequence of sins committed during such times,
because it is on account of our sins that they are permitted. This
poor girl, I am very certain, was possessed by the demons of jealousy,
rage, and despair. Else the great wickedness into which she now
fell would never have been possible to her. Heaven forbid that I
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should attempt to excuse her! But this day she was mad. On this
day, as you wUl presently confess, she must have been mad.
She continued to sit in the same place, hands clenched, with set
eyes gazing straight before her, and cheeks white. From time to
time her father looked ffirtively round. But seeing no change, he
went on with his work. Presently he became afraid to sit alone
with her. He thought she was mad; he feared that she might
get up suddenly and stab herself to death, or, perhaps, stab him in
the back. He was never a brave or a strong man, and besides, he had
already suffered so much from feminine wrath that he considered a
raging woman worse than a tigress, and would cheerfuUy have
fought a lion in the arena rather than face his own wife in one of
her angry moods. But he had never before seen Bess so bad as
this. It wanted a good hour of his usual time of leaving off work,
but he got down from his stool, changed his coat hurriedly, and went
out to his tavern.
If he went there an hour before his usual time, it was fully an
hour after his usual time that he returned. Bess was stUl in her
chair, but she no longer sat upright, scowling and fierce. Her head
was buried in her hands, and she was weeping.
Mr, Westmoreland was afraid to speak to her. He crept silently
upstairs, and went to bed supperless.
For, in truth, something very strange had happened between the
time when the Penman laid down his work and the time when he
came home. The jaws of Death and the gates of Hell had been
opened,
CHAPTEE XXXVI.
HOW BESS WENT OUT OF HER WITS.

after her father had left the house—perhaps he waited
untU the Penman's departure—a man came to the door and stood
without. For a few moments he watched and listened. Then he
pushed the door open and looked in. The room was dark, and he
could see nothing.
' Bess,' he cried—it was Aaron Fletcher—' Bess, I know you are
here, and it is no use hiding. Come out this instant and talk with
me, or I wiU come in,'
There was no answer, and he stepped into the room.
' You can go out again, Aaron,' said Bess. ' I have nothing to
say to you.'
' I wUl go out when I have said what I came to say, and not
before,' he replied. ' If you wUl listen, Bess, I have a good deal
to say.'
' Say, then, what you have to say, and begone,' He hardly
knew her voice, which was hard. ' Of course, I know very well
what you have come to say. When you have said it once, you can
go. If you dare to say it twice, I think I shaU have to kUl you.
IMMEDIATELY
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But before you take the trouble to say it, or anything else, I tell
you that it is no use. There is no man in the world for me now.
Don't think of trying.'
' Bess '—the man understood what she meant—' d'ye think that
I would come to crow over your trouble ? Why—but you don't
understand: you never did understand. A man as loves you true
can't choose but be sorry for your trouble. I love you that true that
I should even like to see you married to him, if he would have you.
But he won't; he won't. Don't go to think now, Bess, that I'm
glad; though I always knew what would happen, and I hoped that
you would perhaps throw him over and take a better man, and then
we might have seen him crying and lamenting, instead of you,
Pluck up spirit, Bess. Curse him. . . With his head in the air
and his step as if he was on his quarter-deck, and us men were all
his crew, and you women were all for his own pleasure I Curse him,
I say, for a villain ! He went through the town just now dressed
as if he wa^ a nobleman, at least, with the people crying after him
for luck, and the fools of women calling blessings on his head for a
handsome man, if ever there was one. Curse him! Bess, why
don't you curse the man who has played you false ? Hast never a
tongue in thy head ? '
It was too dark to discern her face, otherwise Aaron might have
been well pleased with the jealous madness which filled her eyes.
Then he cursed the Captain again, and with stronger words;
but she answered nothing.
' I knew what he would do, I always knew it, I hate him,
Bess! 1 have always hated him as much as you hate him now ;
or almost as much, because you must hate him after all he has done
BO that there is no evil you would not rejoice to see falling upon him.'
He paused for some effect to be produced by his words, just as
an angler throws his line and stops to watch his float. But Bess
made no sign.
' Who is he ? ' Aaron went on, ' Who is he that he should have
all the good luck and I should have the bad ? Why, when he came
to the town he was in rags. I saw him come. He was a boy in
rags. And now he is a Captain, with a gold-laced hat, and I
Well, Bess, I am a bankrupt. That is what I have come to. And
it is through him ! Yes, through him and through that one-eyed
Devil, who is Old Nick himself, or sold to him, I am a bankrupt—
I am broke! First, through him, I lost my boat, the " WiUing
Mind," took by a privateer; and then, through him, I lost the
prize-money I looked to make; and then, through him, my bud dingyard was burned. And now I have spent all my money, Bess, and
am broke. And all through him ! I will be even with him some
day, if I swing for it.'
' Say what you have to say, Aaron, and go awaj'.'
' I came to say, then, Bess'—he lowered his voice—' will you
have revenge ?'
' What revenge ? '
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' I tried to take it for myself three years ago. Did he never
tell you who got him knocked o' the head and carried off to the
crimps ? 'Twas the sweetest moment of my life when he lay
senseless at my feet. I done it, Bess. 'Twas none but me. He
got off that time. He won't this,'
' Eevenge ? Do you think I wUl let you take revenge for me ? '
' Bess—think ! He hath deserted you, and broken his promise.
And me he has brought to beggary, with the help of his friend the
Devil with one eye.'
' I will have no revenge taken for me, I say. Go, Aaron. If that
is all you have to say, go, and leave me alone. Eevenge will not
bring back his heart to me. He loathes me now as much as once
he loved me. I saw it in his eyes. Will revenge change his eyes ?
There is nothing for me but to bear it till I die.'
Aaron sat down on the table. The tempter to evil was not to
be sent away by a single word.
' What 1 ' he asked. ' A woman of spirit, and do nothing, though
her sweetheart proves false to her, and mocks and laughs at her!
Have they told you how he laughs everywhere about you ? ' (This
was a lie : Jack never spoke about her among his friends.) ' Why,
the gentlemen all do it; they make bets with each other about
such girls as you; and then they go away and teU each other, and
laugh about her. Oh 1 you forgive him, 'Tis sweet Christian
conduct, I suppose I should forgive him as well for the loss of the
" Willing Mind," and the burning of my boat-yard ? ' He stopped
to see if his words had produced any effect upon her: but she gave
no sign. ' You will dance at his wedding, I dare say. He is going
to marry the daughter of the Admiral—him with the wooden leg.'
' He is not married yet.'
' He is going to be married,' said Aaron—but this was also a lie
—' by special licence, and without banns, to-morrow; for his ship
is under orders, and the Captain wiU set sail in a few days. He
wants to be married before he goes. 'Tis a pretty little lady, and
he wiU make her happy. They say he is head and ears in love
with her, and nothing too good for her. I dare say he was always
a fond lover. You found him a fond lover, didn't you, Bess, in the
old days ? '
' Are you sure ? ' she asked. ' Oh ! the old woman did not tell
me this. Are you quite sure ? To-morrow ? He will marry her
to-morrow? So soon. Oh! is there no hope left at all ? '
' The negro woman went about the town to-day telling everybody. You can ask her if it is true. What do I know ? The
Captain was not likely to tell me, was he ? Well, Bess, it must be
a pleasant thing for you to be thinking that his arms are now round
her neck, which used to be round yours. He is kissing her redand-white cheek now, just as he used to kiss yours, in the old days
when he used to make a fool of you. And to-morrow he will be
happy with his bride. That is somethiug to make you feel forgiving
and well-wishing, isn't it ? '
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'OhI I shall go m a d ! ' she cried, ' I cannot bear it; I shall
go mad! *
' To be sure, there are differences. She is a gentlewoman, and
you are only a tradesman's daughter. She is soft, and has pretty
manners, I dare say, though her father is an old salt. Whatever
you are, Bess, no one ever caUed you soft. She is fair, and you are
dark. She loves him, I dare say, better than you ever could. She
can wear a hoop, and carry a fan, and paint her face ; and as for
you, Bess
Why, what is the matter ? '
' I wiU kUl him first!' she cried, wildly. ' Aaron, I wiU kiU
him with my own hand!'
' Nay, Bess, why with your own hand, when there is mine
ready for your service ? And as for that, you are in such a rage
that you would surely bungle i t ; ten chances to one you would
botch and bungle it. Now, I am calm. If I take it in hand, I
shaU make as pretty a job of it as anyone can desire. Besides,
Bess, if anyone is to swing for putting such a villain out of the
way, it shall be me, not you, my girl. For love of you, and hate
of him, I should be content to swing. But maybe . . . Why,
Bess
•
'Aaron'—she laid her hand upon his shoulder, catching her
breath short—' oh! I woiUd rather see him dead and in his grave
than let him marry her.'
' He must be dead to-night then, or he wUl marry her to-morrow.
Hark ye, Bess, the time has gone for crying. We must do it at
once—this very night. To-morrow he will be married. The next
day, or the day after, he takes the command of his ship. This
very evening he hath gone to the Club with the Admiral. He will
but drink a single glass of punch with the gentlemen, who wiU
wish him joy, and wUl then return to his new mistress, with whom
he thinks to spend the evening kissing and making love. Do you
mark my words ? '
' Yes , .
yes . . . . I am listening.'
' In half an hour or so he will be returning by this road. Suppose, Bess, he should meet us on the way—the woman he has
deserted and the man he has ruined ? '
' Let us go!' she cried. ' Let us go at once. He shaU never
marry her. Let us go I Why, Aaron, are you for hanging back ? '
"There is time enough—no hurry. See, my girl, I have
brought with me—'tis all I have left of my privateering—a pair of
ship's pistols.' He lugged them out of his pockets and laid one on
each leg, stUl sitting on the table. ' They are loaded; I loaded
them half an hour ago, a brace of bullets in each, and the flints
are new. No hurry, Bess. Let us consider.' She was already
more than half mad, but he thought to madden her stUl more.
' Let us consider. All the world knows thy history, Bess.' This,
too, was a lie, because no one knew it. ' When you go forth again
the women will point and say after you, " There goes the girl who
thought to marry the handsome Captain I There goes Bess, who
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thought to be the wife of Captain Easterbrook ! Pride goes before
a faU. Now she will have to marry some honest tarpaulin, like
the rest, if any be found to have her." 'Tis a hard fate, JBess.
Whereas
'
' Aaron, let us go. Quick! quick! Give me the pistols,'
' Nay—nay. You to have the pistols ? ' he replied, in no hurry,
and stiU trying to madden her, ' Whereas, if we take care that
he shaU marry no one, they cannot cry out after you, and he shall
not have another wife.'
' I would rather he were dead,' she said, ' Aaron, let me kUl
him with my own hand !'
' WUl you come with me ? '—he put up his pistols—' or will you
stay with me ? 'Tis but five minutes' walk to the dark place in
the road where we stopped him once before. But come with me.
If you stay here, you wiU know nothing till I come back, when
the job is done. If you come with me, you shaU see it done. Why,
your revenge will be doubled if you stand by and see it done. And
when he faUs, Bess, cry out quick that it was thy doing. So, in
his last moments, he shall feel that thou hast revenged thyself.'
' Come—quick—before I repent! Let us kUl him quickly! Oh!
Aaron, I am all on fire ! I burn. Come
'
Aaron nodded his head, and leisurely rose, satisfied at length with
the spirit of murder which he had called up. It made her pant
and gasp and tear at his arm to drag him along.
' One word first,' he said. ' I am not going to do this all for
nothing. When the job is done, Bess, you wiU marry me ? '
'Yes, You may marry me, or you may murder me. I care
nothing which. Oh ! he shaU never marry her—never I Come,
Aaron, come! We shall be too late !'
I say that she was mad. It could not be in any other mood but
madness that Bess would become a murderess. Truly, Aaron was
a crafty and cunning man, thus to turn her thoughts to revenge, and
to make a murder done for private wrongs—but did Jack set fire to
his boat-yard, or take the ' Willing Mind' ?—seem as if it was a
righteous act of retribution for her sake. Why could he not murder
his enemy without dragging Bess into the crime with him ? I know
not: but I suppose that he thought to bind her to him by the
guilty secret which the two would have between them; as if the
knowledge would not keep them apart: for, with such a secret, the
whole breadth of the world should not be wide enough to keep the
two asunder. But it is impossible so much as to guess at the
secrets of Aaron's mind at such a moment. One thing is certain,
that, like Bess, he was driven weU-nigh desperate by his misfortunes,
which, however, he was not justified in laying on the Captain.
Perhaps he had no thought at the time, except of revenge, and no
other desire than to gratify Bess—whom still, I believe, he loved,
after his manner—and himself in the same manner, and at a single
blow.
' Come,' he said.
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Then he directed her to go on in advance, so that if anyone
should pass her on the road they might not connect him with her
as a companion, and ordered her to wait for him in that place where
the grass strip broadened into a little roadside green planted full of
trees. Here she was to await him.
'Twas the same place where, three years before, Aaron had made
his first attempt, the failure of which might have deterred him, one
would think. But it did not. Here he jiresently joined the girl.
' No one is abroad,' he said. ' I have passed none upon the
road. That is well. Heart up, Bess I In a few minutes thou shalt
be happy, if revenge can make thee happy. He will kiss his fine
mistress no more.'
' Happy! There is no more happiness for me. Oh ! Aaron—
quick—do what thou hast to do quick, lest I repent and stop thee.
Oh ! Jack—my Jack—must I murder thee ? '
'Keep dark,' said Aaron. 'Why, you are losing heart already.
I am sorry you came with me. Keep dark, I say, and look not
forth until the shot is fired. As for me, I scorn to hide. I am here
to kill him if I can, or let him, if he can, kill me. He has a sword,
and I have my pistols. Let him fight it out. It is a fair battle
between us. But keep back, Bess, and keep dark. I think I can
hear his footstep.'
When, three years before, Jack Easterbrook had walked along
the same road at the same time, his head was fuU of love for the
very woman who now stood in the shade of the trees waiting to
see him done to death. From the madness of jealous women,
good Lord, deliver the men ! And from the inconstancy of perjured
lovers, good Lord, deliver the women !
As she stood and listened, the sound of his footstep—she could
not be mistaken in the step—fell upon Bess's ear, and immediately
the Captain himself was to be plainly seen in the twilight, walking
briskly along the road. As for Aaron, in spite of his brave words
he kept in the shade of the trees, feeling, doubtless, as is the way
with murderers, more confidence while in hiding than in the open.
Before she heard his footstep, the poor girl, the prey of all the
evil passions, stood breathing quickly, her hands clenched, burning
with rage, and mad for revenge. Yet, mark what happened. At
the very first footfall, at the first sound of the step which still she
loved, the whole of her madness fell from her as a woman's cloak
may fall from her shoulders; her heart stood stiU, her knees
trembled, and her love went out again to him. Also she saw—
now, was not this a thought sent to her direct from Heaven's throne
of mercy in order to save a poor sinner from a dreadful crime ?—she
saw, I say, in imagination, her lover lying dead upon the ground,
his pale face turned up to the stars, never to come back to life
again, and she herself standing over him—who had murdered him.
Already she felt upon her forehead the seal of murder as it was
placed upon the front of Cain. Already she felt the terrible remorse
of murder. Near every crime can be atoned for, except murder.

VERY

WELL

THEN

255

You m a y rob a m a n ; you m a y slander him ; things stolen m a y be
replaced; things said m a y be w i t h d r a w n : but his life you cannot
restore to a man. Therefore there is no crime so dreadful aa
murder, and no remorse so fearful as t h a t of a murderer, even when
his conscience is as hardened as that of Aaron Fletcher himself.
' Oh I ' Bess told me afterwards, though the poor girl knew not how
to put all these her thoughts into words, but could only speak of
t h e m brokenly, ' I thought that if he were to die, I must die too,
and that with no hope of forgiveness, so that I should never sit
beside him in Heaven, and never ask his mercy. And I saw thai
if he would leave me, he m u s t ; and, oh ! how could I be so wicked ?
How could I ? No ; it was not Aaron's fault; 'twas m y own mad,
jealous heart.'
There wanted but a moment when Aaron would have stepped
out and discharged his pistols. There was no relenting in him ; he
had no qualms of conscience and no forebodings of remorse. H e
had lost everything—his sweetheart, his boat, his business, his
fortune—by this man, he t h o u g h t ; 'twas little revenge indeed, in
return for so much injury, to kUl him. Perhaps, afterwards, with
the gibbet in sight and the irons on his legs, he might have felt
remorse. But one doubts, seeing how hardened are most of the
vUlains who go forth to Tyburn to the fatal tree, and how little
true repentance the Ordinary doth witness.
H e was waiting, then, the pistol cocked. His enemy was almost
within his reach when Bess rushed out from her hiding-place, crying, ' Jack ! J a c k ! Save yom-self! Save yourself 1'
H e stopped, and drew his sword.
' Fly ! ' she cried; ' Aaron is among the trees with his pistols.
We came to murder thee. Oh ! fly for thy life. Let him kiU me
instead. H e shall shoot at thee through m y body !'
She stood before him, her a r m s out as if to stop the pistolbullet.
' Stand aside, Bess,' said Jack. ' Now, Aaron, ye cowardly,
skulking dog, come o u t ! Show yourself, m a n ! Bring out yoiu:
pistols, I say ! Come, ye sneaking, murdering viUain! '
Aaron might have shot him on the spot where he stood, breast
bared, so to speak, for the pistol. But he did not, because so great
is the power of authority over such men as Aaron, when one speaks
who is in the habit of command, that he obeyed and came forth
meekly, his pistols in his hand, like a dog who comes at call to be
whipped.
' Lay down your weapons,' said Jack, sword in hand.
Aaron obeyed, saying nothing.
' So,' said the Captain, ' this is now the second time that thou
hast attempted my life. Man, if I had thee on board my ship I
would keel-haul thee, or maybe hang thee for mutiny. Know
sirrah, that the mere conspiring to murder h a t h brought many a
poor rogue to the gaUows. Now, I know not wherefore thou didst
resolve to make this second attempt. Remember, however, that
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the first score is not yet paid off. Yet I heard some talk of losses
and the burning of boat-yards, whereby it seems as if some greater
Power had interfered to punish thee. Go, now. Perhaps to-morrow
I shall determine what further may be done.'
Aaron obeyed, walking away slowly and sullenly, the pistols
lying on the ground.
Then Jack turned to the girl who had saved his life, ' So,
Bess,' he said, ' you came out to murder me, did you ? '
'Yes,' she confessed,
' I was in hopes that you had laid my words to heart, and had
forgotten the past.'
' I can never forget the past. Oh, Jack! 'tis too much to ask
of any poor woman. 'Tis too much 1' She burst into crying and
weeping. ' Oh ! I am an unhappy wretch, who would even murder
the man I love better than aU the world.'
' Nay,' said Jack, ' there is no harm done, because—d'ye see
—I am unhurt, and you changed your intention in time. If I
did not know thee better, Bess, I might think that this was a trick
of thine. But Aaron hates me of old; and you—since I came
home.'
' I have never hated you. Jack. God knows I wish I was dead,
and out of your way.'
' My poor girl, you are already out of my way, if you would
only think so. For the sake of a few love-passages three years
ago, why waste and spoil your life ? '
' I cannot take back what I have given. To-night they told
me that you are to marry Miss Castilla, That made me mad.
But I am not mad any longer. Go to your new mistress. Jack. I
will give you no more trouble—no more trouble. Make love to her
as you did to me. Tear her heart out of her as you tore mine.
I will give you no trouble—no trouble at all. I will not try to
stand between her and you.'
' Foolish girl! Forget me, Bess, and find another lover !'
' I have tried to curse thee. Jack, but I cannot. Oh! I cannot,
I have tried a dozen times. My lips will not form the words, nor
would my heart mean them if I could say those words, I have
tried this night to kill thee. But I could not. Therefore it is
certain that I am not to do thee any harm. This is better, because,
whatever happens, thy heart will not be thereby the more hardened
against me.'
Jack made no reply. Perhaps he was touched by -what she
said.
' Go, Jack. Go to thy mistress.' This she said, not rudely or
scornfully, but quietly. ' Jack, I know now what has been lying
in my mind. It is that I have a message for thee. It is that GOD
HIMSELF wUl punish thee, and fhat in the way that luill touch
thee the deepest. I know not how that wUl be, and, for myself, I
desire no harm for thee. I wiU henceforth neither speak nor
think hard things of thee. But remember: no other man shall
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ever kiss me, because I am thine. Jack—I belong to thee. Oh!
Jack, my sweetheart, my love, GOD HIMSELF will punish thee, unhappy boy! and that in the way that most will touch thee I'
Jack laughed lightly—yes, he laughed—and went his way.
This is what happened between the time when the Penman
left his daughter and the time when he returned. Said I not that
the jaws of Death and the gates of HeU were opened on this
night?
CHAPTER XXXVII.
HOW BESS

RECOVERED

HER SENSES.

WOMAN is a variable and a changeable creature. Many poets and
philosophers have insisted upon this maxim. Mr. Westmoreland,
as well as Socrates, had good reason to feel the truth of it, and
could testify to it from his own experience, under the rule of wife
first, and of daughter afterwards ; though the capricious nature of
the latter empress was a kind of heaven compared with the clapperelawings, rubs, and buffets which marked the reign of the former.
The next morning the Penman came downstairs meekly resigned
to do the daily necessary house-work, which his daughter shoiUd
have done—namely, to lay his desk in order for the day's work,
find something for breakfast, and, towards the hour of noon, interrupt his calculations in order to prepare dinner of some kind—
which had been his lot for the last two months : in fact, though he
had not the "wit to connect the two events, ever since the return of
the Lieutenant on board the French prize. He was, therefore,
truly astonished when he saw that the room was already swept
clean and tidy, a coal fire ht, for the autumn morning was cold,
and his breakfast set out upon the table, just as he loved to have
his food, ready to his hand, without any thought or trouble about
it; both plenty as regards quantity, and pleasing as regards quality.
More than this, his daughter Bess was busy with a duster among
his papers—no one but Bess knew how to take up a sheet of paper,
dust the desk about and under it, and lay it down again in its
place. She wore a white apron, her sleeves were turned up above
her elbows, and she was going about her work steadUy and quietly,
as if nothing at all had happened. More again, when she saw her
father, she smUed, and saluted him. Now, she had not smUed,
or said a single gracious thing to him for two months and more.
' Come, father,' she said, ' take your breakfast whUe the beer id
fresh and hath stiU a head. The cask is weU-nigh out, and I must
have another brew. The knuckle of pork has got some good cuts
left yet; as for the bread, it is dry, because it is baker's bread, and
last week's baking. But to-morrow you shaU have some new homemade.'
This was a very strange and remarkable change. Nothing at
all had happened to make her happier. On the contrary, her
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lover was certainly going to marry Castilla, and he was going i
away; her affairs were as hopeless as they could well be. Yet
now her soUl was calm. It may be that one cannot go on for
ever at a white heat of wrath; but some have been known to brood
over their wrongs aU the days of their lives. Her soul was calm.
That was the change which had fallen upon her; her eyes were
no longer fierce, and her cheek was no more alternately fiaming
red and deathly white. Nor did her lips move continuaUy as if
she were vehemently reproaching someone. Her face was soft
again. She told me afterwards, speaking humbly and meekly,
that when she had tried to curse her unfaithful lover, her lips
refused ; and when she had tried to murder him—her heart faUing
her at the last—the words that she said to him—namely, that she
would seek no more to harm him, and would think no more of him
with bitterness, feeling assured that God would bring the thing
home to htm in such a way as would touch him most surely—
these words seemed as if they were whispered in her ears or put
into her mouth ; and then suddenly, as she uttered them, all the
rage and madness which had torn her for two months left her, and
peace fell upon her heart. Those who please may put upon this
confession any ot4ier meaning; for my own part, I can see but
one. What that interpretation is, I leave to the reader.
Mr. Westmoreland, however, when he observed this change,
feU to shaking and shivering, betraying in his looks the most vivid
apprehensions. The reason of this phenomenon was that in the
old days before his wife ran away from him—Bess during the last
two months had in other respects greatly resembled her mother as
to temper—whenever a domestic storm of greater fury than usual
was brewing, it was always preceded by a period of unusual
activity in the house, with a strange and unnatural zeal for cleanliness and tidiness. The memory of this fact, and of the terrible
storms which afterwards used to break over the poor Penman's
head, caused this awakening of terror. Was Bess in this respect
also going to take after her mother ?
' Child,' he stammered,' what—what—what in Heaven's name
hath happened to thee ? Have I -wronged thee in any way ? TeU
me, Bess, only tell me, what have I done to thee ?'
'Why, father, nothing, I have been iU lately. Now I am
better. Sit down and take your breakfast. For dinner you shaU
have something better than cold knuckle of pork.'
He obeyed, wondering and distrustful.
' I've been iU of late, father,' she repeated; ' and you've been
neglected and uncomfortable. It's my fault that the room -was
this morning up to my ankles in dust and dirt. But I've been
very ill, and couldn't do anything but think of the pains in my
head.'
' WeU, Bess,' he replied, rallying a little, ' to be sure you've been
a bit—so to speak—haughty, for the last two months. It came on,
1 remember, about the time when the Lieutenant came home.'
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' I t was about that time, father. Two months ago I first began
to have these dreadful pains in the head.'
' If it was toothache you should have gone to Mr. Brinjes, and
had it out. If it was tie, there's nothing to help it but a charm.
B u t why not ask Mr. Brinjes to charm it away ? '
' I t was not toothache. I dare say it was tic. But now it has
almost gone.'
' Was it, Bess—was i t ' — h e dropped his voice—' was it anything
to do with Aaron Fletcher ? Sometimes I've thought there might
have been a love disappointment. Was it Aaron Fletcher ? '
' Aaron Fletcher is nothing to me, and never will be.'
' Well, I ' m glad to hear that, Bess, because Aaron is a bad m a n
— a m a n of violence; a crafty man, m y dear—a headstrong m a n —
a m a n without virtue or religion—and an unforgiving m a n as well.
I've watched Aaron, m a n and boy, since he was born. Aaron will
end badly. Of late he has been drinking, and his business is broken
up, Aaron wUl come to a bad end,'
' WeU—that's enough said about me, father. Go on with the
cold knuckle,'
' And now shall I hear thee singing about thy work again, Bess ?
and laughing again just as before ? I t does m y old heart good to
hear thee sing and laugh. Nay, that doth never put m e out,
though I be struggling with the sine and tangent and even with the
versed sine, 'Tis when I hear thee weep and groan, and when to
all m y questions I get no answer, and when thine eyes are red and
thy cheek pale, and when all day long I see thee sitting neglectful
and careless—'tis then, m y dear, that the figures swim before m y
eyes and the result comes all wrong. 'Tis then that if I try to
write, m y flourishes are shaky, and the finials lack firmness.'
' Nay, father,' she replied, ' I fear I shall not laugh and sing
again all m y life. The kind of tic which I have had takes away
the power of laughing and the desire for singing. But I hope never
again to be so troubled.'
' Alas !' said her father, ' I would I were a preacher, so that I
could exhort women to good temper. Sometimes when the learned
and pious Vicar is expounding the wisdom of the Chaldees—which
is, no doubt, a most useful subject for the Church to consider—I
venture to think that a word might be spared on the sins of temper
and on the hasty tongue and the striking hand. Truly, for m y own
part, in all things but one have I been singularly blessed, yea, above
m y fellow-creatures. For I have a house convenient and weathertight ; I belong to the one true Church, being neither a Papist nor
a Schismatic ; I am assured of m y salvation, through no merits of
mine own ; I am not of lofty station but obscure, yet not of the
vilest h e r d ; I live sufficiently, and, when m y daughter pleases to
exercise her skill of housewifery, with toothsomeness; no m a n
envies me, and I have no enemies; 'tis true m y shoulders are
round and I a m weak of arm, but what of that ? To crown all, I
have been endowed by beneficent Providence with the love of
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divine mathematics and the gift of fine penmanship, so that my
work, whether I copy, or engross, or write letters, or work out
logarithms, or consider the theses, lemmas, corollaries, problems,
and cm-ious questions advanced by ingenious professors of the
exact sciences, I live all day long in continual happiness. I_ would
not change my lot for any other, save and except for one thing. _ I
am filled with pride, which I hope is not sinful, because it is ia
gratitude for the gifts of Heaven. But there is one thing, my
child. I have wanted no blessing in this life, which to many of my
feUow-creatures is, for no seeming fault of theirs, a vale of misery
and of tears. But, alas i I stUl found my comfort spoiled by the
temper of thy mother while she remained with me. And I feared,
Bess—I say rhat I feared—lest thou might also take after her, and
so the scoldings, the peevishness, the discontent, and the violence
might begin again. I am not so young as I was then, and I doubt
whether I could endure that misery again.'
' Fear nothing, father. Why, whenever did I ask or do aught to
make you think that I should upbraid you ? As for my temper, I
will try to govern myself. Fear nothing, father. To-day you shall
have as good a dinner as you can desire, to make up for the past
shortcomings. What will you have ?' She spoke so gently and
Boftly that her father was quite reassured, and plucked up his
courage.
' Well, child, since thou art in so happy a disposition—Lord,
grant that it continue !—I would choose, if I may, a hodge-podge,
with an onion pie. They are the two things, as thou knowest weU,
which most I love. With hodge-podge, onion pie, and a merry
heart, a man may make continual feast.'
It was not a merry heart that returned to poor Bess, but it was
the outward seeming or show of cheerfulness which not only returned but remained with her, so that she now listened to her
father's garrulous prattle with apparent interest, and gratified his
love of good feeding by toothsome dishes, of which there was no
more notable compounder than herself. This day especially she
regaled him with a most excellent hodge-podge, in itself a dish fit
for a king, and also with an onion pie, a thing counted dainty by
those of a strong digestion, though to some who have a delicate
stomach it may be thought of too coarse a fiavour, being composed of potatoes, onions, apples, and eggs, disposed in layers in a
deep pie-dish, and covered over with a light crust of flour and suet.
While Bess was engaged in the preparation of this banquet, the
Barber came running across the road, as was his wont when the
morning business was completed, and he had any news of importance to communicate—for the spread of news at Deptford is in
this way. First it is whispered at the Barber's shop, then it is
whispered by the Barber to his customers and his cronies, and next
it is carried by them in all directions around the town.
' Have you heard the news, friend Westmoreland ? ' he asked,
with the air of one who is the possessor of an important secret.
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• Why,' Mr. Westmoreland replied,' since I have not seen you
before this morning, gossip, how should I hear any news ? '
' You will be astonished,' said the Barber. ' Those who hold
their heads the highest faU the soonest. One whom you know well,
friend, and have known long, is broke. Ah, you may well look
surprised and ask who it is. He is broke, who, but a short time
ago, was master of a thriving business, and seemed as if he would
save money.'
' Who is it, then ? '
' I have myself suspected a great while what would happen.
For, thank Heaven, I can see as far as most men, and can put two
and two together, and am no babbler of secrets, but keep them to
myself, or talk of them with my friends over a pipe of tobacco and
a glass, being a discreet person. Wherefore, when I heard of certain
accidents, and saw in what a spirit they were received, I made up
my mind what would happen.'
' Who is it ?' asked Mr. Westmoreland, when this garrulous
person had partly talked himself out of breath.
' It is a man whom you know well; and Bess, here, knows him
very weU, too.'
' If, Mr. Skipworth,' said Bess,' you would teU my father your
news, we could then talk about it afterwards.'
'Why, then, Aaron Fletcher is broke. That is the first news.
Since the burning of his yard, he hath done no work, not even to
putting up some shed and carrying on the business. What were
we to think of that ? When he went privateering he made but
little prize-money, but had quickly to come home again. Thenceforth he hath been living on his stock, and hath now come to an
end, and is broke. This morning he was to have been arrested.
The writs are out for him, and the officers came to seek him with
intent to take him to the Marshalsea, where his case would have
been tried at the Palace Court.'
' Would have been tried ? ' asked the Penman. ' la it not to be
tried, then ?'
' I said would, because for one thing which his creditors thought
not of—he hath escaped them. Otherwise he would have languished in gaol until his death.'
Here the Barber wanted to be asked further what was that
happy incident which had enabled Aaron to 'scape prison ; for one
who is a retailer of news loves not to expend it aU at a breath, but
must stUl keep some back.
' His father,' he continued,' was a substantial man, and saved
money, which the son has spent. He inherited, besides the building-yard, a good business, and a fast smack, the "Willing Mind,"
for his trade across the Channel. Now the smack is lost, the yard
is burned, the business is ruined, and the money is spent.'
' An idle fellow,' said Mr. Westmoreland; ' a feUow who loved
not work. But how hath he escaped his creditors ? '
' He will not go to prison; for, in the night, we now learn from
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certain authority, he walked over to Woolwich, where he hath
enlisted in the Marines, grid so is beyond the reach of his creditors,
who cannot now arrest him. So he escapes the prison, and exchanges the Marshalsea for a man-o'-war. Maybe 'tis better to be
kUled by a cannon-shot than to be starved in a debtors' gaol.'
So, after more reflections on the foUy of young men and the
oertain end of laziness and extravagance—which have been put
more concisely by King Solomon the Wise—the Barber returned
to his shop; and before noon everyone in Deptford had heard the
surprising news of Aaron's faU.
This intelligence made Bess tremble, thinking on the madness
of the last night, when this young man was so desperate, being now
assured that he was bankrupt, that he was ready to commit a murder, caring little whether he was found out and hanged, or no;
and she herself was so desperate in her wrath and jealousy, that she
was ready to commit murder in order to prevent another woman's
happiness. Why, what would be the condition of that guilty pair
now, were Jack lying dead ? Since, however, Aaron was bankrupt it
was now certain that he had already resolved to go away and enlist
in the Marines, when he came to her and proposed the crime; and
that he intended |to leave the dreadfol secret of the murder, had it
been committed, to herself alone—a burden greater than she could
bear.
For Aaron, 'twas the only way of escape, to 'list in one of His
Majesty's regiments. NaturaUy, he chose the Marines as the
branch belonging to the sea. To carry a musket on board a King's
ship, after being a Lieutenant in a privateer, not to speak of commanding the' WiUing Mind,' is to come down in the world, indeed.
Yet that he cared for little, considering the alternative of a debtors'
prison, terrible to all, but most terrible to a man who, like Aaron,
had spent aU his life in the open air, and most certainly it is better
for the country that a stout and active feUow should be fighting her
battles than that he should be laid by the heels in a prison doing
nothing. Mark, however, what followed. Aaron walked to Woolwich that night, where there is a depot for Marines, which in that
war represented twenty-five companies. He enlisted in the morning. When they began to teach him his drill it was found that he
already knew as much as is expected of any recruit when he is
passed for service. Therefore he was, with others, marched to
Chatham ready for embarkation. There are many remarkable
coincidences in this history, but there is none more remarkable
than the fact that Aaron should have been shipped as a Marine on
board the very ship, the ' Calypso,' of which the man he had tried
to murder was Commander. This circumstance, with the consequences which foUowed, I can regard as nothing but providentially
ordered.
When Aaron discovered who was the Captain of the ship, he
fell at first into despair, and was ready to throw himself overboard,
looking for floggings continuaUy and on the merest pretext, with
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beel-hauhngs and every kind of tyranny, oppression, and punishment. But he presently found that the Captain took no kind of
notice of him, even when he was on sentry duty on the quarter-deck,
and seemed not even to know that he was on board.
CHAPTEE XXXVIII,
HOW PHILADELPHY REFUSED A B R I B E .

Bess had given her father his hodge-podge and onion pie,
which he received as some compensa,tion due to him for all past
privations and recent neglect, she left him, and repaired to the
Apothecary's,
Mr. Brinjes was already wide awake, And in earnest conversation
with PhUadelphy. On the table between them lay the famous
skuU-stick, object of the deepest veneration and awe to the negro
woman.
' What wiU you do for me,' he was saying, ' if I give you this
stick ? I am old now, and I have no enemies to pimish, nor many
friends to protect, and I want nothing for myself except that which
not even an Obeah man can procure for himself—his lost youth.
. . . What wUl you do for me, PhUadelphy, if I give it to you ? '
' Massa Brinjes '—she clutched at the stick, and held it in her
arms, kissing the skull—^horrid thing !—which grinned at Bess as if
it were alive, ' I wUl do everything. Ask me—teU me—I wUl do
everything,'
' We shall see. Those who possess this stick—it must be given,
not stolen, or the virtue vanishes—can do whatever they please.
Why, if it were your own, there would be no woman in the country
so powerful as you. If you have enemies, you could put Obi on
them, and go sit in the sun and watch them slowly dying—Ha ?
I have seen the wise women on the West Coast sitting thus, and
watching outside the hut wherein their enemy lay wasting away.
And if you have friends, think of the good fortune you could bring
them. Why, Miss CastiUa you could marry to a Lord; not a
beggarly ship Captain, but a rich Lord,'
' No—no,' said PhUadelphy, ' She shaU marry Mas' Jack. No
one like him,'
' You could make her as rich as you could desire. If she wants
children, you could send them to her. No need, then, to consult
the cards, or to watch the birds, because you could have everything
your own way to command, once you get the skull-stick. As for
wind and rain, you could call for them when you pleased. See '—
he rose and looked up at the sky, which was covered with dri-ving
clouds, the wind being fresh. ' See—you would like rain! 'Twould
be good for Madam's garden, would it not ? I call for rain.'
Strange ! As he spoke, the drops pattered against the windows.
Though 'twas a light and passing shower, yet it seemed to fall ia
WHEN
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reply to his caU. He might have seen it on the point of falling, and
prophesied after the event was decided: truly, Mr. Brinjes was
crafty and subtle above all other men. But PhUadelphy jumped,
and kissed the stick again. 'You see, PhUadelphy,' he went on,
' what you could do with this stick. It is wasted on me, because I
am too old to want anything. I am past ninety, and you, I should
think, are not much over seventy. If I die before I give the stick
away, it is lost: its virtue is gone. But there is stiU time. What
wUl you do for me if I give you the stick ?' He paused and considered a httle before he went on again. • Perhaps you think it wiU
only compel rain, and is of no use as regards persons. WeU, here
is Bess to testify that I put Obi on Aaron Fletcher. He was
formerly a thriving man, imtU he offended me. What hath happened to him since ? First, he was tortured with toothache ; next,
his smack was taken by French privateers; then he went privateering himself, and did no good; then his boat-buUding sheds were
burned, "with aU his tools and timber; lastly, he went bankrupt, and
hath now, I-fear, enhsted in the Marines to escape a prison. I have
removed the Obi, and now leave him to his fate. What wUl you do
for me if I give you the stick ? '
Again the old woman clutched it and kissed it, with the unholy
light of -witchcraft in her eyes. I wonder if the Sorceress of Endor
had a skuU-stick.
' Stop a moment, Philadelphy. What wiU you do for me ? '
'Everything, Massa Brinjes. Nothing in the world that I will
not do for you.'
' There is only one thing that I cannot make my stick do for
me. Everything else in the world I can do. But this thing I
cannot do, and you can.'
StiU clinging to the stick, the old woman implored him only to
let her know what that was, in order that she might instantly go
away and do it.
' Bess hath a sweetheart, and he hath proved a rover, as many
sailors do. Bring him back to her arms and keep him constant,
and I -wUl bestow the stick upon thee.'
' Nay,' Bess cried quickly, ' since my sweetheart loves me no
longer, I wiU have no charms to make him. I have promised,
besides, that I -wiU trouble him no more.'
' TeU me his name,' cried the old woman, regardless of Bess.
' Only teU me his name, and I wUl do it for her.'
' Can you bewitch a man at sea ? '
• I can, I can,' she cried. ' I wiU make his heart soft for her, so
that he wiU forget every other woman, and want none but Bess.
Why,' she said, ' every negro woman knows a love charm,' This
with some wonder that a wizard of Mr. Brinjes' power, and possessed
of an Obeah stick, should not be able to do so simple a thing. ' I
can make him love her all the same as he loved her at first. I can
make him love her so as he shall never love another woman. If that
is aU, Massa Brinjes, let me carry away the stick.'
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' Softly, softly. The thing is not done yet. If I give thee thia
stick I shaU never get it back again. Wherefore, let us have it paid
for first.'
' Tell me his name, then,* Philadelphy turned eagerly to Bess,
' Only tell me his name, girl, and I wUl make the charm to-day '
' Nay,' Bess repeated,' I want no charm to bring him back,'
' Be not so proud, Bess,' said Mr, Brinjes; ' you shaUhave what
your friends can get j'ou. As for you, Philadelphy, be not too ready.
What ? You think I would give such a stick for a trifle ? You
think Bess's lover is some common sea-swab, I dare say—a master's
mate, at best, or a gunner, or perhaps a shipwright. No, n o ; her
lover is another guess kind, I promise you.'
' If he was an Admiral, he should come back to her. Tell me
his name.'
' Even if he were promised to marry your young mistress. Miss
CastUla ? '
A negro woman cannot turn pale, particularly one so black as
PhUadelphy, nor can her colour come and go like that of a white
woman : yet she changes colour when she is moved. Philadelphy
not only changed colour, but she gasped and looked upon Mr.
Brinjes as one astonished and dismayed.
' To marry Miss CastiUa ? ' she repeated.
' What if Bess's lover had deserted her for your young mistress ? '
' Don' say that—oh ! Massa Brinjes, I cooden do it—no—no—
I could do anything else, but I cooden do it even for the stick.'
' I say, PhUadelphy, what if his name was Jack Easterbrook ?
Why, it is Jack. It is the Captain who was Bess's lover. Where
were your eyes not to discover that ? You, a witch 1 Where were
your eyes, I say ? '
' I cooden do it—no—I cooden do it.'
' Look at the stick again, old woman. Think of the joy of having the stick your own. Think of what you could do with the stick
to help you. What is the Captain to you, compared with the
possession of the stick ? '
She looked at it with yearning eyes. Suppose that the thing
which aU your hfe you have been taught to regard as the symbol and
proof of power was to be offered you at a price. This was the old
negro woman's case—she could have the Obeah stick in return for
—what?
'At the worst,' said Mr. Brinjes,' it would make her unhappy
for a week.'
' No—no—Miss CastUla, she dun set her heart upon the Captain.'
' WeU,' the tempter continued, ' with the help of the stick you
fan not only find a rich and noble lover for her, one who wUl make
her happy, but you can also give her a charm and make her forget
the Captain.'
' No—no,' said the old woman ' Miss CastiUa wUl never forget
the Captain.'
' Then, when his fancy returns to his old love, which it wiU do
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before long, your young mistress will be made unhappy. Come,
•^Philadelphy, think of this stick; think of having it your own—the
great Obeah stick.'
' Who are you'—she turned fiercely upon Bess—' to take away a
young gentleman officer ? Stay with your own people, and let the
Captain stay with his. Massa Brinjes, if I give you the secret to
keep alive—ten—fifty—a hundred years if you like—will you give
me the stick ?'
' If you have that secret, old woman,' said Mr. Brinjes,' I wiU
tear it out of you, if I have to rack every joint in-your body with
-rheumatism. If you know that secret, it is as good as mine already.
No, PhUadelphy, it is the Captain or nothing. Look at the stick
'"again, Philadelphy. Take it in your hands.'
' Oh! I wiU get the girl—what a fuss about a girl! As if she
was a lady!—I will get her any other man in Deptfbrd. Plenty
handsome men in Deptford.'
' I want none of her charms, Mr. Brinjes, for Jack or anyone
else,' Bess said again, ' Let her have the stick, if you like, and let
her go.'
' There 1' Philadelphy cried, triumphantly. ' You see ? She
wants none of my charms. Why, there, take the secret instead, and
let me have the stick, and you shaU live for a hundred years more.'
Here one cannot but admire the way in which these two magicians believed each in the other's power s, but were uncertain about their
own. For—first—if Mr. Brinjes, by means of his skuU-stick, could
draw down rain from the sky, why could he not move the Captain's
heart ? And, next, if Philadelphy could turn a faithless lover back
to his fidelity, why could she not so order Castilla's heart that she
should resign the Captain without a pang ? But this she could not
do. Yet the wizard believed in the witch, and the witch in the
wizard.
' I t must be Jack,' said Mr, Brinjes, 'or nothing.'
' Then,' she replied, sorrowfully, ' it is nothing. Put away the
stick, Mr. Brinjes, lest I die of longin', and let me go.'
He replaced the stick in the corner. The skull grinned at the
old woman as if in contempt because she had missed so magnificent an opportunity.
'Very weU, Philadelphy,' said Mr. Brinjes, returning to his
pillows. ' I do not believe you know any charm at aU. You know
nothing. You are only an ignorant old negro woman. In Jamaica
they would laugh at you. You are not a wise woman. You only
pretend to make charms. Why, anybody could make as good a
charm as you,'
She shook her head, but made no reply, stiU gazing at the stick,
' All your tricks are only pretence. You cannot, in reality, do
anything. As for your cards, you cannot even tell a fortune
properly. If you can, tell Bess hers.'
Pniladelphy drew from her pocket a pack of cards, greasy and
well worn, and began to shuffle them and to lay them out according
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to her so-caUed science, Bess, who would have no charms, could
not resist the sight of the cards, and looked on anxiously while the
old woman laid out her cards and muttered her conclusions,
' The dark woman is Bess,' she said—' the fair woman is Miss
Castilla—the King of Hearts is the Captain, Oh! the dark woman
wins!' She dashed the cards aside, and would go on no further,
but, with every sign of alarm and anxiety, rose up, and, tightening
her red turban, she hurried away.
' Always,' said Bess, ' she has told me the same fortune. Always
the same. Yet I know not.'
' These divinations by cards,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' are known by
many women even in this country, where there is so little wisdom.
I wonder if Philadelphy lied when she offered to seU me that secret.
If I thought she had such a secret-but I doubt, else why doth she
continue so old and grow so infirm ? No; she hath not that knowledge, which I must seek on the African coast, Bess, take courage.
We wUl sail to that coast—you. Jack, and I ; we will be all carried
away together; and, first, I wUl find that secret, and, next, we will
go forth to the Southern Seas, and there dig up the treasure of the
great galleon,'
She shook her head,
' As for me,' she said, ' there will be no sailing away, with you or
with Jack, nor any happiness at aU; and as for you. Daddy, when
you are carried away it will be with feet first,'
' Perhaps! Yet I doubt! For I do continuaUy dream of those
seas, and clearly discern the ship, with myself upon the poop, and
the island not far off, where at the foot of the pahn-tree there he the
boxes. AU shaU be thine, Bess—to dispose of as thou wilt,'
'Why,' said Bess, simply, ' what should I do with it but give it
all to Jack ? '
CHAPTEE XXXIX.
HOW BAD NEWS CAME HOME.

at all was heard of the ' Calypso' for three or four months.
It was not even certain whither she had sailed, except that she was
with Sir Edward Hawke's fleet. But it was known that M. Thurot
had got out of Dunquerque with five frigates, on board of which
were a large number of troops, with intent to make a descent
upon Ireland, and we conjectured that perhaps the ' Calypso' might
have been ordered to join the squadron in chase of that gallant
Frenchman. But that proved not to be the case.
It was in January—namely, on the evening of the 15th of January
in the year 1760—that the news arrived which fiUed the hearts of all
with shame and confusion. 'Twas a wild and tempestuous night,
fitting the nature of the intelligence which then arrived. The wind
blew up the river in great gusts, and the rain drove slanting into the
faces of those who were out. I remembered, afterwards, that I had
NOTHING
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met Philadelphy in the morning. The old woman was always fiill
of omens and prognostications. Sometimes she had seen a ghost
in the night—surely there was never a greater ghost-seer than thia
old negress—and sometimes she had been warned by one of the
many signs which terrify the superstitious. ' H i ! Massa Luke,'
she said, in her negro way, which it is unnecessary to imitate,' there's
bad news coming, for sure. Last night the cock crowed twice at
midnight, and an owl screeched round the chimney; there was a
dog barking all night long, and I saw a ghost. There's bad news
coming 1' I asked her what the ghost was like, but she refused to
teU me. Well, it is true that on many other occasions she foretold
disaster (because to this kind of witch there are never any signs of
good luck), and her prophecies proved naught. But on this day,
alas ! she proved a true prophetess of evil.
At the Sir John Falstaff some of the company, including Mr,
Brinjes, who was never late, had already arrived, and were hanging
up their hats, the candles being lit, a great coal fire burning, pipes
laid on the table, and the chairs set,
'There hath arrived bad news,' said Captain Petherick, the
Commissioner of the Yard. ' I heard talk of it at the Navy House
this morning. It is said that we have lost a frigate. They say
also that we have lost her cowardly—a thing which one is not ready
to beheve. But I have not heard the particulars, and I know not
the name of the craft. 'Tis pity, but 'tis true, that there should be
found in every war cowardly commanders, in British as weU as in
French bottoms. Those of us who have memories can remember
the last war, gentlemen. Well, we mftst quickly build or capture
another ship, and find a better Captain. We wUl give the command to Jack Easterbrook.'
So saying, he sat down and began to fill his pipe leisurely. Just
as he had finished these words, and before Mr. Brinjes had time to
do more than to open his mouth, there came running into the room
tho landlord, having in his hand the ' London Post' of the evening,
brought down the river from town by some boatman. His face was
pale, and his eyes fuU of terror.
' Oh! gentlemen,' he cried, ' gentlemen! Here is such news 1 I
cannot trust my eyes. For God's sake read the newspaper 1 But
who shall teU the Admiral ? '
' Is it news from the Fleet ? ' asked Captain Petherick.
' It is, your Honour.' The man looked as if he was afraid to
tell his news, ' Oh 1 gentlemen,' he repeated, ' who shall tell the
Admiral ? '
' Is it bad news ?' asked Mr, Brinjes.
' It is the worst news possible. Gentlemen—it is—it is . . . .
he looked about him to see if the Admiral was, perhaps, present
hitherto unseen. ' It is news of—of—of Captain Easterbrook
gentlemen. Of no other, indeed.'
' What I' cried the Apothecary; ' bad news ? The worst news?
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Then is our boy dead ? ' He sat down in a chair, and looked from
face to face. ' Jack is dead.'
' It is the worst news possible,' repeated the landlord.
' Jack is dead,' said all together, looking at one another In dismay.
'Jack is dead,' repeated Mr. Brinjes. 'There hath been an
action, and Jack hath fallen. Poor Bess ! Yet, now he wiU never
marry the other.' The company knew not what he meant. ' WeU,
every man must take his chance—I looked for other things—but
. . . . Jack is dead! Somo die young, and some die old. To
those who die old it seems as if their years have been but a dream.
What matters, therefore, when a man dies ? Wherefore, devil take
all black negro witches with their lying prophecies 1' Again the
company asked themselves what Mr. Brinjes might mean.
The landlord shook his head.
' No, sir. No, gentlemen. Oh ! you will not understand. Read
the " Post." Captain Easterbrook hath lost his ship.'
'If,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' h e lost his ship, of course he first lost
his hfe or else his limbs. He would not be taken below while
there was yet life enough left to fight his ship.'
' Gentlemen,' cried the landlord again, ' your Honours wiU not
hsten. It is in the " London Post." '
He held out his newspaper, but no one offered to take it.
Everyone knew now that something had happened worse than
death. Then they heard the Admiral's step as he entered the
house and stumped along the passage with his escort of negroes.
' Gentlemen,' said the landlord again, ' who shall tell him ? '
Again he held out the paper. They looked at each other and held
back. No one offered to take the paper; they were afraid. It is
one kind of courage to walk up to a cannon's mouth, and another
to become a messenger of bad tidings.
Then the Admiral came in, followed by his two negroes. He
saluted the company cheerfully, and gave his hat and cloak to his
servants. This done he took his seat in his usual place. But the
other gentlemen standing about the fire did not, as was customary,
follow his example. They hesitated, looked first at the Admiral
and then at the landlord,
' Gentlemen, be seated,' said the Admiral.
' Sir'—it was Mr. Brinjes who spoke—' it appears that bad
news hath arrived.'
What news ? '
It is—news of Captain Easterbrook.
Is the boy . .
is the boy dead ? ' asked the Admiral.
' Sir, we cannot but suppose so. For he hath lost his ship.
But as yet we have not seen the " Post ",'
' No—no,' the landlord again interposed, holding out the "Post,"
which no one would take. ' Gentlemen, stand by me, I beseech
you. Sir, the Captain is not dead,'
' Then, poor lad,' said the Admiral, ' be is grievously wounded,
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and like to die. Our boy^ gentlemen, is gi-ievously wounded, and
like to
' Here his voice failed him,
' No, Sir, he is not wounded,'
' Then he is shipwrecked and drowned. Why is the man staring
like a stuck pig? Alas! gentlemen, our boy is drowned,' But
the Admiral looked uncertain, because the company, now understanding that something out of the common had happened, looked
at each other and at the landlord, and spoke not,
' Sirs'—the landlord again offered the newspaper to one after
the other, but no one took it—' the news is here printed. Otherwise, God forbid that I should dare to say such a thing. Your
Honour, it is here stated that the Captain struck his colours in the
very beginning of the action.'
' Struck his colours 1' The Admiral caught the arms of his
chair, raised himself as quickly as a one-legged man may. ' Struck
his colours ! Jack struck his colours ! Ye lie, ye drunken swab 1
Ye lie !' With that he delivered so shrewd a blow with his goldheaded stick that, had not the landlord dodged, he would have been
enabled instantly to carry the news into the next world. ' Ye lie,
I say!' Here his voice failed him, and his face became purple,
and he reeled and would have fallen but Mr. Shelvocke and Captain
Petherick caught him and set him in a chair, where he gasped and
panted and looked as if he was about to have a fit of some kind.
As for the landlord, he stood in a corner, pale and trembling.
' Give me the paper,' said Mr. Brinjes, when the Admiral had
somewhat mastered his passion. ' Let us at least read what is here
stated.' He read it silently, ' Gentlemen,' he said, 'this is a strange
business, I understand it not. Here is more than meets the eye.
It is a thing hard to understand. I will read it aloud. Courage,
Admiral, the story is impossible as it stands.
' " Despatches have been received from Sir Edward Hawke,
He reports an affair which, unless later inteUigence contradict it,
is more discreditable to British honour than anything which has
been done since the cowardly flight of Benbow's captains. The
frigate ' Calypso,' Captain John Easterbrook, with her consort the
' Eesolute,' Captain Samuel Boys, fell in at daybreak with a squadron of the enemy, consisting of three frigates, one of them being the
' Malicieuse,' The names of the other two are not given. The
Frenchmen bore away on discovery of the Union Jack, and the
British ships gave chase. After some hours the ' Calypso' came
up with the ' Malicieuse,' the hindmost of the three, the ' Eesolute '
being then a quarter of a mile or so astern, though crowding all sail.
It is reported by Captain Boys, he being then on his quarter-deck
and glass in hand, that the engagement was commenced by the
' Malicieuse' firing a shot from her stern-chaser which struck the
' Calypso ' ; tfiat then ho saw Captain Easterbrook strike his colours
with his own hand; that liis oflicers ran about him, and he cut one
down ; that the Frenchman immediately lowered a boat and boarded
the prize, driving the crew below; and that the other two French
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frigates backed their sails, whereupon he withdrew from the chase,
thinking it useless to engage three vessels at once; that he was not
pursued; and that he knows no reason at all why the ship waa
surrendered without firing a shot, 'Tis thought that the ' Calypso '
hath been conveyed to Brest, This account is the more extraordinary by reason of the character for gaUantry possessed by Captain
Easterbrook, who was one of Captain Lockhart's Lieutenants on
board the fighting ' Tartar,' " '
' This is a very strange story,' said Captain Petherick. ' By your
leave, Mr. Brinjes, I will not believe it.'
' Thank ye, old friend,' said the Admiral, hoarsely. ' My boy
surrender ? Never, sir, never. Damme, Mr. Apothecary, wilt thou
try to persuade us that such a thing is possible ? '
' Nay, Admiral, nay; I do but read what is printed. Lord forbid that I should doubt the boy. What is this ? Ay, they have
begun already their pestilent verses. 'Twill be just as it was with
Admiral Byng, when the journals were full of squibs. Listen now.
Oh! they care nothing about truth so long as they can turn a verse
and raise a laugh. Listen.'
_'" The foUowing lines have been picked up at the Rainbow.
'Tis thought they come from the Temple:
The Frenchman cro"wd3 all sail in fright.
The Briton crowds all sail to fight:
The brave ' Calypso's' gallant tyke
Claps on all sail in haste to strike.
And these have been recited at Dick's—
The Captain brave his ship -would save.
And so this great commander
Cries, ' Heroes, I will scorn to fly
While I can still surrender.
Stay, Frenchman, stay : your shot may play
Too rough among my hearties ;
I fear no foe : but yet I know
To strike the better part is.'

' Oh I 'tis a lie—'tis a lie,' the Admiral groaned. * Gentlemen —
my boy. Jack! Gentlemen, I say. . . '
' We cannot believe it. Admiral,' said Captain Petherick. ' Yet
it is in the despatches.'
' There is something we are not told,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' But,
•without doubt, the " Calypso " is taken prisoner, and someone on
board struck the colours.'
The Admiral stared about him with amazement and confusion
in his eyes. Then he rose slowly. ' I shaU go home, gentlemen.
I wish you good-night. Someone shall swing for this lie.
. .
Someone shall swing.' He moved towards the door, forgetting,
his hat and cloak, which one of the gentlemen reached for him.,
' Someone, I say, shall swing for this—this diabolical lie about my
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boy Jack. We shall see—damme, I say, we shall see! What,
sirrah, the lantern not lit ? ' Indeed, it was not the duty of the
negro to keep the candle burning through the evening; but the
Admiral belaboured him so lustily that the fellow roared, and the
company trembled lest he should be killed. But a negro's head is
hard. Then the Admiral walked away. This was his last night
with the Club; he came no more to the Sir John Falstaff.
The gentlemen, without his presence, sat awhile speechless
But the landlord brought in the punch, and they presently fiUed
and lit their pipes and began to whisper.
' Do you think, sir,' asked Mr. Basil of the Apothecary,' do you
think that the story may be in any point of it true ?'
' Why,' said Mr. Brinjes,' as for truth, I suppose that is never
got at, and this nut is hard to crack. How such a man as Jack
Easterbrook could haul down his flag before the action began passes
understanding. But then how men like Captain Boya and hia
officers should be deceived, when only a quarter of a mUe distant or
thereabouts, one cannot understand either. And that the ship is
taken one cannot doubt.'
' If he comes home he will be tried by court-martial, and for
cowardice,' Baid Mr. Shelvocke.
' That is most certain,' said Captain Petherick: ' and if ha
surrendered cowardly, he wUl be shot. Gentlemen, this is an event
which affects our own honour. For though the boy is no blood
relation of any here, he hath been our pupil, so to speak. We have
taught him. He is our son in whom we hoped, and in whom we
believed. It is not the Admiral alone who is struck. It is thia
company of honourable gentlemen who would have maintained to
their dying day that Jack Easterbrook could never turn out a
coward. Why, a more gallant lad never trod the deck, as witness
Captain Lockhart, of the " Tartar," where he served. I say, gentlemen, this affects us aU. We are brought to shame by this untoward
and unexpected event.'
' Perhaps,' said one of the company, ' the Captain was shot at the
outset, and it was the First Lieutenant who hauled down the flag.'
But that seemed impossible; no one could fail to discern Captain
Easterbrook at so short a distance, if only on account of his great
stature. Besides, Captain Samuel Boys was known for a sober and
honest man, who would certainly not invent so grievous a charge
against a brother officer.
' Perhaps,' said another, ' the ship was foundering.'
Then they read the statement again, trying to extract from it, if
possible, some gleam of hope or doubt. But they found none.
' Gentlemen, said the Apothecary,' I hope I shall not be thought
to be a man over-ready to believe this monstrous thing if I submit
that it may be true, and that the act was made possible by one of
those sudden madnesses which the people believe to be the
possession of the Devil. We read of poor women, in such fits,
murdering their own tender children ; and of husbands beating to
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death their wives, without a cause; and of learned scholars who
have gone forth from their books to hang themselves without any
reason for despair. No man is at all times master of his own actions;
and doubtless there are in the brain, as in the body, weak places, so
that just as one man faUeth into an asthma, or a rheumatism, or
the gout, by reason of bodily imperfections, so may a man by mental
disorder commit acts of false judgment, foolish conclusions, and
mad acts for which there is no accounting. Nor can we anticipate
or prevent such attacks. I once knew as brave a fellow as ever
stepped, to snivel and cry for an hour together : and why ? Only
because he was sentenced to be hanged. Yet he walked manfully
to the gallows in the end. And another, who fell on his knees and
wept aloud because he was to have a tooth out, which he dreaded
more than he did the three dozen he had received a month before.*
' Then, you think, sir,' said Captain Petherick, ' that the boy
may have been mad ? '
' I know not what to think. I tell the company what I have
seen. Some acts, I declare, are not consistent with what we know
of the m a n s previous life. What should we think did the Eeverend
Vicar of St, Paul's suddenly fall to singing a roaring tavern song of
Poll and Nan ? Yet that would be no whit the worse than for Jack
to become suddenly coward. There are some who say that men
are thus afflicted by Divine Visitation. That may be. A congestion of the liver and the mounting of vapours to the head may likewise produce such effects. Yet we do not call a liver disease a
Divine Visitation. I remember once, being then on the coast of
Yucatan, a very singular thing. Landlord, the bowl is out. I say,
gentlemen, that I once witnessed a very singular thing. There was
a young feUow with us of five or six and twenty ; a daredevil dog
who had faced death so often that he feared him no longer, and
was looked to to lead the way. The enemy showed fight, and we
came to close quarters, when the word was given to board. What
happened ? He leaped upon the enemy's deck with the greatest
resolution, and then, to our surprise, he turned tail and fled like a
cur, dropping his arms and crying out for fear. We tried that man,
gentlemen, when we landed, and we shot him for cowardice, just as
Jack Easterbook will be tried and shot, if he be fool enough to come
home. 'Twas a pity, too, for after he was dead we found out the
reason of this strange behaviour. He was bewitched by an old
woman to revenge her grand-daughter, his sweetheart, who waa
mad with him on account of his many infidelities. The girl came
out and laughed in his face while he was led forth to execution.
Afterwards, she confessed the crime to some of the girls; and when
they began to talk of it, she took to the woods, where, no doubt, she
presently perished. 'The old woman we punished. The night
before she was executed, I went privily to her and offered her poison,
if she would give me her secrets, and especially the secret by which
she knew how to prolong hfe as much as she pleased. But she
refused, being an obstinate old woman; and next day the men gave
I
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her a bad time, being mad with her. Gentlemen, we are not on
the Spanish Main; and there is no witch among us, except
Philadelphy, the Admiral's negro woman, who would not, if she
could, put Obi on Jack. Yet if this story be true, then I doubt not
that our boy was clean off his head, and no longer master of himself,
when he struck his flag.'
CHAPTEE XL.
HOW THE NEWS WAS RECEIVED.

THE next despatches brought confirmation of the news. There could
now be no doubt at aU that the ' Calypso' had been surrendered by
the Captain, and that without striking a blow. The consternation
and shame which fell upon us cannot be described; nay, not upon
us only, but upon the whole town of Deptford, to whom Jack was
nothing short of a hero.
' There is nothing,' said my father in the next Sunday's sermon,
' there is nothing, my brethren, upon this earth which is stable.
Our riches make themselves wings and fly away; disease faUs upon
the stoutest and strongest of u s ; old age palsies our limbs; death
snatches away the youngest and brightest. Even in the very spring
and heyday of life, when promise is strongest and hope most
assured, the qualities of which we are so proud may fail us suddenly,
and without warning—so that the brave man may lose his courage,
the loyal man become a traitor, and the strong man fall into the
weakness of a girl. Eemember this, my brethren, and in the day
of your strength be humble.' Those who listened applied the words
to the disgraced Captain, and hung their heads.
But the Admiral and his household were not in church. They
But at home, the flag half-mast high. Madam and Castilla, by the
Admiral's orders, in black, as if in mourning for one who is lately
cl?ad,
' He is dead, Luke,' said the brave old man. ' My gaUant boy,
tho son of my old friend, my son-in-law who was to be, is truly
dead. How he died, and where, I know not. But he is dead, and
his body is occupied by an evU spirit. What ? ShaU we be
ashamed because this cowardly Devil hath struck the colours ?
'Tis not our boy. He is dead. Castilla weeps for him; but, as for
me, I always looked that he might die early, as so many others do—
being killed in action, or cast away. As yet we know not how he
died, or how the Devil was permitted to walk about in his body.
Perhaps we shall never learn.' But here he broke off, and choked.
What an ending! What an ending is here!—truly, what an
ending! Why, if one had foreseen it, 'twould have been a Christian
act to put a knife into the boy's heart when he came here sixteen
years ago ; and a joyful thing, had one only known beforehand
what would happen, to be hanged for it afterwards,'
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I said that I hoped he would be able to write us some words of
consolation.
' Consolation ? Why, the Captain struck his flag without firing
a shot! Consolation ? There are some things, my lad, which can
never be forgiven or forgotten. Cowardly to surrender is the chief
of these. Cowardly! Oh! that it should seem possible to use that
word of our boy!'
Then I said that it would be best for him to stay abroad, and
never to return to England,
'Ay,' said the Admiral, 'unless he should resolve to come back
and be shot. The women say he is bewitched. But who shoula
bewitch him ? No: our boy is dead, and some evU spirit is in his
body.'
This was the only consolation that the poor old Admiral permitted himself. Yet it did not console. He stayed at home, being
so covered with shame that he durst not venture forth, lest the
boys should point at him. He told me so; and it went to my
heart thus to see this brave old man wounded and bleeding, yet to
know no single word of consolation,
'Luke,' said CastUla, 'do not, if you please, mention his name
to me. We must resign ourselves to the Heavenly WUl. No doubt
this affliction hath been designed for some wise end.'
This must always be the Christian's-view ; yet, in my ignorance,
I have sometimes questioned the course of events which thus
afflicted and presently destroyed a brave man in his old age, undeser-ving of this disgrace.
I know not who first started the rumour—perhaps it was Mr.
Brinjes himself—but it was presently spread over all the town, that
the Captain was bewitched. And so great was the popular indignation that, had the people known what had passed with Bess Westmoreland, I make no doubt they would have murdered her. Fortunately, there was no suspicion at all. No one had seen them
together, or knew that there had been any love-passages between
them, or any jealousy. Most certainly they would have murdered
her, the women especially being fuU of "wrath against the unknown
author of this misfortune.
But I was uneasy—hstening to the talk of these termagants, aa
they gathered in the streets, and cried out what should be done to
the witch—lest someone should turn suspicion upon Bess, As for
Philadelphy, who would have been suspected, it was known that
the Captain was to marry her young mistress, and therefore she
could not be the witch. Now, of wise women, who know the properties of simples, and can read the signs of good and bad luck, and
tell fortunes by cards, there are always plenty; but of witches there
was in Deptford only one, and of wizards only one, and both of them
known to be friends of the Captain.
' It is true, Luke,' said Bess Westmoreland, when I found her
in the usual place. ' Do not talk as if it were not true, because I
am assured that the news is true. Why, I knew that something
93
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terrible was going to faU upon him. Mr. Brinjes says there may
be some mistake in the evidence of Captain Boys; but I know
better. It is quite true. What wiU happen next, I know not. But
I shall have my lover back again, whatever happens. The fortune
always ended in the same way with love at last.'
' Whatever happens, Bess ? Why, he is now a prisoner of war,
and, unless exchanged, wiU remain a prisoner tUl the war is ended.
And if he ever return he wUl be tried and shot.'
' Then he will stay where he is, and send forme,' she replied, aa
if the recovery of her lover, should that be brought about, would be
cheaply purchased at the cost of his honour. But women know
little of man's regard for honour. ' He wiU send for m e ; and if it
were to the ends of the earth, I would go to him.'
' Bess,' I whispered,' it is rumoured abroad in the town that he
was bewitched. Is there anyone who knows what passed between
him and you when last you saw him ? '
' No one knows except you, Luke. Aaron knows, but he is
away.'
' Then speak to no one about it. Let it not be suspected that
you predicted this disaster, or the people, I verUy beheve, would
bum you for a witch, Bess.'
' Why, are they such fools as to think that I would suffer a hair
of his head to be touched if I could help it ? For Jack loved me
once—how he loved me once!—three years ago! And I—oh 11 love
him always. What do I care what he has done ? Let him but
hold up his finger to me and I wiU go to him. I will be his slave.
Oh! Luke, I would suffer gladly that he kicked and flogged me
daily so that he loved me. What do I care about his disgrace ?
That touches not me. My Jack wUl always be the same to me,
whatever people may say of him.'
' My poor Bess,' I said, ' Indeed, he hath a constant mistress.
But, my dear, do not look to see him more. I fear we shaU never
be able to set eyes on his face again, for he cannot show his face
among his feUows. The common fellow pays for his sins with a
flogging, and when his back is healed, he thinks no more of the
matter. But the Captain—^look you, Bess—it is a most dreadfiU
thing. For, whatever happens, he can never more sit among
honourable men.'
' He shall sit with me, then,' said Bess. ' As for what I told
him, the words were put into my head—I know not how. They
were a message. I was made to teU him. They were not my
words; wherefore I knew that they would come true.'
Thus, while the rest of us were overwhelmed with shame, she
who loved him best (because now I clearly understood that CastiUa
had never loved him so well, else she could not have been so
quickly and so easily resigned to her loss) thought httle of the deed
and much of the man. Thus it is that a woman may love a man,
60 that whatever he does, whether he succeed or fail, even if he
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does disgraceful and shameful things, she will love him steadfastly
In Bess's simple words, he is always the same man for her.
' Aa for me,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' I am very sure that the lad waa
bewitched. I know not by whom, because Philadelphy would work
aU the charms she knows for his help, for Miss Castilla's sake^ But
bewitched he was. Wherefore, Luke, my lad, I shall wait until we
learn where he is at present bestowed, and then I shall send him a
letter. He must not look for a return to England at any time, unless
he joins himself with the Pretender, and hopes to return with him.
But no : he must never return at all. And as for that young man,
he is now near forty, and will never come to England again, I take
it. But though Jack cannot come back here, I see no reason why
we should not go to him; and so we might together set sail for the
Southern Seas, and there dig up my treasure, and equip and man
a stout squadron for the harassing of the Spanish fleets,'
' Why, Mr. Brinjes,' I told him, ' you are now an old man—
ninety years and more, as you have told us often. Is it for a man
of ninety years to brave the hardships of the sea once more ? '
'Hardships! Little you know of peaceful sailing among the
Bunny waters of the islands. There are no hardships and no discomforts. Why, 'twould make me twenty years younger to be back
again in the Pacific Ocean and in those latitudes, I should be little
more than seventy. What is seventy? A man is still green at
seventy: he is in the fuU vigour of his manhood; there is nothing
that I could not do at seventy, ay, and as well as the youngest of
them aU, save that my limbs were a trifle stiff, and I no longer
cared to run and jump. But that stiffness sometimes faUs on a
man at six-and-thirty, wherefore I could not complain. Seventy!
Ah! To be seventy again, with thirty years more to live ! And
then, if one were so lucky as to faU upon the great secret, another
thirty, and another thirty after that, and so on as long as one chose
to live. And that, my lad, I promise you, would be untU I understood clearly what was on the other side,' Thus he went on chattering, ha-ving almost forgotten how we began to talk: to forget the
things of the present day is ever a sign or proof of great age, ' Ah 1'
he sighed, heavily, ' would to God that I could find myself once
more aboard a tight vessel on the Pacific Seas, with plenty of men
and lemons, and some music for the lads in the evenings, and, for
amusement, taking a ship now and then, and making the Spaniard
walk the plank. Jack should be our Captain, and Bess should go
with us—I could not go away from Deptford without Bess, and her
heart is always set on Jack, Yet, I do not remember any women
among the Eovers except Mary Bead and Ann Bonny, and they
dressed like men, and pretended to be men. They sailed under
Captain Eackam, and a brave pair of wenches they were. I
dreamed last night that we were aU three on the poop of as fine a
schooner as one could wish, bound for the South Seas, by way of
(he Indian Ocean.'
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So we lost our hero. At least so we thought we had lost him.
He was taken to a French prison. He would never be so'mad as
to return to England, where certain death awaited him. "^Q should
never see him again. And, as Captain Petherick truly said, we
were all ashamed by an act as truly cowardly as ever British saUor
committed. The newspapers continued to speak of it; the evidence
of Captain Boys was printed in full, and there were more epigrams.
And then other things happened; and the loss of t h e ' Calypso'
would have been speedUy forgotten but for a surprising and imexpected turn, which was, so to speak, a second act in this tragedy
of Jack Easterbrook's end.
Truly surprising and unexpected it was, and the intelligence of
it threw us aU into an agitation worse, if possible, than the first.
For we were assured that the worst was over. The first blow feU
upon us like a thimderbolt from a clear sky, and now we were
rising to our feet again (except the Admiral), stunned and confused,
yet in a fair way of recovery, as happens in every earthly calamity,
else 'twould be impossible to live. The chUd we love—nay, the
woman we love—dies, yet behold the sun rises and sets, and
presently the daUy hfe goes on as before, and the loss is partly forgotten. Suppose, however, the woman was not dead, but came to
hfe again, only to die with more cruel suffering and with shame I
What happened, in a word, was this.
The crew of the prize had orders to take t h e ' Calypso' to Brest,
which was the nearest French port. They ordered their prisoners
below to the quarters always designed for men in that unhappy
position —namely, the forward portion of the cockpit, where they
have to sit in gloom, ht only by one great ship's lantern aU day and
aU night, save for such times as they are aUowed on deck for fresh
air, in gangs and small companies. When the Englishmen were
driven below, and the prize crew appointed, the ' Malicieuse' parted
company, and the ' Calypso ' was left to make her own way to
Brest.
• On the second day,' we read in the ' London Post,' ' tho
prisoners rose, and became again masters of the ship, which was
brought into Spithead under the First Lieutenant, the Captain
being kept a prisoner in his cabin. This extraordinary reversal of
fortune, and other circumstances attending the case, have excited
the greatest interest. The Lords Commissioners have ordered the
ship to be brought to Deptford, where the court-martial on Captain
Easterbrook wiU be held.'
As is usual in news pubhshed by authority in the ' Gazette,' and
copied by other newspapers, there were no particulars of the
manner in which the ship was recovered, except that she was
navigated by the First Lieutenant. Had the crew, then, mutinied
against their Captain, and confined him to his cabin ? If not, hoW
was he a prisoner?
It was impossible for me, who knew the whole circumstances of
the case, not to feel that in this surprising reversal of fortune and in
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the ordering of the court-martial, there was a direct interposition of
the hand of Providence, such as may well make the guilty tremble.
To lose life, and honour as well, which is dearer than life, as a
penalty for broken vows, seems a terrible punishment, and out of
proportion to the offence. But it is not every inconstant lover who
hath expressly called down upon his own head, as Jack did, the
-wrath of God in case of his inconstancy. Man cannot with impunity caU upon the name of the Lord. There is a story of one who
learned how to draw the lightnings out of Heaven, but he dre-w
them upon himself, and so perished. Was not this the fate of Jack
Easterbrook ?
Alas! we were now wholly without hope. For needs must that
he be tried; and he was condemned already, and as good as shot.
While he was prisoner with the French, his life at least was safe;
and if he chose never to return, he could certainly never be tried ;
and so his case would be in the course of time forgotten. But now
he must be tried, and he must be condemned.
' But,' said Mr, Brinjes,' he shaU call me as a witness; and I
wiU prove from books and from mine own experience that there
have happened many cases of sudden madness, and that in such an
access or seizure a man is not master of himself. And those who
have traveUed much in countries where the sun is hot, and especiaUy those who have wandered, as the boy did, among savages,
with insufficient food, and perhaps no covering for the head, are
more than others liable to such fits—instances of which I can produce. It wUl also be set forth that the Captain, not long before he
saUed, received so heavy a blow upon the head that he was carried
senseless through the town and across the river. Such a blow may
of itself produce the effect of sudden madness. Men who have
proved themselves brave sailors and fond of fight do not, unless
from this cause, suddenly become cowardly. Why, he crowded all
sail to get within range of the enemy.'
' Yet he struck his flag,' I said. ' Is every man who runs away,
after marching resolutely to meet the enemy, to plead that he was
smitten with a sudden madness ? '
As for the value of such evidence, I know not what it would
have availed, but I think it would have availed nothing in the ej^es
of the officers who formed the Court. But, as you will presently
see, it never was produced. Perhaps the knowledge of what he
could testify gave the Apothecary an inward asstu-ance which comforted him. For he showed no alarm, and maintained stoutly that
his own evidence, with the prisoner's previous good conduct, would
get Jack acquitted, if it did not get him reinstated in command.
But Courts, whether martial or civU, do not thus examine into
motives and causes. If a Judge were to hear why a pocket came to be
picked, or by what train of circumstances an honest man has been
turned into a rogue, there would be no punishment at aU, but rather
general commiseration for sin, and forgiveness of all sinners, on
the score of human weakness and the strength of temptation.
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As for Bess, when she heard that the Captain was a prisoner
and on his way to meet his trial, she said nothing, except that whatever happened the end was certain; and she waited. Her wrath
and fierceness were aU gone; she was now gentle and calm, though
her cheek was pale, and round her eyes a black ring, by which I
knew that she slept little and thought of Jack continually.
CHAPTER XLI.
HOW THE ' CALYPSO ' CAME HOME AGAIN.

L o ! when we awoke in the morning, the ' Calypso' herself was
lying in the river, moored nearly opposite to the mouth of the dock.
I made haste to the King's Yard, in order to hear the news, and
there, as I expected, I found a little knot of gentlemen, including
Captain Petherick, the chief officer of the Yard, and a few who, like
myself, were brought thither by anxiety and curiosity. They were
earnestly conversing with the Ffrst Lieutenant of the ship. He
was a man whose hair was now grown completely grey (wherefore
he no longer used powder), being some fifty-five years of age, but
for want of interest never having got any higher. By birth he
was a Scotchman; he had, like many of his countrymen, a hard
and strongly marked face, and his manner of speech was hard and
slow, so that, though he had such a tale to tell as surely never was
heard before, his manner of telling it never varied even in the most
astonishing parts of his narrative, except that now and then he
broke off to express his own opinion on the matter. We presently,
however, discovered that he felt great commiseration for the unhappy fate of his Captain, young enough to be his son, and that he
held much the same view as the townspeople—namely, that there
must be witchcraft at the bottom of the affair. We learned also
that the recapture of the ship would now present a very different
complexion, being due, not as had been supposed, to a general
rising of the crew, but to the most astonishing courage of the
Captain himself, and the display of reckless daring in a singlehanded attack upon the prize crew, such as one had never read of
or heard of before.
As regards the striking of the colours, there was nothing new
in what we learned. The Captain with his own hand did certainly
haul do-wn the flag without firing a shot. Against that damning
and capital fact nothing could be said. But as for what foUowed,
you shaU hear the First Lieutenant's story.
' When the Captain struck his colours, which he did with his
own hand, the men looking on in sheer amazement, I myself ran to
him, crying," For God's sake. Captain ! for God's sake, Sir, consider
what you do! " But the Captain drew his hanger and slashed at
me, so that, though the flat of the sword only struck me, I fell
senseless. Then, as I have since been told, those officers whose
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place was on deck stood back, terrified by the wild looks and
furious gestures of the Captain. So great was the authority which
he possessed, that not a man among them aU dared so much as to
murmur. Then the Frenchmen boarded us, and all, except the
Captain, who was suffered to remain on deck, and myself,
because I was senseless, were bundled below, and the hatches
clapped down. When I presently recovered, I too was allowed to
remain above. Now, for two nights and two days, the Captain sat
on the quarter-deck upon the trunnion of a carronade, his hat off,
his hands upon his knees, his eyes blood-red, his face pale. Gentlemen,' cried the First Lieutenant, breaking off suddenly at this
point,' 'twould have moved a heart of stone only to look upon the
Captain in this misery of shame. Despair was in his eyes as he
turned them from the sea to the ship, and from the ship to the sea.
As for what the men think, there is but one opinion : that it was
the work of the Devil. He was bewitched or possessed. I know
not if we have the right to try a man for an act done under demoniac possession, which we know to be sometimes permitted. But
the madness had now left him, and he was in his right mind again.'
There was not one of those present who heard this with a dry
eye. But more moving things stiU were to foUow.
' It was on the third day after the surrender,' the First Lieutenant told us, ' and in the forenoon, the usual guard being set, the
French officers and sailors aU armed, and their Commander on the
quarter-deck. In the waist was gathered together a smaU party
of prisoners taking their speU of fresh air; they were lolling in the
sun, or looking over the bulwarks in the hope of discovering an
English flag. Nothing was further from their thoughts than an
attempt to recapture the " Calypso." On that point there could bo
no doubt. They talked with each other in low voices, being very
much dejected at the position of their aflairs, and the prospect of
a French prison, and they looked at their Captain, who sat bareheaded on the quarter-deck. He, too, like themselves, was unarmed,
and he sat without moving or making any sign of life,
' Suddenly he sprang to his feet and caught the French officer,
a much smaller man than himself, by the throat, tore his sword
from him, and cut him down. The two sentinels rushed upon him
with their bayonets, but he lightly leapt aside, and cut them down
too. Then, armed -with the sword, he sprang into the waist, and
crying, "Men of the 'Calypso,' to the rescue of your ship!" he
attacked the Frenchmen, cutting them down and driving aU before
him like a madman.
' There is a taU stout fellow aboard, one of our Marines. He
was on deck at the time, and was the first who recovered presence
of mind (the rest being clean taken aback by the suddenness of the
thing). He seized a rammer and sprang to the side of the Captain,
fighting with him and protecting him, Mark you, if it had not
been for that brave feUow the Captain would have been kUled a
dozen times over—as I doubt not he wished to be, seeing the
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reckless way in which he attacked the enemy. Nay, I wondet
that in spite of this help he was not kiUed, seeing that they fired
their pistols in his very face, and thrust at him with bayonets, and
cut at him with swords; but all in vain. A fine sight it was, and
such as wUl never be witnessed again by any of us, to see this hero
fighting the whole of the prize crew singlehanded, save for the
Marine, who seemed to have no other thought than to protect his
Captain, and laid about him with his rammer as if it had been a
quarterstaff.
' WeU, gentlemen, you may be very sure it was not very long
before the rest of the English sailors on deck joined in with a true
British cheer, fighting with whatever weapons they could pick up
—namely, one with a marlingspike, one with a hammer, one with
his fist, one with a dead Frenchman's bayonet, and so on, untU in
a few minutes we had the satisfaction of driving our conquerors
under hatches, caUing up our crew, and running up the Union Jack.
The Captain it was who hauled it up with his own hand. His face
was black with poAvder, and streaked with blood, though he had not
received a scratch; his hands were red with blood, and his sword
streaming; on the deck lay a dozen dead and wounded, though
some of them only stunned with the Marine's rammer. When the
flag was up, the Captain saluted it, and called on his men to give
three cheers, which they did with a wiU. After that he ordered a
double ration of rum, and every man to his duty.
' Then he turned to me. " Mr. Macdonald," he said, " I would
to God your Captain was lying dead among those poor wretches,'
pointing to the slain. I told him to take courage, because it was by
this act, and his alone, that the vessel was recaptured. Then he
hesitated awhile, and fetched a sigh as if his heart was breaking.
' " Whose hand hauled down the flag ? " he asked.
' I waited to hear what more he had to say.
' " W h e r e is the man," he asked, "who fought beside me just
now ? I mean the man who interposed to save my life ? "
' I called the man, who stepped forward and saluted.
' " So," said the Captain, " 'tis my old friend. Sirrah, twice
hast thou endeavoured to take my life, out of revenge. Once hast
thou saved it. Thou hast thy revenge at last, and in full measure.
Eeturn to duty."
' I know not, gentlemen,' continued the First Lieutenant, ' what
the Captain meant by those words, for the man saluted and stepped
back to his place, making no reply, either by look or speech. Then
the Captain gave me his last orders. " You wiU take the command
of this ship. Sir," he said. " You will enter in the Captain's log a
full account of the circumstances connected with the surrender and
the recapture of the ' Calypso.' Disguise nothing. Sir, Nothing
must be omitted. Write that the Captain hauled down the flag.
Write that the Captain cut down the First Lieutenant, who woiUd
have remonstrated. Write that there was not a single shot firedg
and the enemy carried less weight of metal and a smaller crew."
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"• With respect. Sir," I told him, " I shall also write thai the
Captain also retook the vessel single-handed,"
' " Write further—that the Captain gave over the command to
you, with instructions to take the ship to Spithead, the whereabouts
of the Admiral not being known, there to report on what baa
happened, and to await the instructions of my Lords the Commissioners,"
'Gentlemen,' the First Lieutenant concluded, ' I obeyed orders.
I saUed to Spithead, and reported the circumstances of the case.
The Commissioners have ordered me to bring the ship round to
Deptford, the Captain aboard her, prisoner, waiting his courtmartial. We hope that, though he certainly struck the colours, his
subsequent conduct may save his life. For most certainly he was
mad when he did it, or bewitched, or possessed of a devil. But he
is mad no longer. I forgot to say, gentlemen, that although for two
days he refused to take anything, and I verily believe he intended
to starve himself to death, he has since eaten and drunk heartily.'
This was the story as the First Lieutenant told it.
Now, when we heard it we were in a doubt what to do. For
to neglect the unhappy prisoner altogether would seem heartless,
whereas, to try and see him, unless he manifested a desire to see us,
would seem like intrusion. He sat in his cabin, we heard, aU day,
and at night, when it was dark, walked upon the quarter-deck. He
spoke with no one save the First Lieutenant, and made no reference
to the approaching trial—the day for which they expected would
be fixed very shortly.
First, however, my father -wrote to him, and asked if he would
wish to see him; but received a letter thanking him, indeed, and
putting off his visit until, the writer said, he should be forced to
contemplate the near approach of Death, Next, Mr, Brinjes sent a
message that he wished to see him as his physician (a title which
he assumed when he pleased); but the Captain returned word that
he had never been in better health.
As for myself, I waited for some days, not venturing to intrude
upon his Buffering, yet desirous of seeing him. At last I -wrote a
letter, begging him to tell me if I could do anything for him. To
which he replied that he would take it kindly if I would come
aboard and see him in his cabin. I obeyed with a sinking heart,
for, indeed, what consolation could I administer, or with what
coiuitenance could I greet him, or could I pretend that he was not
overwhelmed with shame ?
When I went on board, I was astonished to find, acting aa
sentry at the top of the companion, no other than Aaron Fletcher.
I knew not that he waa on board the ' Calypso,' Strange, indeed,
that he shotfid now be mounting guard as Marine over the man
whom he had many times fought, and twice tried to murder. He
made no sign of recognition as I passed him.
Jack was in his cabin, sitting at his window, leaning his head
upon his hand, and gazing upon the river, with the crowd of craft
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upon it. He turned his head when I opened the door, and rose to
meet me.
' Luke,' he said, • canst take the hand of a coward wretch who
hath surrendered his ship without a blow ? Nay—nay—lad; tears
wiU not help, and I am not worth a tear, or anything now but to be
Bhot like a cur, and rolled up in a bit of sacking, and so tossed into
the water, and forgotten.'
I asked after his health, but he put me offl
' Health ? ' he cried. ' What matters my health ? If you can
pick up a smaU-pox, or a galloping consumption, or a fever, and
send it to me—the worse the complaint, the better I shall like i t ;
or if Mr. Brinjes, who can cause all diseases, wiU send me one that
will suddenly tear out my heart, or stop my breath, it would be
very much to the point at the present juncture. My health ?
Why, as the Devil will have it, it was never better,' He laughed.
' Go teU Mr. Brinjes, or his swivel-eyed assistant, to make me up a
disease or two in that saucepan of hia that is always on the hob.
'Tis a crafty old man, and first cousin, I verily believe, to the DevU.'
He paused awhile, thinking what next to teU me.
' Tell the Admiral . . . No, not yet; after my death thou shalt
teU him aU the truth, which I wiU tell thee directly. I cannot write
to that good old man; yet, Luke, I must send him some message.
Therefore . . . . but no, there are no words that I can send him.
I cannot ask his forgiveness, because he can never forgive me. I
cannot thank him for all his kindness, because I am not worthy
now so much as to send a word of gratitude. Let be, let be.
When I am dead thou shalt tell him the truth. As for CastiUa,
she must forget me. TeU her that, Luke. I am certain that she
wiU soon console herself. She never loved me as poor Bess used
to love me. There is Mr. Brinjes—teU him—why, teU him that
he must look for another saUor to steer his ship among the islands
of the Southern Seas.'
' Jack,' I said, ' it is terrible.'
' Yes; it is terrible. It is very terrible, lad. But it must be
endured. Trust me, that I shall not stand sniveUing before the
file of Marines at the end. That is, unless there be another
'
Here he paused, and in his eyes there was apparent a look of such
terror as I have never since seen in any man's eyes, while his
cheeks turned white, and drops stood upon his brow. 'Unless,'
he said again, ' there come another
' Here he broke off again.
' Luke,' he said,' if at the end I die craven, know of a surety that
I die unforgiven, and that my soul is lost. But it cannot be that
death wUl not atone.' So he paced his cabin once or twice, and
then, becoming more calm, he sat down again. ' Luke, dear lad, I
wished to see thee, but only thee, for the present. I have much
to say. And first—of Bess. Do you know the words she said to
me before I saUed ? '
' I know them. Bess told me herself.'
' Does any other person know them ? '
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• No one, I believe.'
• Let her hold her tongue, then, lest they take her for a witch.
Why, I know full weU that she is no witch ; and as for those words,
they were spoken by her, but yet were not her own. I laughed
when I heard them. The second time I heard them I laughed no
longer. And now I wiU tell thee the whole truth, Luke; but keep
it to thyself until I am dead, when I wish thee—nay, I charge thee
—to tell the Admiral and thy father. I crowded all sail in pursuit
of the enemy; I prepared for action with as light a heart as a
man can have who has a stout ship and a lusty crew. My guns
they were loaded, and my men were at quarters, every man
stripped to the skin, a good ration of rum served round, and as
hearty a spirit as ever animated a British crew. I was as certain
of making a prize of the " Malicieuse " as I am now certain of
being tried and sentenced to death. Suddenly, we being by this
time weU within range, and our men prepared to give the enemy
a broadside, a shot from the Frenchman struck our bow, and sent
the splinters fiying. Then there came upon me a kind of dizziness, and a voice shouted—yea, shouted in my ears^though none
but me heard it. . . . " Thou shalt be struck where thou shalt feel
the blow most deeply." I teU thee the truth, Luke. But tell no
one, lest they seize poor Bess for a witch. Something—I know
not what—caught my hand, and dragged me—whether I would or
no—yea, compeUed me—to the mainmast, and placed the haUiarda
in my hand, and forced me to haul down the flag. I know not
very weU what happened afterwards ; my men, I beheve, were all
smitten with stupid amazement, and made no resistance; how should
they when their flag was struck ? They teU me that I cut down
the First Lieutenant. Thank God I did no more than stun him !
And presently, when I came to myself, I was sitting on a carronade, and the ship was a prize, and the French Commander was
on the quarter-deck.'
' But you recaptured the ship ? '
' Why, 'twas a desperate attempt. I thought first that I would
starve myself to death. But a man does not like to kiU himself.
And then, seeing the Frenchmen on the deck, and some of my lads
for'ard under the sentries, I thought to make them kill me. Alas !
they were not suffered to kill me. Some of my men were wounded,
and a good many of the Frenchmen knocked o' the head ; but I
came out of the fight without a scratch, and the ship was ours
again. That is my story, lad, in its truth.'
What could a man say in consolation to a man thus afflicted ?
Was there ever a worse case ? My father, for his part, found the
case of Job worse, ' because,' he said, ' not only did the Patriarch
lose wife and children, and substance and health, but he also lost
that which made the patriarchal life more desirable than any
which hath followed it—namely, the daily walk with God, compared with which a man's reputation among his feUows is naught
indeed.'
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' TeU Bess,' Jack went on,' what hath happened. Let her know
that she is revenged, and I am punished. She did not desire my
iunishment. It wiU grieve the poor, tender creature, who always
oved me better than I deserved. Yet it is the punishment—nay,
I know it now—it is the punishment of GOD Himself.'
He then told me, what indeed I knew already, the history of his
passion for Bess, which was as brief as it was violent, sparing
himself not at aU.
' Never,' he swore,' was a man more madly in love with any
woman than I with Bess, and never, I am sure, did woman love
man better than she loves me. I confess, lad, that I made her a
thousand promises the most sacred I knew, even upon the Holy
Bible, that I would never forget her, but would marry her when I
returned. The man Brinjes was witness a dozen times to these protestations. As for him, he is, I think, a devil. For ho egged her on
to meet me as often as I wished in his own house ; and he laughed
when I swore constancy, telling me, when she was not present,
that I knew the lesson as weU as if I were five-and-thirty, instead
of four-and-twenty, and that every sailor was the same, but I the
most fortunate of aU, because I had so beautiful a girl. I meant
not, however, Luke, to deceive her. I intended when I sailed away
to keep my word. I was full of love to her. Yet, which is strange,
when we had been at sea for two or three months, I thought of her
no longer. When I came home with the prize I declare that I had
clean forgotten her; and when I saw her, I looked upon her no
longer with love, and wondered how I could ever have loved her,'
' Poor Bess!'
' It is strange, Luke, since I took the ship again, the image of
the girl hath returned to my heart. I have thought upon her
daUy, and I remember once more all the things that passed between us whUe I was waiting for my appointment to the " Tartar."
Poor Bess ! She deserved a better lover. How could I ever forget
her brave black eyes ? See, Luke !' He drew up his sleeve and
showed his left arm—he had forgotten when last he exhibited that
tattoo, ' See, lad, her name is ever before me. Yes; a better lover
she deserved.'
' She desires no better lover. Jack.'
' What ? ' he asked. ' Doth she not curse my very name ? '
' Nay; she hath never cursed thee. Jack. She loves thee stiU;
she hath always loved thee.'
' A woman cannot love a man who is disgraced.'
' Why P She loves the m a n : it is not his honour or his
reputation she loves. That I have heard, but I have never understood it, concerning women, before; but now I perceive it very
plainly. It is strange to us, because a man cannot love a woman
without thinking of her beauty; and so we believe that a woman
cannot love a man without thinking of his honour and reputation,
his strength and his name. Jack, will you see this poor girl ?—
will you let her come to you ?—and tell her kindly, in your old
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way, that you love again, as in the past time, and so heal her
bleeding heart ? '
' See her ? Truly, I never thought,' said Jack,' that she would
any more come to me. I thought that she must be like Aaron
Fletcher, only anxious to see me swing. Why, if the poor child
can find any comfort or happiness in coming here, let her come, in
God's name. As for me, dear lad, there is a load upon my heart
which I thought would be with me tUl my death. But if she will
forgive me, I think that load will be removed, and I can die with
easier mind. Poor Bess ! she wUl but get her lover in time to see
him die. My heart bleeds for her ! Go quick—bring her to me.
Let me at least ask her forgiveness.'
You may be sure that I lost no time in taking this fond message
to Bess.
I looked that she would burst into weeping and sobbing. But
she did not.
' I knew,' she said, ' that I should get my lover back. Now care
I for nothing more. For if he must die, so must I die also. Death
itself shaU not have power—no—death shaU have no power to
separate us. On the day that he dies shall I die too. He loves
me again. Why—do you think I care what may happen to either
of us, since he loves me stUl ? '
I led her on board, and took her to the Captain's cabin, but at
the door I turned away, and so left them alone.
Oh ! behind that closed door what prayers and vows were
uttered! what tears were shed I what tender embraces were exchanged ! when, in the presence of Shame and Death, those hapless
lovers met again I
CHAPTER XLII.
OF THE COURT-MARTIAL.
NEARLY all that foUows is matter of history, and may be read in
the gazettes and papers of the day. Yet, for the sake of completing
the history, it shaU be set forth in order.
The court-martial was appointed to be held on board the
' Calypso,' on the forenoon of Monday, February 2.
On that day it was accordingly held, the Hon, John Cheveril,
Eear-Admiral of the White and Admiral of the Port, being the
President. The Court consisted of Captains Eichard Orde, Frederick Drake, Saltren Willett, Peter Denis, and Joshua Eowley,
Captain Petherick should also have sat, but he begged to be excused,
on the ground of personal friendship with the defendant. He was
present, however, and sat at the back of the court, with as sad a
countenance as ever I beheld, (As for our Admiral, he was in his
bedroom with an attack of the gout, which even Mr. Brinjes could
not euro.) The court was thrown open to all. Few of the friends
of the accused officer were present, but there was a great throng of
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people, not only from Deptford Town, but also from London. Truly,
a court-martial, on whose decision rests the honour, if not the life,
of a man, is a species of judicial investigation which strikes awe
upon the beholder, even more than the aspect of the judge, jury,
and counsel in a civil court, the solemnity of the occasion being
heightened and set off by the uniforms of the Judges and the naked
weapons of the sentries and guards.
The Court was opened by the Deputy Judge-Advocate. He was
only an attorney of Deptford, by name Eichard Pendlebury, but he
wore a black gown over his coat, and, being provided with a full
wig, which might have been proper even to a serjeant-at-law, and
wearing much lace to his bosom and his sleeves, and being a big
burly gentleman with a full round voice, he looked as full of
authority as a King's Counsel. He began the proceedings by reading the warrant of the Eight Honourable the Lords Commissioners
of the Admiralty, empowering the Admiral to assemble courtsmartial. This done, the President ordered that Captain Easterbrook
should be brought before the Court. My heart beat fast and my
throat choked when he appeared, bearing himself proudly, but with
pale cheek, dressed, if one may say so, like a bride for her wedding,
wearing his best uniform, his richest lace, and white leather gloves.
Never, surely, did officer of the King's Navy bear himself more
gallantly. Once only I saw his cheek flush scarlet, 'Twas when,
in the old familiar way, he clapped his hand to his side for the
adjustment of his sword. Alas ! he had no sword. That had been
taken from him, and was now lying on the table before the President, the hilt towards the prisoner. Then he bowed to his judges
and stood upright, and, to outward show, calm and collected,
though a tempest of shame and despair was raging within.
Then the Deputy Jtidge-Advocate administered the oath to the
members of the Court and took it himself in the form prescribed,
after which he read the charge against the defendant, as follows:
' Gentlemen,—The charge against Captain John Easterbrook,
Commander of the " Calypso," here present before your honourable
Court, is that on the 4th day of December, 1759, he did cowardly
and treacherously surrender and yield up his ship to the enemy,
and he is here to answer this charge accordingly,'
He then read the Fifteenth of the Articles of War, as follows :
' Every person in or belonging to the fleet who shaU desert to
the enemy, pirate, or rebel, or shall run away with any of His
Majesty's ships or vessels of war, or any ordnance, ammunition,
stores, or provision belonging thereto, to the weakening of the
service, or shall yield up the same, cowardly or treacherously, to
the enemy, pirate, or rebel, being convicted of any such offence by
the sentence of the court-martial, shall suffer death,'
These preliminaries being completed, the Deputy Judge-Advocate proceeded to call his witnesses, and to each in turn administered an oath which is more awful than that used in the civil
courts, because it lays upon the witness an obhgation to reveal
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everything that he knows concerning the case. The form is
this:
' I, A, B,, do most solemnly swear that in the evidence I shall
give before the Court respecting the present trial I will, whether
demanded of me by question or not, and whether favourable or
unfavourable to the prisoner, declare the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth. So help me, GOD !'
The deposition of the officers had already been taken at Portsmouth for the information of the Lords Commissioners, and in
every case these were first read aloud, and then confirmed by the
witness, who added what he chose, and answered such questions
as were put to him. And in the putting of these questions it seemed
to me as if the Deputy Judge-Advocate was desirous of pressing
and dweUing upon every fact which might make the crime appear
blacker, and of concealing or passing over every fact which made
in favour of the accused.
The first witness caUed was Lieutenant Colin Macdonald, First
Lieutenant of the ' Calypso,'
His deposition was short, and was as foUows :
' At daybreak on the morning of December the 4th, being then
in company with the frigate "Eesolute," Captain Boys, we sighted
three ships, which we presently made out to be a squadron of three
French frigates, apparently of about the same armament as ourselves. They bore away at sight of us, as not wishing to fight.
Captain Easterbrook gave the word to crowd all sail and up hammocks, the wind being then fresh and nearly aft and the sea lively,
but the ship saUing free and not lying down, so that all her ports
could be opened and all her guns fired. We presently found that
we gained upon the Frenchmen, and about noon we were nearly
come up with the " Malicieuse," the slowest of the three, the
" Eesolute " being then half a mile or so astern, and the other two
French ships about as much ahead of us. We were by this time
cleared for action, the men at their quarters, and everything reported in readiness, looking for nothing but a close engagement,
and a pretty hot one, with the three ships. The Captain's plan, he
told me, was to range alongside of the enemy, pour in his broadside,
grapple, and board, thinking that the " Eesolute " woiUd do the
like, and so we might capture the squadron. And this we could
have done, having faster vessels than the enemy, and Captain
Easterbrook being, as I take it, the smartest handler of a ship in
the service, though so young a man. But the Frenchman was not
disposed to aUow of this, if he could help it. Therefore, he began
to let fly with the stern-chasers, being, hke most of his nation,
amply pro-vided with these helps to running away. His first shot
knocked away part of our figure-head, the splinters flying about the
deck ; but no one harmed. Just then, to our utmost consternation,
the Captain turned pale, and ran to the mainmast, where, with his
ovra hands, he began to lower the colours. I ran to him, crying,
" Captain, for God's sake, consider what you are doing!" Whereu
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•upon he drew his sword, and cut me down over the head, but, fortunately, with the flat of the weapon only, else I had been a dead
man. And I knew no more until the business was ended, and we
were all prisoners.'
Being asked by the Deputy Judge-Advocate what preparations
had been made for an engagement, he replied that nothing was
omitted that is customary on such an occasion; that they had
ample time during the chase, and that no ship ever went into action
better prepared. Immediately on sighting the enemy the bo's'n
and his mates piped to stow hammocks; the carpenter and hia
mates were ready with their mauls and plugs; the gunner and his
quarter-gunners examined and reported on all the cannon. When
the ship was within a mile of the enemy the drum beat to quarters.
Then every man stripped to the waist, and repaired to his proper
place ; a ration of rum was served out; the hatches were laid; the
Marines were drawn up on the quarter-deck and fo'ks'le; lastly,
the guns were cast loose, the tompions withdrawn, and the guns
loaded and run out at aU the ports. In one word, there was no
point omitted that a Commander who knows his business would
neglect, and everything in such order as the most resolute Captain
could desire.
Being asked further, if the enemy's consorts showed an intention
of taking part in the fight, the Lieutenant replied that he was not
prepared to state positively, but he believed that one of them backed
her saUs, while the other appeared to be hauhng her wind ; but he
repeated that it was the Captain's design to neglect these vessels
while he took the ' Malicieuse ' by boarding, and afterwards to
engage her consorts with the help of the ' Eesolute,'
Being further pressed upon the distance of the ' Calypso ' from
the ' Mahcieuse' when the Captain surrendered, he replied that, to
the best of his knowledge and belief, the ' Calypso' was no more
than a hundred and fifty yards astern of the ' Malicieuse,' and
gaining rapidly. Being asked what was the posture of the enemy
so far as could be discerned, he replied the men were at quarters,
and ready for action, but that all sail was crowded, and that the
Frenchman, it was quite certain, had no stomach for the fight, and
would gladly have got clear off.
At this point of the evidence. Captain Easterbrook was asked if
he had any questions to put to the witness. He replied that he had
none, and that to the best of his knowledge the evidence given by
Lieutenant Macdonald was true in every particular—a statement
which made the Court look serious, and troubled the mind of the
Deputy Judge-Advocate, because there is nothing which these
gentlemen desire more than to fight a stubborn case; whereas, if
an officer pleads guilty, and throws himself ujion the mercy of the
Court, he has no chance to show his cleverness.
' With permission of the Court,' said the First Lieutenant, ' I
wiU now give evidence as to the recapture of the ship.'
' I submit to the Court,' said the Deputy Judge-Advocate, ' that
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the recapture of the ship has nothing to do with the charge against
Captain Easterbrook—namely, that he did cowardly and treacherously yield up his vessel.'
' Gentlemen,' said the Lieutenant, ' with respect. If the ship
had not been recaptured the Court could not have been held. And
if it had not been for the Captain the ship would never have been
recaptured. For he did a thing which I venture to maintain no
other m a n in the service would have done, when he engaged, singlehanded, the whole of the crew in charge of the prize.'
So the Court conferred together, whispering, and the President
ordered the witness to proceed. Whereupon the Deputy JudgeAdvocate sat down and put his hands in his pockets, aud gazed
upwards as if this part of the evidence did not concern him.
The account which the Lieutenant gave of the retaking of the
ship was exactly the same which he had already given to the Commissioner of the Yard, Captain Petherick. I t need not, therefore,
be repeated here. Suffice it to say that at the recital there was not
a face in court which was not suffused with emotion, and as for
myself, I thought that surely after so gallant an exploit his sword
would be returned to him.
' Gentlemen,' concluded the First Lieutenant, ' 'twas the most
gallant deed I have ever witnessed. Only by a miracle, and by his
own valour, did the Captain escape death. There were on deck
thirty Frenchmen, all armed, and he with nothing but the sword
which he tore from the French Commander. And to back him only
a dozen unarmed men, who, to tell the truth, for I was among
them, were taken by surprise, and would never have plucked up
heart save for the example of the Captain. The first m a n to join
him was a Marine, named Aaron Fletcher, who seized a rammer,
and, armed with this weapon alone, stood by the Captain, playing a
man's part, indeed; but for him, the Captain would have been cut
down a dozen times. But, gentlemen, that the ship was recaptured is due to nobody but to the desperate valour of the Captain
himself.'
The Court asked Captain Easterbrook whether he had any questions to put on this head, but he had none. Wherefore, Lieutenant
Macdonald stepped aside, and made way for the next witness.
Then the Second Lieutenant of the ship was called, and he gave
evidence that he was at his station on the main deck when tlio
action began, and testified to the disgust of the m e n when they
learned that the ship was surrendered. This was the more astonishing to them, as their Captain had the reputation of uncommon
courage. At first the men refused to believe that the vessel was
surrendered, and called upon each other to fight it out.
The Third Lieutenant gave similar evidence, adding that, had
not the men been fuJly convinced of the Captain's bravery and
judgment, there would have been a mutiny on board ; and that they
thought the ship must be sinking at least, or dangerously on fire, or
that it was some stratagem, counterfeit, or design by which the
u2
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Captain thought to fool the enemy, and that they looked at each
other and laughed aloud, waiting for the word to lay the guns, and
fire. Further, that the enemy did not believe it possible that a
British ship should thus cowardly be yielded up, and continued to
fire upon the ' Calypso,' the shot passing through the rigging and
the sails, but doing no further mischief. Nor did the men believe'
that the ship was surrendered until the French boat came alongside
and the Captain gave the word to back the sails and lay down arms,
which they all did with a very bad grace, yet still persuaded that
something fatal had happened to the ship, and that the colours were
struck to save their lives.
The Lieutenant of Marines deposed that his men were drawn up
in readiness on the quarter-deck and fo'ks'le, and stated plainly that
he had no doubt of the issue, because the Frenchmen had only one
thought—namely, to get away ; and, in his opinion, it had been the
Captain's intention to attack and take all three ships, with the help
of the ' Eesolute ' ; and that nothing in the world had ever surprised him more than the strange behaviour of the Captain, from
whom so much had been expected.
Captain Easterbrook declined to ask any questions of these witnesses. Was he, then, going to make no attempt at a defence ?
They called the Purser, who put in the Captain's log-book, which
is always done on these trials, I am told, but I know not why. And
then I thought we should surely proceed to the defence, because
there could be no doubt of the main fact—namely, that the Captain
had certainly struck the colours.
But they delayed the case in order to call the Master, who confirmed the First Lieutenant's evidence as to the preparations for
engaging the enemy; and the Gunner, who also confirmed the evidence ; and the bo's'n and the carpenter, who added little to the
evidence already before the Court, except the fact that when the men
were under hatches and knew what had been done, the swearing
and cursing of the crew were strong enough to lift the decks.
' Gentlemen,' said the Deputy Judge-Advocate, ' there is no other
evidence before the Court.'
' Stay,' said the President, ' caU the Marine of whose conduct in
the recapture of the ship Lieutenant Macdonald hath spoken.'
So they called Aaron Fletcher.
When this witness stepped forward, looking, it must be confessed, a much smarter and finer man in his scarlet coat than he
ever looked as a landsman. Jack's face flushed. It was his fate
never to be out of reach of this man's animosity. Twice had Aaron
tried to take his life, when that was most worth having. Once he
had saved his life when he himself had most ardently desired to
lose it. Now he was present to give evidence in the hour of his
open humiliation,
' I thought,' he told me afterwards, ' that I had drained the
whole cup. But the bitterest drop was when that man stood before
me, as if Bess, poor girl 1 had not yet forgiven me, and had sent
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her old lover to gloat over my discomfiture. She hath forgiven me,
however; therefore I need not have been troubled,'
The Court ordered the man to be sworn, and bade him relate
aU that he knew concerning the affair, and particularly as to the
retaking of the ship from the French,
' I was on the fo'ks'le,' said Aaron, speaking boldly, and no whit
abashed at the solemnity of the Court and the rank of the Judges,
' I was on the fo'ks'le, with the rest of the company drawn up and
armed, the muskets being loaded and inspected, waiting for the word
to fire, which would have been in a few minutes, as we expected.
Then a shot from the enemy struck our bows and the wood went
fiying; but no one, that I could see, was hurt. And then I saw the
Captain strike the flag and cut down the First Lieutenant. " Mates,"
I whispered presently, " either the ship is sinking, or the Captain
has lost his stomach for the fight. If she sinks, we go to Davy's
Locker; if he's played the coward, he will swing." ' As he said
these words, he turned his face to Jack with a look of triumph in his
eyes. ' We were all sent down below,' he continued,' when the
Frenchmen came aboard, and there we stayed with no arms and
short rations. Two days afterwards I was on deck, taking my spell
of fresh air with the others—about a dozen men in all. We were
leaning against the bulwarks, wishing the job was over, and cursing
the Captain, who was sitting on the quarter-deck on the trunnions
of a carronade, his hands on his knees, staring straight before him
as if he saw the rope dangling before his eyes, already noosed for
him. Suddenly I saw him spring from his place and catch the
French officer, who was walking the deck, by the throat, and shake
him like a dog. Then he threw him on the deck (where the Frenchman lay stunned and half-dead) and he tore his sword from him ;
then he rushed upon one of the sentries and cut him down, and
attacked the other : some of the Frenchmen, seeing what was done,
cried out in their own lingo, and ran aft, some firing pistols and
some dra-wing cutlasses. Whereupon I caUed out to my mates and
seized a rammer, which was the best thing for a weapon I could
come at, and ran after them, and so to the Captain's side, for I
plainly saw that his design was to kill as many of the Frenchmen aa
he could, and to be kUled himself, which I resolved to prevent if I
could. And then the other Englishmen joined me, and in a very
few minutes we had half of the prize crew kiUed or wounded, and
the other half crying for quarter; but the Captain was so furious
that for some time he would give none, throwing himself upon all
such as had weapons and would fight. Hard work I had to save
him. But I did. When 'twas all over there wasn't a scratch upon
him, I saved him, your Honours, With a rammer I saved his life.'
' Your courage,' said the President, ' does you credit, I shall
take care that it is duly represented to the Colonel of your regiment;
and if your conduct ia reported aa equal to your gallantry, you will
not go without your reward. The Captain, you think, sought for
death ? '

S94

THE

WORLD

WENT

' No one,' said Aaron, ' who did not want to be killed could have
behaved as he did. Before the enemy called for quarter, we had
driven them together in the waist, where they were shouting and
threatening to charge us with pikes and bayonets, but we had
weapons by this time, and were ready to receive them. But they
did not charge, because the Captain leaped into the middle of them
with nothing but his sword in his hand, laying about him like a
madman. He was sober and in his senses when he cowardly hauled
down the fiag, but he was now, when he attacked the prize crew,
gone stark mad. If he hadn't been mad and not known what he
was about, we should never have taken the ship,'
' And you leaped after him ? ' asked one of the Court,
' I had my rammer, which was almost as good as a quarterstaff; and I'd rather have a quarterstaff than a sword any day, or a
pike either, if there's room for play,'
' And this you did out of devotion or loyalty to your Captain ? '
asked the President, astonished at the man's coolness, and the
deliberatiofi with which he gave his evidence,
' Nay, nay,' he replied, grinning again, ' I saved his life because
I should have been sorry to see him die like a brave man. All I
wanted was to see him swing, your Honours, for striking his
colours,'
These words produced a sensation in the court; and all eyes
were turned upon this witness who (though but a simple Marine)
carried devotion to his country's honour unto so great a height.
But the officers of the ' Calypso' whispered together, and I heard
such words passed from one to the other as ' rascal,' ' six dozen,'
' the first chance,' ' not good enough for him,' and so forth, from
which I conjectured that Aaron would find a warm welcome if he
went to sea again on board this vessel, I think he must have heard
the whispers, but he cared nothing for them. He was now enjoying
a revenge sv.'eeter far than to have murdered the Captain with his
own hand.
Therefore, he turned his ugly face to the prisoner, and grinned
with the satisfaction of his ignoble triumph. The Court, however,
seemed to take the words for an outburst of honest and patriotic
feeling which did credit to this rough and simple fellow.
Captain Easterbrook refused to ask any questions of this witness
either. It was now between three and four o'clock in the afternoon, when the President asked the prisoner if he designed to call
any witnesses for the defence, and proposed to adjourn the Court
until the following day.
' Sir,' said Jack, ' I have no witnesses to call.'
' Then,' said the President, ' you would doubtless wish for tima
to prepare your defence. It is now late ; we wUl adjourn the Court
until to-morrow.'
' Sir,' said Jack, ' I thank you. But, with permission of the
Court, I will make my defence without further delay. I will not
trouble the Court to adjourn,'
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The Court conferred, and presently said that they would hear the
prisoner at once, if he chose.
' Gentlemen,' Jack began, ' I have but a few words to say; and
as for defence, I have none. I have been at sea since my thirteenth
year, and am now four-and-twenty. During this time I have been
present in many actions, and I have never received aught but commendation from my superior officers. I served first under Captain
Holmes, of the "Lennox," and next on board the "Countess of
Dorset," when I was cast away on the coast of Patagonia, and, after
wandering among the Indians, I was prisoner first to the Spaniards^
and afterwards to the French. But I broke prison, and was
appointed Third Lieutenant to Captain Lockhart, of the " Tartar."
I submit that my character for courage was never impugned on
board any of these vessels, and Captain Lockhart hath thought fit
to bear testimony in his despatches to my conduct in the many
engagements fought by his ship. You have also heard how I waa
enabled, by the help of those of my crew then on deck, to take the
ship again.'
He paused here, as if he was unwilling to say what was in hia
mind.
' I submit to the Court,' said the Deputy Judge-Advocate, ' that
these facts, which I think the Court wiU not dispute, do not constitute any defence.'
' They are no defence,' Jack replied. ' I state them because they
form my only consolation in this hour. I have no defence. The
charge is true. My officers and crew would have taken, not only
the " Mahcieuse," but the two other ships as weU. Their evidence
is true in every particular. I wish to testify that no Commander
ever had better officers, a handier vessel, or a heartier crew. I
threw all away. I struck the colours. I cowardly and treacherously
surrendered my ship without firing a shot. I have but one prayer
to make of the Court. It is that this act, which was wholly my
o-wti, may not in the least degree prejudice the future of my brave
Lieutenants. It was this shameful hand, and none other, which
hauled down the flag of the " Calypso." '
When he concluded, there was silence for a space, because the
Court and everybody present were taken by curprise, and because
the contemplation of this tall and handsome lad (he seemed no more)
thus avowing, not proudly, but shamefully, and yet honestly and
fully, his own dishonour, overwhelmed us with sadness. From hia
officers, standing together, there were whispers, which could be heard
all over the court: ' He was mad. A madman is not answerable for
his doings. No one but a madman would have done it.' And so
forth. And I verily believe, and have been assured, that there was
not one among them all who would not gladly have put out to sea
again under Captain Easterbrook, in full confidence that he would
fight the ship as long as a man was left alive to stand beside him.
As for me, I had looked to see him caU some witnesses. He
could not, it is true, caU Bess Westmoreland; nor could he tell the
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whole trutn, else he would have stood before the Court and said,
• Gentlemen, this is none other than the Hand of GOD which hath
struck me for my sins, and because I broke my solemn oath, passed
to a woman. The Hand hath struck me in that way which most
deeply and most bitterly I should feel. For I never feared to die, nor
to be wounded, but always and before aU things have I loved and
prized honour and been jealous for my good name, and longed to
distinguish myself and to rise in the ser-vice. Wherefore, now
have I been deprived of the thing which most of all I prized, and
stand before you all, bereft of honour, a cowardly Commander, so
that there remains for me nothing but death; and whether I am
hanged or shot, I care not, so that I may die soon. For there is no
place where I could live whither my shame would not also foUow
me and be quickly brazened forth to aU the folk. Sentence me,
therefore, quickly, and let me go.'
This, I say, he felt and knew to be the truth. Yet he would not
say it. But he might have caUed Mr, Brinjes, who would have
testified, which is the truth, though it did not perhaps touch the
case, that men who have been in places where the sun is hot,
especiaUy such as have wandered about without any covering for
their heads, are often subject to sudden fits of madness, during which
they know not what they do ; and that perhaps this was the case
with Captain Easterbrook. Nay, I have heard learned physicians,
disputing on such points, argue that sudden fits of madness are often
produced by exposure to the hot sun; so that a man who hath once
received a sun-stroke, as they call it, may, in such an access, commife
murder or any other crime, and not know afterwards what he hath
done.
The case being then concluded and the whole evidence completed, with such defence as the defendant had thought fit to set
up, order was given to clear the court, which was done, the guard
of Marines taking the Captain back to his cabin, and the Judges
being left alone.
' He wiU die,' said Captain Petherick; ' I see in his eyes that
there is nothing left for him to desire but death. The day of his
execution wiU be welcome to him. Yet I hope that they -wiU not
hang him like a cur, but wUl shoot him like a brave man.'
' He was certainly mad,' said Mr. Shelvocke. ' I remember
once, being then off the Ladrone Islands
'
' Ay,' said Mr. Brinjes, interrupting—I had not seen him in
court; yet he was there, dressed as if for the Club—' Ay. The boy
was mad. What ? Would a coward have resolved upon so
desperate an enterprise as to attack the prize crew single-handed ?
Death was before him—death if he failed; death if he succeeded;
for to succeed was but to throw himself into a court-martial.
Whereas, if he had suffered the ship to saU into Brest Harbour,
he might have lived in France aU his life in safety, and no one to
know what had happened. Now, what can they do but sentence
him to be hanged or shot ? Luke, my lad, if I had Aaron ashore,
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I would make everyone of his teeth like a lump of red-hot iron;
rheumatic pains should grind his joints and twist his nerves; gout
should tear and rend his stomach; tic should stick sharp teeth
into his face. WeU—patience I something wUl happen unto Aaron
yet. If, now, the poor boy had been suffered to have his wish, he
would have died in the moment of victory, when he had reconquered the ship. As for witchcraft '—here he whispered—' but
that I know the poor wretch loves him still, and would rather die
than suffer him to come to any harm, I should believe that Bess
was at the bottom of the mischief, I say not that she is a witch;
but no one knows what a revengeful woman can do when once she
dabbles in the forbidden art,'
Bess was, indeed, at the bottom of the mischief, but in a way
which Mr. Brinjes could not understand ; for he had not, so far as
T could discover, the fear of the Lord before his eyes, and was,
indeed, little better than a Pagan.
' There is again,' he said, ' the old black woman. But, then.
Jack was to marry her mistress, and therefore she would not harm
him. Yet there must be a girl in i-t, and she must have put Obi
upon him by the help of some, though I knew not that there were
any other Obeah men in this country, besides myself. If I were
younger, I would go to Portsmouth and find that woman, and
then, Luke, my lad, she should be made to feel as if it had been
better for her never to have been born.'
' Bess, at least, is no witch,' I said, for the fire of his one eye
was so bright that I feared he might have fallen upon her, or, at
least, compelled her to tell him the truth.
"This woman, whoever she may be, hath robbed the King's
service of the most gallant officer. She hath deprived a lovely
woman of her sweetheart; she hath covered us aU -with shame and
conffision. Wherefore, may her flesh fall rotten from her bones !
May
'
' Nay, Mr. Brinjes,' I said, ' when you find her you can curse
her. Let not your curses loose upon an unknown woman,'
He stopped because at this moment a messenger came forth
from the Court, and word passed that the armourer was sent for,
and my heart sank like lead, and the women began to sob. It was
too true. That petty officer presently came on deck and was
passed within the court. And we heard the noise of his file.
Alas! he was filing Jack's sword, and the end was now certain.
To me the filing of the sword was hke the cutting of the life-threads
at once by the Fates, because—ah! Bess—Bess! how couldst thou
survive thy lover ?
Then the court was thrown open and the prisoner was taken
back to hear his sentence. We learned afterwards that there was
a difference of opinion among the Judges, some inclining to mercy
on the ground of the Captain's conduct in recapturing the ship.
But in the end the sterner counsels prevailed; and, indeed, the
commander of a ship can on no grounds be pardoned for surrender-
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ing to the enemy save in extremity. Suppose a man commits
a forgery, is it any defence that before and after this act of wickedness he led a good and virtuous life ? Suppose a boy picks a
pocket, is it any defence that he is sorry, and would fain give back
the purse and the money that was in it ?
We went back to the court, Alas ! if there had been any room
for doubt before, there was none now, because the prisoner's sword
was reversed, and lay upon the table the point towards the prisoner,
which meant Death.
' Guilty,' whispered Mr. Brinjes, not looking at the sword,
' Death is written in their faces.' It was. And yet the brave
officers who had already passed and signed the sentence of death,
showed compassion in their faces.
As for me, I cannot even now, after nearly forty years have
passed, think of that moment without the tears rising to my eyes.
The court was crowded with fine ladies, who had come from
London to see the trial. They thought, perhaps, to enjoy the
spectacle of a gallant man brought to shame, but they could not
without tears and sobbing look upon this poor fellow, taU and
manly, brought forth to hear a sentence of death.
The President arose, and read the sentence in his hand, signed
by every member of the Court.
' Captain John Easterbrook, the court-martial duly held upon
you for the loss of his Majesty's ship the " Calypso," find that you
did cowardly surrender your ship. The sentence of the Court is
that on a day to be presently appointed, according to the -wiU of
his Gracious Majesty the King, you be placed upon the quarterdeck of the " Calypso " and be there shot to death. God save the
King!'
Now, before he spoke the last words, he laid do-wn the paper
and took Jack's sword in his hands, which he held for a moment
as if loth to complete the sentence. Then, with the words, ' God
save the King,' he broke the sword—filed in readiness by the
armourer—across his knee and threw the broken pieces upon the
table. And the women shrieked and the men groaned, and the
officers who composed the Court hung their heads as if they dare
not face the prisoner. And yet their sentence was most just and
righteous,
'Gentlemen,' said Jack, in a clear firm voice, ' I thank the
Court for their patient hearing of the case, I looked for no other
verdict, and I desire no other. I acknowledge the justice of the
eentence. God save the King I'
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CHAPTEE XLIIL
AFTER THE COUKT-MAETIAL.

ended the court-martial; thus was made grievous shipwreck of a gaUant youth's ambition, his honour, and his life ; yet,
as to his honour, 'twas stoutly and steadfastly maintained by all
sailors, and especially by the officers and men of the ' Calypso,'
that the Captain's surrender (being done in a moment of madness
or by power of witchcraft) was fully atoned for by his surprising
recapture of the ship. That, too, has always been the opinion of
his friends, though, for my own part, as the only one left who
knows the whole truth, I cannot but acknowledge that the madness
was sent by Heaven, just as much as that madness which the
ancients feigned to have been inflicted on the Greek hero who
slew cattle and sheep, thinking they were his enemies. Therefore,
no atonement for his deed was necessary, seeing that it was itself
a punishment inflicted by the hand of a justly offended Creator,
I know not who told the truth to the Admiral, but perhaps it
was Mr, Brinjes, who went daily to see him on account of an
attack of gout, brought on partly by his distress of mind and the
shame of this untoward event, and partly by the fault of the poor
old gentleman himself, who tried to drown care with port wine
and punch. This attack obstinately resisted the Apothecary's
remedies. Indeed, though for the time he presently recovered,
yet he came no more to the Sir John Falstaff, and never held up
his head again, going in great heaviness, and, I fear, still taking
more drink than is good for any man, until the disease mounted
to his stomach, where, Mr, Brinjes being no longer at hand to
assuage the pain, it speedUy made an end of him.
On the evening of the court-martial the gentlemen of the Club
met as usual, though without their President, The conversation
was enlivened, if one may say so, by the extraordinary and tragical
incidents of the day. They drank not less, but rather more, in
order to sustain their spirits; they took their liquor with whispers,
and lowered voice, as is done in a house where one lies dead; and
they naturally talked much on subjects akin to what was in their
thoughts, as if seeking consolation in recalling examples resembling
the case which so much touched their hearts. Thus King Eichard
the Second is represented by Shakspeare as loving, when in captivity, to talk of the violent deaths of Princes,
' I was present,' said Captain Petherick, ' at the execution of
Admiral Byng, two years and a half ago. If family influence could
have avaUed, he would have been spared. Yet he was shot, and
went to his death with a smiling countenance,'
' I remember,' said Mr. Shelvocke—but I know not whether
this was true—' the death of Captain Kirkby and Captain Wade
THTIS
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for cowardly deserting Admiral Benbow, and that was fifty-seven
years ago.'
Another recalled the well-known case of Lieutenant Baker
Philips, shot in 1745, for surrendering the ' Anglesea' to the
' ApoUon,' after the Captain and the First Lieutenant were both
killed. No mercy was shown to him, though it was proved that
he had but 200 men and forty guns (and of his crew fifty kiUed
and wounded), against the French crew of 500 men with fifty guns.
Yet they shot him at Spithead on board the ' Princess Eoyal.'
As for other courts-martial. Captain Fox, of the ' Kent,' was
dismissed hia ship for neglect on duty in 1747. In 1744 Admiral
Mathers and four Captains were cashiered for neglect of duty. In
the same year the Master of the ' Northumberland,' the Captain
being mortaUy wounded, surrendered the ship before the Lieutenant
could get on deck. Wherefore, he was sentenced to be confined in
the Marshalsea for the remainder of his life. ' And there, gentlemen,' said Mr. Underbill, ' he lies to this day, and but last Monday
se'nnight I saw him, and conversed with him—a poor broken man,
who vainly prays for death.'
In short, the talk ran wholly upon trials and executions; the
unhappy young man now lying under sentence of death was, so to
Bpeak, executed beforehand and in imagination by his friends, who
stood (for him) upon the quarter-deck, eyes bandaged, arms folded,
before the file of Marines, and hoped (for him) nothing more than
a happy shot through heart or head, which should put an instant
stop to life. Then the conversation turned upon the various
methods of violent deaths, aU of which seem to be accompanied by
great, and some by prolonged, agonies—such as breaking on the
wheel, the punishment of the knout, or burning alive—and there
was much discussion as to which method of violent death seemed
the most preferable.
It was remarkable that Mr. Brinjes, generally one who talked
more than any, for the most part sat apart during this gloomy
talk, taking his pipe of tobacco without much share in the conversation, whether from excess of grief or from the caUous disposition of old age, to which most things seem to matter little.
But he muttered to himself, as old people use, without heed to
those who are about them, and I overheard him,
' Ay . . ay .
' h e said, ' the boy must be shot, I suppose,
and then Bess wiU not live. . , She wiU certainly hve no longer
when he is gone. So have I lost both. She wUl go drown herself
as soon as the shots are fired. But he is not dead yet—while
there is life there is hope—who knows what may happen ? 'TwiU
be three, and perhaps six weeks before the day of execution.
Much may be done in six weeks. The lad is not shot yet, nor is
Bess drowned. And as for Aaron—but he saved the Captain's
hfe. Wherefore, though he did it with an ill design, I harm him
not,' Presently he recovered his spirits, and looked about him,
and began to talk in a more cheerful strain, though how he could
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put on a show of cheerfulness, with the prospect before him of
Jack's certain execution and Bess's self-murder, passes understanding, ' The lad is not shot y e t ! ' he said. Why, what could
be done for him ? Nothing, A reprieve was past praying for.
Yet it must be acknowledged that the popular indignation which
had at first ran high against the Captain who thus cowardly
surrendered, quickly subsided and changed into compassion when
the circumstances of the recapture became known, so that perhaps
a reprieve might not have been so impossible had there been any
in high place to ask for it.
As regards the condemned man, whom I saw many times after
the sentence, I declare that I have never known any man more
cheerful and resigned to his fate than was this most unfortunate
Captain during the three weeks which passed between his sentence
and the day of his execution. Of hope, he had none ; nor did he
desire to live,
' If I were reprieved,' he said,' whither should I go ? how live ?
I am but twenty-four years of age, and I might live for fifty years
to come, even into the next century, if the world endure so long,
with the accursed remembrance of one day always in my mind,
and among people who would never tire of pointing at the Captain
who surrendered his ship without strUcing a blow—one single
blow—the most cowardly surrender in the history of the British
Navy, Why, 'twould be every day a thousand times worse than
the pains of death. My worst enemy could devise no more cruel
punishment than to send me forth free to walk the streets of an
English town. Nay, Bess'—for she was with him—' 'tis idle to
talk, I know what thou wouldst say, dear girl. For a mad act—•
we know, my dear, why that madness was sent, and for what
cause permitted—no man should be held responsible. Why, my
First Lieutenant was here yesterday, and said as much. But
even he does not know, and the world can never know, the whole
truth.'
In those last days Bess was with him always. She came at
eight in the morning, and she left him at eight in the evening.
Everybody knew by this time that she was the Captain's sweetheart ; no one found it strange or wonderful, because Bess was the
finest woman in Deptford, and the Captain was the comeliest man;
and people only sometimes remembered that he had been reported
as promised to the daughter of the Admiral. It astonished me,
perhaps because I daily expected and feared it, that no one so
much as hinted at the possibility of Bess being engaged in witchcraft, though all were agreed that by foul practices the Captain
had been deprived for the moment of his courage. It is no longer
the custom to burn witches ; yet I am sure that if any woman had
been discovered, or even suspected, by the good people of Deptford,
to have been concerned in this wickedness, she would have suffered
every torture they could have devised. Burning—mere b u r n i n g would have seemed too mild a punishment for a woman who could
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thus by her villainous sorceries turn a brave m a n into a coward.
Again, if things had gone well with this poor girl, if Jack had
returned home triumphant and victorious, and h a d then openly
sought his humble sweetheart, there were plenty of women who
would have said hard and cruel things concerning her, as is their
way with each other. But now, when her lover lay under sentence
of death, they refrained their tongues; nay, they even said good
things of he», reckoning it to her credit that, for the sake of the
Captain, she would receive tho addresses of no other m a n , and
t h a t she sent Aaron Fletcher about his business and consorted with
none of her former friends (who were beneath the notice of a
Captain's lady), and sought in the society of Mr. Brinjes to acquire
the manners and the bearing of a gentlewoman. W h e n she went
down to the stairs in the morning, thoseiwomen whom she passed
on her way stood aside for her in silence, and looked after her with
compassion in their eyes, and even with t e a r s ; and those, perhaps,
the rudest women of the place, fit companions for the rudest
sailors, abandoned in morals, sodden with drink, foul of tongue,
and ever ready to strike and to swear. So that pity m a y find a
home in the most savage breast.
She sat with Jack, therefore, all day long, in the cabin, which
was his condemned cell. For the first day or two she wept continually. Then she ceased her crying altogether, and sat with dry
eyes. She said nothing, but she looked upon her sweetheart always,
as if hungering after the sight of his dear face. B u t from time to
time she rose and fiung out her arms, as if she could not bear herself. This was natural, when a woman regains her lover only to
lose him by a violent death. One evening I walked home with her
through the town, and she told me, poor g i r l ! what was in her
mind, ' I shaU not live after him,' she said; ' of that I a m resolved.
Why, if it be as he says, that Heaven h a t h punished h i m for his
inconstancy, was it not through m y m o u t h that the punishment
was pronounced? Where he goes, I shall go. W h e n he dies, I
shall die. I n that same hour when the bullets tear his dear heart,
shall I die too ; and so m y soul shall join his, I know not,' she
said, wUdly, ' oh I I know not whither we shall be sent in the next
world; and I care nothing—no, nothing—so only that we go there
together, I am quite sure that he is forgiven all his sins, if ever
he committed any, though I know not that they can be worth
considering. And he dies for them. W h a t can a m a n do more ?
As for me, I am not afraid, because I have always gone to church
every Sunday morning. Oh ! I doubt not we shall go to Heaven
together, and sit hand-in-hand, and side-by-side; and perhaps we
shall forget the past, somehow, and then the old brave look will
come back to m y boy's eyes. W h a t would Heaven be to h h n if I
were not with him—and what to me if m y Jack were not beside
me ? And oh ! Luke, he loves ino now more tenderly than ever
he loved me before. And I am hapx^y, though I know that we have
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but a day or two more to live. They tell me that to be shot gives
no pain. Else I could not bear it, and must die first,'
I pointed out to her the wickedness of self-destruction ; but she
would not hsten, crying wildly that she cared for no wickedness—
not she—so that she could join in death, as well in life, the m a n
she loved. Surely there never was woman who loved m a n with so
violent a passion; and now in these last days, when it was all too
late, there never was girl more truly loved,
' 'Tis the fondest heart, Luke ! ' said Jack, the tears in his eyes,
' Why, for thy sake, sweet Bess, I would be almost contented to
live, and to forget the past, if we could go somewhere together,
where no m a n knew or could find out m y dishonour—if we could
go and live on one of the islands in the Southern Seas
But
this is idle talk.'
Then the time drew near when the sentence must be carried
out. We expected from day to day to hear that the time was fixed.
About a fortnight after the sentence, a sudden and most surprising change came over Bess, She left off crying altogether; sometimes, even, she laughed ; she seemed not to know, or even to care,
what she said or did. She would throw herself into Jack's arms,
and kiss him passionately; at the next moment she would tear
herself free, and stand gasping and panting, and with wild eyes, as
if with impatience; so that I feared lest she should lose her reason
altogether. I have heard that persons condemned to the flames by
the accursed Inquisition (which they dare to caU holy) have been
known to go mad with the terror of looking forward to that awful
torture. Sure I am that no flames of the stake could be more
dreadful to Bess than the thought of the moment when her lover
would fall dead, pierced by a dozen bullets. Jack at such times
would try to calm her, but she shook him off, crying, ' No—no.
Let me be. Oh 1 I am choking. O h ! Jack—my dear—if you
knew what is ui m y h e a r t ! Yes—Jack. I will be quiet. O h !
what a wretch am I that should add to your trouble at such a time !'
Then she threw herself at his feet and caught his hands. ' Jack,'
she cried, ' you know that I am your servant and your slave. Oh !
if I loved you when all the world spoke well of you, think how much
more I love you now you have got no one—oh! no one but your
poor fond girl! '
H e raised her and kissed her. Nothing now could move him
but the sight of her tears and suffering, which (I am not ashamed
to -write this down) brought tears to m y own eyes.
' Let us pretend,' she said, ' let us talk like children—oh! we
were;.once happy children, and we could pretend and believe what
we please. Wliy
all this is only pretence. The cabin is our
old summer-house; you are only twelve years of age, and I am a
little girl; and we have been playing at court-martial.
No,'
she shuddered, ' that is a dreadful game. W e will play at something else. We are going away—you and I together. Jack—wa
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shaU take a ship and sail far away from England to the islands you
have seen, and Mr. Brinjes talks about—we wiU live there—oh! no
one wUl ever find us out.
. We have long to live. I -will work
for you, and you will forget aU that has happened. Then we shaU
grow old. . . . Do you think you would love an old woman. Jack,
who had lost her beauty, and gone grey and toothless ? And then
we would lie down and die together. Why—whatever happens,
we will die together—we must die together. Jack. . . . Jack. . . .
Oh! if we could go away; oh ! if we could go away together—to
leave it aU behind, and to forget it I'
' Patience, dear heart,' he said. ' Patience, Bess; it tears me
to see thee suffer.'
I was with them; and—but who could see and listen to him
without tears ? I am not a stock or stone.
' Patience ? ' she replied, ' Yes, yes I I will have patience 1
Jack, do you remember three years ago, the day we were in the
summer-house, Luke being present, you solemnly made a great
promise ? '
' I remember, Bess. God knows I have reason to remember,
not only the promise but how I kept it,'
' Make me one more promise. Jack.' She laid her hands upon
his arm. ' Make me one more promise now. Luke is here again
to witness for us.'
' Why, chUd, what promise can I make thee now ? A dying
man can neither make or break a promise. ShaU I promise to love
thee in the next world ?'
' Nay, promise what I shaU teU thee. Say, after me : I, Jack
Easterbrook
'
' I, Jack Easterbrook,' he repeated.
' Do swear solemnly, before GOD ALMIGHTY
'
He repeated these words.
' That I will grant to Bess Westmoreland one more request,
whatever she may ask me, before I die.'
He said after her, concluding with the words—
' Whatever she may ask me, before I die.'
She fetched a great sigh and kissed him again; and, throwing
her arms round his neck, laid her head upon his shoulder.
I cpuld not, for the life of me, understand what she meant;
and stiU I thought that her brain must be wandering with her
troubles.
CHAPTER XLIV.
HOW

BESS

WENT

AWAY.

IT was only three weeks after the sentence that the condemned man
received a summons to prepare himself for his execution, which was
fixed for Monday, February the Twenty-third. This was a shorter
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space between sentence and execution than was awarded to the
unhappy Admiral Byng, who had eight weeks in which to prepare
himself for death. However, Jack complained not, and received
the announcement in a becoming spirit, and presently sent a letter
to my father, who lost no time in visiting him, and continues
daily to visit him until the day of execution.
Now, here I have to write down a strange thing, and one which
is hardly to be credited. From the day of his trial (when, as I
have said, the court was crowded with ladies) to the day before the
execution, the ship was visited every day by ladies curious to see
and, if possible, to converse with, this young and unfortunate officer.
But he would not receive any. Nay, every day letters came to him,
fiiU of tender messages and of prayers, some of them entreating him
to grant them an interview, some openly declaring their passion for
him, some humbly asking for a lock of his hair, or a line in his
handwriting, some begging him to observe secrecy in his replies,
and some offering their services in high quarters to procure him
a pardon or a reprieve. To none of these letters did Jack reply a
word, but tore aU up and threw the fragments from his cabin
window. One day, however (it was after the day had been fixed
for carrying out the sentence), there came on board a lady who
would take no denial, but \vrote down her name upon the back of a
playing card and peremptorUy ordered that it should be taken to the
Captain's cabin. She was so quick, however, that she foUowed the
messenger, and so forced her way in.
' My handsome Jack !' she cried, but stopped short, because she
found another woman with him,
' Madam,' said Jack, rising, ' this is an unexpected honour,'
' I came. Captain,' she said, ' because we are old friends, and
because I would fain help thee if I can,'
' No one can. Madam,'
' And because if I cannot, thou mayst still help me.'
'You may command me. Madam.'
' Nay,' she said, looking still at Bess, ' why so formal. Jack ?
'Tis terrible to think that in a few days
'
'Madam, my time is short; pray remember that and be
brief.'
' Why, Captain,' she laughed, ' 'twas but a little thing: and
perhaps this lady wUl grant me five minutes alone
'
' It needs not,' said Jack; ' you can speak openly before her.'
' In that case it wUl be needless. Yet I wUl try. Captain, thou
art condemned to die. 'Tis sad, indeed. Yet 'tis true. Now consider my case. I am deeply in debt. I have quarrelled with my
Lord. Marry me, and so take my debts off my back. Nay,
Madam '—for Bess sprang to her feet—' be pacified. 'Tis but an
empty form that I ask. He shaU marry me, and I will retire with
the clergyman, and so he wUl free me at a stroke of all my debts.'
' Madam,' said Jack, before Bess could find time to speak, ' you
ftre unfortrmately too late. It is impossible that I could gratify
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you in this request, because I am married already. This lady is
my -wife—my most unfortunate wife.'
' Oh, Madam!' said the actress, with a deep curtsey, ' I beg
humbly to be forgiven I Believe me, I did not know. WeU,
Captain '—she heaved a sigh—' of all the men I have ever known
thou hast gone nearest to make me think I have a heart. My poor
Jack !' She seized his hand and kissed it. ' Oh, Madam'—she
turned to Bess—' I thought not of this. I thought I should find
him over a bowl of ptmch, drinking away his care. Alas! I remember you now. You loved him, and. . . I remember you, . . .
Poor child ! Who shall comfort thee ? '
So she stole away, weeping, and left them alone.
It was, indeed, true, 'The first service which Jack had asked of
my father was to marry him to Bess Westmoreland. It was done
secretly in the cabin, with no other witnesses than myself and the
First Lieutenant, Mr, Colin Macdonald. So Bess got her heart's
desire, and the old witch's prophecy proved true, that in the midst
of troubles she should marry the man she loved. But what a marriage ! After this my father, as I have said, visited him daily, and
every morning asked the prayers of the congregation for one about
to die.
Then, as day followed day, and there wanted but two or three
more, Bess became still more strange in her manner, showing a
restlessness and impatience so that she could no longer remain
quiet for five minutes together, but must needs be pacing backwards
and forwards, not crying or lamenting, but with burrung face and
eyes afire.
The sentence was to be carried out on the Monday morning.
On Sunday, with a heart as heavy as lead, I prepared to say
farewell,
I went on board about ten o'clock, at the time of morning
prayers, Bess was already in the cabin, seated at the window,
which was open, though the morning was cold, her face pressed
against the bars. Jack was at the table, writing a letter for the
Admiral.
' It is nearly finished, dear lad,' he said, looking up with a smile.
' Courage 1 The worst was over when the trial was done. To die
would be nothing—but for leaving Bess. Be kind to her, Luke;
be kind to her,'
I looked to see her burst into tears. But no—she listened
without a tear or even a sob. ' This night, after I have parted with
her, wiU be long, I fear. Your father hath comforted me greatly in
the matter of religion, wherefore I have now a sure and certain hope,
if 1 may humbly say so, though hitherto I have thought little of
these matters. It is a blessed thing for thoughtless sailors that we
have a Church to rule our faith, and forms of prayer to save our
Bouls. He will come to-morrow, for the last prayers, before seven.
At eight, the boats of the ships in port wiU surround the ship, the
death-signal wUl be displayed, a gun wiU be fired, the crew will bfl

VERY

WELL THEN

307

drawn up on the deck, and the prisoner will be brought out.' Bess
hstened without changing her cormtenance. Was she, then, turned
into stone by sorrow, like Niobe ?
I cannot write down the words with which he bade me farewell,
nor my own. Suffice it that we took leave of each other with, on
my side, aU that a bleeding heart could find to say, and on his, with
a message which I made haste to deliver to the Admiral, his patron
and benefactor.
Then I left him alone -^-ith Bess,
It was arranged that they should part upon the hour when she
must leave the ship and go ashore. He was peremptory that she
must not try to see him in the morning, lest the sight of her might
miman him. To stand upon the deck with eyes unbandaged,
resolute and firm, was the only duty left for him to perform.
Therefore Bess must part with him on Sunday night. She acquiesced, stiU without a single tear. But when the hour drew
near, instead of hanging round his neck and weeping, she took both
his hands in hers, and said—
' Jack—dear Jack—my own Jack!—you made me a promise the
other day. The time hath como to keep it,'
' A promise, dear heart ? Why, what can I do for thee now ? '
• You would grant any request that I should make. The time
hath now come,'
' 'Tis granted beforehand, dear girl.'
' My request. Jack, is, that you will live, and not die,'
' Bess ? '
' That you wUl live, and not die. Listen I We have arranged
everything for this evening, Mr, Brinjes hath managed aU for us.
See !' she whispered him very earnestly.
He gazed at her in a sort of stupefaction,
' We shaU not stay in the country, A Dutch boat waits us off
Barking Creek ; the master, a boy, and yourself, wiU sail her across
to HoUand, if the wind is fair, we shall make a Dutch port in a
day—oh! it is all arranged. We shall not stay in Holland, but
take ship to the Dutch East Indies, and thence to the South Seas,
where we wUl hve—oh ! my Jack—far, far away from the world;
and I will work for thee. So we shaU forget the past and Deptford,
and—and—everything, and there will be a new life for us—oh ! a
new life, whether it be short or long, with no one to remind us of
what hath happened. Oh! my poor tortured dear—it is through
me—through me—that all this disgrace hath come upon thee;
yes—and it shall be through me that thy hfe shaU be saved !'
' Bess, I cannot! They would say that it was fitting that one
who could cowardly strike the fiag should also cowardly run away
fr-om punishment,'
' What matter what they say ? ShaU we care what they say,
when we are sailing together among those islands ? WUl it touch
our hearts any more to think of their praise, or blame ? '
' Bess, I cannot!—oh ! my tender heart, I cannot \ '
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• Then, Jack, thou SHALT, Thy promise is passed—a solemn
promise before GOD, Wilt thou break that promise too, and go
before Heaven, thy last act another broken pledge ? '
WeU, he fought awhUe, and he yielded at length; and then she
kissed him and went away; but she held her handkerchief to her
eyes, so that those who saw her might not suspect.
At the head of the gangway, which, for the convenience of the
court-martial, had been made into an accommodation-ladder,
fmrnished -with raUs and side-ropes, stood Aaron Fletcher on guard.
' Thou art satisfied at last, Aaron ?' said Bess.
'Not yet, but I shaU be to-morrow,' he replied, whispering,
because a sentry must not talk.
She said no more, but passed down the steps and into the boat.
In the afternoon, being in great distress of heart, I went to visit
Mr. Brinjes. He was not sleeping, but was busied over a great
number of smaU packages arranged in order upon the table.
' I have seen the last of him,' I said.
' Ay ? Is Bess with him ? '
' I am troubled about Bess. I think she hath gone distracted.
For she weeps no more, and once I saw her laugh. She catches her
breath, too, and is impatient.'
' For her distraction I wiU answer. I know a remedy for it,
and that remedy she shaU have. As for the catching of her breath,
that too shall be cured; as for her impatience, I cannot help it, because it was impossible to complete the job before to-day.'
J asked him what he meant.
' Hath not Bess told you, then ? Why, she was to have told
you this morning before she broke the thing to Jack. 'Tis a good
.girl who can keep a secret. It is not true, mind ye, that no woman
can keep a secret. Where their lovers are concerned, they can keep
fifty thousand basketsful of secrets, and never spiU so much as a
single one.'
He began to open the packets, and to count their contents.
They contained guineas, about fifty in each packet, and there
seemed to be no end of them.
' This,' he said, ' comes of twenty years' honest industry. If a
man takes in his shop six half-crowns a day and spends only one, in
twenty years he shaU be master, look you, of no less than four
thousand pounds.'
Heavens 1 could he really be the owner of so great a property ?
When he had counted the money he dropped it into three or four
leathern bags, which he tied to a belt below his waistcoat. ' Now,'
said he, ' if we capsize, I shaU go straight to Davy's Locker. Give
me the skull-stick, my lad—so,' He looked at the horrid thing
with admiration. ' I thought at first of giving it to PhUadelphy,
but now I wiU not, because she hath lied to me about the Great
Secret, which I find she doth not, after aU, possess. So much I
Buspected. Sho shall not have the Obeah stick. Besides, Heaven
knows whither we are going, or what powers we may want;
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therefore, I shaU keep the stick.' He wrapped a cloth about the
skuU, and tied it up so that no one should know what it was.
Then he laid it upon the table.
I observed then that everything was ready as if for departure.
The shelves were empty; the fire was out; there were ashes of
burnt paper in the grate; the famous charts were roUed up and
lying on the table, beside the skull-stick. What did it mean ?
' Why,' he said, ' since Bess hath not told you, I wUl not either.
But—I think we can trust thee, Luke—surely we can trust thee, if
anyone. Thou lovest Jack, I know, and Bess too, in thy mUd and
milky way. Why, a lad of spirit would have carried the girl oft"
years ago. Jack, or no Jack, However—that is enough. My lad,
we want thy help. There is no other that we can trust. It is hfe
or death
. life or death
life or death. Say that to thyself,
Bkudi forget not to be here at nine of the clock this evening,'
' What is to be done at nine ? '
' It is life or death, I say. Life or death! Now go; I have
much to do. It is life or death. Two fives or two deaths. Life or
death. Therefore, fail not,'
At nine o'clock I kept my appointment, wondering what would
happen,
Bess was there, wrapped in a cloak and hood; in her hand she
carried a smaU parcel, Mr. Brinjes was waiting, muffled and
cloaked, his hat tied over his ears, and a roU—containing, I suppose,
his charts and his famous skull-stick—under his arm.
' Come, lad,' he said, ' thou shalt know soon what it is we have
to do,'
It was a dark and rainy night; the wind blew in gusts; the
streets were deserted, save for some drunken feUow who roUed
along, bawling as he went, Mr, Brinjes led the way towards the
river, and we were presently at the Stairs, where the boats lay
fastened to the rings by their long painters.
' Take the outside boat of aU,' said the Apothecary; ' her oars
are left in her on purpose. So, haul her to the Stairs. Step in,
Bess. She is but a dingey, but she wUl serve. Luke, you have to
row. You may shut your eyes, and keep them shut, if you like, for
I shaU steer.'
I began to suspect that something serious was to be attempted,
but I obeyed without question or remonstrance.
'Twas then high tide, or a little on the ebb, so that at midnight
the ebb would be at its strongest, I cast off the painter and
shoved off. Then I took my seat and the oars, and rowed whUe
Mr. Brinjes steered.
The river was rough and dark, save for the hghts displayed by
the ships. The ' Calypso ' was moored very nearly off the mouth
of the dock, but in mid-stream. Mr. Brinjes suffered me to row
almost across the river, as if he were making for one of the Stairs
on the other side. Then he put her head up stream, and steered §9
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that the boat approached the ' Calypso,' whose lights he knew, not
as if we were boarding her, but as if we were making our way
across her bows to the Dog-and-Duck Stairs of Eedriff. The precaution was not necessary, perhaps, seeing how dark it was; but
the eyes of saUors are sharper than those of landsmen; and the
watch must not allow a boat to approach a ship without a challenge.
We crossed the bows, therefore, of the 'Calypso,' I stUl rowing,
and the boat apparently heading to the opposite shore.
But while we were stiU under the shadow, so to speak, of the
great ship's bows, my coxswain whispered,' Easy rowing—ship oars,'
I could not guess what he intended. 'Twas this.
The ' Calypso ' lay pretty high out of water. The tide was
running strong. Mr. Brinjes turned the boat's head and ran her
straight under the side of the ship. He then, being as quick and
skUful in the handlmg of a boat as any man sixty years younger,
stepped into the bows, and with hand and boat-hook worked the
boat along the side of the vessel to the stern, where he hooked on,
and whispered that we must now wait.
' We have more than two hours still to wait, I think the watch
wiU have no suspicion, and 'tis better to wait here an hour or two
than to hurry at the end, and so perhaps be seen and the whole
plot spoUed, Here we lie snug.'
We might be lying snug, but we lay more than commonly cold,
and the wind and rain beat into one's face. Bess sat, however,
•with her hood thrown back, careless of cold or rain; and Mr.
Brinjes lay muffled up in the bows. But in his hand he held the
boat-hook.
The ship's beUs and the town clocks and the Greenwich clocks
made such a clashing in our ears every quarter of an hour, as kept
us aware of the time—never before did I understand how slowly he
crawleth. Why, there seemed to me an hour between each quarter,
and a whole night between each hour.
When the clocks began to strike midnight Bess looked up and
the old man threw off his cloak. ' Oars out,' he whispered.
' Gently. Don't splash. Here he i s ! '
We were immediately, though I knew it not, below the windows
of Jack's cabin, which was the Captain's state-room. Below his
window were those of the First and Second Lieutenants, and Mr.
Brinjes had chosen the time of midnight, because then the watches
would be changing, and these officers would be on deck or else fast
asleep. It was as he expected. The end of a rope fell into the
water close beside the boat, and then, hand under hand, our prisoner
came swiftly down. In a moment ho was sitting in the stern.
Then Mr. Brinjes let go, and the tide, hurr;)'ing down the river as
fast as a mill race, carried us noiselessly and swiftly away.
No one spoke; but Mr. Brinjes again took the rojjes, and I
began to row. We were very soon, keeping in mid stream, past
Greenwich, and past Woolwich, I rowing as hard as I could, and
the ebb-tide strong, so that we made very good way indeed.
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Presently we came alongside a small vessel lying moored off
Barking Creek, and Mr, Brinjes steered the boat alongside, and
caught a rope.
' Now, Bess,' he said, ' quick; climb up,'
She caught hold of the cleats, and ran up the rude gangway as
nimbly as any sailor. Mr, Brinjes foUowed.
Then Jack seized my hand, ' FareweU, dear lad,' he said, ' I
thought not to see thee again. Farewell,'
So he foUowed, and left me alone in the boat,
' Sheer off, Luke,' said Mr, Brinjes looking over the side; ' sheer
off, and take her back to the Stairs, Tell no one what hath been
done. Farewell. We saU for the Southern Seas.'
Then I saw that they were hoisting sail. She was a Dutch
gaUiot carrying a main and mizen-mast, with a large gaff mainsaU.
This, with a flying topsail, and the usual fore-and-aft canvas, would
with this wind and tide take her down to the North Foreland very
quickly, after which, if the wind still continued fair, she might
expect to make the port of Rotterdam in sixteen, or perhaps twenty
hours more.
When I had painfuUy pifiled the boat up stream and gotten her
back in her place at the Stairs, and was at last in bed, I began to
understand fully what had been done—namely, that a great crime
had been committed in the rescue of a prisoner sentenced to
death, and that, with my two accomplices, I was liable to be tried
and
I fell asleep before I could remember what the punishment would be,
CHAPTEE XL¥.
THE

CONCLUSIOH.

THE next morning my father was astir by six; and I, hearing him,
and remembering suddenly what had happened, could sleep no
more, but rose quickly, and dressed. He was already in wig and
cassock; his clerk in readiness with prayer-book, bible, and the
materials wherewith to administer the Supper of the Lord.
' My son,' he said, ' the ministration to a dying man is the most
awful part of a clergyman's holy duties ; and yet it is that which
should most fill him with gratitude and joy. Terrible it is at aU
times to watch the soul take its fiight into the unknown regions:
most terrible of aU when death comes violently upon one still
young and strong and in the prime of his day.'
More he would have said; but here we were interrupted by the
arrival of the Admiral himself, borne in an arm-chair by his four
negroes, his feet swathed in fiannel, and himself "wrapped in warm
cloaks, for 'twas dangerous for him to leave the warmth of his own
room.
' Doctor,' he said, when the men had set him down, ' you are
now about to comfort our boy in his last moments.' Here he
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that the boat approached the ' Calypso,' whose lights he knew, not
as if we were boarding her, but as if we were making our way
across her bows to the Dog-and-Duck Stairs of Eedriff. The precaution was not necessary, perhaps, seeing how dark it was; but
the eyes of saUors are sharper than those of landsmen; and the
watch must not allow a boat to approach a ship without a challenge.
We crossed the bows, therefore, of the 'Calypso,' I stUl rowing,
and the boat apparently heading to the opposite shore.
But while we were stiU under the shadow, so to speak, of the
great ship's bows, my coxswain whispered,' Easy rowing—ship oars.'
I could not guess what he intended. 'Twas this.
The ' Calypso ' lay pretty high out of water. The tide was
running strong. Mr. Brinjes turned the boat's head and ran her
straight tmder the side of the ship. He then, being as quick and
skUful in the handling of a boat as any man sixty years younger,
stepped into the bows, and with hand and boat-hook worked the
boat along the side of the vessel to the stern, where he hooked on,
and whispered that we must now wait.
' We have more than two hours still to wait, I think the watch
wiU have no suspicion, and 'tis better to wait here an hour or two
than to hurry at the end, and so perhaps be seen and the whole
plot spoiled. Here we lie snug,'
We might be lying snug, but we lay more than commonly cold,
and the wind and rain beat into one's face, Bess sat, however,
with her hood thrown back, careless of cold or rain; and Mr,
Brinjes lay muffled up in the bows. But in his hand he held the
boat-hook.
The ship's beUs and the town clocks and the Greenwich clocks
made such a clashing in our ears every quarter of an hour, as kept
us aware of the time—never before did I understand how slowly he
crawleth. Why, there seemed to me an hour between each quarter,
and a whole night between each hour.
When the clocks began to strike midnight Bess looked up and
the old man threw off his cloak, ' Oars out,' he whispered.
' Gently, Don't splash. Here he is !'
We were immediately, though I knew it not, below the windows
of Jack's cabin, which was the Captain's state-room. Below his
window were those of the First and Second Lieutenants, and Mr,
Brinjes had chosen the time of midnight, because then the watches
would be changing, and these officers would be on deck or else fast
asleep. It was as he expected. The end of a rope fell into the
water close beside the boat, and then, hand under hand, our prisoner
came swiftly down. In a moment he was sitting in the stern.
Then Mr. Brinjes let go, and the tide, hurrying down the river as
fast as a mill race, carried us noiselessly and swiftly away.
No one spoke; but Mr. Brinjes again took the ropes, and I
began to row. We were very soon, keeping in mid stream, past
Greenwich, and past Woolwich, I rowing as hard as I could, and
the ebb-tide strong, so that we made very good way indeed.
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Presently we came alongside a small vessel lying moored off
Barking Creek, and Mr. Brinjes steered the boat alongside, and
caught a rope.
' Now, Bess,' he said, ' quick; climb up.'
She caught hold of the cleats, and ran up the rude gangway as
nimbly as any sailor. Mr. Brinjes foUowed,
Then Jack seized my hand, ' FareweU, dear lad,' he said, ' I
thought not to see thee again. Farewell.'
So he foUowed, and left me alone in the boat.
' Sheer off, Luke,' said Mr, Brinjes looking over the side; ' sheer
off, and take her back to the Stairs. Tell no one what hath been
done. Farewell. We saU for the Southern Seas.'
Then I saw that they were hoisting sail. She was a Dutch
gaUiot carrying a main and mizen-mast, with a large gaff mainsail.
This, with a flying topsail, and the usual fore-and-aft canvas, would
with this wind and tide take her down to the North Foreland very
quickly, after which, if the wind still continued fair, she might
expect to make the port of Eotterdam in sixteen, or perhaps twenty
hours more.
When I had painfuUy pulled the boat up stream and gotten her
back in her place at the Stairs, and was at last in bed, I began to
understand folly what had been done—namely, that a great crime
had been committed in the rescue of a prisoner sentenced to
death, and that, with my two accomplices, I was liable to be tried
and
I fell asleep before I could remember what the punishment would be,
CHAPTER XL¥.
T H E CONCLUSIOH.

THE next morning my father was astir by six; and I, hearing him,
and remembering suddenly what had happened, could sleep no
more, but rose quickly, and dressed. He was already in wig and
cassock; his clerk in readiness with prayer-book, bible, and the
materials wherewith to administer the Supper of the Lord,
' My son,' he said,' the ministration to a dying man is the most
awful part of a clergyman's holy duties; and yet it is that which
should most fiU him with gratitude and joy. Terrible it is at aU
times to watch the soul take its flight into the unknown regions:
most terrible of aU when death comes violently upon one stiU
young and strong and in the prime of his day.'
More he would have said; but here we were interrupted by the
arrival of the Admiral himself, borne in an arm-chair by his four
negroes, his feet swathed in flannel, and himself wrapped in warm
cloaks, for 'twas dangerous for him to leave the warmth of his own
room,
' Doctor,' he said, when the men had set him down, ' you are
now about to comfort our boy in his last moments.' Here he
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paused awhile, the tears running down his cheeks. ' H i s last
moments, poor lad,' he repeated. ' I could not lie stUl and think
that he should die without a word from me. Therefore, though I
would not turn his thoughts away from religion, I cannot let him
die with never a word from his father's oldest friend. 'Twere
inhuman. Tell him, therefore, from me, that I now plainly M i
ceive that he was mad. Other men besides himself have imad at sea. I know one who went mad and jumped overboani n
a s t o r m ; and another who went m a d and ran amuck on the
quarter-deck with a cutlass, wounding m a n y before he was disarmed ; and another
but no matter. H e was mad. Tell him
that for the act of God, there is nothing but resignation. The
thing might have happened to any. We are fools to feel any shame
in it. As for all that went before and that came after his madness,
teU him we are proud of him therefore, and we shall remain proud
of him. But for his own sake, we are grieved that he was not
killed in the recapture of the vessel. Bid him, therefore, meet his
death with a -cahn heart—a brave heart, I know, wiU not faU him,.
Take h i m m y last blessing, and m y undiminished love. There is
no question, tell him, of forgiveness. The act of God must not be
questioned. But the pity of it—oh! Doctor—the pity of it 1' and
with that he fell to weeping like a child.
And then the two old m e n wept together, but I, who knew what
had happened and that there would be no execution that day, had
no tears.
They carried back the Admiral and put him to bed again, and I
accompanied m y father as far as the Stairs. As I returned slowly,
m y heart foil of strange emotions, the beU of St. Paul's began to
toll the passing knell. No need to ask for whom that beU was
toUing, At the sound the women came to the doors and began to
cry, and to talk together, full of pity, the kind-hearted creatures,
sinews as they were, and slatterns, and drabs. The old men at the
Trinity Hospital were gathered together in their quadrangle, talking
of the boy they had known and loved. The Barber and his four
'prentices were busy shaving, the shop full, everybody talking at the
same t i m e ; and in his doorway stood Mr. Westmoreland, looking up
and down the street with troubled face,
' Where is she ? ' he asked, ' Mr. Luke, where is m y Bess ? '
' Indeed, Mr, Westmoreland,' I replied, ' where should she be if
not in her own bed ? '
' She hath not been home all night. I have heard taUc of her
and Captain Easterbrook. But that poor young m a n is to be shot
this morning. Where can she be ? They tell me that she spends
the days in his cabin. Sir, you know them b o t h : I ' faith he hath
played her false. Who would have daughters ? Yet if she is aU
day long with him, needs must that she come ashore in the evening,
Mr, Luke. Who, sir, I ask you, would have daughter? to plague his
old age ? I thought she might have stayed at the Apothecary's,
and I have knocked, but can make no one hear. Think you that
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Mr. Brinjes is dead ? He is aheady of a great old age. This is a
terrible morning. That poor young gentleman must die ; he must
be cut off in the pride of his life and strength, the comeliest man I
have ever seen, and he hath stolen my daughter's heart away.
Why, what shall I do with her when he is dead ? How shall I enlure her despair and her grief? how find conso;^.?ion to assa;: /e
her -wrath when he is gone ? '
I knew very well how that question would be answered. But 1
could not teU him what had happened.
' I t is his passing bell,' the Penman continued. 'Lord, have
mercy upon his soul! He is young, and hath doubtless committed
Bome of the sins of youth; the Lord forgive him I He hath often
used profane language, and that in my hearing. The Lord forgive
him! As for his striking his colours, that will not, I am sure, be
laid to his charge. Besides, he hath atoned for this sin by his
death. The Lord forgive him for an honest and brave lad ! 'Twas
once a joy to see him handle his logarithms, WiU they bury him
in St. Paul's churchyard ? Poor lad! Poor lad ! What shaU I
say to Bess to comfort her when she comes home ? '
Thus he went on prattling; but I left him.
At the door of Mr. Brinjes' shop stood his assistant, knocking.
' Sir,' he said, ' I am afraid that something hath happened to
my master, for I have knocked and cannot make him hear.'
I advised him to wait half an hour or so, and then to knock
again.
It was impossible to rest, I went again to the Stairs, where the
watermen should be hanging about. There was not one man there,
nor a single boat. Eound the ' Calypso ' there was a great fleet of
ships' boats, and Thames boats, aU waiting for the execution.
People had come down from London—even, they said, as far aa
from Chelsea—to see the sight. Why, they could see nothing from
the river. True, they might have the satisfaction of hearing the
roU of the muskets. There never was so great a concourse on the
river, even on the day of Horn Fair.
At eight o'clock—the time of execution—everybody hstened to
hear the rattling of the guns. But there was silence. Presently, I
know not how it began, there sprang up a rumour—only a rumour
at first—that the sentence would not be carried out that morning;
then it became certain that there would be no execution at all; and
it was spread abroad that at the last moment the Captain had been
respited. About eleven o'clock the boats dispersed and returned
again, the people disappointed. It was not until later that it was
kno"wn—because at first no one, not even my father and his clerk,
were aUowed to leave the ship—that Captain Easterbrook could not
be shot because he could not be found.
I found the Apothecary's shop open—they had broken in at the
back—and the assistant was mixing medicines and prescribing.
' Sir,' he said, ' my master is gone. He hath not slept in hia
bed. He hath taken his money and his charts, but nothing else.'
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' His money and his charts ? How do you know that he has
taken his money ? '
' I know where he kept it and I looked to see if it was gone.
Because, I said, if my master's money is still there, he wiU return.
But it is gone ; therefore I know that he has gone,'
' Whither hath he gone, sirrah ? '
' I know not, sir; any more '—here he looked mighty cunning
—' than I know whither Captain Easterbrook hath gone, or Bess
Westmoreland, or what you were doing with my master and Bess
on the Stairs last night at nine o'clock,'
Now, I have never learned if this man knew more than the fact
that we were upon the Stairs at that time. Certainly, he could not
know the whole truth.
' I think,' I said, ' that if I were you I would continue to carry
on the business without asking any questions, until your master
returns.'
' I wiU, sir,' he replied; and he did. His master did not return,
and this fortunate young man succeeded to a good stock and a
flourishing trade, and would doubtless have become rich but for the
accident of being kiUed by a drunken sailor.
When it became known that Mr. Brinjes, Bess, and the Captain
had aU disappeared on the same evening, it was impossible not to
connect these three events; and all the world believed (what was
perfectly true) that the girl had run away with the Captain, and
that Mr. Brinjes had gone, too, out of pure affection for them.
The Admiral presently recovered from his attack, but he went
no more to the Sir John Falstaff, and entirely lost his former
spirits; and, as I have already said, within a year or two was
carried off by an attack of gout in the stomach. Shortly afterwards
I was so happy as to win the affections of CastiUa. She informed
me that, although she was carried away by natural pride in so
gallant a wooer as Jack, she had never felt for him such an assurance in his constancy as is necessary to secure happiness, and that
when she heard of his infatuated passion for so common a creature
as Bess Westmoreland, she was thankful for her release, though
she deplored the sad cause of it. ' We no longer,' she often says,
' burn women for witchcraft, but such a girl as Bess, who can so
bewitch a gallant man as to make him invoke the curse of Heaven
upon himself if he prove inconstant, and thereby bring him to
shame and disgrace, ought to be punished in some condign and
exemplary manner.' It is not my practice to argue with my wife,
especially on points where we are not likely to agree ; and as Bess
will probably never return, and cannot, therefore, be punished,
CastUla may say anything she please about her. For my own
part, my heart has always been with that poor girl, who did not
seek for or expect the honour of Jack's affections, and whose
witchery was in her beauty and her black eyes.
On the conclusion of peace in 1762, Aaron Fletcher, witb many
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other Marines, was disbanded, but he was afraid to venture back
into Deptford, where his creditors would have arrested h i m . I
know not for a certainty what he did to bring the a r m of the law
upon him ; but I know what became of him. For one day, being
at Limehouse, I saw going along the road on the way to the Stairs,
where were waiting several ships' boats, a dismal company of convicts, for embarkation to the plantations of Jamaica, or Barbadoes,
or some other West Indian Island. There were at least a hundred
of them, walking two and two, handcuffed in pairs. Some of these
were in rags, some shaking with prison fever, some dejected, some
angry and mutinous, some were singing—there are wretches so
hardened that they wiU sing ribald songs on their way even to the
gaUows. One there was of appearance and bearing superior to the
rest, by whose side there walked a young woman, his wife or mistress, bearing a baby, and crying bitterly; another, beside whom
walked a grave and sober citizen, the brother or cousin of the
convict, the tears in his eyes. But mostly there were no friends
or relations to mourn over this outcast crew. And at the head
marched a band of fifes and drums, playing ' Through the woods,
laddie •; and a crowd of boys followed, whooping and hallooing.
When the procession was nearly past, I was surprised to see among
the men, handcuffed together, no other than Aaron Fletcher and
Mr. Jonathan Eayment, the crimp. The latter was pale, and his
fat cheeks shook, and aU his limbs trembled with fever, 'Twould
have been merciful to let him lie tiU death should carry him off.
But Aaron walked upright, looking about him with eyes full of
mutiny and murder. I know not if he saw m e ; but the procession
filed past, and the band went on playing at the head of the Stairs
while the "wretches embarked on board the boats. As for the crimes
which Aaron and his companion had committed, I do not know
what they were, but I suspect kidnapping formed part. I have
never learnt what became of Mr. E a y m e n t ; but concerning Aaron
there afterwards came inteUigence that he could not brook the
overseer's lash and the hot sun, and fled, with intent to join the
wild Maroons, but was foUowed by bloodhounds, and pursued, and,
being brought back to his master, was naturally flogged. H e then
sickened of a calenture and died. H e was a bad m a n ; but he was
punished for his sins. Indeed, it is most true that the way of
transgressors is hard.
Lastly, toscomplete this narrative, I must teU you of a message
winch came to me five or six j^ears after the court-martial. I t was
brought even from the Southern Seas. Heard one ever of a
message or letter from that remote and unknown part ?
There was a certain wild feUow, Deptford born, WiU Acorn by
name. This young man, for sins of his which need not delay us,
left his native town, where he had been brought up as a shipwright,
and went to sea. Nor did he come back again for several years,
when he reappeared, the old business being now blown over and
forgotten. And presently he came to m y house, I then living in
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Bt. Martin Street for convenience of business, and told me a strange
story.
With some other privateers of Jamaica, where these feUows are
mostly found, he must needs try his fortune in the South Seas.
Accordingly, they got possession of a brig, or barcolongo, as they
caU this kind of ship in the West Indies, and they armed her with
certain carronades and peteraroes, and to the number of eighty or
ninety stout men, aU foUy armed, put out to sea. In short, they
proposed to go a-pirating among the Spanish settlements, as many
have done before them.
It matters not here what was the success of their voyage—Will
Acorn, at least, returned home in a very ragged and penniless
condition. This, however, was the man's story,
' We sighted one morning at daybreak, being then not far from
Masa Fuera, a large brigantine fiying Spanish colours. She was
much too big for us to tackle, therefore we hoisted the Spanish
flag, too, and bore away, hoping that she would let us alone, and
go on her own course. But that would not suit her, neither, and
she fired a shot across our bows, as a signal to back sail. This we
did, expecting nothing short of hanging, for she carried thirty guns
at least, and we could see that she was well manned, and looked as
if she was handled by a French Captain, under whom even a Creolian Spanish crew will fight. Well, she spoke us when she was
near enough, and ordered, in Spanish, that the Captain was to
come aboard. Now, as I was the only man who had any Spanish,
our Captain bade me come with him. So I went; and we thought
we were going to instant death, the Spaniards being born devUs
when they get an English crew in their power.
' Sir,' this honest fellow continued,' think of our astonishment
when, on climbing the vessel's side, they ran up the pirate's flag ;
to be sure, we were little else than pirates ourselves; but we knew
not what countrymen these were. As for the crew, they were
nearly aU black negroes, and a devihsh fighting lot they looked,
being armed with pistols and cutlasses, while the decks were cleared
for action, and every man to quarters, and the whole as neat and
clean as aboard a British man-o'-war. And on the quarter-deck
there stood, glass in hand, none other than Captain Easterbrook
himself, the same as was tried by court-martial, sentenced, and
escaped. He was dressed very fine, in crimson silk, with a gold
chain, and pistols in his belt. I knew him directly; but his face
is changed, for now it is the face of one who gives no quarter. A
fiercer face I never saw anywhere.
' But the strangest thing was that I saw lying in the sun, propped
up by piUows and cushions, the old Deptford Apothecary, Mr. Brinjes.
He looked no older, and no younger; his one eye twinkling and
winking, and his face covered with wrinkles,
' " W U l Acorn, ahoy!" he sings out. "WiU Acorn, by the
Lord!"
' When he said this there came out from the Captain's cabin a
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most splendid lady, dressed in all the satins and silks you can think
of, with gold chains round her neck, and jewels sparkling in her
hair. Behind her came two black women, holding a silken sunshade over her head. Why, Sir, 'twas none other than Bess
Westmoreland, the Penman's daughter, and more beautiful than
ever, though her cheek was pale, and her eyes were somewhat
anxious.
• " WUl Acorn ? " she cried. " Is that WUl Acorn, of Deptford
Town ? "
' So with that the Captain called us from the poop, " Hark ye,
he said, " you seem to be Englishmen. What ship is yours ? "
' So we told him who we were, and why we were cruising in
those seas. He listened—'tis a terrible fighting face—and heard us
out, and then bade us drink and go our way.
' " I war not with Englishmen," he said; " but for French and
Spaniard I know no quarter."
' He said no more, but his lady—Bess Westmoreland that wag
—stepped out to us, and asked me many questions about Deptford
folk. And then she put into my hands this parcel, which I faithfully promised to deliver into your hands. Sir, should I ever return
home again. And I was to teU you that they had found Mr.
Brinjes' island, and she was as happy as she could expect to be.
And then Mr. Brinjes hfted his head, and said, in a piping voice,
" And tell him," he said, with his one eye like a burning coal, " teU
Luke Anguish, man, that we committed the town of Guayaquil to
the flames. "Twould have done his heart good to see the town on
fire, and the Spaniards roasting like so many heretics at the
stake!"'
This was the message. The parcel contained a gold chain and
cross, set with precious stones, which I gave to CastiUa, hoping
thereby to make her think less hardly of poor Bess, But in vain ;
though she wears the ; chain, which, she says—though this is not
the case—was sent to her by Captain Easterbrook, in token of his
repentance, and of his unhappiness with the woman who bewitched
him, and of his continual sorrow for the loss of her own hand.
It is now more than thirty years ago, and since then we have
heard nothing more, I conjecture that either they have long since
been swallowed up in a hurricane, Bess dying, as she wished, at
the same moment as Jack, or that they are stUl living somewhere
in those warm and sunny islands of which the Apothecary waa
never wearied of discoursing.
THE END
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" IShow me what you can do and I will show you what you are."
Lord STAifiKy (now E a r l of D e r b y ) , in a n
Address to t h e Students of Glasgow, s a i d :
**As work is our life, show m e w h a t you can
do and I will show you w h a t you a r e . "

" WJio are the happy, who are the free?
You tell me and I'll tell thee.
Those who have tongues t h a t never lie.
T r u t h on t h e lip, t r u t h in t h e eye.
To Friend or t o Foe,
To al 1 above and to all below ;

These are the happy, these are the free.
So may it be with thee and me."
What higher aim can man attain than conquest
over human pain ?
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ot Life.
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of Stomach, &c. I t prevents Diarrhosa and removes it in the early stages.
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I t is Pleasant, Cooling, Health-giving, Kefreshing
and Invigorating.
Vou cannot overstate its great value in keeping
the blood Pure arul free fro'm Disease.
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ENO'S " F K U I T SALT." I t prevents any over-acid state of the blood. I t should be kept in
every bed-room, in readiness for any emergency. Be cai-eful to avoid rash ascidulated salines, and
use END'S " F R U I T SALT " to prevent the bile becoming too thick and (impure) producing a
gummy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adiiesiveness in the mucous membrane of the intestinal
canal, frequently the pivot of diarrhoea and disease. ENU'S " FRUIT SALT " prevents and
removes diarrhoea in tne early stages. Without such a simple precaution the jeopardy ol life i»
immensely increased. 'There is no doubt that where it has been taken in the earliest stages of a
disease it has in many instances prevented what would otherwise have been a severe illness.
T ? N O ' S " F R U I T S A L T . " — A Gentleman s t a t e s : — " I n cases of bilious headachoB,
• " followed by severe attacks of Malaria Fever {IKFIOESZA), ENO'S ' F R U I T SALT'has acted
like a charm."
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all my friends and the result is always satisfactory, Everything—medicine or food—ceased to act
properly for'at least three mouths before I commenced taking it, the little food I could take
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succumbed before long To me and our family it has been a great earthly blessing; I feel 1 cannot
say too much for it. The least I can do is to do my best to make the ' FIIUIT SALT' known to
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ot pounds and'travelling about for twelve years."
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HUMPHHEYS, Post Office, Barrasford."

The value of ENO'S " FRUIT SALT " cannot he told. Its success in Europe,
.£isia, A rioa, America, Australia and New Zealand proves it.
CAUTION —Examine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked ENO'S " FRUIT SALT."
'
Without it you have been imposed on iy a worthless imitation.
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STORIES. Fifteenth T h o u s a n d . Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . Gd,
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to
" T h e Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s .
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7.s, G d .
B R E W S T E R (SIR DAVID), W O R K S BY.
Post Svo cl. ex. 4 s . GdT7ach.
1»0RE WORLDS THAN ONE: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates.
THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE: G A L I L E O . T Y C H O B R A H E , and K E P L E R . Widi Portraits.
LETTERS ON NATURAL MAGIC. With numerous Illustrations.

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By
SAVARIN,

Translated by R. E. ANDERSON, M.A.

BRILLAT.

Post Bvo, half-bound, 2 s .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

BRET HARTE, WORKS BY.
LIBRARY E D I T I O N . In Seven Volumes, crown Svo, cloth extra. <5s. each.
BRET HARTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by v-'ie Author.
Vol.
I.
Vol. I I .
Vol. I I I .
Vol. IV.
Vol. VI.
Vol.VII.

C O M P L E T E P O E T I C A L AND D R A M . \ T I C W O R K S . W i t h Stee. Portrait.
L U C K OF ROARING CAMP—BOIIKMIAN P A P E R S — A M E R I C A N 1 E G E N D S .
T A L E S OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES.
G A B R I E L CONROY. | Vol. V. S T O R I E S — C O N D E N S E D N O V E L S , &e.
T A L E S OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE.
T A L E S o r T H E P A C I F I C S L O P E — H . W i t h P o r t r a i t by J O H N P E T T I E , R . A

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTB, in Prose and Poetry W i t h l u t r o d u c l o r y
Essay by J. M. B E L L E W , Portrait of Author, and 50 lllusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. ex.. 7 s . <»d.
BRET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS, Hand-made paper & buckram. C r . 8 v o , 4 s , G d ,
THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE, W i t h 28 original Drawings by K A T E
GREENAWAY, reproduced in Colours by E D M U N D EVANS. Small 410, cloth, 5 s .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . Gil. each.
A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. W i t h 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L . W O O D .
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L . W O O D
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With T w o Illustrations by H U M E N I S B E T
COLONEL S T A R B O T T L E ' S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE.
With a
F r o n t i s p i e c e by F R E D . BARNARD.

S U S Y : A Novel. With Frontispiece a n d Vignette by J. A. C H R I S T I E .
SALLY DOWS, &c. W i t h 47 Illustralions by W D . ALMOND, &C.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, ' 3 s . each.
GABRIEL CONROY.
I THE LUCK OP ROARING CAMP, &c.
AH HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &c.
] CAJJFORNIAN STORIES.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . e a c h ; cloth limp, 3 s . G d . each.
FLIP.
I
MARUJA.
I A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS.
F c a p . Bvo. picture cover, J s . each.
T H E T I V I N S O F TABLE MOUNTAIN. I J E F F BRIGGS'S LOVE STORY.
SNOW BOUND AT EAGLE'S.
|

BRYDGES.-UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By HAROLD

BRYDGES.

Post

Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . G d .
BUCHANAN'S (ROBERT) WORKS,
C r o ™ S v ^ Z o t h eVtraTo.s, each.
SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN, With Frontispiece by T . D A L Z I E L .
THE EARTHQUAKE; or, Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OF DREAM: An E p i c Poem. W i t h Tv7oIllustrations by P . MACNAB.
THE WANDERING J E W : A Christmas Carol. Second Edition.
THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the T i m e . W i t h 15 Illustrations by R U D O L F B L I N D ,
P E T E R MACNAB, a n d H U M E N I S B E T . Small demy Svo, cloth extra, fi«.
ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, With Steel-plate Portrait. Crown Svo; cloth extra, 7M. G d .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6 « i , each;. post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2 s , each,
THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD
LOVE ME FOR E V E R , Frnntispiere
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece.
ANNAN W A T E R : | FOXGLOVE MANOR,
GOD AND T H E MAN. W i t h 11 IllusTHE N E W A B E L A R D ,
trations by h'RKD. BARNAI?D.
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. F r o n t .
T H E MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE.
T H E MASTER OF THE MINE, Front.
With Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER.
T H E HEIR OF LINNE,

BURTON (CAPTAIN). —THE BOOK OF THE SWORD : Being a
History of the Sword and its USG in all Countries, irom the liarlicst T i m e s . \]y
RICHARD F . BURTON. With over .100 lUnstralioiis. Square Svo, cioth extra. '£'•£«(.

BURTONTROBERT)^

' "

"^

THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A Now F.dition, with tianslalious of the
Classical Extracts. Di'my Svo, cloth extra, Vrf, G d .
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Beins an Abridgment, for popular use, of B U R T O N ' S
ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Post Bvo,cloth l i m p , ' i . i . Gil.
r A I N E l T r H A L L ) 7 ^ N 0 V E L S ' B Y . Crown 8vo7cIoth extra, 3 , . . G d . each;
post Bvo, illustrated boards. '!:•'. oacli; clotli limp, 'is. G d . each
SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR.
| THE DEEMSTER.

CAMERON (COMMANDER).—THE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK
PRINCE" PRIVATEER. By V. L O V K T T CAMICKON, R.N., C.B. W ith T w o Illustralions by P. MACNAB. Crown Svo, clolli extra, .'i-i.; post Bvo, illustrated bo.irds '2».

CAMERONTMRS. H. LOVETT),
JULIET'S GUARDIAN.

NOVELS BYri'csts,;^.iiTIIsi:bls.,'is^each
| DECEIVERS EVER.

CMAlTO
CARLYLE

& WINDUS, 2 1 4 , PICCADILLY

(THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS.

With Life

by R. H. S H E P H E R D , and T h r e e Illustrations. Post Bvo, cloth extra. I s . Gd,
CORRESPONDENCE OP THOMAS CARLYLE AND R, W, EMERSON, 1834 to 1872.
Edited by C. E . N O R T O N . _With Portraits. T w o Vols., crown Svo. cloth, 3 4 s .

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE ()F,"~By Mrs. ALEXAlmE'irrRELAND:
With PortraU and Facsimile Letter.

Small demy Svo, cloth extra, 7 s , G d .

CHAPMAN'S "(GWRGE)"W0RKS,"Von7^o^^
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and M i n o r ' T r a n s l a t i o n s , with an
Introductory Essay by ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. Vol. III., the Translations
of the Iliad and Odyssey. T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, G s , each.

CHATTO AND JACKSONT^A TREATISE O N ^ W O O D ^ M M V I N G ;
Historical a n d Practical.

By W I L L I A M A N D R E W C H A T T O and J O H N JACKSON.

With

an Addit^iial Chapter by HENRY G . BOHN, and 450 line lllusts. Large 410. hf.-bd., ! i S s .

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN : A Gdden Key:~B7'"M7srH.~R:TUw;E7s:
With S Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 410, cloth extra, Gs.
CHAUCER FO_R SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H . R. H A W E I S . J3einySvo. clotli limp, S-s. 6 d .

CLARE.—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS: A^'ale^SfTynedafe:
AUSTIN CLARE.

^By

Post Svo, picture boards, ! J s , ; cloih limp, 3 s , G d .

CTlVMMRSrARCHEl{)rN0VEI^TYrp^tv^i;^irb:^-7^
PAUL FERROLL,

|

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS W I F E .

CLODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMS.
Second Edition, Revised.

By EDWARD CLODD, F . R . A . S .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY.

THE CURE OP SOULS. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3,«.
THE RED SULTAN. T h r e e \'ols., crown Bvo.

[Sh-^rtly.

CTLEMAN (JOHNT^WORKS BY;
PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. T w o V o l s , Bvo, clo.th, 3 4 s .
CURLY: An Actor's Story. With 21 lllusts. by J. C. DOLLMAN. Cr. Bvo, cl.. I s . G d .

COLERIDGE.—THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS.
COLERIDGE.

By M. E.

Fcap. Bvo, cloth. I s . G»l^

SINISTER. p^^r8^"^2s:
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY.
C ^ L L I N S ~ ( G 7 ^ L L S T O N ) . ^ T H E BAR

•

Crown Bvo, cloth exira, 3 s . GfB, each ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR.
TRANSMIGRATION. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s , each.
SWEET ANNE PAGE. I FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES.

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Cr. Bvo, cl. ex., 3 s . G « l . e a c h ; post Bvo, illust. b d s . , 3 s . each; cl. limp, 3 s . G d . each.
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R . A .
BASIL.

Illustrated by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A., and J. MAHONEY.

HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A., and J. MAHONEY.
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. HOUGHTON. | THE TWO DESTINIES.
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A.
QUEEN OP HEARTS. W i t h a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A.
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. With lllusts. by Sir J. G I L B E R T , R.A., and F . A. FRASER.
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E . M I L L A I S , R.A., and A. W . COOPER.
MV MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of W I L K I E COLLINS.
ARMADALE. Witti Illustralions by G. H . T H O M A S .
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. D u MAURiERand F . A. FRASER,
MAN AND W I F E . With Illustrations by W I L L I A M SMALL.
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. D u MAURIER and EDWARD H U G H E S .
MISS OR MRS.7 With lllusts. by S. L. F I L D E S , R.A., and HENRY W O O D S , A.R.A.
THE N E W MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. D u MAURIER and C. S. REINHARDT.
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.
THE LAW AND THE LADY,

lllusts. by S. L. F I L D E S , R.A,, and SYDNEY H A L L ,

THE FALLEN
HAUNTEDLEAVES.
HOTEL. Illustrated by ARTHUR HOPKINS.
THE
HEART AND SCIENCE, THE EVIL GENIUS.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER,
LITTLE NOVELS.
I SAY NO,"
THE BLACK ROBE,
THE LEGACY OF CAIN.
A ROGUE'S LIFE.
BLIND LOVE. With Preface by W A L T E R BESANT, and lllusts. bv A. F O R E S T I E R .

COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Svo, cloth extra, G s .
JONATHAN SWIFT : A Bio^ranhiral anrl rritir-al Study. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., S s ,

iSkorlly

BOOKS P U B L I S H E D BY

COLMAN'S HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grins," "My Nightgown
and Slippers," a n d other H u m o r o u s W o r k s of G E O R G E COLMAN. With Lile b y
G. B. BUCKSTONE, and Frontispiece by HOGARTH. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7». G d .

iCOLMORE.-A VALXET^r"SHADOWS.
of " A Conspiracy of Silence."

By G. COLMORE, Author

T w o Vols., crown 8vo.

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A NoveL
CoLQUHOUN.

BTISTJ:

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

CONVALESCENT"'COOKERYTlTFa^ily
Handbook. By CATHERINE
RvAN. Crown Bvo, I s . ; cloth limp. I s . G d .
CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY.
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. T w o Vols., Svo, cloth S S s .
A NECKLACE OF STORIES. 25 lllusts. by W . ] . H E N N E S S Y . Sq. Svo, cloth, G s .
PINE AND PALM: A Novel. T w o Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 1 s .
GEORGE WASHINGTON'S RULES OP CIVILITY, Fcap. Svo, Jap, vellum, 3 s . G d .

COOK (DUTTON), ' N 0 V E L S " B Y :
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 3 s . G d . ; p o s t 8 v o , i l l u s t . b o a r d s , 3 s .
LEO.
Post Svo, illustrated boards. 3 s ,

COOPER (EDWARD H.)-GEOFFORY HAMILTON- Two Vols.
CORNWALL.-POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENGLAND ; or, T h e Drolls, Traditions, a n d Superstitions of Old Cornwall.

Collected

by R O B E R T H U N T , F . R . S . T w o Steel-plates by G E O . C R U I K S H A N K . C r . Svo, cl., 7 8 . G d .

CdTES:^TWp Gl"W.S'ONrirB~AME:~By"vrcFc
44 Illustrations bv F . H . T O W N S E N D .

Coxis.

With

Crown Svo, cloth extra, U«. O d .

CRADDOCK.-THE PROPHET OF THE ( J E E A T SMOKY MO UNTAINS, By C H A R L E S E G B E R T CRADDOCK. Post Bvo, illust. bds., 3 s , ; cl. limp, 3 s . G d .

CRIM.—ADVENTURES~0FXl'MR^REBEL7~B7~MXi?^^^^.~^wTth
a Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
C R O K E R ~ ( B . M , ) , N O V E L S B Y . Crown Svo, d o t h extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . e a c h ; cloth limp, 3 s . G d , each.
PRETTY MISS NEVILLE.
I DIANA BARRINGTON.
A BIRD OF PASSAGE.
| PROPER PRIDE,
A FAMILY LIKENESS, T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo.
C R U I K S H A N K ' S COMIC A L M A N A C K .
Complete in T w o S E R I E S ^
T h e F I R S T from 1835 to 1843; t h e SECOND from 1844 to 1S53. A Gathering of
t h e B E S T H U M O U R of T H A C K E R A Y , H O O D , M A Y H E W , A L B E R T S M I T H , A ' B E C K E T T ,

R O B E R T BROUGH, &C. W i t h n u m e r o u s Steel EuKravings and Woodcuts by CRUIKSHANK, H I N E , LANDELLS, &C. T w o Vols., crown Svo, cloth gUt, 7s. GtL each.
THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.
By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7*. G d .
GUMMING (C. F. G M D 0 N ) 7 W 0 R K S " B Y .
Demy Svo, cl. ex., 8 s . G d . each.
IN THE H E B R I D E S . W i t h Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS, With 42 Illustrations.
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. W i t h 28 Illustrations.
VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. J W i t h Photogravure Frontis. Demy Svo, cl., 7s. G d .

CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY ; withH^iiimiawH^" for
T r a c i n g Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By JOHN E . CUSSANS. With
408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. New edition, revised, crown Svo. cloth, G s .

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of G0"LD. Cr.8vi^dT3s^"dyrpost8vo,bds.,2s^
nANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. % ^ i ^ i ^ E
-'^

DANIEL. With Illustrations by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown SVO, cloth extra, :J«. Gd,

DAUDET,—THE EVANGELIST r~or%~Port"~SaTvatwi^^ BTTAEpHONbE
DAUDET.

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . G d . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON T H E " C H 0 I C E " 0 F A PROFESSION FOR THEIR SONS.

By F^ D A V E N A N T . M . A .

Post Bvo. I s . ; cl , I s . G d .

DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, I s . each; cloth limp. I s . G d , each
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: ATreatise^onCorpulejicy, and a Dietary for its Cure.
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown Svo, 3 s , r c I o t i r i i i u p , 3 s , G d .

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
7
DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first
time Collected a n d Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D . D . T w o Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, \'2^,
DAWSON.—THE

FOUNTAIN

By E R A S M U S D A W S O N , M . B .

HUME NISBET.

OF YOUTH :

E d i t e d by P A U L D E V O N .

A N o v e l of A d v e n t u r e .
W i t h T w o Illustrations by

Crown Svo, cloth extra, : J s . G d . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 M .

DE GUERIN,—THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. EdiFed
by G. S. T R E B U T I E N . With a Memoir by S A I N T E - B E U V E . T r a n s l a t e d from the
20th French Edition byjESSiE P . FROTHINGHAM. Fcap, Bvo, half-bound, 3 s . G d .

DE MAISTRE.-A J O U R N E ' F R O U N D MY ROOM.
MAISTRE.

T r a n s l a t e d by H E N R Y A T T W E L L ,

By XAVIER DE

Post Svo, cloth limp. 3 s , Od.

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE IN SPAIN, By JAMES D E M^LLE. With a
Frontispiece.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, i j s . ^ « 1 . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, i j s .

DERBYTTHE),—fH~E^XUE RIBBON OF~fHE TURF : A Chronicle
of the RACE FOR T H E D E R B Y , from Diomea to Donovan. With Brief Accounts of
T H E OAKS. By L o u i s H E N R Y CURZON
Crown Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s . Gd.
D E R W E N T ( L E I T H V N O ^ V E L S B Y . Cr.Svo.cl., 3 s . 6 d . ea.; post 8vo,bds.,3s.ea.
OUR LADY OF TEARS.
| CIRCE'S LOVERS.
D I C K E N S ( C H A R L E S ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ.
j NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS.
| OLIVER TWIST.
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1S41-1870. With a New Bibliography.
Edited by RICHARD H E R N E S H E P H E R D . Crown Svo, cloth extra. Gs.—Also a
SMALLER E D I T I O N , in t h e Mavfair Library, post Bvo, cloth limp 3 s , G d ,
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS, By ALFRED RIMMER. With 57 Illustrations
by C. A. V A N D E R H O O F , A L F R E D RIMMER, and others. Sq. Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d .

DICTIONARIES.
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, a n d Dogmatic. By the Rev.
E. C. B R E W E R , L L . D . Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d .
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OP ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND
STORIES.

By t h e Rev. E . C. B R E W E R , L L . D .

With an E N G L I S H B I B L I O G R A P H Y .

Fifteenth T h o u s a n d . Crown Bvo, clotli extra. 7 s . G d .
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. C r . Svo, cloth limp, 3 s .
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical a n d Explanatory Notes. By SAMUEL A. B E N T , A.M. Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 7 s . G d ,
SLANG DICTIONARY: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. Svo, c l . , G s , G d .
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F . H A Y S . Cr. Svo, cl., 5 s .
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Oul-olthe-Way Matters, By E L I E Z E R EDWARDS. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . G«l,
DIDEROT.—THE^ PARADOX OF ACTING.
Translated, with Annotations,from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le Coniedien," by W A L T E R H E R R I E S POLLOCK.
W i t h a Preface by H E N R Y IRVING. Crown Bvo, parchment, 4 s . G d ,
DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, G s .
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN, F c a p . Svo, hf.-roxburghe, with a Portrait, 3 s , G d . —
Also, a Library Edition, with 4 Portraits, crown Bvo, buckram, gilt top, G s .
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES, Crown Bvo, buckram, gilt top, G s ,

DOBSON (W. T,)-POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCYNTRICITIES,

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s , G d ,

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.

Post Bvo. illustrated boards, 3 s , each; cloth limp, 3 s , G d . each
THE MAN-HUNTER, | WANTED!
A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS,
CAUGHT AT LAST 1
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW,
TRACKED AND TAKEN,
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED.
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d . eacb ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s . each ;
cloth limp, 3 s . G d , each.
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations.
TRACKED TO DOOM, W i t h 6 full-page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE.

D6YLE7C0NAN),-THE

"

FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. CONAN

DOYLE, Author of " Micah Clarke."

Crown 8vn, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
D R A M A T I S T S , T H E O L D , w i t h v i g n e t t e Portraits. Cr.Bvo,cl. ex., G s . per Vol.
BEN JONSON'S W O R K S . W i t h Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by W M . G I F F O R D . Edited by Col. CUNNINGHAM. ' I h r e e Vols.
CHAPMAN'S W O R K S . Complete in T h r e e Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
MARLOWE'S W O R K S . Edited, with Notes, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.
MASSINGER'S PLAYS. F r o m G I F F O R D ' S Text. Edit by Col.CUNNINGHAM. OneVol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS^BY\
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d , each.
A SOCIAL D E P A R T U R E : H o w Orthodocia and I W o n t r o u n d the W o r l d by Ourselves. W i t h I I I Illustrations by F. H . T O W N S E N D .
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON, With Bo Illustrations by F. H. T O W N S E N D .
T H E SIMPLE A D V E N T U R E S OF A MEMSAHIB, N u m e r o u s lllusts. \_Prcparing.
DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE~OF PLANTS.
D Y E R , M.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, G s .

By Rev. T. F. THISELTON

F A R L Y ENGLISH POETS.
Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, bv Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, G s . per Volume.
F L E T C H E R ' S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol.
D A V I E S ' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL W O R K S , T w o Vols.
H E R R I C K ' S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. T h r e e Vols.
S I D N E Y ' S (SIR P H I L I P ) COMPLETE POETICAL W O R K S . T h r e e Vols.
E D G C U M B E . — Z E P H Y R U S : A H o l i d a y in Brazil a n d o n t h e R i v e r P l a t e .
By E . R. P E A R C E EDGCUMBE. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s .

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
ARCHIE LOYELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d , ; post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s .

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS7 AND~PHRASES: A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi-the-Way Matters.
Grown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d .

By E L I E Z E E EDWARDS.

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), N O V E L S ^

^

KITTY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . O d .
F E L I C I A . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s .

EGERTON.—SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev.J. C. EGERTON.
W i t h Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. W A C E , and 4 Illustration.s. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., 5 s .

EGGL^TON^EDWARD),—ROXY : A Novel. Post 8v^^"iIiL'bd'sy72s'.
ENGLISHMAN'S"H0USE71rHE : A Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a H o u s e ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C J
RICHARDSON. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 lllusts. Crown Bvo, cloth, 7 s . G d ,

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S,A.), WORKS BY^
T H E L I F E AND TIMES OF P R I N C E CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany
( T H E YOUNG P R E T E N D E R ) . With a Portrait. Crown Svo cloth extra J s «id
STORIES FROM T H E STATE P A P E R S . With an Autotype.' CrowySvo', c l o t h . G s .
E Y E S , O U R : H o w to P r e s e r v e T h e m from Infancy to Old Age
By
JOHN BROWNING, F.R.A.S. With 70 lllusts. Eighteenth T h o u s a n d . Crown 8vo J s .

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By SAMUEL ARrmiR
•*• B E N T , A.M. Filth Edijjon^J<evi5^edjmd Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7 s . G d .
F A R A D A Y ( M I C H A E L ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, d o t h extra 4 s . G d T e a r h
T H E CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a J uveni'e
Audience. Edited by W I L L I A M CROOKES. F . C . S . With n u m e r o u s Ilhi-^tr dions

*"* EACH
J."rH XTSl°p"^^*J^'^?^,9*'
N A ^ R E , AND THEIR RELATIONS
OTHER. Edited by W I L L I A M CROOKES, F . C . S . With Illustrations
FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra Gs
W A R : T h r e e Essays, reprinted from "Military M a n n e r s . " Cr. Bvo. I s . - c l

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS BY.

TO

| « Gd,

'~~' ' '

THE N E W MISTRESS. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, : t s . G d . • post Svo, illust l o a ds ••«
W I T N E S S TO THE DEED, T h r e e Vo's., ciowu Bvo. '
'
^'" '"'

CHATTO

&

WINDUS,

2 1 4 , PICCADILLY

9

FIN-BEC—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Otee7«iti\7ns on the T r t ^ f
Living and Dining.

By F I N - B E C .

^ost Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s . G d ,

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE. ART OF~MAKING; or, The Pyroteohnist's Treasury.

By THOMAS K E N T I S H . W i t h 267 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo, cl., 5 » .

FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F,S.A.)~WORKS BY.
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6 d .
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post Svo, cl., 3 s . 6 d .
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. W i t h Sketches. Cr. 4to, I s .
FATAL ZERO. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d , ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
BELLA DONKA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TIIXOTSON,
POLLY.
I NEVER FORGOTTEN, I SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET,
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleclt)," W i t h an Account of his Sayings,
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. T w o Vols., demy Bvo, cloth, 3 4 s .
FLAMMARION.—URANIA :
T r a n s l a t e d by A U G U S T A

MYRBACH, and GAMBARD.

A Romance.

RICE STETSON.

B y CAMILLE FLAMMARION.

W i t h 87 I l l u s t r a t i o n s by D E

BIELER,

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, .5.«,

FLETCHER'S (GILEST B,D.) CMPL^TE^POEMS : c l ^ ^ ' s Victor^
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's T r i u m p h over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, G s .

FLUDYE'R

(HARRY)'AT CAMBRIDGE: A Series of F ^ i l y Letters,

Post 3vo, picture cover. I s * . ; cloth limp, I s . iiiX,

LUCRE, Post8vo,illustrbds., 2s.
FRANCILLON (R. E,), NOVELS BY.

F0NBLANQUE(AL'BANY),-FILTHY

Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 3 s , G d . each: post Bvo, illustrated boards. 3 s . each.
ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN COPHETUAJ A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE?
OLYMPia. Post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s . f E S T H E R ' S G L O V E , Fcap. Svo, plot, cover. I s .
ROMANCES OF THE LAW, Crown Bvo, cloth, G s . ; post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s .
ROPES OF SAND. 3 vols., crown Svo.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY.

SETH'S BROTHER'S W I F E . Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
THE LAWTON GIRL. Cr. Bvo, cloth ex., G s . : post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By HENRY VAN LAUN.
T h r e e Vols., demy Bvo, clotli boards, 7.**. Oil. each.
F R E R E . — P A N D U R A N G H A R I ; or. M e m o i r s of a H i n d o o .
With Preface by Sir B A R T L E F R E R E . Crown Svo, cloth, .'Sa. G d . ; post Bvo, illust. bds., 3 s .

mSWELL(HAIN).—ONE^OF TWO: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s."
F R O S T ( T H O M A S ) , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . each.
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES, I LIVES OP THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Odicials, &c.
by JOHN L A N E . Published Annually. Crown Bvo, cloth. I s , G d .

Edite'l

G A R D E N I N G BOOKS,
Post Svo. i s , each ; cloth limp. I s . G d . each.
"
A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to the
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and F r a m e Garden. By G E O R G E GLENNV.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By T O M and IANE JERROLD. Illustrated.
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By T O M JERROLD.
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: T h e Plants we Grow, and How we Cook T h e m . By
T O M JERROLD. Crovvn Bvo, cloth, is. C-"!.
MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. By FRANCIS G . HEATH
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt edges, ti^.

GARRETT.—THE'^APElTG^fRLsTA'^NoTel. By EDTVARD

GARRETT.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3-". 0 < l . ; post Hvo, illustrated boards, ti.*f.

G E N T L ^ A J T S ' l l A G A m l l T T H E r lsrM"^ntiry^~In addition to
Articles upon subiects in Literature. Science, and Art, "TABLE TALK" by S Y L vANus URBAN, and " PAGES ON PLAYS " by J U S T I N II. MCCARTHY, appear monthly.
* 'Bound Vohiiiiex for rtceiit 'jeni'% kffif in ^inri.- jj.,, 4i,|, each; Cases for binding, 3 9 .

BOOKS P U B L I S H E D BY
G E N T L E M A N ' S A N N U A L , T H E . Publis?.ed Annually in N o v e m b e r ,
is.
T h e 1892 Annual, written by T . W . S P E I G H T , is entitled " T H E LOUDWATER
TRAGEDY,"
_____^
GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
Collected by t h e Brothers GRIMM
and Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. W i t h Introduction by JOHN R U S K I N , and 22 Steel
Plates after G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK. Square Bvo. cloth, G s . C d , ; gilt edges, 7n. G d .

GIBBON (CHARLES)r"N6VELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. I THE GOLDEN SHAFT,
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. | OF HIGH DEGREE.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
IN LOVE AND WAR.
THE DEAD HEART
FOR LACK OF GOLD.
A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BY MEAD AND STREAM.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY?
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT,
FANCY FREE, j IN HONOUR BOUND.
QUEEN OF THE MEADOW.
HEART'S DELIGHT, | BLOOD-MONEY.
IN PASTURES GREEN,

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED I Cr. Svo, Is. ; cl.. Is. 6d.
G I L B E R T ( W I L L I A M ) , N O V E L S ' B Y . Post BVO. illustrated boards, 3 8 . each
DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS.
j JAMES D U K E , COSTERMONGER.
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN. J

GILBERT (W. S,), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. eacb.
T h e F I R S T S E R I E S c o n t a i n s : T h e Wicked World—Pygmalion a n d G a l a t e a Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
T h e SECOND S E R I E S : Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S. •' Pinafore"—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.
EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS vvrTTten by W . S. G I L B E R T . Containing:
T h e Sorcerer—H.M.S. " P i n a f o r e ' ' — P i r a t e s of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience—
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Deray Bvo. cloth limp, 3 s . G d .
THE "GILBERT AND S U L L I V A N " BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every
Day in t h e Year, Selected Irom Plays by W . S. G I L B E R T set to Music by Sir A.
SULLIVAN. Compiled by A L E X . W A T S O N . Royal i6mo, J a p . leather, 3 s , G d .

GfLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3 s , G d , each ; post ivo, illustrated boards, 3 s , each.
THE LOST H E I R E S S : A T a l e of Love, Battle, a n d Adventure. With 2 lllusts.
THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. VViih 2 lllusts. bv H U M E N I S B E T .

GLENNY.-A YEAR^^lVORTTiN "GARDEN AND GREENHOlTSF:
Practical Advice to Amateur G a r d e n e r s as to the Management of t h e Flower. Fruit,
and F r a m e G a r d e n , By GEORGR GT.RNNV. Post 8"o. Ifii,; cloth limp. I s , ( M I .

GODWIN.—nVES" OF THE "NECROMANCERS.
WIN.

B7"WII.LIAM GOD-

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s .

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopsedia of
QUOTATIONS. Edited by TnEonoRE TAYLOR.

Crown Svo. cloth gilt, 7 s . G d .

GOODMXN:=^THE"FATE~OF'HERBERTWAYNE.^~B}r^. J, GOOD:
MAN, Author of " Too Curious."

Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . G d ,

GOWTN^T^FIVlE THOUSAND"MTLES"IN A^ SLEDGE : A Midwinter
Journey Across Siberia. By L I O N E L F . G O W I N G . With 30 Illustrations by C. J.
U R E N , and a Map by E. WFJ:^LER. Large crown Bvo, cloth extra. S s ,

GRAHAM. —THE PROFESSOirS "WlFET"Arst"5?y
GRAHAM.

^BTT^^A^

F c a p . 8vo, picture cover, Jw.

GREEKS AND"R0MANS7~THE~UFE~0F~THErd^c?ibed~lrom
Antique M o n u m e n t s .

By E R N S T G U H L a n d W . K O N E R .

E d i t e d by D r . F . H U E F F E R .

W i t h 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo. cloth extra. 7 s . G d .
G R E E N W O O D ( J A M E S r W O R K S " B Y . Cr. BVO. cloth extra, : J s . G d . each
THE WILDS OF LONDON.
|
LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS iBY:
NIKANOR. Translated by E L I Z A E , C H A S E . W i t h 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo
qloth extra, G s . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 » .
'
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ,'Js,; post Bvo. illustrated boards 3 s .

GR"IFFITH7=:^C0RINTHIA MAR^AZTON
fiTH, ^Uth9r pf " Victory Dganc," iS;c,

: A Novel^-iv^i^TTRTj:

Crgwj) Svo, cloth extra, Ifs, G d .

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.

ri

U A B B E R T O N ( J O H N , A u t h o r of '• H e l e n ' s B a b i e s " ) , N O V E L S
Post Bvo, illustrated boards 3 s , each ; cloth limp, 3 s . G d . each.
BRUETOH'S BAYOU,
|
COUNTRY LUCK,

BY.

H A I R , T H E : I t s T r e a t m e n t in H e a l t h , W e a k n e s s , a n d Disease.
laled from the German of Dr. J. P I N C U S . Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth, I s . G d ,

Trans-

HAKE (DR, THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. Cr.svo,ci. ex Gs.each.
NEW SYMBOLS.
| LEGENDS OF THE MORROW. |
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8 s .

THE SERPENT PLAY.

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. HALL.
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, G I L B E R T , HARVEY, and
G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK. Medium Svo, cloth extra, 7 8 . G d .

HALLIDAY (ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post Svo, bds., 2s.
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over loo Facsimiles
and Explanatory Text. By DON F E L I X DE SALAMANCA. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s . G d .

HANKY-PANKY : Easy Tncks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W . H. CREMER.

VVith 200 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 4 s . G«I.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). - PAUlTWYNTER'S MCR!FTCEr~2s;
HARDY (THOMAS). —UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.
By
THOMAS HARDY, Author of " Far from the Madding C r o w d . " With Portrait and 15
Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d , ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

HARPER.—THE BRIGHTON ROAD : OTd^imes and New on a Classic

Highway, By CHARLES G . HARPER. W i t h a Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra, I G s ,

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J.

Po^i

BERWICK HARWOOD.

Bvo. illustrated boards, 3 s .
H A W E I S ( M R S . H. R . ) , W O R K S B Y .
Square Svo, cloth extra, G s . each,
THE ART OP BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations.
THE ART OF DECORATION, W i t h Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations,
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN, With B Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.
THE ART OP DRESS, W i t h 32 Illustrations. Post Bvo, I s . ; cloth, I s . G d .
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s . G d .

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : WASHINGTON
IRVING,

OLIVER W E N D E L L

H O L M E S , JAMES R U S S E L L

MARK TWAIN, and B R E T H A R T E .

Third Edition.

LOWELL, ARTEMUS

WARD,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, O s .

HAWLEY SMARTT=WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By
HAWLEY SMART.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

HAWTHORNE.—OUR OLD HOMi:

By

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE,

Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures. T w o Vols., crown Bvo, buckram, gilt top, 1.5s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY;
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d , e a c h ; post Bvo,illustrated boards, 3 s . each,
GARTH.
I ELLICE QUENTIN.
BEATRIX RANDOLPH.
I
DUST.
SEBASTIAN STROME.
DAVID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL.
THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each,
MISS CADOGNA.
^| LOVE—OR A NAME.
MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. Bvo^ illustrated cover. I s ,

HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE.
By FRANCIS GEORGE H E A T H . Crown 8vo, cloth evtra, gilt edges, <ia.
HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY.
Post Svo, d o t h limp, 3 s . G d . each;
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS.J
SOCIAL PRESSURE.
IVAN DE BIRON: A Novel.' "Cr.'Bvo, cl. extra, 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illust. bds., 3 s .

HENDERSON. —AGATHA PAGE : A Novel

By

ISAAC HENDERSON.

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

HENTY.—RUJUB, THE JUGGLER. By G. A.
HERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By HENRY
of " T h e Bishops' Bible.''

HENTY. Three Vols.
HERMAN, joint-Author

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth extra, 3 s , G d .
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS, W i t h Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the
Kev. A. B. GROSART,JXD._^Steel Portrait, &c. T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo, cl. bds., I S s ,

HERtZl{^A,^F¥EEl7AI«rrX"Soc7ai"^ticipaIio
HERTZK-V,

T r a n s l a t e d by A R T H U R RANSOM,

By Dr."

THEODOI

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6 s .

HESSE^WARfEGGr=fUMS^rThe"ranTand\'heF^^
E R N S T VON H E S S E - W A R T E G G .

With 22_Illustrations.

Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

HILL7—TREASON^Ei^NY'rXNover'ByJoi^liTLT.'TvvoVd
HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND S A Y I N G S : Including Reminiscences connected with
Coffee H o u s e s , Clubs, &c. W i t h Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.'*, G d .
T H E L I F E AND A D V E N T U R E S OF^A C H E A P JACK, Cr. Bvo, cloth e x ^ S s , Gtl.
HOEY^—TH_E L O V E R ' S ' C R E E B .

'By Mrs. C A I H E L HOEY.

Po'st a v o , 2 i .

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crowrr¥vo,"is.
HdLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PRESERVATION.

By GORDON H O L M E S , M . D . _Crown Svo, I s , ; cloth. I s . G d .

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL)rWORKS BY.
T H E AUTOCRAT OP T H E B R E A K F A S T - T A B L E .
Illustrated by J. GORDON
T H O M S O N . Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . Gd,—Another Edition, in smaller type, with
an Introduction by G. A. SALA. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s .
T H E AUTOCRAT OP T H E BREAKFAST-TABLE a n d T H E PROFESSOR AT T H E
BREAKFAST-TABLE, I n One Yoh__Post_8v;o^half-boi!nd, 3 s .
H O O D ' S ( T H O M A S ) C H O I C E W O ' R K S , i n P r o s e and"Verse, W i t h Life
of t h e Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, T s , C d .
HOOD'S W H I M S AND O D D I T I E S . W i t h 85 Illustralions. Post Bvo, printed on
laid paper and half-bound, 3 s .

HOOD (TOM).—FR0M~NdWTrERE"T0~fH'E^6Rra"TDLET"^
Noah's ArkcEological N a r r a t i v e . By T O M H O O D . With 25 Illustrations by W . BRUNTON
and E . C. BARNES. Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, G s .

iTdOK'S (TH^ODOREl^HdlCE HUMOROUS W O R K S ; including hTi
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, P u n s , and H o a x e s . W i t h Lile of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tn, G(\.

HMPERT^TFE
HOOPER.

HOUSE" OF"RABYTTATNoveL'^BTliFs. GEORGE

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, ^ s .

HOPKlNS;^''^^Wrx"T"LOVE"AND"MfY"r*^A Novel.

BT^TI^I^

H O P K I N S . Post Svo. illustrated boards, '.is,
H O R N E . — O R I O N : An Epic Poem.
B y RICIIARD H E N G I S T H ^ N E ^
With Photographic Portrait by S U M M E R S . T e n t h Edition. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7*'.

HdRSF (THE)~AND HIS RIDER : An Al^(rclotic"MecrieyrB7 •• THORMANBV." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, O.**,

HUNG~ERFORDn:MRS.~), Author of " MolljTTiauFT^ NOVELS BY^
Post Bvo, illustrated board.s, 3 s . each ; cloth limp, '.Jw. G d . each.
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. | IN DURANCE V I L E . | A MENTAL STRUGGLE,
MARVEL.
_ I
A MODERN CIRCE.
LADY V E R N E R S F L I G H T , " Tw'6 Vols., cr;own ^ ; a

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LErGH"HUNT : A TALE'FOR
&c.

Edited by E D M U N D OLLIKR.

A CHIMNEY CORNER,

Post Bvo, printed on laid p i p e r and balf-bd. ' i s .

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY^

"

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated hoards «.Js. each
T H E LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED.
| THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post Bvo, illustrated boaids, i s .
_ M R S , J U L I E T , TlircoJVols., crown Bvo.

HtjTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING.

137W.MTHUTCHIS^

W i t h 25 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ,'Js, G«l.
H Y i D R d P H O B I A : A n A c c o u n ' t ' o F M . PASXEtJR's S y s t e ' m ' i TedTnTqlTe of
his Method, aiid^tatistics^ By RRNAUD S U Z O R , M.B. Crown Bvo. cloth extr.i, G s .
I D L E l M T H E ) : A M o n t h l y " R I a g a ^ n c . ~ ^ E d i t " ^ r b y JET«>^7Hl^."^J"KR..ME
*
and R O B E R T K . JIARR. Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence AIopthly,_Vcis, I, and
II, now ready, cloth extra, . 5 s , each ; Cases for Bindin,;, !•<. GrL

CHATTO & Vk'iiMDUS, 214, PICCADILLY-
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INGELQV/ (JEAN).-FATED TO BE FREE. Post svo, illustrated bds., as.
INDOOR PAUPERS, By ONE OF THF.M. Crown SVO, I S . ; cloth. Is, 6d.
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE)"AN"D LICENSED VICTUALLER'S
MANUAL,

By J. TREV0R-DAVir;s. Crown Svo, Is.;

cloth. I s , iUl.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by
A. PERCEVAL G R A V E S .

Post Svo. cloth limp, S s . G d ,

JAMEST-^ROMANCE OF"THE"QUEErS "HOUNDS.
JAMES.

By

CHARLES

Post BVO, picture cover. I S , ; cloth limp, 5 S , G d ,

J A N V I E R , " - P R A C T T C A L KERAMICS F()R STO
A. JANVIER. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Gs.
JAY (HARRIETT)"," NOVELSTB^YT Post BVO, illustrated boards,
THE DARK COLLEEN,

'iZT^.

| T H E QUEEN OP COKNAUGHT,

J E F F E R I E S ( R I C H A R D ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, d o t h U m p , ' ^ s . G d , each.
NATURE NEAR LONDON. | T H E L I F E OF T H E F I E L D S . | T H E OPEN AIR.
*,.* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER E D I T I O N , crown Bvo^ buckram, gilt top, G s . each.
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD J E F F E R I E S . By W A L T E R BESANT. Second Edition. Witli a Photofiraph Portrait. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, G.s,

JENNINGS (H, J,), WORKS BY.
CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM, Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3.s. 6 d .
LORD TENNYSON : A liiog^aphical .Sketcli. With a Photograph,

JEROME.—STAGELAND.

B ^ T E R O M E I^. J'EROME.

tions by ). BERNARD PARTRIDGE.

Cr. Sv'o, cl^«!^^,

With 64 Illustra-

Square Bvo, picture cover. I s . ; cloth limp, S.a,

JERROTD'^HE^ARB^ER^S^HAIRT&THEHE^^^
By DOUGLAS JERROLD. Post '6vo, printed on laid paper and hall-bound, il.'^.
J E R R O L D ( T O M ) , W O R K S ~ B Y 7 " P ' ^ 8 V O , I s . e a c h ; clothlimp, I s . G d . e a c h ,
THE GARDEN THAT PAID T H E REHT,
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE; A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.
OURJIITCHEN GARDEN: The^Plants^and liow'we Cook Them. Cr. 8 v o , c I . , l a . « d .

JES'SE.-SCENESTND"OCCUPAllONS~bYT"c^^^^^
EDWARD JESSE.

Post Svo, ciotn limp, 1^^,

JONES"(^ILLIAM7F7S. 17)7WORKS BY.
Cr.Svo, cl. extra, 7 « . G ^ l T c a ^ .
FINGER-RING L O R E : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.
With nearly 300
Illustrations. .Second Edition, Revised and liniarged.
CREDULITIES, PAST AND P R E S E N T . Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, E'^^s, Lurk, tkc. With an Etched i'^rontispiece.
_ CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History ol Regalia. _ W i t h 100 Illustrations.

JONSON'S" (BEN) WORKS.

Vvith Notes 'Criticarand Exp!anak)ry;

and a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM G I F F O R D .
HAM. T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, G s , each.

Edited by Colonel CUNNING-

J0SEPHUSTTHE""CdMPLETE"W6RKS~0F
Containing " T h e Antiquities of the J e w s " and " T h e W a r s 01 the Jews."
Ilhistratinns and Maps. T w o Vols., demy Svo, half-bound, l ^ , t . titi.

With 52

irEMFfT^PENCILAND PALETTETChapters on^ATTaiTd Artists. By
ROBERT K E M P T .

Post Bvo, cloth limp, '.J«. G d .

KERSHAW.'-^COLONIALT^iCTS"TAND
Sketches.

FICTTONS :

Humorou^s

By MARK KERSHAW. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, t£^.; cloth, '-5s, G d ,

irEYSER,"^UT^Y'"THETlESSrvrNovei."'~B7
Crown Svo, picture cover. I s , ; cloth limp, "Bs, G d ,

KING (R, ASHE K "NOVELS BYj' "cr. svorciV^^VGd^ e^;l^'ol;T8^o;i7d3Tj^7^,
A DRAWN GAME,

_ I " T H E WEARING OF T H E GREEN,"
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 'is. each.
PASSION'S S L A Y E , _
|
BELL BARRY,
K N I G H T S ( T H E ) O F T H E L I O N : A R o m a n c e of t h e T h i r l e e n l h C e n t u r y ,
lidited, with an Introduction, by the MAROUESS of LORNE, K . T , Cr. Svo, cl. ez,. t-.-f.
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

KNIGHT. —THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice. By W I L L I A M K N I G H T ,
K N I G H T , L . R . C . P . Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth limp, I s . G d .

M.R.C.S., and EDWARD

T AMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse,
including " Poetry for C h i l d r e n " and " P r i n c e D o r u s . " Edited, with Notes and
Introduction, by K. H . S H E P H E R D . With T w o Portraits and Facsimile of a page
of the " Essay on Roast Pig.'' Crown Svo, half-bound, T s . 6 d .
T H E ESSAYS O F E L I A . Post Svo, printed on laid paper a n d half-bound, 3 s .
L I T T L E E S S A Y S : Sketches and C h a r a c t e r s by C H A R L E S LAMB, selected from his
Letters by PERCY F I T Z G E R A L D . Post Bvo, cloth limp, S s . Hd.
T H E DRAMATIC ESSAYS O F C H A R L E S LAMB. With Introduction and Notes
bv BRANDER M A T T H E W S , and Steel-plate Portrait. F c a p . Bvo, hf.bd., ! i s , G d ,

LANDUR.-CITATION AND EXAMINATlOJTOF WILLIAM

SHA"KS-

P E A R E , &c., belore Sir T H O M A S LUCY, touching Deer-stealing, igfth September, 1582.
T o which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the
E a r l oi Essex, touching t h e State of Ireland, 1595. By W A L T E R SAVAGE LANDOR,
Fcap. Bvo, half-Roxburghe, i j s , G<1,

LANE.—THE THOUSAND^ND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
E n g l a n d T H E ARABIAN N I G H T S ' ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the
Arabic, with Notes, by EDWARD W I L L I A M L A N E . Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD STANLEY POOLE. With a
Preface tjy STANLEY L A N E - P O O L E . T h r e e Vols., demy Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d . each.

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
T H E STORY OF T H E LONDON P A R K S . With lllusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, S s . 6 d .
ANECDOTES OF T H E CLERGY : T h e Antiquities, H u m o u r s , and Eccentricities oi
the Cloth. Post Bvo, prin£ecl on laid paper and half-bound, 2 s .
Post Svo, cloth limp, ! i s . G d . each.
FORENSIC ANECDOTES.
j
THEATEIC.IL ANECDOTES.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on h a n d - m a d e paper, bound in buckram, 3 s .
J E U X D ' E S P R I T . Edited bv H E N R Y S. L E I G H . Post SVO, cloth limp, g s . 6 d .
L E Y S ( J O H N ) . — T H E L I N D S A Y S : A R o m a n c e . P o s t Svo, illust. b d s . , 2S^
L J F E

IN

LONDON ;

or,

The

History

of

JERRY

HAWTHORN

and

COR-

INTHIAN T O M . W i t h CRUIKSHANK'S Coloured Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra,
7s. G d .
[New Edition preparing.
L i N T O N ( E . L Y N N ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, cloth limp,-.is. G d , each.
W I T C H STORIES,
|
O U R S E L V E S : ESSAYS ON W O M E N .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ' post Bvo, illustrated b o a r d s , S s . each.
SOWING T H E W I N D .
I UNDER W H I C H L O R D ?
PATRICIA KEMBALL.
| "MY LOVE!"
I
lONE.
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. I PASTON C A R E W , M i l l i o n a i r e & Miser,
T H E WORLD W E L L LOST.
|
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, '..Js. each.
T H E R E B E L OF T H E FAMILY.
|
W I T H A S I L K E N THREAD.
F R E E S H O O T I N G : E x t r a c t s from t h e W o r k s of Mrs. L Y N N L I N T O N . Post Svo, cloth,

as. Gd.
I
LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustratl^
on Steel and Wood.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G«l.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel.

By HENRY W . LUCY,

Crown

Svo, cloth extra, B s . G d . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

LUSIAD (THE) OF" CAM0ENS7~Ti^n¥ktidTnlo"^iiiirsh SpenserlSii
Verse by ROBERT FFRENCH D U F F .

With 14 Plates.

Demy Svo, cloth boards, 1 8 s .

MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY.
*

TERESA ITASCA. Crown Svo, cloth extra. I s .
BROKEN W I N G S . With 6 lllusts. by W . I. H E N N E S S Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra 6 » ,

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s . ; post Bvo illustrated boards, 9s.
'
EPNOR WHITLOCK. Crown Svo, cloth^extra, G s .

MACDONELL.-QUAKER COUSINS : A'NOVOI. By AWT^^UACDONKLL.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, :5s. G d . ; post Svo, illuslrateil boards, '.is.

CHATTO

Sc W I N D U S ,
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MCCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY^
A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 1B80. Four Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 1 3 s . each.—Also
a POPULAR E D I T I O N , in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, Gs. each.—And a
JUBILEE E D I T I O N , with an Appendix of E v e n t s to the end of 1SB6, in T w o Vols.,
large crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d . each.
& SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, Gs.
—Also a C H E A P P O P U L A R E D I T I O N , post Svo, cloth Ump, 3 s . G d .

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra,
1 3 s . each.
IVoU.l. & 11. ready.
Cr. Bvo. cl. extra, 3 s . G d . each; post Svo, illust. bds.. ' 3 s . each ; cl. limp, 3 s . G d . e a c h .
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS.
MISS MISANTHROPE.
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER.
DONNA QUIXOTE.
A FAIR SAXON.
THE COMET OF A SEASON.
LINLEY ROCHFORD.
MAID OF ATHENS.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.
CAMIOLA: A Girl wdth a Fortune.
THE DICTATOR, T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo.
IShortly
"THE RIGHT H O N O U R A B L E V '

PRAED. Fourth Edition.

By J U S T I N M C C T R T H Y , M . P . , a n d Mrs.CAMpsELL-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, G s .

MCCARTHY (JUSTIN H.), WORKS BY.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., Svo, 1 3 s . each. [Vols. I. & II. readv.
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth. I s . l i d .
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION ; Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown Svo, cloth, Gs.
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small Bvo, gold cloth, 3 s , G d .
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 410, J a p a n e s e vellum, S s .
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown Bvo, pict^ui^cover. I s . ; cloth limp, I s . G d .
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s .
DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s . ; clotli limp. I s , C d .
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, I s . ; cloth limp. I s . Gd.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales.
Edited by J U S T I N H .
MCCARTHY. With 2 Photogravures by STANLEY L . W O O D . T w o Vols., crown
Bvo, half-bound, 1 3 s .

MACDONALD (GE6ME,"TLTD:)rW0RKS'BY'.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. T e u Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth
case, 3 1 s . Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at 3 s . G d . each.
Vol,
1. W I T H I N AND W I T H O U T . — T H E H I D D E N L I F E .
,,
II. T H E D I S C I P L E . — T H E G O S P E L W O M E N . — B O O K OF S O N N E T S . — O R G A N .SONGS.
,, III. V I O L I N S O N G S . — S O N G S OF T H E DAYS AND N I G H T S . — A BOOK OF D R E A M S . —
ROADSIDE P O E M S . — P O E M S FOR C H I L D R E N .
„
IV. P A R A B L E S . — B A L L A D S . — S C O T C H S O N G S .
,, V. & VI. P H A N T A S T E S : A Faerie R o m a n c e .
j
Vol. V I I . T H E P O R T E N T .
,,VI1I. T H E L I G H T P R I N C E S S . — T H E G I A N T ' S H E A R T . — S H A D O W S .
„
IX. C R O S S P U R P O S E S . — T H E G O L D E N K E Y . — T H E C A R A S O Y N . — L I T T L E D A Y L I G H T
,,
X. T H E C R U E L P A I N T E R . — T H E W o w o' R I V V E N . — T H E C A S T L E . — T H E BROKEN
S W O R D S . — T H E GRAY W O L F . — U N C L E COR^NELIUS.

POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACi)0NALb7 Collected and arranged by t h e
Author. 2 vols., crown Svo, buckram, 1 3 s .
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by G E O R G E MACDONALD. Post Bvo, cloth, Ss.
HEATHER A^^D^SNOW: A Nove[. 2 vols., crown Bvo.
IShortly.

MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS :' Notes on Popular
Games.

By ROBERT MACGREGOR.

Post 8vn. cloth limp, t j s . 0<l.

MACKAY.-INTERLUDES ANDTJNDERTONESiorTMuiTcitT^lirglu:
By CHARLES MACKAY, LL.D. CrowiiBv^, cloth extra, Gs. __
MACLISE P O R T R A I T l S A X r E R Y l T H E ) OF ILLUSTMmJ'S LITERARY CHARACTERS: 83 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half ol
the Present Century, by WILLIAM BATES, B.A. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s , G<l.
M A C Q U O I D ( M R S 7 ) 7 ~ W O R T i S ~ " B Y 7 ^ S ^ ^ 7 8 ^ 7 ^ h ^ x t r a , 7 s 7 G d . each. '
IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACOUOID.
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY.
With
34 Illustrations bv T H O M A S R . MACQUOID.

THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations b y T . R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and n M^g.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID.
Post SVO, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
THE EVIL EYE, and other gtoiies, |
LOST ROSF,

i6

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practical
Directions for producing the Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, a n d preparing Lantern
Slides. By T . C. H E P W O R T H . W i t h lo Illustrations. Cr. Svo, I s . j cloth. I s . G d .

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, H a t s , Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual Experience. Edited by W. H.
C R E M E R . With200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4 s . G d .

MAGNA C H A R T A : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms a n d Seals emblazoned in Gold a n d Colours, 5 9 .

M A L L O C K ( W . H . ) , WORKS B Y .
T H E H E W R E P U B L I C . Post Bvo, picture cover, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . G d .
T H E N E W P A U L & V I R G I N I A : Positivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth, S s . G d .
P O E M S . Small 410, p a r c h m e n t , 8 s .
I S L I F E W O R T H L I V I N G ? Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6 s .
A ROMANCE OF T H E N I N E T E E N T H C E N T U R Y . Crown Svo, cloth, G s .

MALLORY'S

(SIR THOMAS) MORT D ' A R T H U R : The Stories of

King A r t h u r a n d of t h e Knights of the Round T a b l e .
M O N T G O M E R I E RANKING. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3.s.

(A Selection.)

Edited by B.

M A R K T W A I N , W O R K S B Y . C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, y s . 6 d . each.
T H E CHOICE W O R K S OF MARK T W A I N . Revised a n d Corrected throughout
by the Author. W i t h Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustralions.
R O U G H I N G I T , a n d INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 lllusts. by F , A, ERASER.
MARK T W A I N ' S LIBRARY OF H U M O U R . W i t h 197 Illustrations.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra (illustrated), y s . C d . each; post Svo, illust, boards, S s . each.
T H E INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, N e w Pilgrim's Progress. W i t h 2^4 Illustrations.
( T h e Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK T W A I N ' S P L E A S U R E TRIP.)
T H E GILDED A G E . By MARK T W A I N a n d C. D . W A R N E R . With 212 Illustrations
T H E A D V E N T U R E S OF TOM S A W Y E R . W i t h i n Illustrations.
A TRAMP ABROAD. W i t h 314 Illustrations.
T H E P R I N C E AND T H E P A U P E R . W i t h 190 Illustrations.
L I F E ON T H E M I S S I S S I P P I . With 300 Illustrations.
A D V E N T U R E S OP H U C K L E B E R R Y F I N N . W i t h 174 IHusts. by E . W . KEMBLE.
A YANKEE AT T H E COURT OF KIKG A R T H U R . W i t h 220 lllusts. by BEARD.
MARK T W A I N ' S S K E T C H E S . Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
T H E STOLEN W H I T E E L E P H A N T , &c. Cr. Svo, cl., G s . ; post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s .
T H E AMERICAN CLAIMANT.
W i t h 81 Illustrations by H A L H U R S T and DAN
BEARD. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ."Js. Gel.
M A R L O W E ' S W O R K S . Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and.Introductions, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown BVO clotli extra G i .

MARRYAT (FLORENCE)r NOVELS^BYr^osrsvTiriTisTrboaid^^'s.e^ch.
A H A R V E S T OP W I L D OATS.
OPENJ^ S E S A J I E J

I
I

FIGHTING T H E AIR.
W R I T T E N IN F I R E .

MASSINGER'S PLAYS.
F r o m t h e T e x t of'w'iLLiAM G i F F O R o T ^ d i t e d
by Col CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, cloth extra G«.

MASTERMAN.- HALF-A-DOZEN
_

MASTERMAN.

DAUGHTERS : A Novel.

By T,

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

M A T T H E W S . - A SECRET OF THrSEAT&^B^^BKANDER MATTHENVST
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, Six.; cloth limp 3 * . G d .

^^J,."rn^-n;.V?P^^¥T^^^^^^TERi~ANFTHE HUMOROUS STDE
OF LONDON L I F E . _ B y HENRY MAYHEW. With lllusts. Crown Bvo, cloth. 3 s . G d .
M E N K E N . — I N F E L I C I A : P o e m s by A D A H ISAACS ^MENKF:^^;
With
_ Illustrations by F. E. LUMMIS and F. O. C. P A R L E Y . Small 4to clotli extra 7 « . <!d,

M E R R I C K . - T H E MAN W H O W A S G 0 0 D T ~ B 7 " L I : O N A R U MERRICK,
Author of "Violet Moscs^'^&c.^ Post Svo, illustrated b o a r d s

3i

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A)7ThT^^T^>^^s~tolhe iVio^G^^nd^"" Py
A. E. S W E E T a n d J. ARMOY KNOX.

WUh 265 lllusts.

Cr. Svo, cioth extra 7^ <id

MrDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS^ B Y . " Post BVO, iih;st:'boi:rds'3s.cach
TOUCH AND GO.

| MR. DORILLION.

MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG ; or, T h ^ H ^ s e o f Life :
H u m a n Physiology, with its application to the Presfrvation of Ilraltli. By Mis
F . F E N W I C K M I L L E R . With n u m e r o u s Illustrations. l o s t Svo. cloth liriin •-»- (Jii,

CHATTO
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M I L T O N ( J . L . ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, i s . e a c h ; cioth, i s , « d . each.
THE HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. W i t h Directions for D i t t , Soaps, Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY, Demy Bvo, I s ,

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAB? Cr. 8vo, Is. ;'cioth. Is. 6clT
MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, S s .
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown Svo, cloth, 1,«. Gil.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
THE EPICUREAN; a n d ALCIPHRON. Post Svo, half-bound, 3 s .
PROSE AND V E R S E , H u m o r o u s , Satirical, and Sentimental, by THOMAS M O O R E ;
with Suppressed Passages from t h e MEMOIRS O F LORD BVRON. Edited by R .
H E R N E S H E P H E R D . W i t h Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d .

MUDDOCK ( J 7 " E : X ~ S ^ T 0 R I E S BY.
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post Bvo, illust. boards, 3 s . ; cloth, 3 s , G d .
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or, T h e Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by
F. BARNARD. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 5 s . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, lis.
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s ,
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. W i t h
12 Illustrations bv STANLEY L . W O O D . Crown Bvo, cloth extra, .5s.

MimRATTD^'CHRISTlEX'lJOVELS TBY^
Crown Svo, cloth extra, '.is. Gd, each ; post Svo, illustrated boards. S s . each.
A LIFE'S ATONEMENT,
BY THE GATE OP THE SEA.
HEARTS.
JOSEPH'S COAT,
WAY OF THE WORLD A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE,
COALS OF FIRE.
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
A MODEL FATHER.
YAL STRANGE.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO. CYNIC FORTUNE.
BOB MARTIN'S LITTLE GIRL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . Gd
TIME'S REVENGES. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. _ Cj;. S^^cl^.cxtra, G s . ; post Svo, illust. bds., 3 » ,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post hvo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
PAjIL^JONES'S ALIAS. W i t h 13 Illustrations. | THE B I S H O P S ' B I B L E .

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY.
A GAME OP BLUFF. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . ; cloth, S s . G d .
A SONG OF SIXPENCE. Post Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

FR"OM
N EWBOLT.—TAKEN
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards. I s . G d .

THE ENEMY. By

.UEMRY NEWBOLT.

NISBET'(HUME)7~B00KS^BYr
"BAIL U P ! " Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d , ; post Svo, illustrated bDards, 'Ss.
DR, BERNARD ST. VINCENT. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s .
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . GeL
WHERE ART BEGINS. W i t h 27 lllusts. Square Bvo, cloth extra, y s . G d .

NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS^F
THE CENTURY, Edit, by H. T . MACKENZIE B E L L . Cr. Svo, c l , 3n. Gd. \Fr,pamif:.
0'HANLON""(AXICE), NOVELS BY.
Past BVO, illu7t7ntedboards,'3s7e7ch."
"
THE UNFORESEEN.
| CHANCE? OR F A T E ?

OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY.
DOCTOR RAMEAU. 9 lllusts. by E. BAYARD. Cr. Bvo, cl., G ^ . ; post Svo, bd.i., '.1^.
A LAST LOVE, Crown Bvo, cloth, 5 » . ; post Bvo, boards, S.«.
A WEIRD GIFT, Crown Svo. cloth. 3 a . G d . ; post Bvo. boards, S s .
OLYPHANT

(MRS.),

N O V E L S

B Y .

post Svo, i l l u M r a t c d i r o a r d Z s T T e T c h .

THE PRIMROSE PATH.
| THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND
WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by ARTHUR HOPKINS and IltNRV WOODS,
A.R.A. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d , ; post Bvo, illustrated hoards, 3 « .

0'R¥IXLY7HARRINGT0N).-FIFTY
ventures of JOHN Y . N E L S O N ,

YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Ad:

TOO Illusls. by P. FRENZI'.NV.

Ciown Bvo, .'5». <i<l,

0'REILLTTMRS7)7^PiKEBE'ST^ORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY.
LAYS OF FRANCE,

Crown Bvo, cloth extra. l O s . G d .

BOOKS

PUBLISHED

BY

OUIDA, NOVELS BY.

Cr. Svo, cl., 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post Svo, Uust.bds., S s . each
FOLLE-FARINE.
MOTHS.
A DOG OF FLANDERS.
PIPISTRELLO.
PASCAREL.
A VILLAGE COMMUNE.
TWO LITTLE WOODEN IN MAREMMA.
BIMBI.
I SYRLIN.
SHOES.
WANDA.
SIGNA.
IN A WINTER CITY.
FRESCOES. I OTHMAB.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.
UNDER TWO FLAGS. ARIADNE,
FRIENDSHIP.
GUILDEROY, | RUFFIHO.
PUCK.
BIMBI. Presentation Edition, with N i n e Illustrations by E D M U N D II. G A R R E T T
Square Bvo, cloth, 3 s .
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square Svo, cloth, G s . ; crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . G d .
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the W o r k s of OUIDA by F, SYDNE'
M O R R I S . Post Bvo, cloth extra, 5 s . C H E A P E D I T I O N , illustrated boards, S s .

HELD IN BONDAGE.
TRICOTRIN.
STRATHMORE.
CHANDOS.
CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S
GAGE.
IDALIA.

PAGETH.

A^)~WORKS"BY\

THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post Svo, cloth limp, S s . G d .
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HISTORY OF, from the S t u a r t s to Queen Victoria. By J O S E P H G R E G O . A New Edition
with 93 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . GiL

PASCAL'S

PROVINCIAL"

LETTERS. A New Translation, with His

torical Introduction and Notes by T . M ' C R I E , D.D.

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s .

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MARGARET A.
piece by H E L E N PATERSON.

PAUL.

With Frontis

Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illust. boards. 3<

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . G d . each; post Svo, illustrated boards. S s . each.
LOST SIR MASSINGBERD.
A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
FROM EXILE.
WALTER'S WORD,
THE CANON'S WARD,
LESS BLACK THAN
WE'RE
PAINTED.
THE TALK OP THE TOWN.
BY PROXY.
HOLIDAY TASKS.
HIGH SPIRITS.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGB.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.
THE WORD AND THE WILL.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . each.
HUMOROUS STORIES,
FOUND DEAD.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS,
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
A MARINE REaiDENCE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIM.
MIRK ABBEY.! SOME PRIVATE VIEWS
BENTINCK'S TUTOR,
NOT WOOED, BUT WON.
A PERFECT TREASURE.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.
HALVES,
I THE BURNT MILLION
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE,
FALLEN FORTUNES,
CARLYON'S YEAR. I CECIL'S TRYST.
WHAT HE COST HER.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
KIT: A MEMORY, | FOR CASH ONLY.
AT HER MERCY.
A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD.
THE CLYFFARD3 OF CLYFFE.
SUNNY STORIES,
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Stories of M A R I N E A D V E N T U R E . With 17 Illus
Irations. C r o w n Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .
NOTES FROM THE " N E W S , " Crown Svo, portrait cover. I s , ; cloth. I s . G d .

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY'Tp^rsv'c^ci.^-Ss!Gd,each
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.
PEGASUS RE-SADDLED, With T e n full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Socicte, Selected by H, C. P E N N E L L .

P H E L P S 1 E . S T U A R T ) 7 W O R K S B Y . ^ P O ^ S T O T I S . each ; cloIhTl^^TGd.'^i'ch'
BEYOND THE GATES, By theAuthor I AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE,
of " T h e Gates Ajar."
[ BURGLARS IN PARADISE.
JACK THE FISHERMAN, Illustrated by C. W . U E K P . Cr. Svo, l « , ; cloth, 1«, Gd,

PIRKIS (C, L,). NOVELS BY,
TROOPING WITH CROWS,

h e a p . Svo, picture cover, I s ,

LAPV LOYEl^ACE, I'o§t Hvo, illustrated boards, S»,

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
PLANCHE (J. R,), WORKS BY.
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THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and 209 lllusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. 7 s , G d .
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1B79. Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Cr. SVO, C1.,GS.

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated fronTThe
Greek, with Notes Critical a n d Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by JOHN and
WILLIAM LANGHORNE. With Portraits. T w o Vols., demy Svo, half-bound, l O s . G d .

POE'STEDGAR A L L A N ) " ^ 0 I C E W O R K S ,

in Prose and Poetry. Intro-

duction by CHAS. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. Bvo, cloth, ^ s . G d .
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s ,

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo,iiiust. bds.. ss.ea.
THE ROMANCE OF A STATION,

j THE SOUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN.

» THE RIGHT HONOURABLE," By Mrs. C A M P B E L L PRAED a n d J U S T I N M C C A R T H Y ,

M.P.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, G s ,

PRICE (E. C ) , NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 " . G d . each ; post Svo, illustrated hoards. S s , each.
VALENTINA,
| THE FOREIGNERS.
| MRS, LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD, Post Bvo, illustrated boards, S s .

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA ; or. The Great Conspiracy of 1881, By
the Princess OLGA.

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6.**.

PROCTOR (RICHARD

A:7^.A.),

WORKS BY.

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 lllusts. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , Gd.
EASY STAR LESSONS, With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. Bvo, Gs.
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, G s .
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Bvo, cloth ex., l O s . G d .
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illuslrations. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., G».
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown Svo, I s . G d .

iPRYCE.-MISS MXXWELL'S AFFECTION'S.
Frontispiece by H A L LUDLOW.

By RICHARD

PRYCE.

Cr. Bvo, cl., 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illust, boards., 3 - .

PAMFOSSONr-TOT¥LTRXSTRONOMY. By J. RAMBOSSON, Laureaie
of the Institute of France. With numerous lllusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Vs. Gd.

RANDOLPH.-AUNT

ABIGAILTDYKES

GEORGE RANDOLPH, U.S.A.

: A Novel. By Lt.-Colonel

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^ s . 4itJ.

REXDETCHARLES), NOVELS~BT:
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3 < . G d . each; post Bvo, illust. bds., S s . each.
PEG WOFFINGTON, Illustrated by S. L. F I L D E S , R.A.—Also a POCKET EDITION,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Bvo, half-leather, 3 s . G d .
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by WILLIAM SMALL.—Also a POCKET EDITION,
set in New Type, in Elzevir stylo, fcap. Bvo, half-leather, S s . G d .
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. P I N W E L L .
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust H E L E N PATERSON.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by M A T T S T R E T C H .
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. E L L E N EDWARDS.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illiisls. by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A., and C. K E E N E .
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH, Illustrated by CHARLES K E E N E .
HARD CASH, Illustrated by F . W. LAWSON.
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L . F I L D E S , R.A., and W I L L I A M SMALL.
FOUL PLAY, Illustrated by G E O R G E D U MAURIER.
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE, Illustrated by ROBERT BARNES.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION, Illustrated by EDWARD H U G H E S and A. W . COOPER.
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by KATE CRAUFURD.
THE WANDERING HEIR, Illust. by H. PATERSON, S . L . F I L D E S , C . G R E E N , &C.
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by THOMAS COULDERY.
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P . MACNAB.
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Illust. b y E . A , ABBEY, &O.
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by J O S E P H NASH.
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by F R E D . BARNARD.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE.
BIBLE CHARACTERS: S t u d i e s ^ f D a v i d , Paul, &c. Fcap. Svo, leatherette, I s .
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by W A L T E R BESANT.
Elzevir Edition. 4 v o l s , post Bvo, each with Front., cl. ex., gilt top, 1 4 s . the set.
SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Cr. Svo, buckram, G s .
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COOKS PUBLISHED BY

RIDDELL

(MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY.

Crown Svo cloth extra. 3 s . G d . e a c h : post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . e a c h .
T H E PRINCE OF W A L E S ' S GARDEN PARTY.
|
W E I R D STORIES.
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 'Ss. each.
H E R MOTHER'S DARLING.
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS
T H E NUN'S C U R S E .
FAIRY W A T E R .
IDLE T A L E S .
RIMMER (ALFRED), W O R K S BY.
S q u i r e Svo, cloth gilt, ? s . G d . each.
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations.
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations.
ABOUT ENGLAND W I T H D I C K E N S . With ^B lllusts. b y C . A. VANDERHOOF, &C.

RIVES (Amglie).—BARBARA DERING-T"By AMELIE RIVES, Author
of " T h e Quick or the Dead ? "

ROBINSON CRUSOE.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

By^DiNiETDEFOE^

S7 Illustrations by G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK.

("MAJOR'S EDITION.)

With

Post Svo, half-bound, 3 s .

ROBINSON (F. W . 1 : " N 0 V E L S ~ B Y :
WOMEN ARE STRANGE, Post Svo, illustratsd boards, 3 s .
T H E HANDS OF J U S T I C E . Cr. Svo, cloth ex., 3 s . G d , ; post Bvo, illust. bds., S s .
R 0 B I N S 0 F T P H I L ) r W 0 R " K ~ S l 3 Y r ' c r o w n Svo, d o t h extra, G s , each.
THE POETS' BIRDS,
I THE P O E T S ' B E A S T S .
T H E P O E T S AND N A T U R E : R E P T I L E S , F I S H E S , AND INSECTS,

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by SAINTE- BEUVE.

Post Svo, cloth limp, ^ s .

R O n r ^ F ' M T f T E ' ^ M B E Y , THE :~ALrsTofIheTrincTp^^^^^
who came from Normandy with William tbe Conqueror, and Settled in this Country
A.n. 1066-7. With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed. 5 s
R O W L E Y ( H 0 N . n t r U G H ) 7 " W 0 R K S B Y ^ Post Bvo, cloth, 3 s ; " G d . " ^ h 7
P U N I A N A : R I D D L E S AND J O K E S . With numerous Illustrations.
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrate 1.
R U N C I M A N ( J A M E S ) , S T O R I E S B Y . Po^t Svo, bds., S < . ea.; cl., S s . G d . ea
S K I P P E R S AND SHELLBACKS.
I GRACE BALMAIGN'S S W E E T H E A R T .
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.
I

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 6 s . e a c h ; post Svo, illust. boards, S s . each ; clotli limn, S s , G d , ea
A BOOK FOR T H E HAMMOCK.
ROUND T H E G A L L E Y - F I R E .
MYSTERY OF T H E " O C E A N STAR."
IN T H E MIDDLE WATCH.
T
H E ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE
A VOYAGE TO T H E CAPE.
Cr. Bvo, cl, extra, 3 s , G d , e a . ; post Bvo, illust. boards, 3 s . ea. ; clotli limp ^it. G d . ea.
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY.
|
MY SHIPMATE L O U I S E ,
ALONE ON A W I D E W I D E SEA.
ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD, Post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s . ; clotli limp. S s . G d .

gAlN T AUBYN (ALANX, NOVELS BY;^

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 « . G d , e a c h ; post Bvo, illust. boards, 3 s . each.
A F E L L O W OF TRINITY, Note by OLIVER W E N D E L L H O L M E S and Frontispiece.
T H E JUNIOR DEAN.
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, I s . G d , each.
T H E OLD MAID'S S W E E T H E A R T ,
|
^MODEST LITTLE SARA.
_ T H E MASTER OP ST. B E N E D I C T ' S ^ T w o VSi'sTcrovvn^Svo^^

S A L A (G^ A.").-(^ASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, 2s
S A N S O N . - S E V E N GENEMTTdNS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoir
of the Sanson Family (i68S to 1B47). C i o w n Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . G d . _

SAUNDERSTJOHN); NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo, clotli extra, 3 s . G d . e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
GUY WATERMAN. | T H E LION IN T H E PATH. | T H E TWO DREAMER!
BOUND TO T H E W H E E L . Crown Bvo, cloth"extra_^j;s. G d ,

SAUNDE'RS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY." "
Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 3 s . G d . each; post Bvo. illiistralc 1 boards, 'Ss, each.
MARGARET AND E L I Z A B E T H .
j HEART SALVAGE,
T H E HIGH MILLS,
J SEBASTIAN,
JOAN MERRYWEATHER, Post Kvo7illustrat.d b o n d s , 'Ss.
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown Svo, cloth extri, 3 ^ , G d ,

CHATfO
SCTENCE-GOSSIP.

8c W I N D U S , 2 1 4 , P I C C A D I L L Y
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Edited by Dr. J, E. TAYLOR, F.L.S., &c. "Devoted

tJ Geolofy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physio
graphy, &c. 4 d . Monthly. Pts. i to 300, S d . e a c h ; Pts. 301 to date, 4 d . each. Vols.
I. to XIX , y s . G d . e a c h ; Vols. XX. to date, 5 s . each. Cases for Binding, I s . 6«I.
S C O T L A N D Y A R D : E x p e r i e n c e s of 3 7 Y e a r s .
B y Chief-Inspector
CAVANAGH. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, S s . ; cloth, 3 s , G d ,
SECRET O U T , T H E: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." By W . H . CREMER.
With 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4 s . G«!.

SEGUIN (L. G,), WORKS^lBr
THE COUNTRY OP T H E PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Mans and 16 lllusts. Crown Svo. cloth extra. G s .

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Ud.
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE.

W i t h Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR .SMITH.

SMRP^CHILDRMl)F~TO-MORROlVr~A^'(^^^
SHARP.

Cr. 4to, G s .

B^^WILLIAM

Crown Svo, cloth extra, G s .

SMRPTTUErTROBERTlBARR), STORIES BY.
IN A STEAMER CHAIR. W i t h 2 Ilhistrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, .'$«, O J .
FROM W H O S E B O U R N E ? &c. With Fifty lUustrations. ^
[Shorth'.

SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSF^NDPROSE OF
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. H E R N E
S H E P H E R D . Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, 3st. Hit, each.
POETICAL W O R K S , in T h r e e Vols.:
Vol.

I. Introduction b y t h e E d i t o r ; Posthumous Fragmentsof Arargaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre
spondence with^Stockdale; T h e AVandennfi J e w ; Queen Mab, with tlie Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometlieus Unbound ; Adonai'^, &c.
Vol. I I . Laon and Cythna ; T h e Cenci; Julian and M a d d a l o ; Swellfoot the T y r a n t ; T h e Witch of
Atlas; Epipsjxhidion: Hellas.
Vol. I I I . Posthumous Poems; T h e Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

PROSE W O R K S , in T w o Vols.:
Vol.

I. T h e Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refutation of Deism ; Lettersto Lcic^h Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Frag-nieiits.
Vol. I I . T h e Essays; Letters from A b r o a d ; Translations and Fragments, Hdited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Biblioe;raphy of Shelley, and an Index of the I'rose AVorks.

SHERARD (R. H.).--ROGUES : A NoveL_ci;owri^Svo,2*.i cloth, is. G.I.
SHERIDAN (GENERAL).— PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
p . H . ^ H E R I D A N . _ W U h Portraits and Facsimiles. T w o Vols.,demy Svo, cloth,

ti'is.

SHERIDAN'S "(RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. Wrth
Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry.Translations, Speeches and lokes. lo lllusts. Cr.Svo, hf.-bound f s . G d ,
THE RIVALS, T H E SCHOOL FOR SC&MDAL, a n d other Plays. Post SvO, printed
on laid paper and half-bound, tis,
SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: T H E RIVALS a n d T H E SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by
BRAND^ER M A T T H E W S . With Illustrations. Demy Svo, half-parchment 1 2 s . G<l.

SIDNEY'S^(SiR PHILfP) COMPLETE FOEfTCAL WORKS, including all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A.B. GROSART, D.D. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo. cloth boards. I S s .

SIGNBOARDS : Their History,
and

Remarkable

Characters.

With'^Aliecdmes of Famous Taverns

liy JACOB LARWOOD and J O H N

Wiih Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations.

SllS"(^E0RG"E~R,)7 WORKS BY.

CAMDEN

HOTTF.N.

Crown Svo cloth extra T s , G<l,

''

''

Post Svo. illustrated boards, U s , each: cloth limp, 3 s , 6«L eacn.
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS,
MARY JANE MARRIED.
T H E RING 0 ' B E L L S ,
TALES OF TO DAY.
MARY J A N E ' S MEMOIRS,
DRAMAS OF L I F E . With 60 Illustrations.
TINKLETOP'S CRIME. W i t h a Frontispiece by MAURICE G'REIFFENHAGEN.
Z E P H : A C i r c u s S t o r y , &c,
Crown Svo, picture cover, I s , eacli; cloth, I s , G d . each.
HOW T H E POOR L I V E ; and HORRIBLE LONDON,
T H E DAGONET RECITER AND R E A D E R : being Readings and Recitations in
Prose and Verse, selected from his own W o r k s by G E O R G E R SIMS
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS, I
DAGONET D I T T I E 3 .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
SISTER DORA : A Biography.
Illustrations.

By MARGARET LONSDALE.

Demy Svo, picture cover, 4 < 1 . ; cloth,

With Four

till.

SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK.

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, '.is.

SLANG DICTIONARY
dotal.

( T H E ) : Etymological, Historical, and Anec-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Gs. Gtl^

SMITH (J, MOYR), WORKS BY.
THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS. With 130 lllusts. Post Svo, cloth extra, S s . G d .
TALES OF OLD THULE. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth gilt, Gs.
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH, Illustrated. Post Svo, cloth, Ga.

SOCIETY IN LONDON.
By A FOREIGN RESIDENT.
Crown Svo,
I s , ; cloth. Is. Gd.
"SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters
from Count P A U L VASILI to'a Young F r e n c h Diplomat.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6 s .

By Lord HENRY

SOMERSET.

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, fis.
S P A L D I N G . — E L I Z A B E T H A N D E M O N O L O G Y : A n E s s a y o n t h e Belief
in the Existence of Devils. By T. A. SPALDING, L L . B . Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5 s .
S P E I G H T "(T. W . ) , N O V E L S B Y .
Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2 s . each.

THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE.
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c.
THE GOLDEN HOOP.

HOODWINKED; and THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY.
BACK TO LIFE.

Post Svo, cloth limp. I s , G d . each.
A BARREN TITLE.
|
W I F E OR NO W I F E ?
THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY, Crown Svo, picture cover. I s .
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN.
B y M . H . TOWRY,
With Illustrations
by W A L T E R J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, G s .
STARRY H E A V E N S ( T H E ) : A POETICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK.
R ^
i6mo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6<1.
STAUNTON.—THE L A W S A N D PRACTICE OF CHESS.
With an
Analysis of t h e O p e n i n g s . By H O W A R D S T A U N T O N .

E d i t e d by R O B E R T B . W O R M A L D .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s .
STEDMAN (E. C ) , WORKS BY.
VICTORIAN POETS. T h i r t e e n t h Edition, Crown Svo. cloth extra, 9 s .
THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown Svo, cloth extra, D s .
S T E R N D A L E . — T H E A F G H A N K N I F E : A Novel.
By ROBERT
ARMITAGF, STERNDALE. Cr. Svo, cloth extra. l i s , G<I,; post Svo,illust. boards, '.is.
S T E V E N S O N ( R . L O U I S ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo.cl. limp, S s . G . l . each.
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by W A L T E R CRANE.
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by W A L T E R CRANE.
Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, G s . each.
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition.
THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS, With a Frontispiece. T h i r d Edition.
THE MERRY MEN. T h i r d Edition.
| UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition,
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. T h i r d Edition.
VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS.
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.
NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, G s . ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s .
THE SUICIDE CLUB; a n d THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From N E W ARABIAN
N I G H T S . ) W i t h Six Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, . I s .
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post Svo, illustrated boards. Is.
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. H y d e .
Second Edition.
Crown Svo, hand-made and brown paper. I s ,

''>TODDARD. — SUMMERnCRmSlNGnN"THE" SOUTH SEAS.
C. WARREN STonPARn.

By

Illustrated by W A L L I S MACKAY. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, ;{s. 6 « l .

^ORIES FROM FOREIGN N O V E L r S T S ^ \ V i T h l > ( ^ i ^ ^ H i l E N a n d
A L I C E ZIMMERN, Crown Svo, cloth extra, .'{s, Gil, ? post Svo, illustrated boariN, ' J » .

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.
With 19 Illustrations by G I L B E R T G A U L .
STRANGE SECRETS.

ENCE MARRYAT, &C.

T h i r d Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s .

Told by CONAN DOYLE, PERCY FITZGERALD,

FLOR-

Cr. Svo, ch ex.. Eight lllusts., G s . ; post Bvo, illust. bds., S s .

STRUTT'S~SPORTS"rANDr~PASTIMES"^OF~THE~^PEOPLE~OF
ENGLAND; including t h e Rural a n d Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
W I L L I A M H O N E . With 140 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d ,

SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON : A Residential Guide. With
a Map, and Notes on Rental, Rates, a n d Accommodation. Crown Svo, cloth, 7 s , 6<l.

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait,and Facsimiles of the Maps i n " Gulliver's Travels.'' Cr. Svo, cl., 7 s , titl.
GULLIVER'S TRAVELS, a n d A TALE OF A TUB. Post Svo, half-bound, 3 s .
^ A MONOGRAPH ON S W I F T , By J. C H U R T O N C O L L I N S . Cr. Svo. cloth, 8 a . fShortly.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON~C.), WORKS BY.
SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS
OF A. C. SWINBURNE, Fcap. Svo, G s .
ATALANTA IN CALYDON, Crown Svo,
Gs,
CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. C r . Svo, 7 s ,
POEMS AND BALLADS. F I R S T S E R I E S .
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo, 9 s .
POEMS AND BALLADS, SECOND S E R I E S ,
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo. 9 s ,
POEMS AND BALLADS. T H I R D S E R I E S .
Crown Svo, 7 s .
SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE, Crown Svo,
l O s . Gd.
BOTHWELL: A Tragedy.
Crown Bvo,
I S s , Gd.
SONGS OF TWO NATIONS, Cr. Svo, G s .
GEORGE CHAPMAN. {See Vol. I I . of G.
CHAPMAN'S Works.) Crown Svo, G s ,

ESSAYS AND STUDIES, Cr. Svo, I S s .
ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, Gs,
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown
Svo, G s ,
STUDIES IN SONG, Crown Svo, 7 s .
MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 8 s .
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE, Cr. Svo, 9 » .
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, S s .
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY, Cr.Svo, 7 s .
MARINO FALIEKO: A Tragedy. Crown
Svo, Gs.
A STUD Y OF VICTOR HUGO, Cr. Svo, G s .
MISCELLANIES, Crown Svo, I S s ,
LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, G s .
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON, Cr.Svo, 7 s .
THE S I S T E R S : A Tragedy. Cr. Svc, Gs.

SYMONDS.—WiNE, WOMEN, AND SONG : Mediaeval Latin Students'
Sonss. W i t h E s s a y a n d T r a n s . by J. ADDINGTON SYMON'DS. Fcap. Svo, parchment, G s .

SYNTAX'S (DR.) T H R E E ~ T 0 U R S : In Search of The PicturesqueTin
Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Lite of the Author by ] . C. H O T T ™ . Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7 s . G d ,

T A l N F S H I S T O W l ) F " ¥ N ^ L r S H ^ LITERATURE.

Translated by

H E N R Y VAN LAUN. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cl. bds., iJOs.—POPULAR EDITION,
T w o Vols.,large crown Svo, cloth extra, 1.5s.

TAYLOR'S

(BAYARDTDIVERSIONS

OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur-

lesques of Modern Writers. Post Svo, clmh lijnp, Ss^
T A Y L O R ( D R . J . E . , R O . ) , W O R K S B Y . Cr. Svo, cl. ex , 7 s , Gd, each.
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct
of the Vegetable Kint'dom. With a Coloured Frontispiece a n d lOO Illustrations.
OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and W h e r e to Find T h e m . 331 Illustrations.
THE PLAYTIME NATURALrs'T, With 363 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth, 5 s ,

TAYLOR'S (TOliy¥rST0RiCAL~DRAMAS. Containing '• cTancarty,"
" J e a n n e D a r e , " ' " T w i x t Axe and Crown," " T h e Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's
Wife," " A n n e Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7 s . G d .
*t* T h e Plays may also be had separately, at I s . each.

TENNYSON (LORD)T~ArBiografrhrcal SketcE

By H. J. JEN.MNGS.

With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Gs.—Cheap Edition, post Svo,
portrait cover. I s , ; cloth. I s . G d .

THACKERAY ANA : Notes and Anecdotes.

Illustrated by Hundreds of

Sketches by W I L L I A M MAKEPEACE THACKERAY.__Crowri_8yo. cloth extra. 7 s. G d .

THAMES.—A NEWT>TCTORIAL~HlSTORY OF THE THAMES.
By A. S. KRAUSSE. With 340 Illustrations Post Svo, I s . ; cloth. I s . <id.
T H O M A S ( B E R T H T ) 7 N 0 V E L S B Y , Cr. Svo. d . , .-Ss. Gd. ea.; post Svo, S s . ea.
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER,
I
PR^UD MAISIE.
CEESSIDA. Post Svo. illustrated boards, S s . "
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BOOKS P U B L I S H E D

BY

THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, With Introduction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 4S Illustrations.

Post 8vo, halt-bound, '^N.

T H O R N B U R Y ( W A L T E R ) , W O R K S B Y . Cr.Svo,cl.extra,~ys.Gd.ea'^h7
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W, TURNER. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his F r i e n d s . With Illustrations in Colours.
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit, by E . W A L F O R D , M.A. lllusts. by F. W . FAIRHOLT, F , S . A .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s , each.
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD,
| TALES FOR THE MARINES.
TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, cioth extra, 7 s . G d . each.
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its
F a m o u s Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and T a v e r n s . With 42 Illustrations.
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 4S Illustrations.

TROLLOPE (ATfHONY)rT?OYELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, I t s . G d . each ; post Svo, illustrated b o a r d s , tis. each.
MARION FAY.
THE WAY W E LIVE NOW.
KEPT IN THE DARK.
MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.
FRAU FROHMANN,
THE LAND-LEAGUERS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 'is. each,
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. | AMERICAN SENATOR.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s , Gil. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 3.s, each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA, | MABEL'S PROGRESS, | ANNE FURNES3.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND, Post svo. niust. bds.. 8s.
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL'S FOLLY: A Novel, By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

TYTLER (C. C. ERASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH : A N o ^
C. C. F R A S E R . T Y T L E R . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . ; post Bvo, illust. boards,

B^
'is.

TYTLElMSAMH)rNC)VELS^BY^
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d . each ;
THE BRIDE'S PASS.
I
LADY BELL.
|
Post Svo, illustrated
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE.
SAINT MUNGO'S CITY.
NOBLESSE OBLIGE.

post Svo. illustrated boards, 'is. each.
BURIED DIAMONDS.
THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS.
boards, 'is. each.
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.
DISAPPEARED.
THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

VILLARI.—A DOUBLE BOND. By

LINDA'VILLAKI.

Fcap. Svo, picture

cover, i s ,

WALT'

'WHITMAN,

POEMS

BY!

Edited, with Introduction, by

W I L L I A M M . R O S S E T T I . With Portrait, Cr. Bvo, hand-made paper and buckram, G s ,

V/ALTON

AND ~COTTON'S^dMPLETE""ANGLER ; or, Thi^"Coli:

teniplative Man's Recreation, by IZAAK W A L T O N ; and Instructions how to Angle for a
T r o u t or Grayling in a clear Stream, by C H A R L E S C O T T O N . W i t h Memoirs and N o t e s
by Sir H A R R I S NICOLAS, and 6i Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth antique, 7 s . G d .

WARD "(HERBERT)^WORKS BY:
FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. W i t h 92 Illustrations by the
Author, VICTOR PERARO. and W . B. D A V I S . T h i r d ed. Roy. Svo, clotli ex., I I s .
MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map by F. S. W E L L E R ,
F . R . G . S . Post Svo, I s . ; cloth, lj«, G d .

WARNERT^A
WARNFR,

ROUNDABOUT

JOURNEY.

By^CHARLEs

DUDLEY

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, <»s.

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
Sippaturps and Sf als
Piinfed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. * s .
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including
Oiieen E l i z a b e t h ' s Signature and the Great Seal. 'J<.

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY^I

'

THE DAFFODILS. Crown Svc), I s . ; cloth. I s . G d ,
THE MARQUIS OF CARABASr By AAHON W A T S O N and LILI-IAS WAssEr^MA^•^^,
3 vols,, ciown Svo,

CHATTO &. WiNDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY.
WALFORD'S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1893), Containing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 H e a d s of Families
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal Svo, cloth eilt 5 © s
'
WALFORD'S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (133 )
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Vis. G d .
WALFORD'S SHILLING PEERAGE (1893). Containing a List of the House of
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32mo. cloth, I s ,
WALFORD'S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1893). Containing a List of the Baronets
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. <!2mo cloth I s
WALFORD'S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1893). Containing a List of' the Kni'.hf=
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses,&c. 32mo cloth I s . ^
WALFORD'S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1893), Containing a List oi all
Members of the N e w Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 32mo cloth B*
WALFORD'S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE. 'AND
HOUSE OF COMMONS (1893), Royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges 3 s .
TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , G d .

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL TH~E, WITH POCKET^PECTROSCOPE.

By F. W . CORV.

With l o Illustrations.

Cr. Svo, I s , ; cloth, 8 s , G.i,

WESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEY. ThreeV^[s^7r^w^S^o.~"
WHIST.-HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By ABRAHAM S:~W^LKS
and CHARLES F . PARDON.

N e w Edition.

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 3 s .

WHITE,-THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By G I L E ^
W H I T E , M.A.

Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, !:5!«i,

WILLIAMS'(W, MATTIEU,
_

F.R7A,S.), W 0 R K S ~ B Y ;

SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s , G d .
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With lllusts. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, 3 s , Gd
THE CHEMISTRY OP COOKERY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 9 s .

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H,).-A CHILD WIDOW, Post 8vo, bds., 2sT
WILSON (DR, ANDREW, F,R.S,E,), WORKS BY,
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION, With 259 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra 7 « . fid.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK, Post Svo, cloth limp 3 s . Gd,
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With.Illustralions. Crown Svo, clotli extra «•«,
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE, With numerous lllusts. Cr. Svo cl e'x G«.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. lllusts. Cr. Svo, l . s . ; cl. I s . C i d .
GLIMPSES OF NATURE, With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, '.is. (id.
WINTEIi (J, S.), STORIES BY.
Post Bvo, i l l u s t r a t e d ~ b " ^ d ^ " 3 s : " e a c l T ;
cloih limp, 3 s . G d . each.
CAVALRY LIFE.
[REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.
A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. W i t h 34 Illusirations by E . G. THOMSON and E. STUART
HARDY. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . G d .

WISSMANN.-MY^SECbND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL
AFRICA.

By HERMANN VON WissMANN.

With 92 lllusts.

Demy Svo, I G s ,

WOOD. —SABINA : A Novel. By Lady WOOD. PosT8TO;"Boards~"2"s."
WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Cr.8vo,G.s77a7;7o7t"8^bds:3:..
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN.

WO'OLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology." By
CELIA PARKER WOOLLF.Y. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, i i s , ; cloth, 2 9 . iiil,
WRIGHT ( T I I O M A S ) , WORKS BY,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . Gd, eTchT
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES, With 400 Caricatures, S q u i b s , / ( r .
HISTORY OP CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERATURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING, Illustrated by F . W. FAIRHOLT, F . S . A .
WYNMAN.—MY FLIRTATIONS.
By MARGARET WYNMAN.
W i t h 13
Illustrations by J- BERNARD PARTRIDGK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ."is, G d .
Y A T E S ( E D M O N D ) , N O V E L S BY^
Post Svo. lUustrlted boards73sVeach;'"
-*• LAND AT LAST,
|
THE FORLORN HOPE, j CASTAWAY.

7OLA
^

(EMILE),

NOVELS BY, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d,'each.

THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. V I Z E T E L L V . Third Edition.
THE DREAM. Tianslatcd by E L ' Z A CHASE. \Vith 8 Illuslrations by JEA.SNIOT.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
*»• For fuller cataloguing,

see alphabetical arrangement,

pp. 1-25.

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.

Post Svo, cloth limp, S s . G d , per Volume.
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD.
Theatrical Anecdotes. JACOB LARWOOD.
J e u x d ' E s p r i t . Edited by HENRY S. L E I G H .
Quips a n d Quiddities, B y W . D . A D A M S .
W i t c h Stories. By E. LYNN L I N T O N .
The Agony Column of " T h e Times,"
O u r s e l v e s , By E . L Y N N L I N T O N .
Melancholy A n a t o m i s e d : Abridgment of
P a s t i m e s & P l a y e r s . By R. MACGREGOR.
" Burton's Anatomy ot Melancholy."
New Paul a n d V i r g i n i a . W . H . M A L L O C K .
The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
New Republic. By W. H . MALLOCK.
Poetical I n g e n u i t i e s . By W. T. DOBSON.
Puck o n P e g a s u s . By H. C. P E N N E L L .
The Cupboard P a p e r s . By F I N - B E C ,
P e g a s u s Re-Saddled, By H. C. P E N N E L L .
W . S. Gilbert's P l a y s . F I R S T S E R I E S .
Muses of Mayfalr, E d . H. C. P E N N E L L .
W . S. Gilbert's P l a y s . SECOND S E R I E S .
T h o r e a u : H i s Life & Aims. By H . A. P A G E .
Songs of Irish W i t a n d Humour.
P
u n i a n a . By Hon, H U G H R O W L E Y .
A n i m a l s a n d Masters. By Sir A. H E L P S .
More P u n l a n a . By H o n . H U G H ROWLEY.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. H E L P S .
The P h i l o s o p h y of H a n d w r i t i n g .
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J . J E N N I N G S .
By S t r e a m a n d S e a . By W M . SENIOR.
H o l m e s ' s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table.
L e a v e s from a Naturalist's Note-Book.
Pencil a n d P a l e t t e . By R. KEMPT.
By Dr. A N D R E W W I L S O N .
Little E s s a y s : trom LAMB'S Letters.
A Journey Round My Room. By XAVIER
DE M A I S T R E .

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
B a y a r d Taylor's D i v e r s i o n s of t h e E c h o
Club.
B e n n e t t ' s B a l l a d H i s t o r y of E n g l a n d ,
Bennett's Songs for S a i l o r s .
Godwin's Lives of t h e N e c r o m a n c e r s .
Pope's Poetical W o r k s .
H o l m e s ' s Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY
W a n d e r i n g s In P a t a g o n i a . By J U L I U S
BEERBOHM. Illustrated.
Camp Notes. By FREDERICK BOYLE.
S a v a g e Life, By FREDERICK BOYLE,
Herrie E n g l a n d In t h e Olden Time. By
G. D A N I E L .

I l l u s t r a t e d by CRUIKSHANK.

Circus Life. By T H O M A S F R O S T .
Lives of t h e Conjurers. THOMAS F R O S T .
The Old S h o w m e n a n d t h e Old London
Fairs.

By T H O M A S F R O S T .

Low-Life Deep.*!. By JAMES GREENWOOD.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . per Volume.
J e s s e ' s S c e n e s of Country Life.
Leigh H u n t ' s Tale for a C h i m n e y
Corner.
Mallory's Mort d'Arthur: Selections.
P a s c a l ' s P r o v i n c i a l Letters.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims & Reflections.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, .'Js. G d , each.
W i l d s of London. JAMES GREENWOOD.
Tunis. Chev. H E S S E - W A R T E G G . 22 lllusts.
Life a n d Adventures of a Cheap Jack.
World Behind the Scenes, P . F I T Z G E R A L D .
Tavern Anecdotes a n d S a y i n g s ,
The Genial S h o w m a n , B y E . P . K I N G S T O N
Story of London P a r k s . JACOB LARWOOD.
London Characters. By HENRY MAYHEW.
Seven G e n e r a t i o n s of E x e c u t i o n e r s .
S u m m e r Cruising In t h e South S e a s .
By C. W A R R E N STODDARD,

illustrated.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
H a r r y F l u d y e r a t Cambridge.
Jeff Brlggs's Love Story. B R E T H A R T E .
T w i n s of Table Mountain. B R E T H A R T E .
Snow-bound a t E a g l e ' s . By B R E T H A R T E .
A Day's Tour. By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Esther's Glove. By R . E . FRANCILLON,
Sentenced I

By S O M E R V I L L E

GIBNEV.

The Professor's Wife. By L . G R A H A M .
H r s . Gainsborough's D i a m o n d s ,
By
luLiAN HAWTHORNE.
N i a g a r a S p r a y , By J. H O L L I N G S H E A D .
A R o m a n c e of the Queen's H o u n d s . By
CHARLES JAMES.

Garden t h a t P a i d Rent.
Cut by t h e Mess.

T O M JERROLD.

By A R T H U R K E V S E R .

Teresa I t a s c a . By A. M A C A L P I N E .
Our S e n s a t i o n Hovel. J. H. M C C A R T H Y .
Doom 1 By J U S T I N H . M C C A R T H Y .
D o l l y . By J U S T I N H . M C C A R T H Y .

Lily L a s s . J U S T I N H . M C C A R T H Y .
W a s She Good or B a d ? By W. MINTO.
Notes from t h e " N e w s . " By JAS. PAYH.
B e y o n d t h e Gates, By E. S. P H E L P S .
Old Maid's P a r a d i s e . By E . S. P H E L P S .
B u r g l a r s in P a r a d i s e . By E. S. P H E L P S .
Jack t h e F i s h e r m a n . By E . S. P H E L P S
Trooping w i t h Crows. By C. L. P I R K I S .
Bible C h a r a c t e r s . By CHARLES R E A D E .
Rogues. By R. H. SHERARD.
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. SIMS.
How t h e Poor Live. By G. R. S I M S .
Case of George C a n d l e m a s . G. R. S I M S .
Sandycroft Mystery. T . W . S P E I G H T .
H o o d w i n k e d . By T . W . S P E I G H T .
F a t h e r D a m i e n . By R. L. STEVENSON.
A Double Bond, By LINDA VILLARI.
My Life w i t h S t a n l e y ' s Rear Guard. By
HERBERT

WARD.

HANDY NOVELS.
Fcap. Svo, cioth boards, i s . O d , each.
T h e O l f l M a i d ' s S w e e t h e a r t . A . S T . A U B V N I Taken from the E n e m y , H . N E W B O L T .
Uodesr Little Sara. ALAN S T . AUBYN. | A Lost Soul. By W. L. ALDEN.
The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. By M. E . COLERIDGE.
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MY LIBRARY.
Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 8 s . Gd. each.
Four Frenchwomen. By AUSTIN DOBSON.
Christie Johnstone, By CHARLES READE.
Citation and Examination of William
With a Photogravure Frontispiece.
Shakspeare.

By W. S. LANDOR.

Peg Wofflngton,

By CHARLES READE.

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin,
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.
T H E P O C K E T L I B R A R Y , post Svo, primed on lald paper and hf.-bd., 2 s . each
The Essays of Ella. By CHARLES LAMB.
White's Natural History of Selborne.
Robinson Crusoe, EditedbyJoHN MAJOR,
Gulliver's Travels, and The Tale of a
With 37lllusts. byGEORGE CRUIKSHANK,
Tub. By Dean SWIFT.
Whims and Oddities, By THOMAS HOOD.
The Rivals, School for Scandal, and other
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.
With Ss Illustrations.
The Barber's Chair, and The Hedgehog
Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. LARWOOD.
Letters, By DOUGLAS JERROLD.
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.
Gastronomy. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORE.
and The Professor a t the BreakfastT a b l e . B v Or.lVKR WK-Jnu-TT, H n i . M i J s .
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Ed. E. OLLIKR.

THE

PICCADILLY

NOVELS.

LIBRARY EDITIONS OF NOVELS, many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth extra, S s , Gd, each.
B y F . Ill, A l i l i E l V .
I?10KT. & F B A N € E S C O L L I N S .
Green as Grass,
Transmigration,
From Midnight to Midnight.
B y G K A I V T AL,L,EIV,
Blacksmith a n d Scholar.
Philistia.
TheTentsof Shem,
Village
Comedy. | You Play Me False.
Babylon
For Maimie's Sake,
B y M I i a C I E COLJLIN.'S,
Strange Stories.
The Devil's Die,
Armadale
The Frozen Deep,
Beckoning Hand. This Mortal Coil.
After Dark.
The Two Destinies.
In all Shades,
The Great Taboo,
No Name.
Law
and the Lady.
Dumaresq's Daughter. | Blood Royal.
Antonina. | Basil. Haunted Hotel.
The Duchess of Powysland,
Hide and Seek.
The Fallen Leaves.
The Dead Secret,
Jezebel's Daughter.
By E O W I X I , . AKIVOM>.
Queen of Hearts.
The Black Robe.
Phra the Phoenician,
My Miscellanies,
Heart and Science.
B y AIv.-lIV WT, A U B V I V .
Woman in White, " I Say No."
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Moonstone.
Little Novels.
Man and Wife,
The Evil Genius.
B y B c v . S, B A K I N G O O U t i O .
Poor Miss Finch. The Legacy of Cain
Red Spider.
I Eve.
Miss or Mrs?
A Rogue's Life.
B y ^V. B E S A N T & ,T, K I t ' E ,
New Magdalen.
Blind Love.
My Little Girl.
By Celia's Arbour,
B y O U T T O N COOfi..
Caseof Mr,Lucraft, Monks ot Thelema,
Paul Foster's Daughter,
This Son of Vulcan, The Seamy Side.
B y M A T T <!KII»I.
Golden Butterfly.
Ten Years' Tenant.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
B y B . HI, C B 4 » K E R .
With Harp and Crown.
Diana Barrington. I PrettyMiss Neville,
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
Proper Pride.
| A Bird of Passage.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
By WlIililAlTl C V P E K S .
Hearts of Gold.
By ^VAliTEK BE.SANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
By A L P H O N S E D A U O K T .
Tire Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.
The Captains' Room. | Herr Paulus,
B y E U A S l U t r s O A « SON.
AU in a Garden Fair
The Fountain of Vouth,
The World Went Very Well Then.
By JAITIES D E M I E E E ,
For Faith and Freedom,
A Castle in Spain,
The Holy Rose,
Dorothy Forster.
Armorel of LyonBy J , L E I T I I DEBM'EIVT.
Uncle Jack,
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
esse.
Children of Gibeon,
By D I C K DONOVAN.
Bell of St, Paul's, St. Katherine's by
Tracked to Doom.
the Tower,
To Call Her Mine,
tiy lUi-s. A N N I E E D I V A K B E S .
By B O B E B T ' B U C H A N A N .
Archie Lovell.
B y a. B I A N V 1 E I . E F E N N ,
The Shadow of the Sword.
| Linne.
Matt,
Heir of
A Child of Nature
The New Mistress,
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
By P E K C V F I T Z O E K A I , » .
God and the Man. The New Abelard.
Fatal Zero.
Love Me for Ever. Foxglove Manor,
By K, E , F B A N C I I i E O N .
Master of the Mine,
Annan Water.
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.
One
by One.
I King or Knave
B y I I A I . , r . 4! AII N E ,
P i r f , by S i r B A K T L E F B E B E .
The Shadow of a Crime,
Pandurang Harl.
A Son of Hagar, I The Deem; tor.
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THE PICCADILLY (3/6) NOVELS—conlutned.

By E D M ' A K D tJABSSETT.
Tlie Capel Girls.
By CIIAKLES n i B B O N .
Robin Gray.
I The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream. | Of High Degree.
The Flower of the Forest.
By E, G L A N V I E L E ,
The Lost Heiress, | The Fossicker.
By CECII, G B I F F I T I I .
Corinthia Marazion,
ByTISOlUAS IIAKDV.
Under the Greenwood Tree,
By B B E T IHABTE.
A Waif of the Plains,
A Ward of the Golden Gate,
A Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbottle's Client,
Susy,
I Sally Dows,
By JUIiIAN IIA^VTHOKNE,
Garth,
Dust,
Eiiice Quentln.
Fortune's Fool,
Sebastian Strome. Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
B y Sit- A . H E L P S .
Ivan de Blron.
By ISAAC H E N B E B S O N .
Agatha Page.
B y Mi's. A I < F K E » H U N T .
The Leaden Casket, | Self-Condemned.
That other Person,
B y K. A S H E K l . ^ a .
A Drawn Game,
"The Wearing of the Green,"
Bv E. EVNN LINTON.
Patricia Komball, lone,
Under whicii Lord? Paston Carew,
Sowing the Wind,
"My Love!"
The Atonement of Leam Dundas,
The World Well Lost,
B y H E N B i ' ^V. L U C V ,
Gideon Fleyce,
B y ,IU.STIN I T I c C A B T i a V .
A Fair Saxon,
Donna Quixote.
Linley Rochford.
Maid of Athens,
Miss Misanthrope Gamiola,
The Waterdale Neighbours
My Enemy's Daugliter,
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season,
By A4JNES lMAC»ONEI,L.
Quaker Cousins,
B y I>. t ; » « l S B S T l E H I U B K A V .
Life's Atonement, Val Strange,
Joseph's Coat,
Hearts,
Coals of Fire.
A Model Father.
Old Blazer's Hero.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular. I Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World.
Bv n i U B B A V &. B I E B H A N .
The Bishops' Bible,
Paul Jones's Alias.
Bv HUiME N I S B E T .
"Bail U p ! "
ByOEOKe^ES OHNET.
A Weird Gift.
B V :»!fis. O L I P H . i N T .
WhlteCadies,

By OUIB.4.
Held in Bondage. Two Little Wooden
Shoes.
Stratlimore,
In a Winter City.
Chandos,
Under Two Flags, Ariadne.
Friendship.
Idaiia,
CecilCastlemaine's Moths. I RufSno.
Pipistrello.
Gage,
Tricotrin, | Pucli, AYiliage Commune
Folle Farine,
j Birabi. I Wanda.
A Dog of Flanders, I Frescoes. 1 Othmar.
Pascarel. 1 Signa, 1 In Marerama.
Princess Naprax- } Syrlin.l Guilderoy.
ine,
' Santa Barbaia.
By I?I.1K«AKET A. P A U L .
Gentle and Simple.
By JAIIIES PxlVN,
Lost Sir Massingberd,
Loss Black than We're Painted.
A Confidential Agent,
A G.-apa from a Thorn.
In Pirii and Privation,
Th3 Mystery of Mirbridgo,
The Canon's Ward,
Walter's Word, 1 Talk of the Town
By Proxv,
Holido.y Tasks,
High Spirits.
The Burnt Million.
Under One Roof.
The Word and the
From Exile.
Will,
Glow-worm Tales, Sunny Stories.
B y E . C, P K B C E .
Yalentina.
The Foreigners.
Mrs, Lancaster's Rival,
By l e i C H A B B P B V C E .
Miss Maxwell's Affections,
By C H A R L E S K E A D E .
It is Never Too Late to Mend,
Tho Double Marriage,
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth,
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself in his Place.
A Terrible Temptation,
Singleheart and Doubieface,
Good Storiesof Men and other Animals.
Hard Cash.
| Wandering Heir.
Pag Woffington,
| A Woman-Hatcr.
Christie Johnstone, A Simpleton,
Grimth Gaunt,
I Readiana,
Foul Play.
I The Jilt,
A Perilous Secret,
By ITIi's, .1. BI. B I E > n E L L .
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party,
Weird Stories.
By B\ W. K O B I N S O . \ ,
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
B y W. C i > A B l i . B U S S E I ^ L ,
An Ocean Tragedy,
Ky Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea,
ICy .l<»BIN SAD \ 9 > i : f S S .
Guy Waterman,
j Two Dreamers,
Bound to the Wheel,
The Lion in the Path.
By K A T H A I C L N E S A l N B E B S .
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock.
I Heart Salvage.
The High Mills.
I Snhji^ti.-..^
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By L U K E SHAESF.
In a Steamer Chair,
B y I I A A V L E Y SiTIAKT.
Without Love or Licenos.
B y K . A , STE1SNS5AS>E,
Tho Afghan Knife,
By B E U T H A

TBS0;TJAS,

Proud Maisio,
| Tho Violin-player,
By F I S A N C E . S E , T K O L L « t » E ,
Like Ships upon the Sea,
Anne Furness,
| Mabel's Progress.
By I V A N T U K « E N I E F F , &v.
Stories from Foreign Novelists,
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By ANTSIONY TKOLS^OPE,
Frau Frohmann. I Keat in the Dark.
Marion Fay.
| Land-Leaguers.
The Way We Live Now.
Mr, Scarborough's Family,
B y C. C. F K A S E K - T V T L E K .
Mistress Judith,
liJy i ^ A K A I I T i ' T L E K .
The Bride's Pass, | Lady Bell,
Buried Diamonds,
The Blackball Ghosts,
B y M A K I i T^VAirV,
The American Claimant.
B y .J. S. ^Vl.fVTEK.
A Soldier's Children.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, S.si, each.
By A R T E M U S WARE*.
By "^VALTER BE.S \ . \ T .
Artemus Ward Complete.
Dorothy Forster, I Uncle Jack.
Children
of Gibeon, ] Herr Paulus,
By E B M O N O A B O U T .
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Fellah,
Tiie Captains' Room,
By H A i l I l L X O N A BDS,
AU in a Garden Fair,
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences,
The World Went Very Well Then.
By M A R V A L B E R T ,
For Faith and Freedom.
Brooke Flncirley's Daughter,
To Call Her Mine.
B Y Mrs, A L E X A N D E R ,
Bell of St. Paul's. | The Holy Rose.
Maid,Wife,orWidow? I Valerie' Fate. The
Armorel of Lyonesse.
By G R A N T A L L E N .
St. Katherine's by the Tower.
Strange Stories.
The Devil's Die.
By B K E T B S A K T E .
Philistia,
This Mortal Coil.
Californian Stories. | Gabriel Conrov.
Babylon.
In all Shades.
An
Heiress
of Red Dog.
| Flip.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Luck of Roaring Camp. Maruja.
For Maimie's Sake, | Tents of Shera,
Great Taboo, 1 Dumarerq's Daughter. A Phyllis of the Sierras.
By H A R O L D B R V D G E S .
B y E . S.Et^'J-ElS A l i N O J v O .
Uncle Sam at Home.
Phra the Phcenician,
B
y R O B E R T BUCHANAN.
B y .iLAr.^ S T , A U B V N .
A Fellow of Trinity, | The Junior Dean, Tlie Shadow of the The Martyrdom ol
Sword,
B y K c v , S, B A R I N G G O U L D .
Madeline.
A Child of Nature, Annan Water.
Red Spider,
1 Eve,
God and the Man, The New Abelard,
By FKANIS..BAEIKETT,
Love Me for Ever, Matt,
Fettered for Life,
Foxglove Manor,
Between Life and Death.
The Heir of Linno,
The Master of the Mine,
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Folly IVIorrison. !Honest Davia.
By H A L L CAINE.
Lieut. Barnabas.lA Prodiga.rs Prograss. The Shadow of a Crime,
Found Guilty. I A Recoiling Vengeance. A Son ot Hagar. | Tho Deemster.
For Love and Honour.
B y C o i u i i i a i i d c i ' CAiME ejO."V,
John Ford; and His Helpmate.
The Cruise of the "Black Pi-ince."
Little Lady Linton,
SSy Mi's. L O V E T T C A M K B O . V .
B y ^V. B E S A N T &. J . R S l ' E ,
Deceivers Ever.
| Juliet's Guardian
This Son of Vulcan, By Celia's Aibcur.
By AUSTIN CLARE.
My Little Girl.
Monks of Tlielcina, For the Love of a Lass.
CaseofMr.Luoraft. The Seamy Side.
B y ITIi-s. A R C H E R C L S V E ,
Golden Butterfly.
Ten Years'Tenant, Paul Ferroll.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Y/ife.
With Harp and Crown.
B y M A C L A R E N COBK.-S.?/.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Cure of Souls.
The Chaplain of ths Fleet.
B y t:. A L L S T O . V C O L L 3 , \ . ^ .
B y S H E L S S j B C V B l i A U l ' S l A : ? 5 P , The Bar Sinister.
Grantley Grange,
i U O R T . &: F B A N < ' E S C O L L 8 N S
By AiUBUOSE B I E B l E,
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration.
In the Midst of Life,
From Midnight to Midnight.
Fight with Fortune. | Village Comedy
B y F R E D E R I C K . B«A'B>E,
Sweet and Twenty. | You Play ipe False
Camp Notes,
| Savage life.
Blacksmith and Scholar, | Frances.
Chronicles of No-man's Lauct,

.^o
TWO-SHILLING

BOOKS P U B L I S H E D
NOVELS—continued.

By AVILKIE COLLINS,
My Miscellanies,
Armadale,
Woman in White.
After Dark.
The Moonstone.
No Name.
Antonina, | Basil. Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Hide and Seek,
The Dead Secret, The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter
Queen of Hearts.
The Slack Robe,
Miss or Mrs ?
Heart and Science,
New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep, "I Say No,"
Law and the Lady, The Evil Genius.
The Two Destinies, Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Haunted Hotel,
Blind Love.
A RoSne's Life.
B y HI. .1. C O L Q U H O U N .
Every Inch a Soldier,
By D U T T O N COOK.
Leo.
I Paul Foster's Daughter.
B y C. E G B E R T C B A D D O f i i .
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains,
By ItlATT CKSM.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
B y B . :fl. C R O K E R ,
Pretty Miss Neville, I Bird of Pa:-sago,
Diana Barrington, | Proper Pride.
B y AVILLIAIU C Y P L E S ,
Hearts of Gold,
By A L P H O N S E D A U D E T ,
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation,
By E R A S M U S DAWSON.
The Fountain of Youth.
By J A M E S D E MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.
By J. L E I T H D E R W E N T .
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
By CHARLES DICKERS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby.
By D I C K DONOVAN,
The Man-Hunter, | Caught at Last!
Tracked and Taken, | Wanted !
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
The Man from Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Received.
Tracked to Doom.
B y Mrs. A N N I E E D W A R D E S .
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell.
B y M. B E T H A M - E D W A R D S ,
Felicia,
I Kitty.
By EDAVARD EGGLE.STON.
Roxy.
B v G. M A N V I L L E F E N N .
The New Mistress.
By r E R C V F I T Z G E R A L D .
Bella Donna,
1 Polly.
Never Forgotten. I Fatal Zero.
The Second Mrs, Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street,
The Lady of Brantome,
By P E B C V F B T Z 4 ; E R . \ L D
niid ollid-s.

Strange Secrets.
.ALBANY D E FONBI,AN<{UE.
Filthv Lucre,
B y R, E , F R A N C ; i L L O N .
Queen Cophetua.
Olympia.
King or Knave?
One bv One.
Romances of Law,
A Real Queen.

BY

Two-SHILLING NOVELS—continued.

By H A R O L D F R E D E R I C K .
Seth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl.
P i e f , by Sir B A R T L E F R E R E ,
Pandurang Hari.
By IIAIN F K I S W E L L .
One of Two.
By E D W A R D G A R R E T T .
The Capel Girls,
By C H A R L E S GIBBON,
In Honour Bound.
Robin Gray.
Flower of Forest,
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold. Braes of Yarrow.
What will
the The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree,
World Say?
In Love and War. Mead and Stream
Loving a Dream.
For the King,
In Pastures Green, A Hard Knot,
Queen of Meadow, Heart's Delight.
A Heart's Problem, Blood-Money.
The Dead Heart,
By «-|LLI,AM G I L B E B T .
Dr, Austin's Guests, 1 James Duke.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
By E R N E S T GLANVIIiLE.
The Lost Heiress, | The Fossicker.
By H E N R Y G R E V I L L E .
A Noble Woman.
| Nikanor.
By .lOHN I I A B B E B T O N .
Brueton's Bayou, | Country Luck,
By ANDRE^V H A L L I D A V .
Every-Day Papers.
By Lady D U F F U S I I A R D V .
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
By THOMAS H A B D V .
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By J. B E R W I C K H A R W O O D .
The Tenth Earl.
By J U L I A N H A W T H O R N E .
Garth,
Sebastian Strome,
Eiiice Quentln.
Dust,
Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph
Miss Cadogna,
Love—or a Name.
David Poindexter's Disappearance.
Tire Spectre of the Camera,
B y Sir A R T H U R H E L P S .
Ivan de Biroji,
Ky 8 I E N R V H E R M A N .
A Leading Lady,
B y Mrs, 4 ' - t S H E L H O E V .
The Lover's Creed,
By Mis, G F O R G E H O O P E R .
The House of Raby.
ByTIGHS: HOPKINS.
'Twixt Love and Duty,
BV MIS.

H S N I ^ E R F O R D ,

A Maiden all Forlorn.
In Durance Vile, I A Mental Struggle,
Marvel,
| A Modern Circe,
By Mis, A L F R E D H U N T .
Thornicroft's Model. I Self-Condemned,
That Other Person, I Leaden Casket.
By JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.
By H A B R I E T T J A V
The Dark Colleen,
The Queen of Connaught.
• Cv I f l A B K K E R S H A W .
Colonial Facts and Fictions,
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B y K. A S H E K I N G ,
A Drawn Game. I Passipn's Slave.
"The Wearing of the Green,"
Bell Barry.
By JOHN LEYS,
The Lindsays.
By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball. Paston Carew,
World Well Lost, "My Love!"
Under which Lord? lone.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas,
With a Silken Thread,
The Rebel of the Family,
Sov/ing the Wind,
B y H E N R Y W. LUCA'.
Gideon Fleyce,
By JUSTIN

MCCARTHY,

A Fair Saxon,
Donna Quixote,
Linley Rochford.
Maid of Athens.
Miss Misanthrope. Camiola.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
The Comet of a Season.
By H U G H MACCOLL.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.
By A G N E S MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
K A T H A R I N E S. B I A C Q U O I D .
The Evil Eye.
I Lost Rose.
B y ^V. H , M A L L O C K .
The New Republic,
By FLORENCE M A R R Y A T .
Open! Sesame!
| Fighting the Air,
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
Written in Fire,
By J, MASTERMAN,
Half-adozen Daughters.
B y B B A N D E R M A T T H E W S.
A Secret of the Sea,
By l i K O N A R D M E R R I C K ,
The Man who was Good,
By JEAN MIDDLEMAS.S.
Touch and Go.
| Mr. Dorillion.
B y Mrs, M O L E S « " O R T H .
Hathercourt Rectory,
By J. E, MUDDOCK.
Stories Weird and Wonderful,
The Dead Man's Secret.
From the Bosom of the Deep.
BV D . CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Model Father.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Joseph's Coat.
Hearts,
Coals of Fire.
Way of the World,
Val Strange.
Cynic Fortune,
A Life's Atonement
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Ky M U R R A Y niid H E R M A N .
One Traveller Returns.
Paul Jones's Alias.
The Bishops' Bible.
By H E N R Y MURRAY.
A Game of Bluff.
By H U M E NISBET.
"Ball U p ! "
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent.
By A L I C E O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen. [Chance? or Fate?
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TWO-SHILLING NOVELS—continued.

By G E O B G E S OHNET.
Doctor Rameau. I A Last Love,
A Weird Gift,
|
By Mis, O L I P H A N T ,
Whiteladies,
| The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.
B y Mrs. R O B E R T O ' R E D L L V .
Phoebe's Fortunes.
By OUIDA,
Held in Bondage, Two Little Wooden
Strathmore,
Shoes.
Chandos,
Friendship,
Under Two Flags, Moths.
Idaiia.
Pipistrello.
CecilCastlemaine's A Village Commune,
Gage.
Tricotrin.
Bimbi,
Puck.
Wanda,
Folic Farine,
Frescoes,
A Dog of Flanders, In Maremma,
Pascarel,
Othmar.
Signa,
Guilderoy.
Princess Naprax- Ruffino,
ine.
Syrlin,
In a Winter City, Ouida's Wisdom,
Ariadne,
Wit, and Pathos.
MARGARET AGNES PAUli
Gentle and Simple,
By J A M E S PAYN,
Bentinck's Tutor. £200 Reward.
Murphy's Master, Marine Residence.
A County Family, Mirk Abbey,
At Her Mercy.
By Proxy.
Cecil's Tryst.
Under One Roof.
ClyffardsofClyffe. High Spirits.
Foster Brothers.
Carlyon's Year.
Found Dead.
From Exile.
Best of Husbands, For Cash Only.
Walter's Word.
Kit.
Halves,
The Canon's Ward
Fallen Fortunes,
Talk of the Town.
Humorous Stories. Holiday Tasks,
Lost Sir Massingberd,
A Perfect Treasure,
A Woman's Vengeance,
The Family Scapegrace.
What He Cost Her.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won,
Less Black than We're Painted
A Confidential Agent,
Some Private Views,
A Grape from a Thorn,
Glow worm Tales,
The Mystery of Mirbridge,
The Burnt Million,
The Word and the Will,
A Prince of the Blood.
Sunny Stories.
B y C. L . P I B K I S .
Lady Lovelace.
B y E D G A B A, P O E .
The Mystery of Marie Roget.
Ky Mrs, C A M P B 5 K L L P R A E D ,
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.
B y E . C. P R I « ! E .
Valentina,
I The Foreigners.
Mrs, Lancaster's Rival, 1 Gerald.

DOO.KS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO & WINDUS.
TWO-SHILLING

NOVELS—coitinued.

T W O - S H I L L I N G NOVELS—coH/irtiied.

By U I C H A K D
PRYCE.
Miss M a x w e l l ' s Affections,
By CHARLES
READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Christie J o h n s t o n e .
Put Yourself In H i s P l a c e .
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long,
The Cloister a n d the H e a r t h .
The Course of True Love,
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible T e m p t a t i o n ,
The W a n d e r i n g Heir.
S i n g l e h e a r t a n d Doubieface,
Good S t o r i e s of Men a n d other A n i m a l s .
Hard Cash.
A Simpleton.
P e g Wofiington.
Readiana,
Grifllth Gaunt.
A Woman-Hater.
Foul P l a y .
The J i l t .
A P e r i l o u s Secret.
B y Mrs. J. H . R I D D E L L .
Weird Stories.
| Fairy Water,
Her Mother's D a r l i n g .
P r i n c e of W a l e s ' s Garden P a r t y .
The U n i n h a b i t e d House,
The Mystery i n P a l a c e G a r d e n s ,
The N u n ' s Curse.
| Idle Tales.
B y F . AV. K O B I N S O . ' V .
Women are Strange.
The H a n d s of J u s t i c e .
Ky J A M E S R U N C I M A N .
Skippers a n d S h e l l b a c k s .
Grace B a l m a i g n ' s S w e e t h e a r t .
Schools and Scholars.
B y W. C L A B K BITg.SELL.
S o u n d t h e Galley Fire.
On t h e Fo'k'sle H e a d .
In t h e Middle W a t c h .
A V o y a g e to t h e Cape.
A Book for t h e H a m m o c k .
The Mystery of t h e " O c e a n S t a r . "
The R o m a n c e of J e n n y H a r l o w o .
An Ocean Tragedy.
H y S h i p m a t e Louise,
Alone o n a W i d e W i d e Sea,
G E O R G F : A U G U S T U S S.'iJiA,
Gaslight and Daylight.
By JOHN
SAUNDERS.
Guy W a t e r m a n ,
| Two D r e a m e r s .
The Lion in t h e P a t h ,
By K A T H A R I N E SAUNDBCKS,
J o a n Merryweather. I Heart S a l v a g e .
The High Mills.
| Sebastian.
Margaret a n d E l i z a b e t h .
B y G E O K G E R . Sa:flS.
Rogues a n d V a g a b o n d s .
The Ring o' B e l l s ,
Mary J a n e ' s Memoirs.
Mary J a n e Married.
T a l e s of To-day. | D r a m a s of Life,
Tlnkletop's Crime.
Z e p h : A Circus Story.
By AKTIIUB SKETtiai.EY.
A Match In t h e Dark.
B y I I A ^ V I i l i Y SITIART.
W i t h o u t Love or Licence,
B y T. W . S P E K J H T .
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop. I By D e v i o u s W a y s .
H o o d w i n k e d , &c. { Back to Lifo,
OODEN, S.MAtr AND r-r. r,..,

.r

By K. A. S T E R N D A L E .
The Afghan Knife.
By R. L O U I S STEVENSON.
N e w A r a b i a n N i g h t s , | P r i n c e Otto.
BY B E R T H A
TIIOMAS.
Cressida.
| Proud Malsle,
The V i o l i n - p l a y e r ,
By -iVALTER T H O R N B U R Y .
Tales for the Marines.
Old Stories Re-told.
T. A D O L P H U S
TBOLLOPE.
D i a m o n d Cut D i a m o n d .
By F. E L E A N O R TROLILOPE.
Like S h i p s upon t h e S e a .
Anne F u r n e s s .
| Mabel's P r o g r e s s .
By ANTHONY
TROLLOPE.
Frau Frohmann.
I Kept i n t h e Dark.
Marion F a y .
| John Caldigate.
The W a y W e L i v e N o w .
The A m e r i c a n S e n a t o r .
Mr. Scarborough's F a m i l y .
Th3 L a n d - L e a g u e r s .
The Golden Lion of Granpero.
jiJy J . T . T R O W B R I D G E .
Faraeli's Folly.
By IVAN T U R G E N I E F F ,
&c.
Stories from Foreign N o v e l i s t s .
By M A R K
TWAIN.
A P l e a s u r e Trip on t h e C o n t i n e n t .
Tlie Gilded Age.
Ma'"' T w a i n ' s S k e t c h e s .
Tom S a w y e r .
| A T r a m p Abroad.
The Stolen W h i t e E l e p h a n t ,
Huckleberry F i n n .
Life on t h e M i s s i s s i p p i .
Tho P r i n c e a n d t h e P a u p e r .
A Y a n k e e a t t h e Court of K i n g Arthur.
B y C. C. F B A S E R - T Y T L K R .
Mistress J u d i t h .
By SARAH
TYTLER.
The Bride's P a s s . I Noblesse Oblige.
Buried D i a m o n d s . | D i s a p p e a r e d .
SaintMungo'sCity, I Huguenot F a m i l y .
hn% ^ i " - r.
J Blackhall Ghosts.
V / h a t She Came T h r o u g h .
Beauty a n d the Beast.
Citoyenne Jaqueline,
B y Mrs. F. II. W I L L I A M S O N .
A Child W i d o w .
B y J . .Ol. I I V I N T E R .
C a v a l r y Life.
| Regimental Legends.
B y EI. F . ^ V O O D .
The P a s s e n g e r from S c o t l a n d Yard
The E n g l i s h m a n of the Rue C a i n .
By Lndy WOOD.
Sabina.
( FlilA P A R K E R M^OOLLEV
Rachel A r m s t r o n g ; or. Love & T h e o l o V
B y E D . U U N D Y.ATE.w,
The Forlorn Hope, j Land a t Last.
Castaway.

ESTABLISHED

1851.

BIRKBECK BANK,
Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London.
TWO-AND-A-HALF per C E N T . I N T E R E S T allowed on D E P O S I T S ,
repayable on demand.
T W O per C E N T , on C U R R E N T ACCOUNTS, on the minimum
monthly balances, when not drawn below £ioo.
STOCKS, SHARES, and A N N U I T I E S purchased and sold,

SAVINGS

DEPARTMENT.

For the encouragement of Thrift the Bank receives small sums OQ
deposit, and allows Interest on each completed £i.

BIRKBECK

BUILDING

SOCIETY.

H O W T O P U R C H A S E A H O U S E for T w o G u i n e a s p e r ^ M o n t h ,

BIRKBECK
HOW

FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY.

TO PURCHASE

A P L O T O F L A N D for E i v e S h i l l i n g s
per Month.

The B I R K B E C K A L M A N A C K , with full particulars,
FRANCIS

RAVENSCROFT,

post free.
Manager.

2H2HZ FbSBORNE,BA'JER & CHEESEMANS^ GYOum
TEMNIS

BOWIN&

•TEUHis kg? ELDER GLYCERINE &HONEY JEl.C<-

EOWINa

An Elegant and Harmless Preparation for Improving the Skin,
AGREEABLE for ALLAYING IRRITATION caused by HEAT,
C H A F I N G through Exertion or Exposure to the Sun, at Seaside,
Fishing, Cricket, Tennis, Cycling, Riding and Rowing, PRICKLY H E A T ,
SUN B L I S T E R S , &c.,
ARRESTING GNAT, MOSQUITO AND INSECT BITE IRRITATION.
F R E E FROM G R E A S E OR S T I C K I N E S S .

Prepared only by OSBORNE, BAUER and CHEESEMAN,
Sole Proprietors of
The " INCOMPARABLE S M E L L I N G - S A L T S " {as supplied to the Queen),
"BABY'S SOAP."
Specially prepared for Children or Adults with Tender Skin, 6d.,
"BAUER'S HEAD (and Bath) SOAP," "NAFATHA SOAP" for Tender Feet, &c.
19, GOLDBtf
SQUARE,
ItEGENT
STREET,
LONDON, W,
Sold by all Chemists and Stores in Metallic Tubes, i%.
Samples post free from the Proprietors, 13 Stamps.
L593 J

HENRY BLACKBURN'S ART HANDBOOKS.
;«4 Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uniform in size for binding.
A C A D E M Y N O T E S , separate years, from 1875-1887,
and 1889-1892, each IS.
....
A C A D E M Y N O T E S , 1893., W i t h n u m e r o u s Illustrations. IS.
A C A D E M Y N O T E S , 1875-1879. Complete in O n e
Volume, with about 600 Illustrations. Cloth limp, 6s.
A C A D E M Y N O T E S , 1880-84.
Complete in O n e
Volume, with about 700. Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth
limp, 6s.
G R O S V E N O R N O T E S , 1877. 64,
G R O S V E N O R N O T E S , s e p a r a t e years,
to 1890, each is.

from

1878

G R O S V E N O R N O T E S , Vol. I., 1877-82.
about 300 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 6s.

With

G R O S V E N O R N 0 T E 5 , Vol. II., 1883-87.
about 300 Illustrations, Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s.

With

T H E N E W G A L L E R Y , 1888-1892.. W i t h n u m e r o u s
Illustrations. Each is.f
THE
NEW
G A L L E R Y , 1893.
W i t h numerous
Illustrations, is,
; b.'^
PICTURES AT THE PARIS EXHIBITION,
1889. With loo Illustrations, is.
ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE
NATIONAL.
GALLERY. 114 Illustrations, is.
OLD M A S T E R S at the N A T I O N A L G A L L E R Y .
128 Illustrations, is. 6d.

AN ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE OF T H E
NATIONAL GALLERY. With Notes by H. BLACKBURN
and 243 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, ^s.
T H E P A R I S S A L O N , 1893.
trations. Demy Svo, 3s.

W i t h over 300 Illus-

T H E P A R I S S O C I E T Y O F F I N E A R T S , 1893,
With 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo* z^. 6d.
London : CHATTO & WINDUS, 2141 Piccadilly, W.

Sold by the Principal Druggists at Home and Abroad.

ff

R. H. PRINCE ALBERT'S CACHOUX. :

-'-'•'•

At 6d.; by Inland Post, 7d.

\

Dainty Morsels in tlie form of tiny silver bullets whicii dissolve in the mouth
and surrender to the Breath their Hidden Fragrance.

"•
"•

JACKSON'S BENZINE RECT.
**

At 6d., Is. and 2s. 6 d . ; by Parcels Post, 3d. extra.

^

For talking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c., from all absorbent fabrics. Dress or
Drapery, Kids, Booiis, and Manuscript it cleans with equal success.

•*
•<

*'
^

: JACKSON'S Chinese Diamond CEMENT [
^ **
*
•<

At ed. and I s . ; b y Inland Post for Is. 2d.

"„

For Mending every article of Ornament or Furniture, Glass, China,
Earthenware, &c.

•
••

•^

. JACKSON'S INCENSE SPILLS.
•\ **

\

A t 6d.; by Inland Post for 7d.

•< A Sparlsling means of Incensing a Domicile and of Exorcising Evil Smells by
•*
the liberation of Ozone. Of special value in the Sicls-Room.
-<
4
An enchanter's little wand, that, on being fired, becomes to the receptive as a
.^ Medium which quickens the fancy, be its mood grave or gay. kindly leading the
.« captive to that ladder the top of which reaches through the clouds to the borders of
fairyland.

^ JACKSON'S RUSMA.
^

At Is.; by Inland Post for Is. 2d.

For Removal of Hair from the Arms, Neck or Face, without the use of the razor,
as well as Sunburn or Tan from the Sliin.

WANSBROUGH'S
* '

METALLIC NIPPLE SHIELDS.

At Is. per pair ; by Inland Post for Is. 2d.
LADIES NURSING, for the prevention and Cure of Sore Nipples.

4

•*

Sent Abroad, where a Post Parcel Service is open, at Current
FROM THE LABORATORY OF

Strangeways,
ISeries BET A.-^

«^

MANCHESTER.
1892.

Rates,
)•

HIGHEST AWARDS.

EARS
SOAP MAKERS

Sy Special Jtppointmen

I
MAJESTY

TO HER
BRITT REC r D

THE QUEEN
AND

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE
icR

Dime

PRINCE
PRINTED

BV

RDMUND

EVANS,

OFWALES.

RACQUET

COURT,

KLBET

STREET,

LONDON,

KC.

