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PREFACE.

It is an ancient and very trite assertion that Truth is
stranger than Fiction.

The reason for this is easily accounted for, when it is taken
into consideration that there is such a superabundance of
truth that the space allotted to fiction is in reality extremely
limited.

If ever a story were worth reciting, it is the extraordinary
adventures of these three youngsters, who, wrecked at sea
and saved on the Bermudas, reveal their ideas and depict so
vividly the impressionss tamped on their youthful minds by
the sights, scenes and sensations encountered and so art-
lessly related, principally in their own boy-like style, that
the reader can hardly fail to be interested, instructed and
amused, from the commencement to the termination of this,
our modest effort to assuage, in some measure, any ennui to-
which he may be subjected.

BERMUDAS, 1892.
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CHAPTER I.

THE OLD ‘“NEPTUNE.”

a New York wharf lay an “old timer,”
a barque of four hundred tons. She had
been considered a clipper in her younger
days, and on Western shores had landed .
thousands of European pilgrims ; but in thirty years
great changes had occurred ; six days’ steamers did it
now, and did it regularly a,gainst' the fastest time of
the “ Neptune’s” thirty days; she had since then
changed hands several times, and was now owned by
Captain Grump, who also commanded her, and was
loading a cargo of petroleum for England.

“Here is one of your old seventy day packets ; my
father crossed the Atlantic in her thirty years ago,”
remarked a shipping clerk to a customs’ official. “ My
father never tires repeating stories of the seventy odd
days’ voyage on the Atlantic, in storms and calms,
short of provisions and water, but nevertheless to him
it was the happiest period of his life, for there he lost
his heart and won a wife, my good old mother.”
Within a pace or two, three neat looking boys stood,
and overheard these remarks. They were brothers,
Eugene a practical, strong lad of fourteen years, Ivan,
self assured, aged twelve, and Edgar the youngest,
slender and fair, aged ten, and they were discussing
an important matter concerning the same ship.
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“She doesn’t look very pretty,” spoke up Edgar,
“but I am for going in her ; if she was good enough
for papa she ought to be good enough for us.” “Yes,”
replied Eugene, “ when papa was her captain, twenty
years ago,she was one of the finest of her class ; she
was the last ship he commanded before engaging in
mercantile pursuits ; he even now calls the “ Neptune”
a good old ship, for he knows her builders, and her
materials of live oak and copper, and that she was
well salted on the stocks ; he frequently asserted that
she ought to be good enough, with proper care, for
another twenty years, so I for one am willing to go.”

Ivan now gave his opinion: ‘“As you know, papa
has given us the choice of spending the summer with
relatives in England, or to go to the seaside with
them; we have been there before and played in the
sand, that’s well enough for children, but we are chil-
dren no longer. I am for seeing the world, I am, and
am not afraid of the ocean.” ¢Captain, may we see
the accommodations for passengers? Our father in-
tends engaging passage for us if we are satisfied, and
you will take us,” said Eugene to a bronzed, elderly,
portly personage, who was about climbing up the side
ladder to the ship’s deck, and who, judging from his
appearance, could not be mistaken for anything else
‘but a sea captain. “Come on board,” curtly replied
‘the captain, as he disappeared over the ship’s rail and
-4into his eabin.

The boys promptly accepted the invitation, and
‘were soon standing on the ship’s deck, where they
‘were received by the ship’s steward and ushered into
‘the cabin, the sides of which were of handsomely fin-
ished mahogany, the ceilings white with gilt mould-
ings ; another smaller after cabin led from the first,
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and six doors on either side closed upon as many
staterooms. In their eagerness they did mnot notice
the smutty and stained general appearance of every-
thing. The chief mate, and the steward, each occu-
pied one of these rooms, the captain had two on the
starboard side enlarged into one, and the remainder
were more or less filled with sails, odd ropes, provi-
sions and miscellaneous trumpery, from all of which
<combined, emanated a musty marine odor.

After a transient glance at the surroundings it was
suggested that they would prefer to be together in
one room ; it contained two berths only, but said
the steward, “the after stateroom on the port side is
‘the largest, it has a large, square stern window, be-
sides the circular port hole in the side, and the seat
in this one would make a third bed for the little fel-
low ; it will have to be cleared out, for it is full of all
sorts of rubbish ;” and opening the door it proved in-
deed to be the most roomy, the over-hanging ship’s
stern forming a part of it; two berths were against
‘the side, a seat against the forward partition, which
-once upon a time had been a sofa, a stationary wash-
stand accommodation in the stern corner, and a small
clothes-press, with drawers under it, built in at the
foot of the berths; two trunks would nearly occupy
the remaining floor space.

‘When the bright light was allowed to enter, after a
‘heavy sliding shutter was raised in the stern, the boys
at once decided to give preference to this room, for,
said Edgar, “we can sit here and catch fish, and feed
the birds without going on deck.”

Eugene requested the steward to say to the captain,
that if he would kindly meet their father at the ship
agent’s office and there conclude arrangements, they
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would have their clothing sent on board without de-
lay, and be on hand when the ship was ready to sail.

The steward delivered the message, and Captain
Grump, from his stateroom, sent the reply, “AlL
right;” and again, as abruptly, left the ship on his
new errand.

The boys, who had been impressed with a certain
awe by the business methods of the captain, who was.
evidently a man of few words, after his disappearance
felt somewhat less restraint, and more closely sur-
veyed their future floating home. Ivan, opening the
stern window, sliding it sideways, discovered also a.
water-stained, small, square mirror, in faded, yellow
frame, over the seat, and that a peculiar grinding
noise outside was caused by the motion of the rudder
in its pintle somewhat worn away by constant friction.

The bright July sun reflected from the waters of
the harbor, upwards, and danced fantastically, show-
ing glittering streaks on the old, gilded, dingy ceiling
of their quarters, as if in lmltatlon of a cloudy and.
disordered sky.

Eugene, with arms akimbo, sat in a squatting at-
titude against the slanting stern. ‘“Boys, what do
you think of this now ?”

“Oh!” replied Edgar, “ this will do to sleep in, but:
there is not much room for our ‘Toss’ when we are
dressing. Itisn’t first class, I own, but who is going
to back down? I am not. We shall be on deck, and.
climb the masts and yards at sea, and when tired we
shall, no doubt, sleep as soundly here as in some of
the poky rooms in seaside hotels, or in the stuffy
berths of railway sleepers; we could not be shaken
more roughly here than in some of them.”

As the steward had left them, Ivan ventured the
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remark, “ What do you think of the captain? He is
awfully independent. Haven’t you noticed that he
hardly deigns to speak to any one? But perhaps he,
like papa, has important business. Did you notice,
‘boys, the bald spot on the top of his head? But
didn’t he smell nice ? I think the barber has been fix-
ing him up this morning, his moustache and whiskers
looked so shiny, and his hair stuck fast to the skin of
his pate in front, as though it had been done with a
flatiron; and what a funny nose he has, looks sort of
puffy, don’t it ? and red; he must have caught cold in
it.”

“Did you notice his hands ?” remarked Edgar. “I
thought at first that he wore boxing gloves, but no,
they were his own real hands; he must get tired
carrying them around with him; they appeared to
me as though they had belonged to a giant once and
were stuck.on the wrong man afterwards. I wonder
if he is very old ?”

“No,” responded Eugene, “he may be fifty or
sixty; he must be much older than our papa.”

“ Of course,” joined the others in chorus.

“Come, boys, let us be off to the office, and tell
papa that with his permission we are going in the
“Neptune.” Hurrah for England and plum pudding!”
and away they bounded over the ship’s rail, on to
the wharf, and soon met Captain Grump and their
father at the agent’s office.

“Fine boys, sir! all yours? I must take them, I
suppose, for they are bound to go with me, and,” con-
tinued Captain Grump, “the ¢ Neptune’ is a beauty
and a fine sailer, with excellent accommodations.”

“I had the good fortune at one time to command
her,” quietly replied the father, “and for this reason
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favored the boys’ wishes Tor a voyage in this particu-
lar ship. She, no doubt, is worthy of the encomiums
by you bestowed upon her; she was the favorite craft
of her day, when steamships demanded extravagant
passenger rates, and people were not in such a hurry
as they are at present.”

“ Been a master mariner yourself ?” inquired Cap-
tain Grump, “and know the ship and commanded
her, made your fortune and retired, eh! Its hard
pegging now-a-days, and difficult to make ends meet.
T’'ll take the boys cheap, and treat them like my own,
for your sake, sir, for your sake. Let them be on
board to-morrow morning; you may leave the passage
money with the agent, its best to keep square all
around, isn’t it?” And again promising to care for
the boys and land them safely in England, he hastily
disappeared, swinging his arms like two sledge ham-
mers attached to the shoulders.

Had Captain Grump been shadowed., he might
have been seen gleefully washing his hands in “in-
visible soap and water,” as he directly entered one of
the corner restaurants on South street.

The agent explained that Captain Grump was a
man of great force of character, and an excellent sea-
man, that he was owner of the'ship, having pur-
chased her at auction, with their pecuniary assist-
ance, and that in two years, by close attention to
business, and economy withal, he had now nearly
paid up the amount advanced, but, ventured the
agent, “ He’s got the name of being hard on sailors,
yet in these times when every land lubber calls him-
self an A. B. (able seaman) and ships must go short-
handed to compete, you will understand that the
blame lies altogether with the impostors.”
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The passage money paid, father and sons returned
home and surprised their mamma with the news of
their sudden departure for England. This of course
created quite an excitement amongst the household.
Biddy in the kitchen was stirring up flour, eggs,
and raisins, with other ingredients, for the largest
cake, calculated to keep for a month, if not fated
to be sooner eaten; late at night the inmates retired,
thoroughly fatigued by the extra labors of the past
day.

After a restless sleep and an early breakfast, the
parents, with their boys and baggage, arrived in a
carriage at the ship’s wharf; on the ship’s deck con-
fusion reigned supreme. Short shrill whistles seemed
each time to bounce a petroleum barrel into the air,
from a lighter alongside, and as quickly leap down in-
to the ship’s hatchway to disappear in her hold.
Chains were rattling through the hawse-pipes, and
mariners scurrying in from lodgings, with canvas
bags, straw sacks, tin plates, and rum and tobacco
incumbrances, were at times obeying orders, and
anon carelessly gossipping with strange men from
ashore. Every one and everything was to find a
place at once. The mate of the ship, at the stern,
shouted to the sailors, and the second mate, forward,
called the same men to his assistance. Hawsers were
coiled away, sails bent on yards aloft, and other sails
rolled up and tied, like gigantic serpents, were dragged
along the deck from dark recesses, yards were braced
about, and to make confusion worse confounded, wag-
ons piled with barrels and boxes arrived, and their
loads were heaped up amongst the medley. The cook
was there with list in hand, to check the provisions
they contained. No one had time for the boys; the cab-
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man, yielding to the seductions of an extra fee, helped
them with their baggage, and it eventually reached
their stateroom.

Captain Grump and the pilot were to be on board
at 10 A. M., with the tug, and everything was ex-
pected then to be ready for departure, and the sea.
As it was impossible for their mamma to climb over
all this mass of shipping fixings, the youngsters took
a last affectionate farewell of their parents, prom-
ised to be good, and write them a faithful account of
their voyage, on their arrival in England, and reach-
ing the deck, were but too glad to escape to their state-
room, arrange their bedding, and deposit the various
articles in their respective places. The dog seemed
to be out of place. Poor “Toss!” He had the misfor-
tune to be stepped on again and again, but having
been, from doghood’s young days, the boys’ earliest
friend, with canine sagacity he knew what it was to

-be a boy’s dog, and suffered patiently, without whin-
ing, apparently well aware that a stateroom was not
intended for a dog kennel.

“Don’t unpack those goodies but leave them closed
in their boxes,” said Eugene, “ for we have no room
for them.”

“I wish you had spoken sooner, because I have got
my finger into a broken egg.”

“Throw it overboard,” ordered Eugene, “it will
only make a mess.”

“Very well then, overboard it goes,” and Edgar
dropped the cracked egg out of the stern window.

No sooner did this happen than a terrible volley
of oaths in mixed up English, arose from below the
window, and fairly fastened Edgar spellbound to
the floor ; then came Eugene to his relief—‘ There!
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you have thrown that egg on some one’s head, you are
always getting into scrapes, and here is another. Let
me explain to the poor man that it was the merest ac-
cident,” and suiting the action to his words, he leaned
out partly through the window, where he beheld be-
low him a waterman -in his boat, in a kneeling posi-
tion, performing ablutions over the side; his hair,
beard and shoulders, were coated with what appeared
1o be the remains of a not newly laid egg, to say the
least of it. This individual, so egg-besmeared, was
one of the many junkmen, who loiter about the ships
in port, to buy old rope and refuse, and occasionally
confiscate articles from ships and wharves, utterly re-
gardless of the owner’s consent or knowledge, show-
ing that their classical education had been neglected,
inasmuch as they were unable to properly distinguish
the difference, a very essential one, between meum
and tuum.

“I beg your pardon,” commenced Eugene, “but
my little brother, unacquainted here, thoughtlessly
dropped the egg, and we regret that you should have
placed yourself in this unfortunate position, and ”—
here the man, with eyes partly glued together, shook
his shaggy head, and catching sight of the boy, burst
again into a storm of passionate vituperation, and
with “ Du swinehund du,” he quickly caught his oar,
and with its blade sent a sudden shower of water
up against Eugene, who, totally unprepared for such
a rude reception, in attempting to withdraw, got
caught in the window, and for some time was unable
to free himself from a thorough drenching. Strug-
gling backwards, with heels floundering about inside,
which knocked over both Ivan and Edgar, he at last
fell back upon them in a heap, the man still contin-
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uing to ply his oar until the window was closed to
prevent the flooding of the stateroom. The boys
looked dejected in their saturated garments, and al-
most wished that they had remained at home.

The piercing scream of a steam whistle, near by,
again caused a commotion on deck, and soon a little
steam giant came alongside, and the voice of Captain
Grump was heard, giving gruff and abrupt orders; a
few grating bumps of the ship against the side of the
wharf, and she glided out into the harbor.

Eugene, with depressed spirits, commenced again
to upbraid Edgar, when Ivan spoke up philosophi-
cally: “ We must consider this the baptism of our new
sea life. Let’s change our clothes, boys. Eugene,
you have the conviction that you have suffered for
the faults of others; it reminds me of the punish-
ments received at school.”

“Yes, you goody-goody boy!” chimed in Eugene,
“make haste and find us a dry shift, and stop your
preaching.”

A long whistle, and another from the steamer, and

now she was towing by a hawser ahead, and the
“ Neptune ” was fairly under way.
- Speedily exchanging their wet clothing, they quit-
ted their quarters, and from the main deck of the
ship beheld the novel sight of a great seaport crowded
with its panting, bellowing, shrieking, whistling steam-
ers, ships, and barges, all seeming so inextricably in-
termingled that collisions were to all appearances un-
avoidable, but the stentorian orders from the pilot on
the quarter deck, of *starboard,” or *port,” and
“hard a starboard,” rapidly untwisted the Gordian
knots of puffing steamers, and large fleets of barges,
at anchor and adrift. .
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“There,” said ¥ugene, “ what a fine view of the
. bronze statue on Bedloe’s Island; it was presented by
" the French Republic to the United States; it is 305
feet high and the largest statue ever known in the
world.”

“Yes,” facetiously remarked Ivan, “she is the.
tallest lady I have ever seen, and I hope she’ll stay
there forever as ¢ Liberty enlightening the world.’”

When off Sandy Hook, the pilot, with his ‘satchel
and oil cloth coat, prepared to leave the ship. Blocks
were creaking, yards being hoisted jerkingly, and
sails loosed and spread, spars cracking and groaning
as the freshening breeze filled the topsails and jibs.
The tug gave another ear-piercing yell, a warning to
cast off the tow-line, but all were too busy to heed it,
for again was heard a tumult of shouting voices from
captain, mates and crew, with a lively stampede of
the sailors around the decks, pulling and tugging at
a hundred different ropes from aloft.

The tow-boat again shrieked and slowed her speed,
and the tow-line, the last connecting link, was cast
off from the tug, and was now drifting and dragging
under the bark’s bottom, and trailing away astern.

“What a mean trick,” growled Captain Grump.
“T'll never employ him again,” shaking his fist at
the returning steamer, and through the companion
way leading into the after cabin, down the stairway,
he disappeared.

A pilot schooner awaited the passing bark, and a
dingey was handy near the bow to take off the pilot,
who stood ready at the gangway for her, when sud-
denly he uttered a sharp, quick shout of Luff!”
“Luff!” “Dewn helm, for God’s sake, quick!” The
sailor at the helm, alarmed, and uncertain of the nau-
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tical terms applied, twisted the steering wheel back
and forth. “Luff!” “Luff! I say,” again yelled the
pilot. Eugene instinctively felt that something awful
must follow quickly; he, at the first warning cry, had
run aft, and following with his eyes the motion of
the pilot’s hands, he helped the man at the wheel to
twist it over, so that the old ship’s sails flapped, and
the bark came up into the wind.

A severe jar, a crash, a whipping of the masts
aloft, and a large ocean steamship, inward bound,
grazing the ship’s side, rapidly passed in the opposite
direction, the pilot’s small boat getting partly crushed
between the two. _

“ A close shave,” coolly remarked the pilot, as he
stepped into his fragile skiff, which had escaped with
a tight bottom and an uninjured but terrified in-
mate, and with “Pleasant voyage to you,” he de-
parted for his schooner.

A broken jib-boom, cat-head gone and the anchor-
stock taken off short by the steamer, was the result
of the collision, which may be considered compara-
tively trifling, when taking into consideration, that
shortly before the total loss of the ship seemed in-
evitable.

Mr. Frank, the mate, now hurried aft and boxed
the ship about, and again brought her to the former
course, and addressing Eugene, said: “I was bpsy
with the sails, and supposed the captain on deck;
and this lubber at the wheel hadn’t sense enough to
report the steamer ahead. Sheer carelessness on our
part it was, and but for you, my boy, who showed
this greenhorn how to heave his wheel down, we
would now have been floating on a wreck, if not
killed by the falling spars. One of those steamers
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cuts one of these old wooden hulks up like a cheese.
Did any one notice the steamer’s name?”

“Yes,” said Eugene, “I think ‘Bermuda’ was on
her stern.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Frank, “there is such a steamer
belonging to the Bermuda Line. If you will stay
with this man until we have cleared away the broken
spars from under the bow, I shall thank you for it.
I will send your brothers aft to you, from the main
deck.”

The boys and the dog, now for the first time, had
trodden the ship’s quarter deck; already strange and
uncomfortable feelings had overcome them, and as
Captain Grumnp’s head arose above the companion
way, in close proximity, an anxious nervousness stole
over their features. He had been in his stateroom
during the collision, and had felt a shock; from rea-
sons of his own, he did not see fit to enquire the
cause, but hearing strange voices over his head, he
imagined an intrusion on his domain, the quarter
deck. His face was suffused with a warmer hue
than usual, and his nose seemed the color and size
of a full blown rose. Staring at the boys with his
glassy eyes, then at the compass in the binnacle, then
at the light-house, some six miles astern, and again
at the two at the wheel, he slowly drawled out:
“ Two-men-at-the-wheel ! And-only-eight- before-the
mast.” To Eugene, “ How does she head? What
compass course do you stand ?”

Eugene regarded him with a blank and perplexed
expression of countenance.

“Say, do you know the compass ?”

“No,” replied Eugene.

“¢ No, Sir I’ it is on board of this ship.”
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“Yes?” inquiringly replied Eugene.

“¢Yes, Sir youmule ; I’ll teach you manners,” and
leaning over the cabin doors to reach for Eugene at
the wheel, the closed doors gave way, and Captain
Grump fell flat on the deck. The three boys lost no
time in beating a hasty retreat forward, and the cap-
tain, slowly raising himself to his feet, called for the
mate, who obeyed, hastily ascending the eight steps
from the main deck to the quarter deck, and stood
before the master.

“Mr. Frank, what are these boys doing on board
my ship ?”

The mate attempted to explain that the boys were
passengers, but the skipper had evidently lost all
recollection of this, for staggering slowly along the
quarter deck with measured tread to counterbalance
his wavering upper works, then bracing himself up,
in order to impress his officer with the idea that he
was a man in his free senses, with arms crossed in
front, he dignifiedly struck an attitude and delivered
one of his periodical orations:

“Mr. Frank, am I, or am I not, owner and master
of the ¢ Neptune?’”

“Yes, sir,” meekly replied the mate.

“Mr. Frank,I am a gentleman, ain’t I1?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Ain’t you well treated on my ship ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And any man says different is a liar ?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘“ Any trouble with the sailors ?”

“No, sir, all right.”

“T ask you again, who brought them brats here ?”

£13 You"’
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“ “Don’t contradict me. You take too much upon
yourself, and it’s got to stop right here.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Three stowaways to feed; hold you responsible
for their grub.”
Mr. Frank nodded. Watching his opportunity, he re-

plied, “ Passengers, passengers, passengers.” “Ahem!” .

and a gleam of faint recollection flashed across his
befogged cerebral faculties, as he raised the old gray
hat to ventilate his bald pate, and vigorously applied
his finger nails on it; and moderating his authorita-
tive tone and style, continued: “I knew it all the
time,” and extending his ponderous dexter paw, ac-
companied with a nod of recognition, towards the
Yyoungsters, who were huddled together on the main
hatch, he ejaculated, “ All right.”

“ What else is wrong, Mr. Frank?”

“OQOh, sir, the jib-boom was carried away in the
collision with the steamer ‘Bermuda,’ down the bay, an
hour ago, before the pilot left the ship; of course the
steamer is to blame, and the pilot; they will have to
pay the damages. You were below, sir, at the time,
attending to the bills of lading and to the ship’s
papers, and regulating the chronometer.”

“So I was!”

It should be mentioned that Mr. Frank had sailed
with Captain Grump some three years, and knew his
failings and how to humor them. Moreover, this little
weakness was indulged in on leaving port, of stdbw-
ing away snugly his sundry private stores, about the
lockers of his stateroom, consisting mostly of tinned
salmon, his favorite article of diet at sea, judging
from the numerous empty cans seen floating astern,
as they were thrown from -the port-hole, a lot of to-
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bacco, which, of course, the crew purchased at sea
prices, also a large quantity of bottles, handsomely
labelled and enveloped in straw; even the steward
assisted not in this labor, which, with the captain,
had apparently become one of love.
~ Mr. Frank was as well acquainted with the differ-
ent facial expressions-of his captain as he was with
the face of the barometer that hung in the cabin and
predicted fair or foul weather; both of these he could
read with unfailing certainty.

The captain’s looks now told him that if he was at -
_the moment master of the “ Neptune,” it would only
be for less than an hour longer ; that he would retire
to his berth and leave him, Mr. Frank, in undisputed
command, after having exacted his habitual tribute
at the commencement of every voyage, from those
under him, that he was the acknowledged master.

To have argued his pretensions would have exas-
perated himn to madness.

Having ventilated his eccentric humors the chief
dismissed the mate, took a glance at the compass, in
the binnacle near the wheel, and with a ‘“keep her
straight,” to the man at the wheel, retired to his state-
room, and soon might have been heard snoring
soundly, and probably dreaming such dreams as mor-
tals seldom dream.



CHAPTER II.

THE LADS HOLD AN INDIGNATION MEETING.

mlN the main hatch an indignation meeting
| was being held, and all matters in refer-
ence to the future methods of proceeding
were being excitedly discussed.

“We have been shamefully misled and we must not
allow this state of affairs to continue,” said Ivan.

“No,” rejoined Edgar, “ we won’t stand this.” “Did
you notice how nearly he came to putting his hands
on Eugene? But, boys, perhaps he may be sorry for
it to-morrow. Let’sgive him a chance to-morrow. Eu-
gene, you are the eldest, you ask him to apologize?”

“But what if he should refuse to apologize?” re-
plied Eugene; “it would place us in a worse position
than we are at present, we cannot escape until port is
reached, and he may do worse yet.”

“No sir! No sir!” determinedly exclaimed Ivan, “if
we stick together he cannot harm us, remember there
are three of us, and ‘Toss’ makes four. Let us de-
mand satisfaction for this ungentlemanly conduct,
he’s got to make ample reparation.”

The dog, lying curled up in a coil of rope near by,
raised himself; growled an intelligent assent, elevated
his muzzle, and after sniffing the northeast wind,
licked Edgar’s hand and resumed his former posi-
tion.
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“Ivan, you want to get me into a scrape, don’t you?
I for one would prefer not to look at him again, boys,
I am certain that he is not sober.”

The boys continued to argue the matter, and at the
same time, from the top of the main hatch out of
every 'one’s way, they were watching the crew.

Mr. Frank and the crew were occupied busily, pull-
ing and tugging at nearly every rope in the ship.
The topsail chain sheets were stretched tauter. The
yards swigged higher still, and the lee-braces jerked
in the yards, now pressing hard against the lee-back-
stays. .

“Trim in jibs, stay sails, and spanker, every thing,
sharp by the wind,” ordered Mr. Frank.

The wind had worked more to the eastward, the
ship barely making a southeast course, gently forg-
ing ahead at a four mile rate against a moderate, roll-
ing swell, with all canvas spread.

Broad, white streaks of circling foam, divided at
the bow and glided astern, there to unite, and gurgle,
and splash in an eddy around the rudder, from which
a long, thin streak lost itself in the distance.

Six P. M. Ting! Ting!—Ting! Ting! rung out from
the bell near the wheel, struck by the man at the
wheel. .

“ All hands aft,” shouted Mr. Frank. Seven sail-
ors, at a jog trot, shuffled aft, the second mate closing
up the rear, with a “ Hurry up! Hurry up.”

“Take your pick, Mr. Brown, for the old man’s
watch. (The captain whatever his age may be, is in-
variably nick-named by the sailors, “ old man.”) So
you are in the starboard watch, and you,” pointing to
the three and to the steersman, ‘“you belong to the
port watch with me. Boys, I'll try and let you have
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watch and watch, but as the ‘old man’is a little
queer, you'll have to stay on deck now and then,
when he is around. We'll try and get along smoothly,
if you will do your work, and do what you’re told.
Now go about your business; sweep the decks, pump
ship, and get your suppers, and you may have a
smoke after that.”

Everything about the ship had now been made
snug. Tarpaulins were spread over hatches, and well
secured, needful precautionsin case of stormy weather,
and Mr. Frank, who had been working steadily with
his crew from early morning, without snatching time
to dine properly, now seized the first opportunity to
have a chat with the boys, and a whiff at his pipe.

A feeling of mutual sympathy had already devel-
oped itself between them.

“ Boys, let me show you the ship,” he said, and boys
and dog followed him forward where the two great
anchors were lashed, one on the starboard side having
lost its stock in the collision.

“This is called the topgallant forecastle. In some
ships the sailors’ quarters, or sleeping accommoda-
tions, are underneath this, from which it probably
derives its name of forecastle. Here they are housed
in that square, circumscribed, low, and mostly ill-
ventilated dormitory around the foremast, with the
cookhouse or galley under the same roof, uncomfort-
ably hot in summer, increased by the heat from the
stove, but more comfortable in winter.” A large,
carved, white painted figure, representing “ Neptune,”
standing on a carved scroll, with a demolished crown,
a badly injured nose, sinister arm missing, and with
the dexter one flourishing, defiantly, a broken staff,
which had, no doubt, formerly figured as a “trident,”
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was held in position against the stem under the bow-
sprit, by strong iron rods; he phlegmatically stared
ahead, towards the rising and falling horizon, a slight.
spray now and then bathing the sea god’s knotty
limbs.

“Ha! ha!” laughed Edgar, “this old chap has had
many a worse wetting than he had this morning;
when he pleases he releases himself, I suppose, to
baptize the boys. I have heard about Neptune’s
coming over the bow in the Gulf Stream, but I wouldn’t:
be afraid of this poor, old, decrepit fellow. He could
never find his old place again if he left it. In fact
he would drop to pieces if he tried it.”

The mate nodded assent, and busied himself by
hauling out the fore-bowline from the foresail for-
ward, in order that it should catch the breeze. The
old ship continued to glide through the rippling waves
at a leisurely rate, and the curtained sun in the west.
was casting golden streaks of glittering fire through
the ragged clouds, and darkness silently diffused it~
self over the mighty deep.

“Sidelights! ” ordered the mate.

“Aye, aye, sir!” from the old cook, who held the
time honored prefix of steward, but whose functions
pertaining to stewardship on board the ¢ Neptune
were limited, and the red light to port, and the green
light to starboard, were displayed in the customary
place in the ship’s forerigging.

The boys declined the invitation to supper, for rea-
sons of their own, and betook themselves to their
stateroom. There through the stern window they si-
lently watched the now fading glimpses of the west-
ern shore.

Thump, bang—thump, bang, sounded the rudder



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 21

against the stern post, near by, incessantly. The
rudder chains rattled, and the chain blocks, overhead
on deck, squeaked in concert continuously, with a
heavy thud as interlude, all combining to form monot-
onous strains of untiring diabolical musie.

“Eight bells! relieve the wheel.”

A faint reply of “relieve the wheel,” echoed back
from forward, and the bell was heard to strike four
times two, and with this sound sea life now commenced.

It was now that “ watch and watch” begun, but
numerous duties, such as reefing sails, pumping ship,
spreading sails, or drying them, or repairing them,
rob the sailor of more than half of his needed rest;
refusals to obey such calls are considered as savoring
of mutiny, and are resented by tasks still severer.
For the honor of the merchant master of the present
epoch, be it said, that such hazing is not generally
practiced, and that the ships which are considered to
be the best managed are those whose commanders ex-
act the work above mentioned only in the proper
hours, and where the men are permitted to retire to
rest at the altotted time.

Falling asleep when on the “look out,” or when
steering at the wheel, are considered by sea-faring
men, as enormous offences, and the offender is logged,
(his offence noted in the ship’s journal), and pun-
ished in many cases too severely, for which the sailor
has little opportunity for redress, as in many in-
stances the lodging-house master, for a small consid-
eration from the captain, helps to hush it up, or ships
poor Jack off when tipsy, and so the matter drops.

The seaman’s “Friendly Societies” have done
much good for the sailor, but there is still much
Toom for an amelioration of his condition.
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When damaged flour and rusty salt junk, bought
at trifling prices, are knowingly sent on board by ava-
ricious ship owners, as it is “eat or starve,” at sea, a.
hungry man will find most anything palatable. The
lively maggot is a not uncommon occupant of the
ship’s bread, and sailors, in a gale at sea, have no
time to stop and apologize before swallowing tenant.
and tenement.

Sailors are flesh and blood, like you and I. One
practical old tar sat on his sea chest, carving with his
old sheath knife, and feeding off a chunk of tough,
old, salt horse, which had the appearance of antiqua-
ted mahogany. He whittled thin, tiny, cross-grained
slices from it, as one would cut an apple, and solilo-
quized the following stanza :

‘ Old‘horse. old horse, how came you here?”

¢ From Succorath to Portland Pier,
I've carted stone this many a year,
'"Till worn out quite, by blows and abuse,
They salted me down for sailors’ use:
The sailors, they do me despise,
They turn me over, and d— my eyes,
Cut off the meat, and scrape the bones,
And pitch the rest to Davy Jones.”

“T wish that everlasting pounding would stop,”
said Ivan, “so that I could sleep.”

“Yes, if wishes could be heard, I wish that we
could be turned into three birds, so that we could fly
through this window to papa or mamma, and have a
good sleep in our own soft beds,” replied Edgar.

“Boys,” he continued reflectively, “ we should have
taken a steamer, and as for being a sailor on a ship,
I pity him, he has hard work of it, and does not even
know the use of knife and fork.”
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“ Yes; ’spoke up Eugene, “*a life on the ocean wave,
and a home on the rolling deep,” is not my style, if
this is a fair sample.” And “sleep, gentle sleep, na-
ture’s kind restorer,” soothed their tired heads and
limbs, until the splashing of water, and the scrubbing
of the deck overhead, awoke them at daybreak on
the following morning.

“Why don’t they put off their scrubbing until morn-
ing, and breakfast is over, instead of awaking a fel-
low before daylight?” comnplained Ivan.

“You’ll hear that every morning about this time,”
replied Eugene, “that’s some of the regular work of
a ship, I believe. I sha’nt get up until breakfast any
how.”

“Yes,” said Edgar, “and I shall not forget to write
and inform mamma how badly we have been treated
by the captain ; he only cares for our money, but let
us treat the old fellow with contempt, not that ex-
actly, we can be a little bit polite to him, and if we
stick together he can’t hurt us, for it will be three
against one ; if he had’nt such a great big hand, it re-
minds me so much of the giant’s hand in the picture
book.”

But, like many resolutions made in good faith, these
were destined soon to be ruthlessly frustrated.

Bang! Bang! and then a furious rattle against the
boys’ door, which caused the dog to leap up, and bark
savagely.

“Get up! Get up! Turn out! D’ye hear, ye young
sleepy heads,” roared the captain’s voice, overpow-
ering the frantic barking of ‘Toss’ “Are ye going
to snooze all night and all day? You’ll be out of
there in ten minutes, or I’ll know the reason why!”

As though electrified with a united impulse, the
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youngsters leaped out of their berths, simultaneously,
on top of poor “Toss,” which naturally caused him to
whine and howl, underneath his unexpected burden,
and struggle frantically to get disencumbered.

“We've only got ten minutes,” exclaimed Ivan, in
tremulous tones.

“My stockings, quick, give me my stockings!”
cried Edgar; but Ivan hastily snatched them, and
with leg elevated, hurriedly forced them on.

There was not much spare time for the usual morn-
ing’s discussion, for another hullabaloo about Edgar’s
trowsers made things lively, and grabbing Edgar’s
jacket, mistaking it for his own, and tucking the gar-
ment under his arm, he shouted, “ Come on, boys, I
am dressed,” was quickly out and into the cabin.

Edgar, from dire necessity, was compelled to don
his brother’s clothes, which chanced to be about two
sizes too large for his diminutive figure.

Eugene, with a swaggering, but nervously sounding .
remark of, “ Don’t let him frighten you,” had dressed
himself with a celerity never by him, before this, dis-
played, and had now followed his two brothers into
the cabin, where Ivan was still struggling to get into
Edgar’s jacket, which he finally succeeded in squeez-
ing himself into, after many frantic efforts, but was
unable to button up.

“He’s on deck, let’s get out before he comes back,”
whispered Ivan, uneasily.

“Yes, let’s go on deck.”

The boys imagined that the allotted ten minutes
must have expired, when in reality not more than
three minutes had elapsed from the time of the
alarm being given.
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They now appeared on deck, hatless, shoeless and
unwashed.

Captain Grump, with his legs spread apart, was
standing before them on the quarter deck, a mug of
hot coffee grasped in his hand.

The trio, with a profoundly polite bow, chorused,
“ Good morning, Captain Grump.”

But the captain’s attention was suddenly attracted
by some dereliction in the steering by the man at the
wheel, and was gazing now upwards at the sails, and
anon at the wheel.

“Steady,” he growled. “XKeep her s0.”

“ Good morning, Captain Grump,” accompanied by
another low bow, their best, as the boys, having fol-
lowed his every movement of the head, his glance
rested again in their direction.

The jacket on Ivan, already over-strained from the
extra tight fit, now forcibly yielded to the pressure,
. and his trowsers followed suit, leaving the embar-
rassed youth to grab what was still hanging, but
threatening to drop.
~ Ivan encountered the captain’s momentary stare
and bolted for his stateroom, Eugene and Edgar fol-
lowing in hot haste.

Grump, being constitutionally grumpy, was not
built to take a joke, but this compressed youngster
in the bursting garments, the generally demoralized
appearance of the three, in combination with their
repeated obsequious salaams, were too ultra-comical
to fail in attracting the skipper’s attention, and when
they finally collapsed and sought refuge in a hasty
retreat, the “old man” chuckled audibly, laughed
outright, and stamping his feet in an ecstacy of mer-
riment, fairly roared over the strange and funny
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scene, apparently enacted for his sole benefit and
diversion.

After awhile, when he had recovered his character-
istic dignity, and suppressed the unusual emotion,
the steward was ordered to inform the boys that the
captain’s commands were, that at 7 o’clock A. M.,
they should appear, properly dressed, for breakfast.

The youngsters now had ample time to dress them-
selves properly, and at the appointed hour made
a very creditable appearance.






“OLD FLOUNDERS,” THE COOK OF THE NEPTUNE.



CHAPTER III.

“WHAT DID YOU DO WITH THE BUTTER ?”

————lHE steward, on whom the tars had bestowed

Bl the cognomen of “Old Flounders,” on ac-
dll count of his wobbling gait, now bestirred
| himself, as the six bells’ breakfast hour
approached Precisely as the bell sounded he was -
shuffling along the deck fromn the cook-house, or gal-
ley, towards the cabin, arrayed from neck to knees in
his own hand made and self washed, blue checkered
aprons, or as the boys would have termed it, “ pina-
fore,” which served to hide his greasy shirt and trow-
sers. In his outstretched hand he held a basket con-
taining a dish of hot, steaming hash, counterbalanced
by a huge tin coffee-pot of hot coffee. With his bur-
den he warily glided along, with legs outspread, halt-
ing at every few steps on his journey, to maintain his
equilibrium with the rolling motion of the ship, and
concluding his gyrations by casting a servile glance
up at the phiz of the captain, on the quarter deck,
and ejaculating, “ breakfast ready, sir.”

The captain followed him into the cabin.

“ About the kids, steward ; they’ll eat at my table
in the after cabin, when I and Mr. Frank have fin-
ished. I've a mind to let’em grub with the second
mate and carpenter, in the forward cabin, but they
may fancy themselves not decently treated, being
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first cabin passengers—but, mind you—steward—no
butter. Mr. Frank eats too much butter; he’ll have
to be put on allowance if he keeps on as he has been
doing. Butter is butter, and means money.”

“Yes, sir, yes, sir; he eats altogether too much but-
ter; never saw the likes of it in all my forty years to
sea. I never touch it myself, sir, because it is too
great a luxury for these hard times, sir. The last
voyage, when our butter run short, I mixed it with
some of the salt beef fat I'd saved up, and it was
really an improvement; much superior to this new-
fangled stuff they call oleomargarine, they sells now
a days for butter.  If you like, sir, I'll make it spin
out, sir? The boys shan’t have any butter; it'll ‘be
better for their health in the end. How about the
sugar, sir? How much sugar shall they be allowed ?
The men get a pound a week, and no butter”—*‘ ahem,
interrupted the captain—let ’em have plenty, a pound
and a half for the three is more than they can get
away with. Have their own sugar bowl filled weekly
with it, and they’ll regulate it themselves.”

Mr. Frank had now entered and seated himself at
the table opposite the captain, leaving the second
mate in charge of the deck. It seemed only a few
minutes that he had been seated at the table when
he arose from it, after having in this exceedingly
brief space of time disposed of two large mugs of hot
coffee, four large, hard ship’s biscuits, soaked in the
coffee, lavishly plastered with beef fat butter, and a
generous plateful of salt beef hash. ‘Excuse me,
"sir,” he said, and picking up a knife and tobacco
from his stateroom, on the way, passed out on deck,
wiping away the remnants of his breakfast from
his moustache with the sleeve of his woollen shirt.
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‘“ Brown,” he shouted to the second mate, ‘‘ get your
hash!”

The boys’ stateroom door being slightly ajar, they
could not avoid hearing old Grump’s orders concern-
ing them, and having an unobstructed view of the
breakfast table saw to their surprise how deftly the
wonderfully unassuming Mr. Frank could with light-
ning speed dispose of such a mass of viands, all
reeking hot.

Not a word was exchanged by the two, with the
exception of Mr. Frank’s polite ‘‘ excuse me, sir,” to
which Captain Grump made no reply, but throwing
an angry glance on the departing mate, quickly
snatched the butter-dish from the table, and depos-
ited it in the cabin pantry, with an exclamatory ex-
pression peculiarly his own.

0Old Flounders now entered the cabin and lifted the
coffee-pot from the floor, its usual place, being within
handy reaching distance from the table. ‘ Mr. Frank
is awful on coffee, sir. The pot is almost empty, and
you don’t drink hardly.-any yourself, sir,” at the same
time reaching for the water-jug, the contents of which
he poured into the coffee-pot.

The skipper nodded approvingly, and went on
deck.

“I’'m glad now that we are to eat by ourselves,”
whispered Eugene. “I consider it no honor to mess at
the same table with old Grump ; we shall be more at
ease by ourselves.”

“ Come, boys,” patronizingly called out the steward,
as he knocked at the boys’ stateroom door, which was
not on the latch but held quietly inside, in order not
to betray the listeners. “ Breakfast.”

The lads took their seats.
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“Eat heartily, and give the ship a good name.”

“Thank you,” said Edgar.

“Here’s your own sugar bowl, it’s your week’s al-
lowance, you’ll have full and plenty in this ship, what
there is of it, and what there is, is good enough for
anybody, but mind you leave nothing to be wasted, on
your plates,” and with this valedictory injunction old
Flounders shuffled off to his galley to bestow his at-
tention on the sailors’ matutinal repast.

. “Heigho!” sighed Edgar, as he vainly scrutinized
the table in search of sustenance not to be discovered
thereon. The remains of the dish of hash bore sem-
blance to the ruins of a ponderous fruit cake ; in re-
ality it was a compound of salt junk and potato cake,
spiced with onions, pepper and salt, with an unappe-
tizing flavor of rancid smelling fat.

Three sore-mouthed, ancient, cracked mugs, knives
and forks, which in years long past has surreptitiously
claimed the appellation of silver, with “Neptune”
engraved on their brassy handles, and a table cloth
cut from a worn out sail, all combined, did not afford
a very exhilarating spectacle to the juvenile behold-
ers, hut a twenty-four hours fast was somewhat cal-
culated to tone down their prejudices, and the hash
was, after a little hesitation, discussed with a fairly
keen relish.

“No napkins ?” queried Ivan.

“Ha, ha,” laughed Eugene, “ you’ll have to order a
supply from the same sail that our table cloth once
formed a portion of ; wipe your mouth on the corner
of Mr. Frank’s sleeve.”

The sugar bowl was passed around, in which was
one solitary spoon, serving as dipper and stirrer for
all.
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“Make haste, Ivan, don’t keep that spoon for a
week,” spoke Edgar, as it made its rounds.

“How long do you think it will take us to reach
England ?” asked Ivan.

“Oh, only about forty days,” replied Eugene, * if
all goes well ; you remember the remark we over-
heard the other day, made by the gentleman whose
father had been over seventy days on the voyage, but
that was going the other way, and that makes a very
great difference. I shall not find fault with anything
I see, or hear, or eat, after this; anyhow we cannot
starve on this grub, and we have a few nice things in
the boxes from home, but I think we had better save
them for a while.”

Eugene had, when watching through the stateroom
door, noticed Mr. Frank’s method of fracturing a sea
biscuit on his knee, so imitating him, he spanned his
hand over a round, hard biscuit, and raising his knee
he struck it flatly with great force, but with a widely
different result.

“Oh! my knee, my poor knee! I'm afraid the bone
is broken,” he cried, limping in agony over the cabin
floor. “What a stupid thing to do. Oh dear! Oh
dear! its awfully sore,” and he again hopped back to
his seat, bemoaning his misadventure, and energeti-
cally rubbing the afflicted spot with his hand.

“Some salve, some salve, Ivan!” excitedly yelled
Edgar.

“Yes, salve,” responded Ivan, “but where’s the
salve? Perhaps we may find something that will
answer in that pantry,” and opening the door, he
could find nothing but the “old man’s” butter dish.
“T’ll try a little ship’s butter in lieu of salve,” and
accordingly, suiting the action to the word, the unfor-
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tunate knee was forced to undergo a thorough oiling
and rubbing with the forbidden grease.

This apparently eased the excruciating pain, and
after bandaging the wounded limb with a handker-
chief, Eugene felt considerably relieved.

“Don’t you think that we have as much right to eat
butter as the captain or the mate ?”

“ Ahem,” coughed Eugene, “that depends on the
view that Grump takes of the subject in question.”

“Papa has paid for it,” remarked Edgar, “ and I in-
tend to sample it anyway.”

“So do I,” and Eugene, with his knife, dug a lump
out of the dish and spread the greasy compound on -
a biscuit.

At this crisis that peculiar grunt of Captain
Grump’s was heard, from above their heads, and evi-
dently startled, confused, and struck terror to the
palpitating hearts of the three youngsters.

Eugene, confused and frightened, in the sudden
panic caused by the snarling voice overhead, hid the
biscuit under the table, greasy side up, and which of
course, became glued underneath it.

Ivan, in a twinkling, rushed the dish into the pan-
try, and in short order they were busily engaged with
their breakfast at the table, looking as demure and
well behaved as three little innocent angels. '

Captain Grump was sitting on the skylight above,
enjoying his old “ dudeen,” when Eugene’s exclama-
, tion of pain caused him to peer down through the
sidelights to ascertain the cause. After straining his
eyesight in vainly endeavoring to discover it, he indis-
tinctly heard portions of the breakfast table discus-
sion, and he imagined that he saw the butter dish
on the table.
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To fiercely resent such audacity was his first im-
pulse, and scarcely had the boys rearranged them-
selves at table when Grump, like an avenging Neme-
sis, stood before them. Glaring savagely at the ta-
ble, then dashing open the pantry and making a
hurried investigation of its contents, he paused ab-
ruptly, commenced scratching the bald spot on his
head, and appeared to be completely dumb-founded.-

Another cursory glance over the breakfast table, a
second stare at the empty butter dish in the pantry,
a hunt over the cabin floor, and he deliberately di-
rected a searching gaze on the puzzled countenance
of Edgar, who felt that a storm was brewing and about
to burst over their heads, and the idea flitting through
his brain caused his heart to flutter like a caged wild
bird. .

“ What did you do with the butter ?”

“ Butter ?”” whimpered Edgar.

“Where did you put it ?”

“ Nowhere,” he responded, in a frightened tone of
voice.

“You dare to tell me that !” roared Grump.“ Stand
up, all of you!”

The dog also obeyed the emphatic command, and
stood up, and emitted a sepulchral growl, a sort of
canine warning to Grump, to take heed unto his
ways and deal gently with his young two-legged
chums, and the skipper did not appear to be alto-
gether oblivious of the canine threat. Nevertheless,
the boys’ pockets were deliberately searched, and
their clothing carefully patted over, but no signs of
stowaway bread and butter could he find in their
possession. )

The disappointed Grump frothed with uncontrol-

8
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lable rage at his baffled attempts Lo entrap the boys
in flagrante delictu, and with tiger-like ferocity, he
shouted : “Did I not see you have a biscuit with
butter, on the table ?”

A communicative glance was exchanged by the
trio, and with celerity, Eugene determinedly replied,
[13 NO.”

“None of you scamps could swallow a sea biscuit
whole, you must have hidden it somewhere; I saw it
with my own eyes, I am sure I did. TI'll just give you
one minute by the clock, to own up and tell the
truth,” and he and the boys riveted their eyes on the
old dirty-faced clock above them in the skylight;
“and,” he continued, “if you don’t tell me then, I’ll
send you down the forepeak and feed you on bread
and water until I get an answer, and a satisfactory
one, from you.”

“ Captain, you must have imagined it,” said Ivan,
in a conciliatory manner, as the dreaded minute
expired.

“Yes,” repeated Edgar, nervously, “ we must have
imagined it,” not realizing his mixed explanation.

“Imagine it! Imagine it! What I imagine, is that
you are a tough lot, and Ill treat you as such.”

Eugene now commenced to entertain fears for his
younger brothers, and with but poorly assumed
bravado, assented stolidly, “I ate it.”

“That’s another lie,” thundered Captain Grump,
“how could you? You’re not a shark to swallow a
whole biscuit in a second. Lock that dog in your
room, or I'll shoot him.” .

The threat caused Edgar to coax “Toss ”into their
stateroom.

“You two youngsters,” said Grump, “march in
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there with him until I want you,” and turning the
key in the lock, they were prisoners.

“On deck with you, what’s your name,” and Eu-
gene, guarded, marched along like a sheep to the
slaughter.

“Mr. Frank !”

“ Aye, aye, sir.”

“Bring me a heaver, (an oak billet about four feet
in length) and some seizing stuff,” (thin rope), and
lifting the fourteen-year-old lad up by his coat collar,
as though he were a rat, he held him face to face,
and again put the same questions.

The boy only shook his head sulkily in denial.

Mr. Frank, in the meantime, had brought the in-
struments of torture, which, judging by the prompti-
tude displayed in producing them, must have been
kept conveniently at hand, for such little marine pas-
‘times as the skipper felt inclined to indulge in, when
suffering from ennut or other trivial disorders, and at
the captain’s commands, bound Eugene’s wrists to-
gether, and taking a piece of plank from the hatch,
and placing it flat on the deck, free of all surround-
ing objects, ordered him to take a seat on it.

Eugene silently obeyed, his mind more occupied
with anxiety and sympathy for his brothers, than
with the present proceedings; then, threateningly, he
remarked to his persecutor, “I shall tell papa of all
this treatment.”

“Mr. Frank, you did not bind his wrists tight
enough; you are too easy. Now put the heaver in
its place.”

The mate, having drawn Eugene’s hands over the
lower part of his legs, his knees nearly level with his
<chin, stuck the oak heaver through sideways, be-
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tween the arms and knees, and Eugene was “ bucked.”

“If you don’t keep a civil tongue in your head I'll
have you gagged, besides.”

For the boy, the novelty of the punishment, but.
for the disgraceful treatment accompanying it, had
more of charm than severity about it, but shortly the
cramped position of the body, the swaying and roll-
ing motion of the vessel, which it was necessary to
counterbalance, the pressure of the heaver under his
knees and the rope cutting his wrists, became painful
and wearisome, especially to the back.

Captain Grump cast a fiendish leer at the crew,
who had been watching these proceedings and ex-
pressing their sympathy for the poor youth, but who
now speedily resumed their customary duties, as if
such punishment was not worth noticing, and was
the proper thing. .

The surly grunt emanating from old Grump, indi-
cated as plainly as if spoken in so many words,.
“That’s the way I'll serve any of you fellows, if you
don’t mind your p’s and q’s.” All hands understood
its meaning.

With the spyglass old Flounders had fetched,
Grumpy proceeded to deliberately survey the horizon,.
~ after which, he tucked the glass under his arm and
went in for a constitutional, pacing the main deck
from cabin to fore-castle, back and forth, for an
hour, passing Eugene without even deigning to notice-
him once.

The captain had been expecting for some time to
hear some remonstrance from his victim, and finally
becoming uneasy at the inflexible silence of the boy,.
with apparent indifference he accosted him :

‘““Where did you hide the buttered biscuit ?”
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Each regarded the other defiantly.

‘“Own up and I'll let you off,” said Grump, at last.

‘“ And what about my brothers?” said Eugene.

" ¢““You’re the ringleader, but for you they would be
all right. Out with the truth, and I'll forgive you.”

Eugene could not understand what offence had to
be forgivem, but finally sullenly replied, ¢ very well,
captain.”

“ Very well, sir,” snarled his tormentor.

““ Very well, sir, it is,” repeated the youngster.

The skipper stooping, drew out the stick, and Eu-
gene, with aching limbs, slowly straightened himself,
and after his hands had been untied, followed Grump
into the cabin, when to the captain’s extreme aston-
ishment, he reached one hand underneath the table,
and brought forth the biscuit, with the partly flat-
tened lump of butter on it, which, of course, had all
this time remained there glued fast.

‘“Boy! boy!” gasped Grump, ‘this beats all the
shell-back tricks I’ve ever seen. You’ll never die a
natural- death, you’re born to be hung.” So saying
he went out on deck.



CHAPTER 1IV.

THE NEPTUNE STRUCK ABACK.

and his brothers, after having
eased by him from their temporary
sould no longer refrain from giving
sheir indignation at the base treat-
ment they had been forced to undergo on account of
the irascible, ungovernable temper of the “Nep-
tune’s” commander, and the hearts of the youngsters
swelled as though they would burst, whilst discussing
their grievances. Ivan’s and Edgar’s tearful eyes
were swollen and inflamed, by lamentations regarding
their brother Eugene’s fate.
“ Boys, cheer up, crying will do no good here; he is
a brute; but for my experience with that wooden bis- -
cuit this trouble would not have happened, would it ?”
The dog had discovered it on the floor, and after
licking off the butter, was busily occupied in endeav-
oring to gnaw the flinty biscuit; this, in spite of the
sombre state of their feelings, provoked a general
smile, and the remark that “ after all it had benefited
somebody,” ‘‘and,” continued Eugene, ‘‘with the
cakes and things that we have, we can make out, and
as for his old rancid beef-fat butter, it isn’t fit to eat.”
“Toss” licked it off the biscuit very gingerly, as
though deprecating its quality.
“Yes,” said Ivan, ‘‘if ‘Toss’ had been free, old
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Grump would not have dared to touch you, but the
coward knew enough to take the precaution to lock
us all up together, so as to hinder us from rendering
you any assistance.”

The dog, in their opinion, was a perfect lion in
strength and courage. From their earliest childhood
he had been their constant companion and protector,
and doubtless would have made some inconvenient,
-high old times for Grumpy had he been put to the
test.

At last overcome by the emotional incidents in
which they had been unwilling participators, and
completely exhausted, the youthful trio sought relief
in ‘“ Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep,” and were
soon in a perfect state of oblivion, huddled together
on the small floor space of their limited apartment.

““Toss ” snarled when old Flounders rapped at the
stateroom door and announced dinner.

Pea soup and salt pork were not delicacies calcu-
lated to assuage their fastidious appetites, and the
steward, pleased at not suffering any detention from
his own repast, ‘‘ threw the poor dog a bone,” and
hurrying the remainder of the feed into his basket,
with it shuffled quickly out of the cabin.

Edgar, with some lemons from their private stores,
proceeded to mix a lemonade, sweetened from their
allowance of yellow sugar, and turning the tap of the
water tank, above the wash basin, into the jug,
stirred the lukewarm mixture with his pocket knife,
and the beverage being sampled by the trio, was pro-
nounced to be delicious and refreshing.

Grump had retired to the privacy of his sanctum,
when Mr. Frank’s voice was heard reporting to him
at the door:
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“ A schooner to windward, sir. About four miles,
flying a signal half-mast. Shall I tack, and stand for
her over the other bow ?”

‘“No,” growled the captain, “that’s played out.
I’ve tried that before, and only got empty thanks, and
a paltry gold medal from the government. That may
have done well enough years ago, but now-a-days it
doesn’t pay. TI’ll never steer out of my course again
for another craft, until I know who pays for it.”

Mr. Frank, after loitering awhile, leisurely returned
to the deck.

The boys had been listening through the slightly
opened door and now re-closed it.

“Oh, what a cruel man,” observed Edgar. ‘‘Those
poor people must be in great distress or they would
not hoist their flag for help. If they drown, God will
hold him responsible.”

¢“1 wish we could help them,” said Ivan, “but un-
fortunately we are helpless ourselves.” Whilst thus
discussing and lamenting the probable fate of the
distressed craft, the old “Neptune” continued bob-
bing and swaggering along on her course, hauled close
by the wind, with all eanvas spread.

From the far west the setting sun’s rays streamed
with a lurid glare through the open window of the
boys’ stateroom. The wind had moderated, and the
sails could be heard flapping lazily against spars and
rigging.

And so the night passed quietly and uneventfully.

At four A. M. the mate reported to the captain: “ A
squall coming up ahead, sir.” ¢ Shall we clew up
topgallant sails and courses ?”

“No, hold on to everything. I’ll be on deck in half
a minute,” answered the captain, raising himself in
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his bunk, and reaching for the bottle, in a convenient
corner, and searching for something. “Where can
that eorkscrew be stowed away ?” “ Had it this morn-
ing, when I opened a bottle with it,” and again he
commenced to grope about for that precious instru-
ment.

But squalls do not wait for drunken men; it came
promptly; struck all the sails aback, and spun the
ship on her heel like a frightened, shying horse.

Captain Grump, in a tremendous hurry, put in an
appearance, but he was too late. The mate had al-
ready ordered every thing to be let go, halyards and
sheets, but although the men were pulling and tug-
ging at the various ropes, they could not succeed in
getting in a single sail, for the wind held them tightly
pressed back against spars and rigging.

The ship rapidly took stern-way until she had
swung around so far that the sails filled again, but a
terrific rain squall now struck her full sails with such
force that it fairly took the men’s breath away, and
forced them to turn their backs to it, but only for a
moment, as at the same time the ship careened over
by degrees, until she was nearly on her beam ends,
the men being compelled to cling to the weather rails
to prevent being washed overboard, the yard arms
immersed in the seething foam to leeward. )

A resonant thump, which caused the ship to quiver
from stem to stern, occasioned by the cargo of petro-
leum having shifted in the hold and settled in the lee
side, created a general consternation for the time
being.

The ship strained and groaned, and barrels, pots,
dishes, pans, and every movable article not well se-
cured, were, with an indescribable din and clatter
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rushed away to leeward, and engulfed in the sur-
rounding foam under which the lee side of the deck
was embedded from forward to aft.

Amongst all this heterogeneous mass of flotsam, old
Flounders was bobbing about, like a chunk of fat,
wildly gesticulating for assistance, but under such
perilous circumstances it was a case of every man
for himself, and each naturally strove for his self-
preservation. '

Captain Grump had sought refuge in the main rig-
ging, where he doggedly awaited the righting of the
ship; but thicker and faster came the squalls, follow-
ing close on each other,  accompanied with a pelting
rain. The foaming tips of the curling waves were
driven across the vessel with a blinding, relentless
fury, and the surging billows, in their frenzied might,
threatened to roll the staunch old ‘‘ Neptune” com-
pletely over.

Here and there, like sparrows perched upon the
leafless branches of a storm-swayed tree, might have
been seen the crew, clinging tightly to the fore-rig-
ging. The wheel had been abandoned, for the deck’s
perpendicular position afforded a too insecure foot-
hold for any thing in human form, and the helmsman
for safety was forced to cling astraddle of the weather
rail aft.



CHAPTER V.

THE SHIP PISMASTED.

[ of them ?
At the startlingly abrupt announcement
| of “squall coming up ahead, sir,” they
had started for the deck, but when nearly to the door
their egress was prevented by the door suddenly slam-
ming to with great violence, caused by the reeling of
the vessel. Fortunate for the occupants of the cabin
was this forcible closing of the door, otherwise it
would have been inevitably flooded by the large body
of water overflowing the deck.

The boys, now thoroughly alarmed, believed that
‘the end had come to all their juvenile adventures,
and with intense earnestness, offered up their suppli-
cations to the Almighty for succor in this dangerous
extremity. The entire contents of a tool chest, bot-
tles, and all sorts of rubbish, came clattering out of
the captain’s room and swashed about in the water
collected to leeward, in which they were standing, lis-
tening eagerly for further developments from the
screeching, howling tempest.

A faint and scarcely distinguishable cry of “axe !
axe !” smothered by the surrounding tumult of the
elements was wafted to their listening ears. “ Hark!
listen! its Captain Grump. Yes, itis,” said Eugene.
“ Here is an axe, but how will he get it ?”
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“The skylight, through the skylight,” suggested
Ivan, and Eugene, the ship rolling frightfully, watched
an opportunity and jumped for the cabin table with
surprising agility, Edgar promptly handing to him a
hammer, with which he rapidly demolished the side-
light sashes: then the two youngsters assisted their
elder brother through the opening made by the axe,
in the skylight, on to the poop deck, passing the axe
to him, armed with which he now boldly made for
the weather rigging.

“Bully for you! Keep a tight grip!” encouragingly
shouted Grump, climbing towards him in the rigging.

The warning proved to be a timely one, as at the
moment the advice was proffered, an extra ton of solid
sea water washed over him, knocking his feet from
under him, and floating him off in a prostrate posi-
tion, when fortunately, with his right hand he tightly
grasped a shroud, with the left he gripped the succor-
ing axe, most determinedly resolved not to relinquish
this invaluable instrument of salvation, if possible.

No warning was necessary to “stand clear,” as the
captain drove the keen-bladed axe into the lower
rigging and backstay lanyards, swiftly followed by
an extra cracking and stretching, and ere a dozen
rapid blows had succeeded each other, the mainmast,
with a thundering crash, broke short off above the
deck, and in its fall brought with it fore and miz-
zen topmasts, yards, sails, and all the adjuncts in
one confused and apparently inextricably entangled
heap, now floating at large on the surface of the At-
lantic. :

The unwieldy hull, relieved from the superincum-
bent mass of top gear, immediately commenced to
resume its normal upright position, but still with a
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heavy list to port, due to the displacement of the
cargo.

All hands being mustered on deck, the cook ex-
cepted, they all answered to the roll-call. A faint
little weazened voice from the mizzen-top, was heard
to pipe for succor; it issued from the cavernous
stomach of old Flounders, who, cuddled up like a
monkey on a pole, was adhering with resistless te-
nacity to the mizzen-top, too terrified for one instant
to relax his death-like grip. Fortunately for his ter-
restrial welfare, two smart and active young salts
bounded aloft, and with their assistance, the scared,
half-demented creature, by means of a rope, was
safely lowered to the poop deck. He had, when
overboard, grabbed the maintopsail brace, leading to
the mizzen-top, and by this means saved his life, and
although not seriously disabled, had to be removed
to his quarters and bunked.

The crew bestirred themselves, after all these little
episodes had transpired, and with sheath knives,
hatchets and axes proceeded to cut the rigging and
spars adrift from the ship’s hull, on the side, to pre-
vent them from crushing holes to let in the water, as
they were battering fearfully against her top sides
and bottom.

After an hour’s labor expended on this absolutely
necessary undertaking, the lot of wreckage might
have been seen drifting astern, at the tender mercy
of winds and waves.

The ship, dismasted, with no spars remaining but.
foremast, mizzen-mast, and stump of bowsprit, not-
withstanding it was blowing a gale, rode’ compara-
tively dry on’ the swell, which invariably succeeds
weather of the description recently alluded to, the
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man at the wheel scudding her before the “mnor-
wester,” under the two naked ground-spars.

Mr. Frank, with a large auger, was, whilst busily
engaged in boring holes through the cabin floor, to
allow the water to run down in the hold, bestowing a
modicum of praise on Eugene, for his forethought
and promptitude in supplying the captain with the
axe, not omitting to give the two younger brothers
credit for the assistance rendered under these trying
eircumstances.

“Mr. Frank,” whispered Mr. Brown, the second
mate, at the cabin door.

“Well,” answered Mr. Frank.

“Four feet of water in the ship, sir; we’d better

. get a man in the galley to start a fire, and the rest
turn to at the pumps bhefore they go below.”

“Right you are; hush, don’t wake the captain, bad
luck to him,” pointing to his stateroom ; ‘“he’s off
again; God knows how this will end,” said Mr. Frank.

“We are ready.to help,” volunteered Edgar, “we
can pump if you require our services.”

The mate kindly smiled, evidently gratified with
the unsophisticated manner in which the young-
ster had offered his assistance. The clock in the
skylight had stopped at half past four, when the
glass in the lights had been smashed. It was, judg-
ing from a hasty glance at the chronometer, which
the mate examined and found to be in running
order, about eight A. M.

Grump lay in his berth, snoring, with an empty
bottle tucked in the corner near his head carefully
braced up yith a dirty pillow. In his drowsy stupor,
he was indulging in a murmuring soliloquy about
“ poor captains,” and “ruination, ruination.”
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On deck, both pumps, plied briskly by the crew, -
were throwing water from their nozzles on to the
deck and from thence overboard; but notwithstand-
ing their strenuous efforts to free the hold from
water, no perceptible diminution was observable.

In the wet galley was a wet stove and wet fuel
which was lavishly saturated with petroleum by one
of the crew, acting cook pro temp., to induce it to
ignite. He succeeded, after indomitable persever-
ance, in making some hot coffee to serve out to the
gang at the pumps. It proved to be an excellent
stimulant, and with an addition of raw salt pork and
-hardtack, satisfied their hungry maws for awhile.

“The poor sailors,” sighed Edgar, “they haven’t a
dry stitch to put on. The top of their forecastle was
smashed in by the falling spars, and the floor and
bunks covered with water, and what is still worse,
Mr. Frank says that the ship is leaking so badly, that
unless we fall in with some vessel, we may all go to
Davy Jones’ locker. Ome consolation, she cannot
sink with her cargo of petroleum, but should that
wash out or leak out, as she has a large quantity of
stone ballast in her hold, it is difficult to judge
whether it is to be sink or swim with us. He is now
busy repairing the only boat we have remaining, that
can be made tolerably seaworthy, by patching her
broken sides with new canvas. A keg of water, some
tins-of preserved meats, and bread packed in water-
tight tins, are placed handy to be put into her if
needed. So, boys, apparently our sojourn on board
of the ship “ Neptune” will probably be of extremely
limited duration.” N

“Yes,” responded Ivan, “we may as well pack up
a few shirts and other duds, and some lemons will
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come very handy ; old Grump will appreciate them
as flavoring for his Jamaica; still, the idea is fright-
ful—being compelled to embark in an open boat on
this treacherous sea.”

Eugene’s ideas expressed on the subject, were,
“that an open boat was far preferable to no boat at
all, or even to a hastily constructed raft; and that
the mate would not abandon the ship until she was
in an undoubtedly sinking condition, which she was
not likely to be in with such a buoyant cargo.”

Mr. Frank, summoning the lads to the poop deck,
held with them a brief conversation, and instructed
them how to act in case of emergency, assuring them
that he would stand by them to the last, and solacing
them with the suggestion, that with God’s help they
would be guided safely through all the threatening
danger.

Old Flounders, having somewhat recovered from
his injuries, now made his appearance on deck, and
was greeted by the men at the pumps with ill-timed
jokes on his recent misfortunes.

“Just hear those sailors,” remarked Edgar. ‘“ What
a thoughtless free-from-care lot they seem to be.
They do not appear to realize that when they are
worn out with pumping, the water will rise in the
ship’s hold, and that it may be all over with usin
another day.” ’

“Not gaining an inch,” reported Mr. Brown.

“Well, keep at it,” replied Mr. Frank.

“That we will.”

And the pumps continued to clatter, and ejaculate
chuck, chuck, chuck, with an accompaniment of
swishing water, as it poured forth on the deck in a
continuous stream, bathing the legs of the men at
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the pumps, who did not seem to dislike it, as the
water felt warm and pleasant to their naked feet,
and the exertion at the pump brakes kept the rest of
their bodies in a comfortable glow. ’



CHAPTER VI.

IN THE GULF STREAM.

are in the Gulf Stream,” said Eugene.
‘T heard the sailors talking about it an
wour ago, when the water changed its
semperature ; they said they felt a re-
markable difference very suddenly.”

“How can the water become warm so suddenly ?”

Mr. Frank good naturedly undertook to explain to
the youngsters the reason why.

“You see the Gulf is a mighty river in the ocean ;
it commences in the West Indies, follows along the
Mexican coast, turns back around Cuba, and is forced
through the narrow passage at Florida, from where it
sweeps northward and eastward, with a velocity of
from five to six miles per hour, and gradually dimin-
ishing from two to three miles in this latitude, where
it widens out, as much influenced by the wind, as
many real rivers are.”

‘‘ What causes all this current?”

¢ The diurnal motion of the earth. Like the water
on a grindstone it moves with the revolving earth
until it is arrested by the Mexican coast, when it is
pushed off sideways, and forced along the coast of
North America, losing itself eventually on the coast
of England, as it spreads out wider and wider, to
disappear altogether.”

At four in the afternoon it was decided that half
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of the crew should recuperate their exhausted frames
Dby a little well earned rest from their arduous labor
at the pumps, whilst the other half relieved them.
The boys and old Flounders were detailed with Mr.
Frank, and so glided slowly away another wearisome
night, with five feet of water in the ship’s hold, and
the loose cargo buinping from one side to the other. .
A large quantity of petroleum continued to be pumped
up with the water from the hold, showing much leak-
. age of the cargo; this in a measure proved to be ben-
eficial, for the oil floating on the surface of the troub-
led waters, prevented, by calming them, the waves
from breaking over the bulwarks, and caused it to be
smooth to port and starboard and for a long distance
astern, making it extremely convenient and safe for
launching a boat.

Another morning dawned and found the ship head-
ing southeast before a northwest gale which showed
signs of moderating. The weather was warm and
pleasant but their prospects nevertheless appeared to
be depressingly desperate.

About five o’clock in the morning Mr. Frank was
saluted by Captain Grump, who was standing at the
forward cabin door, not venturing any further for
fear of wetting his feet, with “good mormng ” to
which the mate responded:

“Tt might be a worse morning, sir, but it’s bad
enough with six feet of water in her, and the pumps
going night and day.”

13 Yes ?”

‘“The sailors had to sleep on the cabin floor last
night, not a dry spot anywhere but aft.”

“What! crew in the cabin! Mr. Frank, you must
be going mad!”
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“No, sir, I am not mad. We may all be in the
presence of our Maker in a very short time, and here,
or above, after this you’ll have to take an equal chance
with us. The young passengers take their turn with
the rest of us. You appear to be the only exception
from whom no assistance is obtained. You’ll have to
come and take a spell at the pumps, or get left out in
the cold.” .

Grumpy was completely appalled by the candid,
matter of fact style of address proffered by his gen-
erally supposed to be, “right hand man.”

The captain stared at the mate with an expression
on his countenance indicative of a desire to annihilate
him. He imagined that he must be dreaming. Could
it be possible that Mr. Frank, who had heretofore con-
ducted himself in such a servile, humble manner,
would dare to make use of these mutinous threats to:
the owner and master of the “ Neptune ?”

“ Come out, you old ‘ Swipes,” and take a spell at the
pumps,” yelled out one of the men. Yes,” echoed
the others, ‘ come out here to the pumps.”

Old “Swipes,” taken all aback, or the wind knocked
out of his sails completely, as Jack would express it,
aghast at the incomprehensible audacity of these
“forrard ” hands, managed to gasp out, as he thrust
forward his clinched fists, ‘““come on, take me out!”
But as no one gave any sign of a superabundant anx-
iety to tackle that job single handed, the skipper re-
traced his steps to the stateroom, opened a tin of
salmon, bolted the entire contents, and washed down
the pink colored fish with a copious libation of whis-
key from a capacious mug, to give the aqueous ani-
mal a chance to swim. The empty salmon tin fell
down, and rolled about the cabin floor with such a
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continuous and annoying clatter, that the boys ordered
“Toss” out to fetch it to them.

The racket failed, however, to interfere with the
skipper’s drunken repose, as whilst snoozing off the
fumes of the whiskey he had shortly before quaffed,
he appeared to be totally oblivious of salmon tin dis-
turbances, and ship, passengers and crew, were rele-
gated to the control of Mr. Frank.

The mate’s first act evinced, to say the least, a gen-
erous forethought for those under his command, as
from the slop chest in the cabin, he proceeded to fur-
nish the sailors with some coarse but warm clothing,
each with a stout plug of ¢ nigger-head ” tobacco, and
furthermore took the liberty of confiscating a portion
of the captain’s tinned salmon, thus showing that his
ideas were unquestionably sound on the necessity of
sustaining the inner man, if one wished to exact his
due amount of labor.

These generous acts were duly appreciated and the
recipients found themselves as comfortable as they
could expect to be under existing circumstances.

Another day, rough sea, large patches of gulf weed
on the surface, snowy white boatswains, (tropic birds)
also nicknamed by sailors, marline-spikes, on account
of their two long tail feathers, floating gracefully,
poised on extended pinions, and speculating, no
doubt, on the movements of the bipeds below them
on their storm stricken craft.

The youngsters were at the pumps with Mr. Frank,
who explained to them, that judging from dead reck-
oning, (without use of nautical instruments) the ship
was in the middle of the Gulf Streamn, perhaps on the
southern edge, and about two hundred miles from the
Bermudas, the nearestland. “ Oh, if we could only
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reach it! DBut with the water gaining on the pumps
our chances are slim,” and he added, “it is a danger-
ous place to make, being almost completely sur-
rounded by coral reefs. Ships have struck on themn
when rescue seemed certain, they being so near the
shore, and nevertheless ships, crews and cargoes, went.
to the bottom unknelled. uncoffined and buried in
oblivion in ocean’s mighty depths.

“ However, we’ll keep her southeast as long as she
floats and the wind will favor us, trusting to the ten-
der mercies of a Divine providence for a safe deliv-
erance from our besetting difficulties. It is possible,
and I sincerely hope, probable, that we may fall in
with some vessel coming up the Gulf, eastward bound,
and be enabled to obtain some assistance.”

The captain’s miserable method of conducting him-
self at this crisis of affairs was the theme of general
comment, and even forced old Flounders, who cau-
tiously peered aft before he ventured to express him-
self, to growl at him, and remark, sotto voce, that he
“never saw the old man ‘take water’ before, not even
for the roughest ship’s crew that ever sailed out of
Liverpool, and that the loss of the spars must a kinder
broke him down and took the starch out of him.”

Again eight bells rang out distinetly from the bell
at the wheel. All day, as on the day previous, the
men had been engaged without intermission laboring
steadily at the pumps. Vainly had the mate searched
for leakage at every available spot between wind and
water, until, almost despairing, his perseverance was
at last rewarded by ascertaining that the water was
obtaining ingress through the wood ends forward and
aft (where the planks join the stem and stern post)
which were discovered to be badly started, and the fast-
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enings all adrift. Unfortunately as this damage was
below the surface no means could be devised to rem-
edy the insidious attacks of the aqueous antagonist.
“Yes,” continued the mate, “ she may burst wide open
at any moment; the cargo adrift in the hold is the
source of all the trouble ; nothing ever made of wood
and iron can stand such contmua.l poundmg as this,
let alone this old man-trap.”



CHAPTER VII.

MR. FRANK’S PAINFUL STORY.

glad we are, dear Mr. Frank,” said the
7s, “to have you to trust to. If we es-
e this danger it will be through your
tiring efforts, for you are working all
1ever taking the slightest rest or repose.
Do sit down and rest your wearied frame, and give
us the benefit of your cozy conversation for awhile.”

“Do you think we shall ever see our dear papa and
mamma again?”’ And Edgar edged away so as to
make room on the main hatch to induce the mate to’
seat himself between him and Ivan.

“My dear boys, you have given me a very difficult
problem to solve,” he went on, as he accepted the
proffered seat and affectionately placed an arm
around Edgar and Ivan. Eugene was close at hand,
with an eager expression on his countenance, indica-
tive of a desire to hear Mr. Frank’s views expressed
on the vital question.

Mr. Frank, after clearing his throat, proceeded
gravely. “My dear young friends, I deeply sympa-
thize with you in this present emergency, which we
maust resolve unanimously to tide over as best we can,’
begging help from above to enable us to do so.

“My life has been a series of failures and disap-
pointments, and God knows, I sincerely desire that I



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 57

may be ready when He calls. Anyhow we poor sea-
faring men must expect that, sooner or later, owing to
our precarious calling, we may expect to be called be-
fore our Maker at short notice, but when I regard you
three youngsters, so hopeful and innocent, it almost
breaks my heart, for, boys, I too was once a boy, and
had a loving mother and a dear sister. My father, a
sailor, was lost at sea before I was born,”—a long
pause, a heavy sigh, and he continued—

“Twenty years ago, exactly, from to-day, my mother
and sister, God bless them, stood on the lighthouse
mole of our seaport town, and waved kisses and a
last ¢ Good bye’ to me, as the ship sailed out of the
port. Oh! what a heart felt yearning I had to be on
shore again! I am certain, had this been possible
and my wish gratified, the sea would not now be toy-
ing with my life. Boys, my darling mother and sis-
ter, as their loving forms faded from my sight, seemed
to whisper in gentle tones to me again and again,
“Good bye, darling, good bye, we’ll meet in heaven.’
God knows it was a bitter parting. But when I re-
turned after several months absence, my feelings
alternating between joyous hopes and tearful appre-
hensions, and landed at the old familiar pier, I found
the once cherished home closed and desolately silent.
A kind old woman, our former next door neighbor,
with tender emotion conveyed to me the heart rending
intelligence that the two precious beings, dearer to me
than life itself, had gone from this world forever from
my loving greetings, but, she tenderly and consol-
ingly added, ‘I hope, to a far higher and better sphere,
where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary
are at rest,’ and strove with words of comfort to cheer
up my depressed spirits and soothe my aching heart.
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From her I learned that the terrible scourge, cholera,
had swept them off, with many thousand others; and
I found myself thrown on the cold, wide world, a
homeless and friendless orphan, at the tender age of
fourteen. Since then the boundless sea has been my
only home.” With this he unbuttoned his jacket, and
from an inside pocket carefully drew a parcel, enclosed
in oil cloth, containing a nearly faded tintype of a
delicate, pleasant-featured woman, apparently about
thirty-six years of age, with a beautiful, graceful look-
-ing girl of sixteen standing by her. -
“See, boys, they are lovely! I may soon meet
them. This cherished, small, faded ribbon book-
mark, my dear little sister embroidered with her tiny
fingers, and placed within this small text book my
mother gave me. Look, it marks the Psalm CVII,
- verse 23, ‘ They that go down to the sea in ships, that
do business in great waters; and I would not for all
the treasures that the sea contains, part with these
precious keepsakes. This priceless little book, the
printed sentiments embodied in which, were by Di-
vine inspiration imparted to the writer, has been to
me an unspeakable comforter in many a lonely, anx-
ious hour of peril and distress. Your kind, sympa-
thizing manner has been the medium of our being
mutually attracted towards each other in friendly
feeling ; your words of kindness have opened the
locker of my heart, to speak nautically and meta-
phorically, and I am almost ashamed to acknowledge
the weakness, but since that sad parting with all
whom I held dear on earth, nothing has so tenderly
awakened the slumbering feelings of good will towards
my fellow creatures, as the kindly bond of friendship
established between yourselves and me.” '
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So saying, he replaced these, but not to him, trifling
mementos, carefully packed away in the inside
pocket of his jacket, over his left breast, looked
aloft, where the masts and sails had been a short
time before, wiped his sleeve across his eyes, be-
dewed with tears, caused by the melancholy reminis-
cences depicted, and gave a cheering shout of en-
couragement to the men at the pumps.

“This always has been a hard ship,” he continued.
“ Captain Grump ashore is, as you have seen, a differ-
ent man from Captain Grump at sea. With an in-
competent mate, or a bully for a mate, he rules both
him and the crew with a high hand. He had a bad
reputation when I joined the ship, three years ago,
but by carefully guarding against provoking his ill
temper, he succumbed at last, and trusts me im-
plicitly in all matters pertaining to the ship. He
delights to stint the sailors’ allowance of grub, and
to get all he can out of them, in the shape of labor.
You must make some allowances for the eccentric
individual and endeavor to exercise a spirit of for-
giveness for his ill treatment, as beyond doubt he
has the misfortune to be afflicted with a disordered
brain, and is mentally irresponsible for his freaks of
ill nature, and,” added Mr. Frank, “boys, let me im-
press it on your minds and memories, for I have
been often an unwilling witness to the fact, as all
who follow the occupation of seafaring men must
necessarily be, I am pained to say it, rum is a terrible
curse. It creates idiots, tyrants, and murderers; it
excites all the baser passions of mankind, and leads
to a wretched, hopeless hereafter.”

“O ! how sad,” remarked Ivan.

“Yes,” responded Eugene, “I earnestly hope that
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nothing so dreadful will ever happen to us. We are
80 sorry for you, Mr. Frank, and when we get home,
if we have the good fortune to do so, you must come
and stay awhile with us, for when we inform our
parents of your many acts of kindness that we have
been the recipients of, we can venture safely to
assure you that they will feel sincerely delighted to
have the opportunity of thanking you and being en-
abled to treat you as a friend.”

Overpowered by feelings of modesty occasioned by
the boy’s laudatory comments, Mr. Frank could not
find words to suitably respond, so took his leave
abruptly with, “ Boys, I must look after the ship. I
cannot idle away any more time this way.”

“ Go to your room,” he insisted; “ we shall dispense
with your services to-night; to-morrow morning you
can take a spell at it again.”

Unwillingly they left Mr. Frank and the pumps,
after having succeeded in exacting a promise from
him to be called should their services be needed, and
with a “ God bless you,” he wished the boys “good
night” and retired.

Completely worn out by the labor and excitement
of the day gone by, the poor little fellows stretched
their wearied limbs in their rude berths, and soon
their senses were, for the time being, buried in ob-
livion.

Louder than the thumping and tumbling about,
pell-mell, of the liberated petroleum barrels in the
ship’s hold, the constant rattle and clatter of the
wheel chains, and the melancholy moaning of the rest-
less rudder, could be heard the chant of Mr. Brown
at the pumps:

‘“ Rock-my-Ma-ry,
Rock-my-Ma-ry,”
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chorused by the crew repeating, “ Rock-rock-rock,”
and to render the performance still more effective,
the pumps ejaculated, as they threw the water out,
the monosyllable, “chunk-chunk-chunk.” This at.
last became 80 monotonous, as well as the rest of the
turmoil, that in lieu of disturbing the worn out young-
sters, it seemed to render their slumbers more pro-
found.




CHAPTER VIII.

IMPRISONED IN THE WRECK.

up ?” shouted Eugene, as with a sud-

irch of the ship their stateroom door

|l with a thundering bang. “ Boys,

s the row?” The next instant he

n a nearly upright position in his
berth, without any voluntary effort on his part, and
without affording him time to recover his bewildered
senses, another sudden side lurch ejected him from
his bunk above, and Ivan from the one beneath, ac-
companied by Edgar and the dog, mixed in tangled
confusion on the deck, with bruised skins and aching
ribs, gazing upwards through the stern window where
nothing could be seen but the faint glimmering of
stars in a darkened sky.

Once fairly aroused from their slumbers, Eugene
was the first to realize the situation, and clinging to
his brothers, in a low expression of terror, he cried,
“0O God! she’s sinking! We are lost!” A tremulous
thumping motion of the deck under their feet, evi-
dently occasioned by the disordered condition of the
contents of the hold, was distinctly perceptible for a
brief space of tine and suddenly ceased, causing an
ominous silence to prevail. Above them faint voices
could be distinguished, mingled with knocking and
jarring sounds, as though efforts were being made to
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rescue lives and ship from the impending danger, and
anon it was tranquil as the grave, save the sound of
the splashing waves against the top sides of the ship
and the dismal piping and howling of the relentless
storm. In another instant Eugene had mounted to
the stern window and opened it, calling in a frantic
tone of voice, “ Mr. Frank! Mr. Frank! Help! help!
for God’s sake!” But vain was the appeal ; no voice
responded, no human form could be discerned midst
the Cimmerian darkness with which they were sur-
rounded.

At intervals the waves dashed through the cabin
windows as the vessel’s stern rose and fell with the
surging billows, rendering it necessary to close them
promptly to prevent being thoroughly drenched.

Terrified by the appalling aspect of their surround-
ings, the youngsters manifested their horror of the
danger by yelling and knocking on the bulkhead and
deck to attract attention.

At the expiration of an hour their strength was al-
most exhausted in their vain efforts to obtain assist-
ance, and after gradually calming down they pro-
ceeded, in a less excited state of mind, to discuss the
whys and the wherefores of this dreadful state of
affairs.

Eugene, after pondering over the matter, came to
a conclusion which he undertook to explain to his
brothers as follows :

“T think that the ship has opened out suddenly at
the bows and let the water in, and the anchors and
chains have helped to pull the bow under water. The
cargo of petroleum has floated aft in the hold, and its
crowding against the stern keeps it afloat. We may
be safe here for awhile until the ship breaks up en-
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tirely. At least I hope so. The starboard side, with
the captain’s room, is under water. What will be-
come of him? It is dreadful to think of. Mr. Frank
and the crew may now be adrift in the ship’s boat,
for she was prepared for launching; in fact, if the
lashings were cut she must have floated off easily
enough. To get clear of the wreck in such a dark
night, to prevent the boat becoming entangled in the
floating rigging, or running against any of the various
obstacles, would be Mr. Frank’s first consideration ;
and he may, when daylight comes, séarch for the cap-
tain and for us.”

“Search for the captain ?” queried Edgar. “Did’nt
he tell the captain to pump and he refused ?”

“The captain may have changed his mind and
taken a spell at the pump. I hope he did so.” '

“Yes,” said Ivan, “I hope he has, and that he is
safe with Mr. Frank, and the rest of the crew in the
ship’s boat. No doubt they will exert themselves to
rescue us when the daylight favors the search ; they
would not desert us willingly. I am not inclined to
deem them so hard-hearted as to abandon us when
we are placed in such a perilous situation.”

The sea water had made such insidious encroach-
ments into our young heroes’ harbor of refuge that it
interfered materially with the temporary accommo-
dation hitherto afforded, so that it was found to be
absolutely necessary, in order to avoid -being thor-
oughly drenched, to erect a platform with the bunk-
boards and boxes, upon which to spread the mat-
tresses; and, more at ease, the boys and “Toss”
stretched their tired frames and anxiously waited
through the long, dark night to welcome the blessed,
cheering, dawn of day.
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At last, after their patient awaiting, brightly
broke the morning, and to the great delight of those
whom nocturnal vigil had rendered in a measure de-
spondent, the wind had moderated and the sea abated
considerably, so as to allow the window in the stern
to be opened, through which was wafted a delight-
fully cool and pleasant breeze, affording a welcome
relief to the inmates of those cramped quarters, after
being compelled to inhale the stifling fumes of petro-
leum, mixed with other foul gases, which had been
accumulating within those circumscribed limits, from
the cargo in the hold.

Again the experiment was tried to call attention to
their desolate condition by loud shouting from the
opened window, and the waving of coats and hats;
“Toss” endeavored to assist.all in his power by loud
and repeated barking, but nothing human was visible,
and silence, save for the sounds occasioned by the
elements, reigned supreme. °

Finally Eugene, in a voice trembling with emotion,
broke the silence by observing: “What a predica-
ment for us boys to be in! Left alone in the wide
ocean, at present afloat, but for how much longer
time, God only knows, on a wrecked, water-logged
ship, liable at any moment to be engulfed, and fur-
nish us poor fellows with a huge temporary sarcoph-
agus of wood and metal. If the boat put off and
left us behind we may rest assured that it was not
through willfulness or negligence on the part of Mr.
Frank. In all probability he came to the conclusion
that the “ Neptune ” had foundered, and that we had
gone down with her or he may have lost sight of us
during the night, or sufficient time may not have
elapsed for the boat to return.”

5
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“Q, yes,” spoke up Edgar, “if they hadn’t got into
the boat, some one would have held on to the ship and
climbed up over the stern or poop deck, and if any-
one was here on board now, they could not have failed
to hear our cries for help and answered them. I pre-
sume they are off in the boat.” ;

“You are right,” agreed Ivan. “Don’t let’s give
up or get disheartened ; you know we still have the
larger part of dear Biddy’s cake left in the box and
some lemons, and, what is still more important, water
in the wash basin tank. We are imprisoned here
now, but just hold on, we’ll be all right if we do not
become discouraged. Some kind angel whispers in a
gentle voice that we shall be saved and the crew also,
for as we have been told

‘“‘There’s a sweet little cherub sits smiling aloft;
To keep watch o’er the life of poor Jack!”

The unbounded reliance on God’s infinite mercy,
under this trying ordeal of being in mid-ocean on a
foundering wreck, gave the boys that strength and
endurance so necessary to enable them, boys though
they were, to bear it with a manly fortitude equal to
the emergency.

The shrill squeak of a sea-blrd the splash of a fly-
ing-fish, mingled with the creaking noise emitted by
the rolling and tumbling of the old “ Neptune,” occa-
sioned the youngsters frequently to imagine that the
ship’s boat was returning to rescue them, until at last
with that “hope deferred which maketh the heart
sick,” they bravely resolved to become reconciled to
their fate, and busy their minds with endeavoring to
solve the problem of how to prevent starvation.

“We must,” advised Eugene, “commence with a
firm determination to practice self denial; we cannot
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live now to eat, but it will be necessary for us to eat
tolive. Oursmall allowance of cake shall be divided
into the smallest rations possible, for on this princi-
pally, all may depend. The water also must be care-
fully guarded, and must serve to quench our thirst in
moderate draughts.” ’

“ Good advice,” responded Ivan, cheerfully. “ We’ll
do as you recommend and we’ll appoint you to act as
our captain and steward.”

“ Agreed,” replied Eugene. “I will accept the re-
sponsibility. We’ll now take our allowance for the
day,” and gauging the cake so as to be enabled to
judge of the requisite portion to be doled out to each,
diurnally, he calculated to have sufficient to last them
for twenty days, and water enough probably for a
longer period.

“ How about the dog ?” pleaded Edgar.

“I think we must share and share alike with him,
although, poor dog, I suppose he will have to live on
charity, and trust to our tender mercy. It will notdo
to feed him from the common stock with an allotted
share, but each may give him a trifle from his allow-
ance. Edgar’s food capacity being the most diminu-
tive he could naturally afford to be a little more lib-
eral than us two big fellows, yet notwithstanding the
deeply rooted affections we may entertain for our
dear old pet, it would not be justifiable to risk our
own existence to ensure the safety of a dog.”

At the conclusion of this peroration each gener-
ously from his ration, supplied poor “Toss” with a
portion. They also unanimously decided to allow
him the same quantity of water from the tank which
it had been agreed on to apportion to each, viz: one
glassful per day.



68 WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS.

“0! what lovely weather! how harmless seem the
smoothly rolling waves as they glisten in the sun’s
bright beams, that flash so cheeringly through the
stern windows, as the ship gently rises and falls on
the heaving bosom of the treacherous ocean,” and
Edgar continued, “if we only had a boat so that we
might row to the nearest land.”

“ And please tell us whereabouts may that be ?”

“The Bermudas, of course. Don’t you remember
what Mr. Frank told us?

.“How would you steer, and how would you find it ?
Just imagine about twenty miles of land, the highest
portion not more than two hundred and fifty feet
above the level of the sea. Then to row from two to
three hundred miles in an open boat, without any
definite course or direction, searching for it, with the
chances of another storm overtaking us. What would
you do under such circumstances? No, Edgar, that
would not be advisable. We are boatless, so may as
well abandon all hope from that quarter. Our only
chance of being rescued depends on some passing
vessel. Ships coming up the Gulf Stream, bound to
England, may pass within sighting distance, and, at-
tracted by the dismantled condition of the old ‘“ Nep-
tune,” heave to and speak us.”

Ivan, perched comfortably in the window abaft,
was endeavoring to obtain a comprehenswe survey
of the surroundings.

Beneath him were the undulating billows rising
and receding, and at intervals approaching so near
his seat, that he could with ease have laved his
hands in the briny liquid. The rudder was lying
over to leeward, and at times, like some animated
monster in convulsions, would wriggle over to wind-
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ward and bounce back again with an awful jerk,
causing the stern post to shake frightfully. The
metal numerals, to indicate the number of feet of the
lower part of the keel from the surface, were to Ed-
gar an interesting study for awhile, as the VI played
hide and seek with the X VI, as the ship’s stern rose
and fell, glistening with the enamelled water. A
Mother Carey’s chicken, sweeping past on gossamer
wing, alighted for an instant on the surface, and
rising, hovered and fluttered gracefully in union with
the rising and falling of the restless sea. “Look!”
he cried, “at the pretty little petrel; he seems so
gentle that it reminds one of a messenger of good
fortune. I hope he has brought us good luck, and
his coming may inspire us with cheering hopes of
rescue.”

“He is called stormy petrel,” observed Eugene,
“and his appearance is supposed to foretell stormy
weather, but perhaps he, like ourselves, has had a
surfeit of it, and wearied, has hither flown to seek
some needed rest. Your mariners credulously affirm
that these birds are the souls of sailors lost at sea,
and with religious awe they sedulously refrain from
attempting to inflict any injury on a petrel, for fear
of torturing some unfortunate shipmate’s ethereal
essence.”

A strange, weird fancy filled Eugene’s brain, as
he quietly observed, “ One of these may be the repre-
sentative of Mr. Frank, for you know he promised
that he would stay by us, and perhaps he has come
to cheer us up.”

“ How superstitious you are, you little boy !” -



CHAPTER IX.

REMEMBRANCE OF BIDDY.

| PRIZE! a prize!” shouted Edgar, “see
here, the piece of paper which was spread
over the cake, and you threw on the deck,
see what is written on it! Yes, yes, it’s
Biddy’s own handwriting,” and he slowly spelled
out: -

““The Rose is red,
The Violet’s blue;
Cake is sweet,"
And so are you.”

P. S.—Remember your affectionate Biddy. This stands
for x x « kissges.

“Yes,” exclaimed the two, with emotion; “ that we
will ; the dear, good old soul! Ob, if we could only
drop in now in that kitchen, what a time we would
have! Hook the pie, and blame it on the cat!”

“You know,” said Ivan, “Biddy besought me so
fervently, not to go on the nasty, wretched sea, away
from her and our comfortable home. She told me
how she came across in a large steamship, where hun-
" dreds were huddled together under decks, and when
it came on to blow, how they were all fastened down
below, with locked hatches, and what terrible, miser-
able days she spent in the dark hold of the great
rolling steamer, and that she would never again
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trust herself on the sea, but, she added, perhaps sail-
ing ships were not so bad as steamers, and wished us
better luck than she had experienced, if we would
insist in not heeding her advice. If she could see us
floating here on this lonesome wreck, on the bosom
of the broad Atlantic, she would cry worse than she
did when we bade her good bye.”

“Only six days from home to-day. It seems really
like six weeks, so many dreadful incidents have been
crowded together in such a short space of time.”

Thus the afternoon glided by, the boys whiling
away the time chatting about parents, home and
friends, until overcome by anxiety and the extreme
heat, they slept for several hours, with the dog rest-
ing at their feet.

“Oh!” cried Ivan, aghast, ‘“he’s eating up our
cake,” as the dog’s alarming noise and rapid starting
awoke all three, and to their utmost consternation,
they beheld him with head buried in the box, vigor-
ously devouring the cake. ¢ He’s mad! Oh, do save
our cake !”

Eugene sprung forward and seized “ Toss” by the
ears and forcibly jerked the dog’s head back, out of
the box, when, to their great astonishment, he held
clinched fast between his sharp fangs an enormous
rat.

“Ha! ha!” shouted Ivan in great glee. “‘Toss’ is
no mean cur. No, indeed, he deserves a medal ; he
has performed a noble and generous act; he has
‘caught an arrant thief, and fortunately for us he has
succeeded in doing so, for what an awkward predica-
ment for us to have been placed in, as neither of us
would have had it in our power to explain the mys-
tery of the gobbled up cake. Hurrah for ‘Toss!"”
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To this the dog paid no heed but continued to vio-
lently bite and shake the unfortunate rat until life
was extinct, when he deliberately proceeded to enjoy
a sumptuous repast, furnished by the rodent’s carcass,
then gave his chops a lick of content.

“You need not smile at the dog’s Epicurean feast,”
quietly observed Eugene; ‘“many an unfortunate
mariner, when short of provisions at sea, has esteemed
stewed rat as very palatable.”

A large portion of the famous cake was on examina-.
tion, ascertained to be in a very fragmentary condi-
tion, but had not deteriorated in value from the fact
of its having been the origin of a most exciting and
interesting dog and rat fight. ‘“Oh, yes,” remarked
Edgar, “ exceedingly interesting, no doubt, to us boys
and the dog, but how about the rat ?”

“Judging from the altitude of the sun, I should
say that it is about five o’clock,” said Eugene. “Let
us try and make a fishing line and hook out of what
material we can find ; we have an old file and a nail ;
with its aid we could convert that into a fish hook ;
the lower drawer contains salt, saved by old Floun-
ders from the harness cask. Fish salted and cured
in the hot sun ought to taste as good as salted cod-
fish from the grocery.”

“One thing will be necessary,” remarked Ivan.

“What’s that ?” inquired Eugene.

“To catch the fish, of course.”

“What a smart little boy you are! Don’t pop off
all of your old chestnuts in one day. That’s a stale
joke.” ' ‘

“No, not stale, but fishy, my fraternal relative !”

“Skip, flap, swash, whirr-r-r-r,” were the sounds
that from the surface of the water outside inter-
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rupted this piscatorial discussion; with a simultane-
ous impulse the three boys rushed to the stern win-
dows to behold a large shoal of flying-fish hurrying
and scurrying past the rudder, close under the stern,
half out, half in the water, pursued by, and flanked
by that most agile of all the piscatorial species, the
chameleon-hued dolphin, which, like sharp-shooters
on the flanks of a panic stricken army, picked off the
terrified victims in their helter-skelter flight.

To the on-lookers this spectacle afforded a vast
fund of amusement for about ten minutes, at the ex-
piration of which time, pursuers and pursued had
vanished in the distance.

“1 say, boys, let’s get ready for the next lot. We
need a harpoon and must make one at once. Such a
splendid chance for a mess of fish, and we’ve nothing
to catch them with.” .

Without loss of time some wire nails were procured,
straightened, and barbed. The fabrication of a pole
or staff, was no easy matter with the limited materials
at their disposition, as on instituting a search not a
single sharp instrument could be found, with the ex-
ception of Ivan’s pocket knife. An old iron bolt
served as a hammer to break up the boxes and drive
out the nails. After much labor with file and knife,
they succeeded in splitting the thin boards, which,
bound with rope, spliced and nailed, formed a staff
about eight feet in length, with three barbed nails at-
tached to one end. The instrument designed for fish
capture was complete and darkness closed over the
scene.

The night was so exceedingly pleasant that our
young friends very sensibly permitted the cabin win-
dows to remain open, through which the gentle
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zephyrs fromn without stole in. bringing with them a
most refreshing coolness to aid their undisturbed
slumbers, and to recuperate their minds and bodies
for fresh exertions and the trials yet in store for
them.

The boys wished for an invigorating bath, but were
obliged to use the salt water, which seemed to be of
a more saline quality than the water on the coast,
and caused their skins to become dry and hard, and
their diminutive supply of fresh water being out of
the question, except for drinking purposes, they were
necessarily compelled to forego that luxury. Their
stomachs were as hollow as empty purses, and their
countenances betrayed their natural feelings of
despondency.

It had been mutually agreed that the topic of feed-
ing should not be discussed, yet notwithstanding, one
of them ventured to express a wish for a good old-
fashioned breakfast, when Edgar, to compromise the
infringement, briskly exclaimed, ‘“I wish we had
some of old Flounders’ hash.”

‘“ Ah !” sneered Ivan. ‘ Will you at the same time
condescend to take some butter on your biscuit, or
will you take it without ?”

*“Here you are again wishing for impossibilities,”
grumbled Eugene. ‘‘You are not to get your allow-
ance of cake before ten o’clock, and it is now only
seven. Think about something else. The more your
thoughts are running on feeding, the hungrier you
will get.”

“I shall take my seat in the window and watch for
a fish. Give me the harpoon! Quick !” and snatching
it from Ivan, he harpooned a little yellow and black
striped pilot, or rudder-fish, about five inches long.
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It was a very small beginning, but it created a
great deal of comment, and much admiration was
expressed for the tiny prey.

Many a hungry glance was furtively cast at the
cake box, before the appointed hour for doling out
the stinted ration came, when Eugene apportioned
each his allowance for the twenty-four hours, with
the stipulated half glass of water. At the moment
when the poor little half-starved fellows commenced
slowly to munch their small morsel of cake, the fly-
ing-fish again paid them a visit, and Eugene, after
many trials, was fortunate enough to capture one,
and Edgar another.

This trifling incident was the happy medium of
directing their thoughts and energies into a more
healthy channel than that leading to brooding over
their really serious temporary inconveniences, for it
was a source of amusement to them to clip off the
little fishes’ wings, dry, and spread them between the
leaves of a book, cure the remainder with old Floun-
der’s harness cask salt, and after exposing it to the
sun’s rays, indulge the idea that they would be
enabled to revel in the luxury of fish cured by their
own ingenuity.

“I say, boys,” remarked Edgar, “a flying-fish’s
head always reminds me of a monkey’s, with his
bulging eyes, so brilliant and alert to detect the
presence of the prey, for which he is ever on the
watch. His wings, reaching the entire length of his
body, yet seem too fragile {o support his weight, and
it is currently believed that as soon as the moisture
has evaporated from them, after leaping from the
water, to escape his implacable enemy, the dolphin,
he has to flop back again to the watery element, not-
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withstanding his foe beneath him, with capacious
Jjaw gaping widely, is prepared to receive him with
a glad welcome.”

Eugene patiently remained at his outlook for more
fish, but nothing in the shape of a scaly prize ap-
peared to offer up itself as a sacrifice, and to pass
away the lonesome hours, they amused themselves,
with the aid of a pocket knife, in fashioning a
checker-board, and using checkers fabricated from
bits of colored paper.

To vary the monotony, a small land-bird with a
tiny, sharp-pointed beak, flew across the stern, and
after reconnoitering for awhile, settled on the rail
above. Strenuous efforts were made to capture their
little visitor, and after many trials the attempt was
abandoned, as the stern of the ship was smooth and
slippery, and the danger great of sliding off into the
sea.

From time to time, they were fortunate enough to
spear various kinds of larger fish, in fact, more than
they dared to consume, as the salt used to cure them
tended greatly to aggravate their thirst. This sur-
plus of fish food was highly appreciated by their
friend “ Toss,” as no more rats had put in an appear-
ance, and his victim, whose mishaps have been already
recorded in these pages, seems to have been the only
rat on board at the time of their departure not suffi-
ciently endowed with forethought or instinct, to quit

- the ship doomed to destruction. He quietly gobbled
up his portion, without waiting for it to undergo the
process of salting, being well aware that he would
become lean and emaciated, did he depend on his
scanty supply of fruit cake.



CHAPTER X. -

STRANDED ON A REEF.

days and seven nights, the wreck

3 “ Neptune,” with its juvenile crew,

rifted along on a smooth sea, swirled

i by the changeable ocean current,

hither and thither, amidst boundless drifts of gulf

weed, without the slightest prospect of rescue or of
being enabled to reach the shore.

The boys had sedulously guarded their limited sup-
ply of foed, and strictly abstained from encroaching
on their stipulated allowance, and nothing worthy of
note occurred to break the spirit-depressing monotony.

It was on the eighth day of their lonely existence
on the wreck when it commenced to blow a gale from
the north, and shortly was the approaching storm
accompanied by a heavy sea, rendering it necessary,
in order to preserve their bedding from being soaked,
to close the stern windows. All night, with fright-
fully increasing vehemence, the tempest continued to
rage, causing them, as a matter of course, to pass the
night most wretchedly.

The heavy plunging of the wreck in the mountain-
ous waves forced the water to repeatedly overflow
their resting place, compelling them to stand upright
and filling them with apprehension of the imperding
danger of the cabin being entirely submerged.
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Then in terrific squalls the gale suddenly shifted
easterly, and southeast. It was dark as Erebus.
with rattling rain squalls pelting against the wreck
with fearful velocity. They were endeavoring to
maintain their equilibrium against the forward bulk-
head, and clinging to one another for mutual encour-
agement, when an abrupt, heavy, side lurch of the
ship precipitated them to leeward, and at the same
instant filled the cabin more than half full of water,
and before they had time to recover themselves, and
keep their heads above the water now surrounding
them, such an unearthly, terrific crash ensued as to
cause the boys to think that their last hour had come,
and to scramble up to the weather side of their quar-
ters in absolute terror and dismay.

‘“ A reef! A reef!” cried Eugene.

Quickly the cry was followed by a tremendous
crash, accompanied by a grinding, tearing, grating
noise, and then the stern of the old ‘“ Neptune” was
borne high in air by the swollen waves, and anon witw
a jerky bump slowly became submerged again.

The boys, who had fled for refuge to the extreme
stern part of the ship, now screamed with terror at
every plunge made by the ill-fated wreck downwards,
threatening to disappear entirely, and then, as if in
mockery of their despair, again rising high above the
surrounding mass of water.

Ages to the youngsters it seemed, but in reality
not much more than an hour had been passed in this
dreadful state of suspense, when the bright, cheer-
ing, welcome, dawn came slowly creeping on. With
the exception of giving vent to some exclamation of
alarm’or sympathy, scarcely had a word been uttered,
when suddenly catching sight of the cheerful rays of
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the rising sun through the glistening spray, and
breakers surging on the coral reefs, Eugene bravely
encouraged his brothers by exclaiming, °‘Boys, we
will have to take our chances outside and swim for it,
and look lively or we’ll be drowned like rats! She’s
breaking up rapidly forward, and that bumping noise
is caused by the pounding of the bow on the reef.”

¢ Off clothes! Strip!” )

Edgar obeyed with remarkable alacrity. Ivan,in
his haste became entangled with his trowsers, when
Eugene, opening the window again, hurriedly de-
manded, ‘‘ Are you ready ? Are youready,now? No!
hold on, watch when the wreck rises on the sea and
then a vigorous plunge for life !”

Deeper yet and deeper still descended the stern
until level with the water, completely immersing
them; then changing the movement, rose gradually
upwards, when as if propelled from a catapult, three
boys and a dog plunged fearlessly into the boiling
surf.

¢“On top! On top,” Eugene shouted, as rising upon
a sea he waved his hand.

After a tediously prolonged struggle with the tur-
bulent waves, the stern railing of the ship’s quarter
deck was reached by the three, where, amidst the fly-
ing spray and surrounded by roaring billows, they
managed to secure themselves by maintaining a firm
grip and surveyed their awful situation from this un-
reliable resting place. '

Excepting Ivan, who had clinging around him the
dilapidated remains of his old trowsers, the boys were
in a state of perfect nudity. This, however, gave
them but little inconvenience, the temperature of air
and water fortunately being pleasantly warm ; but for
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this favorable circumstance they would have beyond
doubt perished ere now in their stateroom.

“ Wrecked on the Bermudas! Thank God, boys!
Wrecked on the Bermudas!” joyfully shouted Eu-
gene, as they beheld a beautiful coral beach about
half a mile away to the northward, studded here and
there, with a background of rugged, craggy, over-
hanging rocks.

The wreck continued to grind and roll and creak
over the outer fringe of the reef. Large pieces of
timber and planks floated up to the surface and
drifted away towards the shore. Barrels of petroleum
popped up from between decks, by the hundreds,
making for the beach, the greater part of them only
fated to be smashed by other wreckage intermingled
with them, so that it would have been extremely dan-
gerous for the boys to have become mixed up with
such a confused mass of wood and iron, piling and
rolling over incessantly. Wonderful it was to wit-
ness the effect of the petroleum as it spread over the
angry, tumbling breakers, calming them down into
mere long, harmless rollers. It was an apt illustra-
tion of the beneficial application of “oil upon the
troubled waters,” and salvation for our young he-
roes. .

“The wreck is working in towards the beach,” con-
tinued Eugene. “We'll cling to it until we see a
chance to get safely on shore.”

“ All right ; just as you say, Eugene.”

“Hallo! Here comes old ‘Neptune’ making for
- the beach,” shouted Edgar.

“ And swimming on his back at that,” remarked
Ivan, placidly.

Sure enough, the ship’s stem, cutwater and figure-
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head, had been pounded loose from the hull, and like
the rest, was drifting shoreward.

“Ha! ha!” laughed Edgar, “what a comical con-
ceit on the part of the Ocean God ; in disgust at being
made the vietim of such stormy treatment, he repu-
diates, ‘the blue, the bright, the ever free sea,” and,
like us three undeified mortals, seeks refuge on dry
land.”

“Oh!” replied Ivan, “don’t you see how badly
bruised he is about the head; and it may be that he
is anxious to get on shore to obtain the services of a.
surgeon, or to hasten to an apothecary’s shop to have
his wounds bound up and plastered, as it would be a
sadly incongruous sight, a sea king with a battered
cranium. Perhaps the services of a figure-head carver
would be more suitable for repairing this old chap’s
injuries.”

Edgar, with gravity befitting one of more mature
years, hastened to tender his sage advice.

“Boys,” said he, “this is an inopportune time for
joking, as we are not safely ashore yet, and although
we are very close to it, there remains considerable risk
to be encountered in getting through the undertow,
and many in attempting it have been swept out to
sea and drowned, after having approached sufficiently
near for their feet to touch the sandy bottom. You
_ appear to have forgotten all the perils we have passed
through, and how we are situated at present; and
that we ought to contemplate more seriously our, so
far, wonderfully miraculous escapes, and render the
thanks due to a kind Providence for its mercies ex-
tended to us up to this time.”

Under the irresistible influence of wind and waves

the wreck was forced inside the reef, slowly bumping
]
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and surging ; and finally remained stuck fast within
five hundred yards of the beach.

It may here be mentioned that ships abandoned at
sea, after drifting about the ocean for many months,
under the influence of the various ocean currents and
storms, frequently drift on to the Bermuda reefs.

Within the past two years the schooner “Jacob
Haskell,” of Boston, U. S., the schooner “ Mabel Phil-
lips,” of Taunton, U. S., and several others, names un-
known, have met this fate.



CHAPTER XI.

OLD FLOUNDERS REDIVIVUS.

the boys had been so unceremoni-

y ejected from their berths in the

eroom, after having left Mr. Frank

the sailors at the pumps, as already

_>2ne, the old “ Neptune ” had suddenly

opened the seams at the stem, and rapidly gone down
by the head.

For the mate and crew to swing themselves into
the ship’s boat, lashed to the deck, prepared for the
emergency, and to cut these lashings, was but the
work of an instant. She floated up with the un-
dulating motion of the ship, and in a moment more
was afloat on the ocean, under the temporary shelter
of the lee side of the wreck.

Only Flounders was missing, as usual. He had
got himself entangled again, and the first intelligence
of him was an unearthly yelling most pitifully for
help, some distance away on the dark waters.

Near by, the sea was comfortably warm, and
sparkled with a silvery phosphorescent glow as the
waves combed up and wrestled with each other.
Floating objects could be discerned with facility.
In the midst of some casks and spars and other float-
ing débris, they discovered the cook and succeeded
in fishing him out in a state of terrible trepidation,
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clinging to his chopping block. His first emphatic
exclamation after recovering power of speech, was,
“May God forgive me, boys. I've left the galley
doors open,” and he continued to yell at intervals,
in spite of repeated admonitions to keep quiet. Mr.
Brown, aggravated beyond control by his persistent
non-compliance to cease acting like a lunatic, boxed
his ears and followed it up by administering to him
a severe slap in the mouth, causing the few old
stumps remaining in his jaws to rattle like castanets, .
and silenced him most effectually for awhile. .

“The boys! The boys! Are the boys in the
boat ?” shouted Mr. Frank, in stentorian tones, from
aft, where he was engaged in skillfully steering the
boat in the foaming sea with an oar, and peering
forward into the Stygian darkness.

“No, sir,” replied Mr. Brown.

“ Has anybody seen them ?”

“Oh! Oh!” whimpered Flounders, “ my jaw !”

“Shut up, I say!” yelled Brown.

Flounders perseveringly continued: “I saw them
floating all round me, clinging on top of me, and
a-pulling me by the legs; but I held on to my grip
in the creases the axe had nicked into the chopping
block, and I kicked ’em away; the mean things, a-
trying to drown me to save themselves. Oh! Oh!
where is my poor Cap’n Grump ?”

Again Mr. Brown’s brawny hand compelled the
cringing wretch to cease his miserable plaints.

¢ Are you sure that you saw the boys ?”

“In course I did! I wouldn’t tell a lie, oh! here:
cast away, sir, with only a short time to live! oh!”

Eagerly every drifting article seen was searched,
and voices from the boat shouted a hundred times,
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anxiously awaiting a response, and several hours were
spent unavailingly in staring and peering at what in
the end proved to be objects of imagination.

- The whole sea resembled a mass of flickering fire.
The men, although nearly exhausted, continued row-
ing here and there, backwards and forwards, in a
fruitless search, until overcome by their exertions they
were constrained to rest on their oars.

“I’m afraid they’re gone,” forlornly observed Mr.
Brown.

“Q, yes ! they’re gone, they’re gone,” chimed in old
Flounders.

‘‘Shut up, you !” yelled Brown.

The wreckage floating on the surface had, during
the search for the boys, drifted several miles away
leaving the nearly submerged ‘‘Neptune” far to
windward and lost to sight entirely, so she was sup-
posed by the men in the boat to have foundered.

The old steward’s claim to having seen the boys
near him in the water and his asseverations concern-
" 'ing their touching and pulling him met with cre-
dence, but of course they were merely freaks of imag-
ination caused by the excitement of his over-wrought
brain. Some of the thousand and one articles sud-
denly set adrift may have come in contact with him, as
was very probable, causing his vivid imagination to
fancy that it must have been the boys.

The plausible statement, however, had a tendency
to mislead Mr. Frank into believing that the poor
boys, during the catastrophe, must have rushed on
the flooded decks and had the misfortune to be swept
overboard and were now with the floating wreckage
in their vicinity, consequently the boat was kept .
amongst the drifting wood, now and then being forced
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to steer clear of some stout plank or rail which threat-
ened to crush their frail craft.

After the most diligent search, when daylight ar-
rived nothing but what had been seen and examined
during the night was to be discovered.

Oblivious, for the time being, of their own misery,
Mr. Frank and the sailors gave vent to their feelings
of heartfelt grief over the supposed loss of the boys.
Captain Grump’s name was not even mentioned by
them ; and slowly dipping their six oars in the water
they kept the boat’s head pointed for the rolling seas.

After cruising about for three days in their small
craft, existing on a very limited allowance of bread
and water, not knowing which way to steer, having
left the ship without a compass in the boat, they came
to the conclusion to allow the boat to remain in her
present position and trust to the chance of sighting
some friendly ship.

On the morning of the fourth day they were so for-
tunate as to espy a sail in the distance and there was
an opportanity presented to make good service of the
strength they had reserved by ceasing from the labo-
rious occupation of rowing, for awhile. Cheered by
the prospect of succor, energetically they resumed
their labors at the oars, shaping their course at a
right angle for their anticipated star of deliverance,
the eastward bound ship, and after briskly rowing
over a distance of ten miles or more had the inex-
pressible satisfaction of ascertaining that their tiny
craft had been sighted by those on board the vessel
they had been so eagerly pursuing, which had now
hove to for them.

In a short time they were taken on board, well fed,
clothed and installed in comfortable quarters and
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feeling exceedingly rejoiced at this opportune deliv-
erance from death by drowning or starvation.

The vessel proved to be the bark “ Wellgunde,”
Captain Jermann, from the island of St. Domingo,
W. L, bound to England, laden with logwood and
coffee.

‘““The Bermuda Islands,” said Captain Jermann,
“bear southeast from us distant about 180 miles. I
will steer for them and when near the land you may
row ashore in your own boat and report yourselves to
your Consul, who will provide you with all necessa-
ries and return you to your homes. For my ship to
come to an anchor there would only entail lighthouse
dues and pilotage fees, which expenses I do not feel
justified in incurring. I furthermore deem this to be
the better method of acting than taking you with me
across to England which would incur loss on the part
of all of us, as I should have necessarily to provide
for you, and you would be earning nothing in the
meantime. It will also probably be of great conven-
ience to you, the steam communication between Ber-
muda and New York causing you to suffer no delay.”

This, and much other good advice this kind hearted
man generously proffered to Mr. Frank. The crew
also kindly seconded the captain’s efforts and did
all that lay in their power to make their shipwrecked
guests as comfortable as possible under the circum-
stances, and when two .days later, ‘“ Land ho!” was
sung out from the mast head, the poor old ‘‘ Nep-
tune’s ” shipwrecked boys, after the excitement had
subsided caused by the cry from the lookout at the
mast head, felt pangs of regret at the thought of the
parting with their new found friends.

On approaching the land a powerful iron steam tug
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was sighted heading towards them, which in a short
time came within hailing distance and the master
offered to take the bark in tow, the offer however
being declined.

“All right,” replied the tug captain. “I’'m your
man! Times are dull. My owners are not wealthy
and expenses are heavy. I'll have a line thrown to
your bow. Tell your crew to haul in and fasten our
hawser to your forward Dbitts and we’ll tow you
around the breakers (reef) into smooth water, when
I may come alongside and take the poor fellows
ashore and it shan’t cost neither of you a penny.”

“That’s about the most accommodating tow-boat
captain I've ever had the luck to fall in with,” re-
marked Mr. Frank to. Captain Jermann, whilst back
and forth on the quarter deck they were promenad-
ing, as the tug-boat steamed ahead to throw the prof-
fered hawser to the men standing ready to catch it
. on the “ Wellgunde’s ” forecastle.

“What’s her name ?” inquired the captain. “I no-
ticed ¢ Gladisfen’ painted on her stern. Ah! I see;
hails from Philadelphia—* sturm wetter !’ He’s a long
way from home.”

“ Where the waters murmur tranquilly through the
bending twigs of the coral grove,” under the lee of
the islands, quietly resting on the bright blue surface
of the gently rippling waves, patiently bided the
“Wellgunde,” until the “Neptune’s” boat was low-
ered, and Mr. Frank and the crew, not forgetting old
Flounders, with his rueful phiz, were embarked, not
without taking an affectionate farewell of their gen-
erous host and those under his command.

On shoving off, three rousing cheers were given by
the occupants of the boat, which was vigorously re-
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sponded to, and with genuine good will, by the crew
of the “ Wellgunde.”

One of the old canvas-backs in the boat, as he
waved his flannel lined, weather worn, sou-wester, in
token of farewell, muttered in a tone tremulous with
emotion : “Tell ye what it is, lads, that’s one of
the ships you reads about but you don’t often have
the good luck to fall in with ; specially when yer gets
into any trouble of this ere description. Every man
Jack of ’em, from the skipper down to the loblolly .
boy, is a true gentleman.”

“Yes, indeed,” assented his shipmate, seated on the
adjacent thwart, and emphasizing the two words with
a squirt of tar-tinted juice, discoloring the crystal
water alongside, followed by an explosion resembling
the popping of a champagne cork, as he ejected from
between his jaws a huge chunk of tobacco.

And away at lightning speed, as though towed by
a whale, rushed the tug and boat towards the port
of St. Georges.

“ A ship-wrecked crew picked up at sea,” explained
the mate of the tug to an inquiring crowd, mustered
at the wharf, curious to ascertain who, and from
whence came all the passengers on the “ Gladisfen’s”
decks.

“Yes, all here but the captain and the three young
passengers, who went down with the wreck when she
sunk.” :

Under the guidance of one of the spectators, Mr.
Frank with the crew, old Flounders in the rear, ex-
plaining his own narrow escape from death by drown-
ing, in a loud and plaintive tone of voice, to Ben,
the town constable, who had in a very brief space of
time managed to scrape an acquaintance with him,
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and was eagerly thirsting for news and a bit of gossip
concerning the shipwrecked party, marched through
the line formed by the sympathizing crowd, en route
for the office of the consul for the United States of
Anmerica.



CHAPTER XII. .

THE BOYS SWIM ASHORE.

hours, or more, they had clung to the
ack, awaiting an opportunity to escape
the shore, and discussing the chances,
en the dog was observed to slip down
clined deck into the water.
Their canine friend and companion, however, in
nowise intimidated by this sudden mishap, bold]y

-struck out for the beach and in a short time was lost

sight of amongst the floating wreckage.

“Boys ! ” shouted Ivan, “let’s follow ‘Tass,’” and
incited by his spirited proposition they agreed unhesi-
tatingly, and the three with a simultaneous plunge,
were overboard and striking out vigorously for the
shore, apparently. with as much sang froid as if they
were only indulging in an ordinary sea bath at some
fashionable watering place.

It was no trifling matter to find a passage through

‘the heavy rollers tumbling on the beach, even aside

from the risk of being crushed by the floating barrels
and timbers covering the surface in all directions and
impelled shoreward by the toppling waves.

Youth and its concomitant agility favored them
when any of the above mentioned obstacles were en-
countered, as they would scramble over the floating
timber and anon take a header and dive under, and
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dodge, and swim, and climb over the melange—waifs
and strays from the defunct “ Neptune.” .

“‘Footprints on the sands of time,” as the poet has
it,” called aloud Eugene, “ but I am happy to say that
these are good footprints for us, as they happen to be
footprints on the sands of a Bermuda beach,” as they
obtained a footing and hastily scrambled for high
water mark.

“Thank God!” gasped Ivan, in a state of mental
excitement. “Thank God! boys, we are saved.”

A weak, plaintive, whining, afar off, attracted
the attention of the boys, and caused them to fol-
low the sound to its source, where they found poor
“Toss” lying under a cliff, giving vent to these piti-
ful howls, impossible for him to repress, as he was
sgﬂ:'ering from injuries inflicted by coming in contact
with pieces of drift-wood. Nothing could be done to
alleviate his sufferings but friendly caresses. A
thorough examination of his canine anatomy was in-
stituted, but no bones were found to be broken or
dislocated, although the poor fellow’s body was badly
bruised and scarred.

Their attention was next directed to their sur-
roundings.

‘“ Where are we ?” said Ivan. ‘We must manage
to find a house and some clothing and I feel awfully
weak and hollow just about here,” rubbing his empty
stomach. . :

‘“What will the folks about here say and think
when they discover us in our nude condition ?” re-
joined Edgar. ‘I wish I had some clothes; even if
they were old and ragged, they would be preferable
to none at all.”

‘“Hold on here, boys,” said Ivan, ‘‘I look the most
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presentable of the three, in my bathing trowsers,”

patting the upper portion of that water soaked arti-
cle of apparel, the legs whereof had parted company

during his struggles amidst the wreckage. “Hullo!

what’s this in my pocket? My knife, by thunder!"
Well, I declare, this is a streak of luck. Stay you here,

boys, under shelter of this over-hanging rock whilst

I go on an exploring expedition in the interior and

endeavor to obtain assistance and food for the body,

and clothing also.”

. *Don’t forget legs for your bifurcated garment,”
Edgar shouted after him, as he scrambled up the
green swarded bank and took a cursory glance of the
surroundings from his elevated position.

Running back hurriedly he bawled loudly to the
boys, “ Come up here ; you need not be bashful, no-
body about here to give you a reception; we chanced
to land on one of the small uninhabited islands com-
posing this group.” A brief glance gave them to un-
derstand that their islet was not more than a half
mile in circumference.

‘“I have no doubt,” remarked Eugene, ‘“that those
large islands in the distance are inhabited ; and I feel
perfectly well assured that these are the Bermudas ;
and that we are on one of the small islands on the
southern side. This one near by seems larger than
ours and has an old ruin on it, a portion of which
appears to be the remains of a fortification ; but no
signs of life are manifest.”

As a natural sequence to the discoveries they had
made, a feeling of loneliness and disappointment came
over them, and caused them to indulge in despondent
speculations as to the probability of being extricated
from their present unenviable situation ; especially
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as the pangs of hunger and thirst were commencing
to occasion them very grave inconvenience.

Ivan’s proposition to seek for water was promptly
acceded to, for said he, “ We must find water. I am
parched with thirst and I presume you two chaps
- must be in the same fix ; so let us divide and care-
fully search among the rocks for a spring ;” and away
they sped in separate directions, to search for that
most important factor in the sustenance of vitality—
a draught of cool water.

Nothing could their eager search disclose but coral,
limestone, sage, cedar scrub and cacti, vulgarly called
pear bushes. The things animate consisted chiefly
of land crabs, pugnacious little chaps, so unaccus-
tomed to visitors, especially those of the human spe-
cies, “in puris naturalibus,” that although frightened
yet they were not of the abject kind, for as they
rustled about lively and erected their diminutive
bodies, armed with, for their size, a formidable pair of
nippers, their movements suggested the idea of a prize
fighter in the arena, striking an attitude indicative
of a desire on his part for somebody to sail in aggres-
sively and take a right hander straight from the shoul-
der on to his nob, for his temerity, causing them to
present an exceedingly grotesque appearance.

No friendly tree was there to afford shelter from
the sun’s fierce rays, and the sultry, humid, southeast
wind blew over the solitary little island with a mel-
ancholy wail.

“This channel separating this islet from the island
near us,” said Eugene, ‘‘ judging from the light green
color of the water, must be very shallow, and we may
be able to swim, if we cannot wade across. Anyhow
we must make the attempt or perish by remaining
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here. My throat and stomach feel like fire, and my
tongue is awfully parched. However, boys, cheer up !
Don’t give up yet. Never say die whilst there’s a
shot left in the locker. One more trial for it, cheer
up !”

‘“But what will become of Toss?”

“Don’t stop to ask questions; come on, I say!”
and Eugene, setting the example, dashed boldly into
the water, and pursuing the track formed by the
sandy bottom, made for the opposite island with such
speed that he far outstripped his two brothers.

After a short swim his feet touched the bottom and
he succeeded in reaching the entrance to a pretty lit-
tle cove, from whence he looked backward and see-
ing his brothers, encouraged them with cheering ex-
pressions to hurry on.

“Oh! do get me some -water!” cried Edgar, now
nearly delirious from thirst, at the same time throw-
ing himself back into the sea, with an imprudent
attempt to quench the burning thirst with salt water.
Fortunately Eugene gripped him determinedly and
dragged him back again on to the beach.

“Boy, are you mad? Up, I say! Get up on the
rocks above!” And assisting the fainting lad, with
Ivan trudging silently in the rear, they succeeded in
reaching the rocks above.

“Patience, brother, for a little while longer. See
here, what’s this ?”’ as a bird flew up from a little pool
of water near by, in a hollow part of the solid rock.

Dipping his fingers and tasting the crystalline drops
from this little fountain of salvation, so opportunely
brought to his notice, he bade them quench their
thirst.

“That’s fresh,” he observed ; “and here is more,”
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tasting another; and with a unanimous exclama-
tion of “Oh! thank God for the water!” the three
were allaying the craving caused by their long pro-
tracted thirst with feelings of the most intense de-
light, after which indulgence, they proceeded to lave
their bodies, to free them from the briny encrusta-
tions occasioned by the action of the sun’s hot rays
on thei rsea-water soaked cuticles. This invigorat-
ing bath instilled fresh life into their fevered frames.

Eugene now lectured Edgar soundly for having
been so foolhardy in jeopardizing his life, by attempt-
ing to quench his thirst with salt water ; causing him
to acknowledge, with contrition, the folly of his
thoughtless act.

“It must be about twelve o’clock,” said one of the
boys, ¢ as the sun hardly casts a shadow ; let us re-
turn to the beach, there appears to be nothing eatable
about here. We’ll stroll along the beach ; perhaps
we may be fortunate enough to find some shell-fish.”

“ Ah!” said Ivan, as he espied a species of limpet
adhering to the rock, “T’ll crack this fellow’s back.
See how fast he clings, a regular rock-sucker;” and
with a stone he cracked the hard shell. Transferring
the juicy contents to his mouth, he chewed it for
awhile, smacked his lips and exclaimed, “ That’s pork,
boys, or rather, just as good as real salt pork!”

“ A very small pig, indeed,” remarked Edgar, “not
larger than mamma’s brooch, but my stomach is ready
for any thing after being nearly starved ;” and with
this, the boys following suit, industriousty set to. work
to gather the limpets which abounded in their vicinity.

“You are right,” said Ivan, “these with the red
meat taste like ham, those with the white, like pork.”
Thus they satisfied their ravenous appetites with raw
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shell-fish and as the feast progressed, “ ham !” would
exclaim one, with gustatory smack ; “pork!” ejac-
ulated another, until at last Eugene remarked that
he felt as though his stomach was tilled with stones,
and recommended their withdrawal from the fierce
midsummer sun to a shady nook under the tree.

Ivan insisted that the dog should be looked after.
This proposition was overruled by Eugene, who ar-
gued that as “Toss” was a dog he was better fitted
to stand fatigue than they were and searching for
him was calculated to overtax their strength and
injure their health, and suggested seeking some
sheltered retreat, where they could obtain much
needed repose for a few hours.

Close by the water’s edge a cocoanut tree, sur-
rounded by cedars and cactus, formed a beautiful
grove. The southerly wind made it somewhat bleak,
but a cosy little cave adjacent, of the right dimensions
to afford them comfortable quarters, was speedily
taken possession of, and voted to be just the thing
for their temporary home, and they at once proceeded
to gather a supply of the tip branches of the cedars
to furnish bedding for their new abode.

“The cedar, or to designate it more correctly, the
juniper, is peculiarly the native tree of Bermuda.
The earliest discoverers make mention of the islands
being covered with them and there is evidence to
substantiate the assertion that for a long period prior
to the greater part of Bermuda which at present
forms the reefs, had subsided, the same form of veg-
etation prevailed. The submerged trunks of former
forests of cedars are occasionally discovered, amongst
the outer reefs and are found in many of the shallow
inlets. Dredgers and fishermen frequently bring to

7
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the surface the remains of cedars in various stages
of decay.

The existing cedars vary much in size, sometimes
crowning a solitary rock at a distance from shore
where vegetation is exceedingly scanty.

In March and April, the male catkins appear and
scatter dense clouds of dust-like pollen in wasteful
profusion, forming afterwards brown heaps—male
and female flowers on separate trees ; female catkin’s
ovoid scales becoming fleshy and forming a three-
seeded berry.”

Thus writes Oswald A. Reade under heading,
“Plants of Bermuda.”

The ripe berries possess an aromatic flavor very
agreeable to the taste, and the boys found them excel-
lent eating. _

The restless Ivan again suggested a tour of explo-
ration over the island, but Eugene, satisfied that no
human habitation existed on it, insisted that they
should remain in their cave hotel and repose on the
fragrant soft green mattress made from the cedar
boughs, and sleep off the effects of the terrible ordeal
they had undergone on the reef the previous night.

Not much time had elapsed, ere the youngsters
huddled together on their novel cedar bed, in their
pretty little white coral grove, were slumbering peace-
fully, dreaming of home, of parents and snow-white
covered tables richly laden with delicacies; soon the
gorgeously brilliant morning sun’s gilded rays slanted
through the openings in the branches of the trees in
glittering streams on their slumbering forms, cauising
them to awake suddenly and in dreamy bewilder-
ment imagine themselves transported to fairy-land.
Alas! this illusion was quickly dispelled, as on being
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thoroughly awakened, their stiffened and aching
limbs most unpleasantly reminded them of the recent
shipwreck and the privations they had undergone.

The absence of the dog was greatly deplored and
it was unanimously resolved to return to the island
on which they had at first effected a landing and
bring poor “Toss” over, dead or alive. )




CHAPTER XIII.

NATURE’S SUBSTITUTE FOR CLOTHES.

TURE, so fickle in the tropies, had not

een indulging in repose, as had been our

young heroes. The southeast wind, which

1ad gradually moderated the night before
and driven wreck and boys ashore, had changed to a
howling norther. The boys, comfortably sheltered
from its violence, had not realized the sudden change
in the weather until they had set out in search of the
wash basins nature had provided for them in the
hollows of the rock. It was with great difficulty that
they were enabled to maintain a foothold, the violent
gusts at fitful intervals nearly blowing them from
the cliffs and chilling their frames, enfeebled by a
long deprivation of good nourishing food.

Great celerity was displayed in the performance of
their matutinal ablutions in the rocky basins, re-
cently supplied with fresh water by copious showers,
at the conclusion of which, no unnecessary time was
lost in again seeking shelter in their cosy little
retreat.

Several fronds, wrenched from the trunks of the
cocoanut tree, bestrewed the ground, and Ivan’s
eagle glance detected the natural cloth fabricated by
the interwoven fibrous material composing a portion
of the central rib of the gigantic fan-like leaf; he
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found these were soft and pliable, and could be made,
by the exercise of a little ingenuity, into some form
of clothing, wherewith to hide their nakedness and
shield their bodies from the sun’s fierce rays. The
long tough fibres answered the purpose admirably
for fastening their novel apparel, and in a short time
they were equipped and proudly strutting up and
down the sandy beach, surveying each other criti-
cally, and in their exuberance of spirits, giving vent
to the jocose queries and observations that their ludi-
crous appearance suggested, such as, “ Who’s your
tailor ?” ‘“How about Snip’s bill!” “Say, going to
the ball this evening ?” “ Who gives the masquerade
ball,” ete., until poor “ Toss ” and his fate involved in
mystery recurred to their memories, and acted as a
check to their short interval of merriment.

Their desire to find the dog prevented them from
fooling away any more time in joking about their
wardrobe, and after gathering and partaking of
several handfuls of berries, they crossed over by the
shallow channel to the first island, on reaching which
they were exceedingly surprised and grieved at the
remarkable change which had taken place since they
had quitted it.

The day before, the beach had been strewn with
wreckage, of which at present not a vestige remained.

The north wind and high tide had swept every-
thing seaward. The lee shore now sheltered the
sands, pink and white tinted, with a mild and harm-
less appearance, as the smooth rollers at intervals
glided up on the beach, and slowly retired, covered
with tiny riplets, and the blasts which caused them
swept harmlessly oceanward.

“Here we are again!” delightedly exclaimed Eu-
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gene. ‘“Hullo, old doggy! Here you are, and how
are you, poor fellow? Hiding behind these rocks
and scarcely able to move, I see.”

“Yes,” excitedly replied Edgar, “ we are to be
blamed for so thoughtlessly having left the poor
brute so near the water’s edge, for had he not been
able to crawl up above high water mark, the waves
would have taken him to sea with the wreckage,
and our consciences would have justly reproached
us for our carelessness, in not giving a thought to
the ebbing and flowing of the tide.”

“Yes,” said Ivan, “if we had had our wits suffi-
ciently sharpened, but doubtless they were dulled by
empty stomachs, we could not have failed to notice
by the color of the rocks that the tides vary from low
to high, between four and five feet.”

“So it does,” replied Eugene; “how stupid we
were.”

“ But what is that sticking out of the sand ?”

“ A board. Come, boys, dig away the sand.”

“Part of a cabin door. Just the thing needed for
poor ‘Toss.””

And with fingers and sticks they unearthed it, and
tenderly placed upon it the injured dog.

The three boys, carefully lifting the piece of cabin
door with its precious burden, marched across the
little island to the spot where they had previously
landed, and launching the little raft on the water,
carefully guided it over, until they had the satisfac-
_tion of seeing the object of their kind efforts com-
fortably installed in their little cave. A shell was
procured, filled with water, and tendered to the poor
weak animal, which, as he eagerly lapped the con-
tents, appeared to revive and refresh him wonder-



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 103

fully, for he evidently needed the water more than he
did food or medicine, enabling him in a short time to
raise on his feet and shake himself.

The forenoon was spent in nursing their invalid
pet. He freely partook of water, but rejected the
shell-fish and cedar berries, manifesting his disgust
at these proffered dainties, by curling his upper lip
and shaking his head. A flat stone near his muzzle
he poked over, and from under it snatched a land
crab, in the act of beating a hasty retreat to his hole;
crushed it in an instant and swallowed it, shell, claws,
and contents, with evident relish. The boys, de-
lighted at having discovered something suitable to
the poor famished animal’s appetite, captured more
crabs, and soon supplied him with an ample repast.

“This is delightful,” gleefully shouted Edgar, “to
find everything around you without being put to the
inconvenience of searching for it. A cave to sleep
in; pork and ham; nice berries; suits of clothes
growing on a tree, and falling down at your feet just
at the time when most needed! And now “Toss”
finds his breakfast placed before him. If papa and
mamma were here, and we had a few extra things, I
would like to spend my whole vacation on this
island.”

“ All very fine, young sprightly,” rejoined Eugene.
“I don’t think you would care about staying behind
when we are rescued from here. You’ll be the first
one to embrace the chance of bidding adieu to all
these blessings you have so volubly depicted. Fish-
ermen from some of the other islands, in all proba-
bility, occasionally visit here ; or at least pass within
hailing distance. I hope and expect to remain here
only a few days at the utmost.”
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“0,” said Edgar, “ we shan’t mind being wrecked,
and spending a few days on a small and uninhabited
island, after all the miseries endured at sea. Poor
Mr. Frank and the other unfortunate fellows! I feel
anxious about them. I am afraid we shall never see
them again in this world. If he were here he would
build a boat for us.”

“How you do talk without reflecting,” said his
brother. ‘“How is it possible to build a serviceable
boat with such scant material as three small cedars
and one cocoanut tree, without tools of any descrip-
tion, not even a hatchet. There is nothing else on
this island but sage bushes and cedar serubs, not for-
getting the pear bushes.” (cacti.)

“ 0, but Ivan’s knife !”

“That may serve the purpose for raising an argu-
ment, but it is of very little practical use at present,
considering that we have nothing whatever to cut.”

“You mistake, Master Eugene. As soon as an op-
portunity offers I will prove that you are in error. I
will surprise you ere long. I shall certainly be very
careful not to lose it. However, don’t let’s waste our
time in idle conversation, but explore the island at
once, now that the storm has moderated.”

Preparatory to starting off on their exploring expe-
dition the youngsters very sensibly took the precau-
tion to protect their feet from stones and the needle
like thorns of the ubiquitous cactus, by improvising
sandals from the thick portion of the cocoa palm
frond, and encasing their legs in the fibre ; for dearly
bought experience had taught them that it was dan-
gerous to ramble about with the extremities unpro-
tected, especially as these highly disagreeable nui-
sances were concealed, in most instances, under the
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beautiful Bermuda grass with which the surface of
the soil was luxuriantly covered.

Prior to setting off on their exploration picnic it
was found to be necessary to conciliate the dog and
create a feeling of resignation in his canine bosom at
being deprived of his juvenile companions’ fellowship
for a brief period.

At every step forward some pleasing novelty re-
vealed itself, impelling one or the other to loiter in
the rear to watch the graceful flight of a beautiful
blue bird, or to admire a Spanish bayonet in full
bloom, or again, to observe a little spotted lizard bask-
ing in the sun, totally oblivious of foreign invaders on
his domain.

The eggs of the tropic birds, deposited in the holes
of the rocks, were objects of great interest, for their
limited supply of food imparted to these a flavor
equivalent to a hen’s egg; and without “by your
leave” courteously solicited from the depositors of
the eggs aforesaid, six eggs were feloniously ab-
stracted from the nests and greedily devoured in a
raw_condition, room for no remorse being found in
the breast of the juvenile depredators. To their in-
tense satisfaction there was a sufficient supply in
reserve amongst the cliffs of the island to allay the
pangs of starvation for awhile.

“Come along, boys,” cheerily said Eugene. “ We
are all right. Affairs might be in a worse condition.
Don’t grumble when there is plenty of water, plenty
of food, a home in the rocks, a summer suit of cocoa-
nut fibre and the most important of all earthly bless-
ings, jolly good health, to enable us to enjoy the
mercies vouchsafed us.”

Having made the tour of the island they proceeded
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to examine the ruins perched on the cliff ; remnants
of erumbling walls only remained ; below these, sub-
terranean vaults and passages conducting to them,
proving them to have been constructed, probably, for
purposes of defence, at a time when war was raging,
and the Bermudas were liable at any moment to be
subjected to the inconvenience of a bombardment.

“Come, come !” called Eugene, “we cannot waste
our time ; we cannot afford to do so. Ivan, stop that
poking around ; let’s get back to our sick dog.”

“ But wait a half-second longer,” begged Ivan.

* “ All right ; what are you so busy about ?”

“ About this,” answered Ivan, as he detached from
the crumbling old wall an object resembling a cocoa-
nut, but which proved to be a rusty old cannon ball,
that had probably been discharged from some ship’s
big gun in ages long, long, gone bye.

“This is what I have been poking at,” triumph-
antly replied Ivan, as he flourished the rusty old
trophy aloft' before his brothers’ eyes.

“Come, come ! throw it away ; of what use is it ?”

“No, sir ; I have a project in my mind, which I in-
terid to develop, if possible. Since finding my knife
in my pocket, I have wished to find a piece of flint or
a piece of iron, but as flint does not appear to be one
of the component formations of our little isle, this
may answer my purpose sufficiently well, and in
case I succeed, we shall have fire. Do you hear me
distinetly ? Fire !”

Edgar shook his head, and Eugene tendered his
best wishes, adding at the same time, that he could
not see any prospect of their becoming the recipients
of such a boon.

Ivan they left to trudge along in the rear with his
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rusty old prize, its weight after awhile causing its
transportation to become rather irksome, and forcing
him to continue shifting it from one hand to the
other, until when near the camp, to relieve himself of
the burden, he very prudently rolled it down the hill.

It was high noon, and the sun’s fierce rays were
almost unbearable, consequently the little cave af-
forded a delightfully cool and pleasant retreat. The
dog, recovering from his injuries, commenced to limp
about, and followed Eugene and Edgar to the cedar
trees, whither they went to pluck the berries.

Ivan, seated in the grot, with the cannon ball rest-
ing on some cocoa fibre between his legs, was busily
engaged in hacking away at it with the back of his
pocket-knife.

“You had much better be assisting us to dispose
of these berries than in wasting your time in such
futile attempts to produce fire,” remarked Eugene, as
he made his appearance at the entrance of the grotto,
when, “click”! the tiniest spark flashed out and as
suddenly disappeared.

‘“Hark! There it is again !”

The two boys on bended knees were eagerly and
anxiously watching Ivan’s persevering efforts to coax
the sparkling element from its lair.

“Tick! Tick! Tick!” and the last spark nestled
in the soft dry fibre, and with careful nursing, its
vitality was preserved and after gentle fanning, per-
severance was rewarded by its being successfully
nurtured into flame.

Withered grass and dry twigs, fortunately abund-
ant, were quickly procured, and in a brief space of
time they enjoyed the supreme satisfaction of behold-
ing a cheerful fire and a prospect of being 9nabled to
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cook any shell fish or sea fowl they might chance to
secure.

In the exuberance of their spirits they even in-
dulged in a dance around their camp-fire, as do sav-
age tribes after having achieved a victory over their
foes.

Ivan loquitur: *“Now, boys, come on, and as it is
your bounden duty to do, render unto Czesar the grat-
itude due to him for his magnanimous generosity in
supplying you with this invaluable blessing,—fire;”
concluding with a grandiloquent flourish, accom-
panied with a modest request to lift their home man-
ufactured head gear and do the procurer of this
adjunct to their comfort and happiness fitting honor.

As commanded by their brother, the two young-
sters, with a sarcastic grin at his verbose pomposity,
raised their right hands to their forelocks, and made
him a profound obeisance.

“That will do; I am content.”

“0O! do let me be cook, boys?” entreated the
sprightly Edgar. “T’ll make such an excellent chef.
You will see what nice ragouts and tempting dishes
I will prepare, to incite the fastidious appetites of
two such dainty gentlemen as my gallant brothers
Ivan and Eugene.”

The dog, thanks to his young benefactors, who had
ministered so successfully to the injuries he had sus-
tained, had recruited finely and had absconded, and
the boys were speculating as to his whereabouts, when
he returned with a tropic bird in his mouth, which
he surrendered to Edgar. Preserving the two hand-
some tail feathers, he proceeded to pluck the dead
bird, and, transfixing the body with a stick, held
him over,the fire to broil, observing that, “this bird
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is web-footed like the wild duck and must be good
eating;” notwithstanding whilst undergoing the cul-
inary process it tainted the surrounding atmosphere
with an ancient and a fish-like smell.

Swmall by degrees and beautifully less, faded away
the body of the bird as it crackingly broiled over the
brisk fire and as the carcass shrunk, in proportion
did the hungry boys’ appetites expand. However
that prominent amongst the virtues, patience, at last
brought to the test, rewarded them when the chef
pompously announced that “ the goose was cooked,”
adding that “it seems a little tough but if it con-
tinues roasting he’ll shrink away to the dimensions
of a sparrow.”

“Hold on to the leg and I'll carve him with the
knife.” Ivan gripped the fowl by one wing; Edgar,
perhaps with surgical skill, but undeveloped, from the
manner in which he sawed away, could not even suc-
ceed in cutting the skin. Then Eugene came to the
rescue and forcibly jerked off a leg.

“Is it nice?” enquired Edgar, watching Eugene
doing his best to masticate the leg. “I think your
teeth are in poor condition.”

“Nice? Yes! The chewing reminds me of an
attempt to chew a cricket ball. The flavor as though
that ball had been saturated in cod liver oil.”

“Boys, I think it was an act of larceny on our part
to have appropriated this bird to gratify our carnal
appetites, and I propose to restore what there is left
of him to the rightful owner. The eggs are good
enough provender for us.” So saying, Eugene fossed
the remainder to “ Toss,” who greedily devoured it,
without any qualms of conscience or any manifesta-
tions of disgust at its toughness. .
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~ “Afellow needs to be hungry indeed to eat such
stuff as that,” said Ivan. “ Come, let us range the
rocks and hunt for something more palatable.”

To their great delight they discovered a species of
pearl oyster adhering to the rocks slightly below low
water mark, which, after being roasted at the fire,
were found to be very palatable.

The boys after having finished the repast afforded
them by the savory little mollusk, felt in a good
humor and expressed their gratitude to Ivan for hav-
ing so ingeniously persevered in carrying out his
design of obtaining fire, which so materially added to
their comfort, situated, as they were, far from friends
and home, on a lonely little island in the middle of
the Atlantic Ocean.

“Dao tell us, Ivan,” asked Edgar, “how did you
happen to think about the means of obtaining fire?

“0! rejoined Ivan, “I have always taken great in-
terest in matters pyrotechnical. I at first thought of
rubbing two sticks together. Then of flint and steel.
I remembered that powder kegs are always banded
with copper hoops and secured with copper rivets as
a precaution against fire from friction and bearing in
mind that the blow of a hammer on an iron nail often
elicited a spark, I was led to think of striking a piece

“of steel against iron and, as good luck predominated,
I discovered that old cannon ball. When it comes
to fireworks no boy of my size has had greater expe-
rience. You boys certainly recollect the fire we had
in our house last year for which poor old Pete was
blamed. The firemen came with their steam pumps
and engines and flooded basement and cellars. It
was all my fault.”

““Your fault! How was that ?”
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“ Right away, without any hesitation, I told Biddy
how it happened, but said she, ¢ Boy, hush !’ shaking
e by the shoulder; ¢if it’s found out you’ll be put
in jail. Don’t you tell aliving soul. Old Pete shan’t
suffer for it. I’ll see about that, and it’ll only get
missis in trouble unnecessarily.’”

“Tell us about it ! Tell us! Oh, do!” cried Edgar,
in coaxing accents. .
“Well, have patience and I’ll doso. As you are
well aware, boys cannot buy powder, anywhere,
easily, so taking down papa’s book entitled ‘ Tactics
on Firearms,” from the library shelf, I read how if a
fellow had so much sulphur and saltpetre and char-
coal in proporfion, he could manufacture his own
powder, and so I decided to get up an earthquake, in
imitation of the one they had in Charleston. Buying
the aforesaid ingredients with my pocket money, I
conveyed them to the cellar surreptitiously, and
after having carefully pulverized them, mixed them
together in a bucket, in readiness for the next Satur-
day afternoon’s holiday, when I intended to astonish
the nerves of the boys on the cricket field with my
detonating compound. Concealing the bucket with
its contents in a dark corner, I left it. Well, would
you believe it? That stupid Peter went down to
the cellar with a lighted candle to fetch wood and
coal for the kitchen. Seeing the bucket of sand, as
he called it, he sticks the lighted candle in it, but
had only proceeded a few steps up the cellar stairs
when Biddy cries in shrieking tones, ¢ O, Lord, have
mercy I’ and the house shook from cellar to garret,
and all the pots, pans and kettles flopped in a con-
fused jumble on to the kitchen floor. Old Peter was
shot up in a hurry, and landed doubled up in a heap in
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the basement, roaring lustily, ample proof that he
was more frightened than hurt. ‘Fire! Fire !’ every-
body yelled.

“Boys, I tell you what, that powder was first
quality ; without such practical and convineing proof
I would not have believed it,” and holding aloft the
open pocket-knife, he closed it with a triumphant
snap, exclaiming, “ Sufficient fire in this little piece
of steel to destroy a city,” and he added, “ Mamma
told me that everything was replaced and the car-
pets renewed by the Fire Insurance Company, which
had paid fifty per cent. I was pleased to learn that.”

“You were at fault and should have been made to
pay for your careless freak, when enacting the role
of gunpowder manufacturer,” said “Edgar, indig-
nantly.

“So I would, but where was it to come from ?
Where could I have obtained so much spondulix? I
would have you understand that when I come of age
I intend to compromise with them at the rate of fifty
per cent. Isn’t that fair ?”



CHAPTER XIV.

‘“ NECESSITY IS THE MOTHER OF INVENTION.”

0YS,” said Eugene,” “ we should plan our
| work for to-morrow. We may be enabled
to obtain some useful articles from the
| wreck as doubtless there will be much
wreckage drift on to the sandy beach. We are greatly
in need of fire-wood. A few tools, an axe or old
Grump’s slop chest, would come handy. Ivan, you
come across with me, and Edgar, who appears a little
shaky, can remain here and exercise his culinary tal-
ents on our behalf and keep a sharp lookout for any
boat that may chance to come in sight and signal to
her for assistance.”
Edgar nodded a willing assent.

- ¢ Another proposition I have to make is that we
have a name for the different localities about here
instead of constantly repeating ¢ over here’ and ‘over
there’ and ‘don’t you know,” and so on,” said Ivan.

“Of course we ought;,” said Eugene. “I propose
“ Neptune Island.”
“That’s a very good name but as there are so many
- tropic birds in this vicinity, why not call it Tropic
Island ?” answered Ivan.
“1,” said Edgar, with a merry twinkle in his eye,
“vote to call this one New York and that opposite,

New Jersey, because we have to ferry it across.”
8
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The discussion terminated by naming the island
adopted by them for a temporary residence, “ Tropic
Island ” and the opposite one, “ Barren Island,” and
their domicile, “ Neptune’s Grotto.”

After having spent so many days and nights on sea
and land with their rest broken and their thoughts
diverted into other channels, a dispute arose as to the
day and date.

On leaving New York, a journal had been com-
menced and the incidents of each day duly noted
therein. On the floating wreck the custom had been
continued but they had the misfortune to lose their
journal at the time when the wreck came to grief.

Eugene affirmed that it was Thursday ; Edgar per-
sisted that it was Friday. Ivan’s advice intervening,
they decided to consider the third day from the pres-
ent to be Sunday, and to prepare, if possible, suffi-
cient food on the morrow so as not to be compelled
to work on the Lord’s day but endeavor to keep it
holy, as required by the Scriptures whose wholesome
precepts had been instilled in their minds from in-
fancy. v

Necessity is the mother of invention ; after three
weeks of the plainest fare, repeated, the senses craved
for better.

A serene and lovely night, the stars brilliantly
sparkling like diamonds in the azure sky. The fire
though limited in quantity sufficed to throw a bright
glare on surrounding objects.

Edgar, seated by the fire, busied himself at intervals
by supplying it with thin, knotty sticks from the
cedar boughs and scraggy sage bush twigs and listen-
ing to the incessant roaring of the breakers on the
reef and the splashing of the waves on the beach.



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 115

All else was silent. The atmosphere, though slightly
humid, was comfortably and delightfully cool and
agreeable. The air, fragrant with the perfume of
flowers wafted from the adjacent islands, acted as
the balm of Gilead on the exhausted frames of the
three waifs.

Suddenly a noise caused by the disturbance of
water near the rocky part of the beach was heard,
quickly followed by another splash, slightly startling
Edgar, who however nerved himself sufficiently to
resolve to investigate the origin of the unknown
sound, and seizing a burning stick from the fire, he
hastened to discover the whereabouts of the disturb-
ance, with the lighted stick held in front to enable
him to find the way. Peering eagerly into the water
he was startled by the sight of a large crustacean re-
sembling a lobster, but which was in reality a huge
cray-fish, about sixteen inches in length, the body and
feelers splotched red and white.

This formidable looking creature, encased in his
horny coat of mail, gave the youth such a sudden
shock that his trepidations nearly caused him to let
fall the lighted stick. Recovering himself, he boldly
thrust the stick under its body and with a sudden
jerk landed it on the rock at his feet. The commo-
tion caused by the spasmodic flapping of its tail,
mingled with the exultant cries of Edgar, quickly
attracted his two brothers and the dog to the scene
of action. “Toss,” as usual since his health had im-
proved, was rashly impetuous and grabbing the cray-
fish found to his great surprise that he had caught a
Tartar ; retreating and shaking his ensanguined muz-
zle, he dared not venture again to attack the horny,
mail-clad foe. One of the boys, seizing the cray-fish
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by its long claws, quickly had it stowed securely
away in their rocky larder and they congratulated
each other on the prospect of enjoying a savory
breakfast in the morning.

“Boys,” said Edgar, “I wish we had a small fish
pond so that we could preserve our marine supplies
alive until we were ready to eat them. In the morn-
ing you must break your fast on roast cray-fish, as
cooking utensils at Tropic Island are scarce and I
find it impossible to obtain a pot to boil him in. So
good night and let us beseech the gentle little fairies,
who no doubt dwell hereabouts, to lull us to sweet
slumber in our picturesque little grot.”

Scarcely had the golden orb of day shot forth his
brilliant rays above the eastern horizon when Ivan
and Eugene, accompanied by the irrepressible “ Toss,’”
forded the shallow channel separating the two islands
for the purpose of making a thorough investigation
of the available resources of Barren Island. An hour
or more was devoted to the flora, which was found to
consist chiefly of sea-lavender, (suriana maritima,) a
fragrant shrub from two to four feet high with red-
dish branches, fleshy leaves and bearing clusters of
yellow flowers, and the creeping bay vines, extending
in all directions, covering rocks and coral sand with
their beautifully tinted green leaves and delicately
. shaded purple wine glass shaped flowers, under shel-
ter of which the fauna, land-crabs, were disporting
themselves, totally oblivious of biped or quadruped
intruders on their sea-girt territory.

“Toss,” with a superabundance of canine energy,
threw the sand aloft with his paws' in his fruitless
efforts to unearth the crabs and appeared to enjoy
his excursion amazingly.
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“What a greedy ocean! O, what a treacherous
sea !” remarked Eugene in disgust. “It robbed us
of our home, our ship, our friends, and after a mock-
ing attempt to restore a small portion of the spoil, it
heartlessly swept it away again, leaving us in a des-
titute condition.”

“If you have done, I will request you to bear in
mind that the remorseless sea has.not taken us again.
So don’t you grumble, it may be all for the best in
the end. '

“ O, here is something buried in the sand. Let’s
see what itis! A board, by Jove! We’ll unearth
it,” which they finally succeeded in doing after re-
peated twisting and shaking. It proved to be a por-
tion of the cabin bulkhead with some of the mould-
ings and panels attached.

“Let’s take it along and get our cray-fish breakfast,
for exercise like this is calculated to inflame the ap-
petite of such as we. This treasure-trove will answer
admirably for a dining-table, should we be fortunate
enough, be it understood, to have the dinner to place
thereon.”

Their attention was again attracted by the dog,
sniffing and barking at a hole in the sand, evidently
in a high state of excitement over a fresh discovery.
The youngsters unavailingly endeavored to coax him
to follow them, but, abandoning the attempt, con-
cluded to humor him by halting for awhile to ascer-
tain the result of his caprice.

“Perhaps there is something buried underneath
the sand ; a crab would not be likely to take up his
abode so near the water’s edge.”

The boys knelt down to assist “Toss” in his en-
deavors to excavate the object which had arrested
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his zealous attention, when they espied a rust-stained
object partially covered by the sand, which they
quickly scooped out and found to be a tin case, that
originally had been lacquered, about the size to fit
conveniently in the breast pocket of an overcoat. A
small brass padlock was appended to the broken hasp
which secured the tightly fitting cover and on the
front side was plainly painted the word “ Neptune.”

Eugene nervously clutched the case, and, slowly re-
tiring from the water’s edge, seated himself on a lav-
ender bush and assumed a look of blank astonish-
ment.

Ivan, like “Patience on a monument smiling at
Grief,” was waiting for some communication from his
brother, who, in an agitated frame of mind, was occu-
pied in turning the case about in his hand, in a dread-
ful state of uncertainty whether to open it or not.

“ Are you going to open it,” he querulously ob-
served. : .

“I don’t know. It is Captain Grump’s property
and I’'m not anxious to be involved in difficulties
again with him,” he replied abstractedly.

“He is not here and can’t you see that the hasp is
broken ? The papers inside are very likely saturated
with salt water. Let’s have a look? It’ll do no
harm,” urged Ivan.

Eugene heeded him not; as though in dreamland
bhe whispered tenderly, “ Poor Captain Grump ; I for-
give you from the bottom of my heart.”

To their great astonishment the case when opened,
was found to be perfectly water-tight, the contents
dry, consisting of an ancient looking, formidable
parchment plastered with huge seals and signatures
and repetitions of legal phrases. It was the *‘ship’s
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Register.” It also contained *“bills of lading” on
which the consignee of the petroleum promised to
pay when landed in “like good order,” “ dangers of
the seas only excepted,” a freight of fifty cents, for
each and every barrel, on being landed at the port of
destination, and an invoice full of crosses and initials
in diamond shaped lines and triangles, figures and
signatures, all of which greatly puzzled Ivan and Eu-
gene. And again, a gigantic envelope sealed and
stamped bearing the impression of the U. S. eagle,
addressed to the “ Collector of the Port.” A dirty
scrap of paper clinging to the bottom of the case in-
side, when poked out with the aid of a piece of stick,
to their intense gratification and astonishment turned
out to be ten one hundred dollar bills and five one
dollar bills, a total of one thousand and five dollars.

“ Whew !” whistled Ivan. “ What a prize! Our
coral sands have most decidedly proved to be the
golden sands of Pactolus. Can you believe it? 1
don’t feel in the least hungry after having feasted my
eyes on this soiled paper. Hurry along, Eugene, I
am panting with impatience to witness the surprise
that is sure to be depicted on Edgar’s countenance
when we display our treasure-trove before his won-
dering eyes. Then we will sit down quietly and read
every thing all over again and count the money over
and examine the case once more; it may have a
donble bottom.”

Eugene smiled at Ivan’s conceit but signified his
desire to witness the effect of their pleasant intelli-
gence on their young brother and accordingly they
hastened their footsteps towards “ Neptune Grotto.”

Edgar, having prepared the breakfast and having
been a long time impatiently awaiting their arrival,
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could no longer delay going in search of them, appre-
hensive of their having met with some unforeseen
disaster. As he was about to cross the ford they
made their appearance. As might naturally be an-
ticipated, our young chef was transported with delight
when the adventure was related and the tin case ex-
hibited to his admiring gaze, and again the three
perused the documents with as much avidity as
though they were genuine passports to liberty from
their enforced island bondage.

“Boys, let me beseech you to give me your most
earnest attention for a few brief moments.” Thus
in a solemn and dignified style spoke Eugene :

“Captain Grump may still be living ; I repeat, he
may be ; and if not, he may have a wife or children
or some near relative for whom I feel it to be a duty
to keep this case and its contents in trust and to
whom we are to restore it whenever an opportunity
presents itself to do so. It is, furthermore, our duty
to guard it as carefully as possible and I therefore
propose to place it near the head of our bed so that
in case any misfortune should overtake us someone
else may afterwards readily discover it. But this I
would wish to be distinetly understood: that this case
must in no case be opened or the contents meddled
with by either one of us unless we are all three pre-
sent.”

At the conclusion of this forensic display of elo-
quence, what alternative had the lads but to agree
unanimously to guard sacredly the case and its
precious contents ? ) ’

Finally the juvenile caterer persuaded them to see
the dinner he had prepared and spread out on the
grass and which, owing to their delay, was nearly
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cold, but ﬁrst’of all he requested them to peruse the
bill of fare artistically depicted on the white side of
the cabin door with a piece of carbonized cedar, to
wit :

BILL OF FARE.

Roasted Rock Limpets.
Steamed Lobster.

FRUIT.
Prickly Pears.
Sage Tea.

N. B—O0n account of the tropical heat, guests will
be provided with Tropic bird-wing fans and serviettes
of cocoa fibre.

“ What a first rate idea ; you’re a brick. But first
explain to us, how did you manage to cook that
lobster so deliciously ?”

“It’s very simple, when you know how,” triumph-
antly replied Edgar. “The fire was nearly extin-
guished and I buried him in the hot ashes and
cinders, then covered him profusely with wet gulf
weed and left him to steam for several hours. From
the cacti I plucked the crimson prickly pears, rubbing
them in the grass to remove the fuzzy little sharp
bristles so as to prevent your delicate little tongues
from being wounded by them, and as you can testify,
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the sweet, acrid juice gives them a flavor not at all
to be despised. The cochineal color, as you may
perceive, has tinged my hands as though I had been
dabbling in red ink.”

“They do taste nice,” said Ivan, smacking his lips.

“ Eat your fill, boys, I have an extensive orchard,
where they abound,” replied Edgar.

“But what about this gulf weed ? Mr. Frank said
it grew floating in the Gulf Stream and in the Sar-
gasso sea, where islands of it floated about and in
such quantities as to impede the progress of vessels,
it being so thickly matted together.”

“Can’t help what Mr. Frank says; perhaps many
wiser men have the same ideas. If you will only
step a few feet this way to the right, where the beach
ends and the rocks commence, you will see standing
like young trees floating upright, its many little air
globes similar to these we are now popping between
our fingers. It’s a marine rock plant and grows here
in the Bermudas.”

“ What a scientific little chap you are, with all your
inventions and discoveries,” added Eugene.

“Yes; I'm not much on fireworks, but if you will
furnish me with a pot I’ll furnish you with palatable
dishes fit for a king.” .

“Sage tea—how about the sage tea ?”

Edgar, with several large shells he had gathered in
his hand, hurried away and soon returned, bearing
in each hand asaucer-shaped shell filled with steam-
ing sage tea.

“The teapot is amongst the rocks higher up, and
too unwieldy to transport. It adheres to the island,
so that instead of fetching the teapot I was obliged
to go to it. You see, boys, amongst the numerous
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holes in the rocks containing rain water, I selected
one over there holding about a gallon of water. I
plucked some sage-bush leaves and threw into it,
and having heated the canmon ball, I managed to
convey the clumsy thing up there after awhile, and
dropped it in the tea water. You should have seen
it boil and splutter in a hurry, so much so, that
nearly all the water evaporated, and I replenished it
from another rock cistern. It works well, and you
may drink as much tea as you wish.”

“Thank you, little genius,” said Ivan. “I wish
you would invent a grocery next, with sugar and
milk and bread ; that would improve it very much.”




CHAPTER XV.

THE BOYS’ FISH POND.

boys concluded to take some repose in

e middle of the day, and to pursue

eir investigations in the early part of

e mornings and the latter part of the
afternoons when the air was cooler and pleasanter.
Accordingly, after being refreshed by a mid-day nap,
the three, with their ever faithful four-footed friend,
started for a tramp across the cactus studded Tropic
Island.

Two pretty little gray doves flew up from the
ground in front of “Toss,” causing him to look much
disappointed at having allowed them to escape so
easily, and took refuge in a cedar scrub. He, how-
ever, continued to follow them from tree to bush, but
every time, when near grasping them, away they
would dash for a short distance with a joyful whir-r-r.
The dog was completely sold by this manceuvre, for
it was afterwards ascertained that it was a ruse on
the part of the cunning little birds, to trick him
away from their nests.

Two of these harmless, innocent, little doves, the
youngsters killed with stones, but they appeared to
be reconciled to the cruel deed on finding that the .
birds were plump and fat and made a pleasing addi-
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tion to their slim larder. A half dozen Longtails’
eggs were also collected from as many holes in the
rocks. These birds were so determined, that after
being disturbed, they would return to their nests and
resolutely defend themselves with their powerful
beaks, and on a stick being thrust into the hole,
would seize it with such a tenacious grip that the
boys were enabled to draw them out of it and cap-
ture the eggs. A bird vulgarly known as the Booby,
sula fiber, was also caught, but being so silly, he, after
surrendering without the slightest show of resistance,
not even attempting to escape, was voted a genuine
booby and allowed to remain in his lonely hole by
the rocky seashore. The Bermuda redbird, some-
times known by the name Cardinal, or Virginian
nightingale, Cardinalis Virgin, was a great source of
attraction. To see the male bird in his rich vermil-
lion robes, his powerful orange colored beak sur-
rounded by a jet black whisker, with his crest and
tail erected, flitting from cedar to sage-bush, emitting
a sharp ‘tick—tick” of alarm, whilst the female,
clad in a suit of sombre gray color, twittered about in
the vicinity of the nest, administering to the wants of
the half clad youngsters therein, was a great treat
to the boys and a source of annoyance to the dog,
whose taste naturally led him to admire things eata-
ble rather than things beautiful.

The male birds emit a series of musical notes com-
mencing with whir-r-r-r, merging into tie-it-up, tie-it-
up, and ending with Te-rese, Te-rese, Te-rese, which in
all likelihood is the christian name of his spouse whom
he is inviting to return to her home and attend to her
maternal duties.

Edgar insisted that the redbird was calling “ Bid-
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dy” in spite of his brothers differing in opinion with
him and resolved on the strength of this to buy Biddy
a dress as red as the Cardinal’s as soon as an oppor-
tunity presented itself, to the end that Biddy might
feel as proud as the scarlet bird.

The bluebird, stalia sialis, a bird smaller than the
redbird, amused them by snatching a worm which the
latter was conveying to his family and quickly dis-
appearing, greatly to the discomfiture of Mr. Car-
dinal, who appeared to be appalled by the robber’s
audacity. .

What beautiful plumage and exquisite blending of
blue and red there was in that tussle for the worm.
Nevertheless, “the race is not to the swift or the bat-
tle to the strong,” as evinced by our little friend in
blue carrying off the prize triumphantly.

The trio during their peregrinations came across
several other kinds of sea and land birds amongst
which they recognized snipe, sand-piper, heron and
the saucy cat-bird or black-bird. Their nests were
found in the low cedars, constructed with dry grasses,
weeds and twigs and ornamented on the outside with
bits of rag, scraps of paper or leaves, according to
the resources of the architect.

Along the borders of the island they sauntered,
peering into every nook and corner of the rocks, Eu-
gene carrying very gingerly at arm’s length, a good
supply of prickly pears, followed by Ivan with three
Longtail’s eggs in each hand, Edgar behind with the
two little innocents they had so ruthlessly slaughtered,
finally arriving at Neptune Grotto, when they set
about preparing the evening’s meal.

The two broiled doves were only sufficient to make
their mouths water for more. No compunctious visit-
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ings of conscience spoiled their juvenile appetites
and full justice was done to the roasted eggs, sage
tea and cactus fruit.

“Eureka! I've an idea just darted through my
brain-pan! Why can’t we spear some fish ?” shouted
Eugene.

The knife was soon busily plied in shaping the
ends of some cedar sticks about five feet in length
like an Indian spear and armed with these instru-
ments they sallied forth intent on war with the scaly
denizens of the deep. “And boys,” said Eugene,
“what a glorious compensation for our trouble in
manufacturing these harpoons, should the result turn
out to be a fish dinner on Sunday.”

An hour later the three boys were on the shelving
rock near the water’s edge, patiently awaiting the
arrival of the lobsters to give them an opportunity of
testing the quality of their recent invention on fish
of any description. Several were seen to flash hur-
riedly past as though scenting danger. After an
hour or two thus occupied their patience became ex-
hausted. Tired and sleepy and greatly disappointed,
they retreated to their cave and stretching their
wearied limbs on their soft green cedar bed were soon
at rest.

Sunday was observed; the youngsters having been
well brought up, their minds were naturally imbued
with principles leading them to reverence the day set
apart and enjoining them to refrain from secular oc-
cupations.

On Monday morning, Edgar, his mind intent on
affairs relating to the commissariat, suggested the
construction of a fish trap.

“We can,” said he, “between the two high over-
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hanging cliffs over there, so difficult to cross, at the
water’s edge build a stout stone wall which will form
an excellent fish pond. Into this we can throw the
refuse from my kitchen. A hole must be left open
for indiscreet fish, attracted by the bait, to pass
through. Of course it will be necessary for one of
us to be on hand to close the hole up after they have
passed through. Stopping the entrance can easily
be arranged by attaching a stone to the end of a stick
with some strips of cedar bark ; it could then be
closed from above in time to prevent their escape.
To get into the water to close the hole would alarm
the fish and give them the opportunity to swim out
again.”

The natural shape of the gap in the rocky shore
formed with the proposed wall across it a perfect fish
pond, well shaded by the overhanging cliffs. The
space was about fifteen feet square—in fact, an ideal
aquarium.

Edgar’s plan was at once adopted. Large numbers
of stones were brought to the spot and at low tide,
with mock solemnity, the foundation of the wall was
laid and its construction progressed rapidly, due at-
tention being paid to the formation of the trap-hole;
nevertheless the boys found it no easy task to be oc-
- cupied two days collecting and transporting stones
sufficient to complete the undertaking. However
they had the satisfaction of finding that their ma-
sonry was sufficiently stable to resist any ordinary
action of winds or waves.

The rocks overhead partially protected their fish
pond from the heat of the mid-day sun and in this
cool retreat they spent many anxious hours waiting
for the fish to enter and be entrapped.
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Alas! fish have innumerable enemies in their own
element as well as on land and one of the most for-
midable amongst them is the ferocious octopus, which
conceals itself in cavernous holes along the shore.
Like the fabulous dragon of ancient lore it suddenly
darts upon its prey ; with its eight formidable tenta-
culs, each furnished from base to tip with saucer-
shaped suckers, it envelops its vietim and with its
strong beak resembling a parrot’s crushes out life
and gorges itself on the remains.

The boys, whilst engaged in watching the fish trap,
discovered one of these vampires crawling from his
lair, surrounded by crushed crab and crayfish shells,
fish bones and scales, relics of his unfortunate vie-
tims, which, judging from the quantity, must have
been slain by hecatombs.

“We must blockade his cavern,” suggested Ivan,
“for his fortification is too unpleasantly near our
trap, and we shall only have the satisfaction of find-
ing the remains of his repast in the shape of bones
and scales in our enclosure, which we have been at
so much trouble to construct, and the findings will:
not alleviate our appetites in the slightest possible
degree.” The hole of the cuttle-fish was soon block-
aded. .

It may not be out of place here to describe this re-
markable marine creature for the benefit of some of
our- juvenile readers, who may have never seen one.

Octopus or poulpe, a cephalopod mollusk having
a round purse-like body, without fins, and eight arms
united at the base by a web. Each arm has a double
alternate series of suckers, by which they seize their
prey and attach themselves to submarine objects.
Swimming is effected by jets from their syphon.

9
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They can also crawl on their long, flexible arms like
a huge sea-spider.

They are solitary, active and voracious. They are
the polypi of Homer and Aristotle. In tropical
America they grow very large. One was found dead
on the beach at Nassau, Bahamas, ten feet in length
and estimated to weigh about 250 pounds. In the
tropics and on the coast of Brazil the large species
are very powerful and dangerous. In the harbor of
St. Georges, Bermuda, one about four feet long fast-
ened one of his whips to the leg of a boy when
bathing, and held him with such tenacity that the
youngster was unable to free himself. His cries
brought help, and the octopus was with difficulty
wrenched from the rocks to which his arms were at-
tached as though glued to them. The arm, when
stripped of the skin is a fine white meat, and the
flavor and delicacy is said to resemble a young and
tender fowl. Fishermen esteem them much for bait.

The lads’ patience, was severely tried in awaiting
the success of their new enterprise. The fish were
wary and suspicious of this new piece of masonry,
and glided about in the vicinity, eyeing the hole
craftily. Some of them presented a fine opportunity
for the spear to be made use of, but the boys were
deterred by fear of frightening the rest. Amongst
the numbers which presented themselves and partook
freely of the luncheon offered them, may be men-
tioned rock fish, hamlet, hine, hog fish, porgie, grunt,
snapper and the beautifully delicate angel fish, so
dainty that he glided about gracefully selecting the
tiniest and choicest morsels.

Shoals of pilchards and anchovies could be seen
close to the shore, and here and there a garfish dis-
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porting himself near the surface, and watching the
proceedings of his smaller brethren.

The intense stillness of the atmosphere, the oily
smoothness of the water, and the perfect tranquillity
of all the surroundings, combined to form a magnifi-
cent panorama suitable for a scene in fairyland, of
which the various fish in their gaudy colored scales,
gliding in and out amongst the sea fans and other
marine plants thickly studding the rocks under water,
aided greatly to enhance the beauty

“This is grand, magnificent, lovely !” exclaimed
Edgar. “All colors in existence are here united,
ever gracefully changing into different shades. How
wonderfully the Almighty has created all things on
land and sea! O, how earnestly I wish that I could
spend an hour down there amongst such a gorgeously
beautiful company.”

“Yes, my little Epicurean,” Ivan dryly remarked.
“If you only were a girl some kind wizard might,
with a gentle touch of his wand, transform you into
a mermaid. I have never heard of boys becoming
mer-youths or mer-men. Considering that we have
been pretty well water-soaked for weeks, which I do
not think has improved our personal appearance,
and as you have no elegant costume spangled over
with gold and silver scales, befitting a visitor to the
watery abodes of these pretty little members of the
finny tribe, I would recommend you to abandon the
idea, and be content for the present with land and
cocoanut fibre. But all joking apart, the beauty of
the scene reminds me forcibly of some beautiful
lines by James Percival, entitled ‘ The Coral Grove.’
These fragments, particularly, I committed to mém-
ory:
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‘‘ Far down in the green and glassy brine,

The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift,

And the pearl-shells spangle the flinty snow ;
From coral rocks the sea-plants lift

Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow ;
The water is calm and still below,

For the wind and waves are absent there,
And the sands are bright as the stars that glow

In the motionless fields of upper air ;
There with its waving blade of green,

The sea-flag streams through the silent water,
And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen

To blush like a banner bathed in slaughter ;
There with a slight and easy motion,

The fan coral sweeps through the clear deep sea ;
And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean

Are bending like corn on the upland lea ;
And life, in rare and beautiful forms '

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone.”



CHAPTER XVI.

LIFE ON THE ISLAND.

T 'VAN'’S recitation was suddenly interrupted
4‘,( $J]l by Edgar,in a wild state of excitement,
LA BRIl crying out “ Aboat! A boat!” The three
/R started at full speed for the nearest point
of the island. It was a small open boat with a three
cornered sail, distant about half a mile. A man, the
only occupant, was seated in the stern sheets, steering
the boat and slowly passing the island.

“Boat ahoy! yelled Eugene; Ivan yelled ditto,
Edgar yelled, and all three bawled in chorus “ Boat
ahoy!”. But the boat would not ahoy in return
neither did the boatman ahoy.

They continued ahoying until they were hoarse and
then for a change in the programme they cried for
vexation and disappointment as the boat pursued
“ the even tenor of her way,” the man unwittingly
heedless of their anxiety.

Edgar ran to the fire and heaped green sage bushes
upon it hoping that by creating a dense smoke the
attention of the boatman would be attracted, but they
were again doomed to disappointment, for in less than
an hour the boat had passed out of sight behind some
of the other islands and the youngsters, prostrated
and disheartened, without their usual evening meal,
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retired to their cave and lying down on their bed of
cedar boughs sobbed themselves to sleep.

Our little cook, usually the first to rise from sleep,
after stirring the burning embers and taking his
morning bath walked over to the pond, and in it, to
his great surprise, found a fine hamlet about three
feet long and in the opening through which he had
passed into the pond, was a shark about five feet in
length, tightly wedged, evidently having met with a
just retribution for his endeavors to capture the fish
above mentioned, and although he made frantic
efforts, lashing his tail and squirming his body until
the water foamed around him, yet his efforts proved
unavailing.

In an instant the other two rushed to the scene of
excitement, attracted by Edgar’s shouts. Ivan and
Eugene without any hesitation leaped overboard and
exerting their united strength to the utmost finally
succeeded in cramming the struggling pirate through
the trap hole and closing the inlet with the stone
most effectually. Then commenced a savage on-
slaught with sticks and stones on the terrified shark,
whose violent antics as a matter of course struck ter-
ror into the heart of the grouper and kept him dodg-
ing about in a state of extreme excitement.

“Toss,” as may be easily imagined, on witnessing
this unusual commotion was seized with an uncon-
trollable desire to take part in this interesting per-
formance. Barking wildly and struggling with all
his might to tackle on to the shark and grip him, it
was with the greatest difficulty that he could be re-
strained, the boys being well aware that in an en-
counter with such a formidable foe in his own ele-
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ment, the dog would decidedly come out at the wrong
end of the horn.

Sharks, of which there are several species, pertain
to the Ray or Skate family, having no scales. They
bring forth the young alive. They are carnivorous
like most fish. The great man-eating shark attains
a length of over twenty feet. The flesh is dry. Minced
and spiced it is very palatable and said to be very nu-
tritious and wholesome. The liver is exceedingly
large in proportion to the size of the animal and the
oil extracted therefrom is considered excellent for
lhubricating machinery. They are gluttonous and sav-
age, and when excited by the pangs of hunger, ex-
ceedingly bold. In one instance which the writer
can vouch for, a pair of whales were being towed to
land by the captors, and when a short distance from
St. David’s Head, Bermuda, a small two headed boat
put off from shore on a shark hunt. There was not
the slightest difficulty in encountering a shark, as they
could be counted by scores. The whalemen had al-
ready abandoned the young whale to them and after
devouring it, they commenced operations on the old
one, having gouged out huge chunks of blubber from
the dorsal fin to the base of the tail. One about ten
feet in length had the temerity to cross the bow of
the boat within convenient distance for a harpoon to
be planted deeply in the dorsal vertebree. He imme-
diately made for the boat and grasping the stem with
his powerful jaws shook it violently. Fortunately
a sharp lance ready to hand rendered his attack
harmless and the shark hunters had the satisfaction
of towing the boat-biting monster ashore and exhib-
iting their trophy to an admiring crowd on the mar-
ket wharf. A shark was captured near the Dockyard
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at Bermuda and on being cut open, a man’s leg was
found to be imbedded in the stomach. In former
" times, when whales were captured by the natives of
Bermuda, sharks were plentiful, attracted to the vicin-
ity by the carcasses of the whales towed outside of
the harbor after undergoing the process of flaying.

Near Spanish Point on the south side of the main
Bermuda Islands some ladies were indulging in the
pleasures-of sea bathing a short time ago; nearly all
had gone ashore. One of them, seated on the rocks
near the water’s edge, was engaged in drying her feet
with a towel, when those on shore perceived an enor-
mous shark only a few feet from the spot where she
was seated. The fact of the shark when preparing
for an attack having to turn partly on his back, in
all probability saved the lady’s limbs or life, as from
the impetus of the spring he made for her he nearly
stranded himself on the rocks. But these instances
are rare although sharks are plentiful in the waters
of Bermuda. Bermudians pay but little attention to
them. -

The wooden spear was now found to be useful;
with it they speared the grouper and quickly had a
portion of it prepared for breakfast.

Ivan recommended an investigation of the old
ruins of the fort, to which his brothers willingly
assented. There was not much to be seen; some
repairs had evidently been made at a late date. Part
of the subterranean passages still remained open but
ended abruptly. The front of this old fort faced
southward, ranging in a half circle towards the ocean.
Two centuries ago cannons and armed men com-
manded by the noble Sir George Somers had in all
probability mounted guard on this very spot and had
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repulsed the dreaded Spaniards and other rovers of
the sea.

The ravages of time had gradually developed their
effects. Years of storm and angry weather had been
busily and persistently gnawing at the fabric so that
even the tropic birds found fewer nests at their an-
nual visits. Some pretty lizards were enjoying a sun-
bath as they clung perpendicularly to the walls and
allowed themselves to be admired without exhibiting
any signs of fear.

“If T had an axe, or a crow-bar,” said Ivan, “I
would like to examine some of these places.”

A monstrous land-crab, pursued by “ Toss,” darted
suddenly into his hole. Ivan assisted the dog to clear
away a lot of loose rubble but the hole appeared to
be bottomless and as dinner was announced they left
the job unfinished, placed a stone over the hole to
prevent the crab’s escape and obeyed the summons
of the chef de cuisine.

Edgar had made it a rule after his first successful
effort in the culinary art always to provide a new bill
of fare. On this occasion it read as follows:

Fish Soup.
Broiled Fish Liver.
Steamed Fish, Lamphire Sauce.

Baked Eggs.
Prickly Pear Sangaree.

The dinner, considering how they were situated
and the resources at their disposal, was quite a suc-
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cess. The fish soup had been prepared with the aid
of the old cannon ball heated as before described and
a small portion of the fat liver, broiled brown, added
greatly to its flavor. Some sage leaves and a small
quantity of salt water for seasoning greatly improved
the fish, half of which, as the lobster had been treated,
had been steamed on the hot stones covered with gulf
weed, and, being fat and juicy, it almost equalled
salmon. The pears were simply crushed in shells and
the juice contained sufficient saccharine matter to
make the drink palatable and refreshing.

The trio having dined sumptuously concluded to
renew their efforts to dislodge the crab from his hole
—and work they did with zeal and energy worthy a
more important undertaking. The hole was exca-
vated to a depth of about five feet and, worn out with
their exertions, they concluded to abandon the task,
when suddenly, Eugene, who was in the act of bound-
ing from the hole, fell back and nearly disappeared
from sight, the sand having caved suddenly under his
feet and left him suspended by his outspread arms.

The frightened youngsters instinctively grasped
their tottering brother by the arms and he, by manag-
ing to brace himself against the sides, enabled them
to draw him out of his unpleasant predicament.

Dumbfounded, he stood for a few moments on the
rim of what resembled a very large and old-fashioned
chimney, peering down vainly into impenetrable
darkness. '

After remaining speechless for awhile he gasped
out spasmodically, “What a narrow escape! It re-
minds me of an expression I have often heard mam-
ma make use of—*‘ There’s many a slip *twixt the cup
and the lip.””
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“Was mamma referring to any such land-slip as
this you have just successfully completed ?”’ said Ivan
in a jocular mood, with intent to cheer his perturbed
brother.

“Q0, do cease your punning, Ivan! If you had
been in my situation you would have made a slip of
it and found yourself down in that dark, subterranean
dungeon, with never a chance of release, and that
would have been a sad ending.”

“J don’t know about not getting out. I wish you
to understand, my dear little brother, that I am deter-
mined to get down there at all hazards and see all
that can possibly be seen of those ltidden, subterra-
nean mysteries.”

With these resolves to fathom what, up to the pres-
ent time appeared to be unfathomable, an unlimited
amount of discussion was indulged in, causing the
impetuous Edgar, unwilling to wait for a decision, to
rush off for a firebrand and throw it into the hole,
fondly anticipating that it might throw some light on
the unrevealed secrets below. A faint, glimmering
light from the brand revealed a floor some twenty
feet below the surface, then back came the smoke in
their faces and all was dark again.

Hungry Edgar proposed luncheon first, stating as
a reason, that the ways and means could be better
and more freely discussed on a full stomach than with
a hollow one. .

A ladder was out of the question. The few trees
in the cove could not be very conveniently cut with-
out an axe, and should they succeed in cutting them,
they would have been too unwieldy for transporta-
tion. The low scrub cedars on the northern portion
of the island were not at all suitable for any such
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purpose, and the only prospect of exploring that
mysterious cavity was, by hook or by crook, to manu-
facture a rope of some description, neatness or gaudi-
ness in the fabrication thereof not for one moment to
be taken into consideration, provided it was suffi-
ciently strong. All the bark had been stripped from
the cedars. Only a few leaves were left on the cocoa
tree ; there was no choice of material, and the bay
hops covering the sands of the beach in all directions
were the only available means. To twist a rope of
these sufficiently strong to sustain a boy whose
weight would probably not exceed 120 pounds, and
its deterioratiorr in quality after a few days desicea-
tion, all this and more were the subjects of serious
deliberation for over an hour. '

Then Ivan proffered his sage advice, to wit: “ Boys,
let us live plainly for a day or two on eggs and suck-
rocks and prickly pears, of which we can always ob-
tain a sufficient supply, and bend all our energies to
making a rope, and after the rope is made we will
bend a boy on to the end of it. I’m sure we shall
find a fortune, and when we unearth it we’ll have a
steam yacht built. We’ll each purchase a revolver
and a breech-loading shot, gun, bank the remainder,
and invite our friends on board the yacht to take a
trip to England.”

“What did you say about a bank ? But fooling
apart, it is idling time, so let us set to work and inter-
twine the pliable stems of the bay bean, or to call it
by its botanical name, canavalia roscus, and complete
a rope.”

A thorough assent was accorded to this pertinent
advice, and with a will they set to work to fetch the
long creepers from the neighboring island, and stretch-
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ing them along the beach, proceeded to twist and
knot them, Ivan incessantly chattering and specu-
lating concerning the treasures as yet unrevealed,
and impatiently anticipating the pleasure of being
the first to be lowered through the hole. Eugene,
after testing the rope, condemned it as unsafe, and
protested against its being used. This, of course,
caused some dissatisfaction to be manifested by his |
brothers. But he replied, I should bitterly reproach
myself were I to stand by quietly and witness either
" of you risk his life by trusting to such frail and ex-
ceedingly doubtful means of descent ; we atleast run
a great risk of not getting back again, so we must
either try and strengthen the rope or abandon our
search for treasures, which after all, will probably
prove to be chimerical.”

Finally, after indomitable perseverance for two
days, the rope was pronounced to be worthy of a
trial, dragged to the hole and lowered. A board was
placed across the aperture, the rope securely fas-
tened to it, and Ivan hastily slid down in the dark and
disappeared, with a frightened exclamation escaping
from his tightly clenched lips, sounding something
like ‘“ho-hoo-ho-hoo!” This naturally startled Eu-
gene, causing him to hesitate for a moment and then
to shout, “ Are you all right down there ?” Then came
back thereply in a faint voice, “Ye-e-e-s; all-1 righ-t-t.”

Eugene next slid down, Edgar_ following with due
celerity.

“Toss,” horrified at the disappearance of his juve-
nile companions, kept up a continued din by yelping
furiously, evidently under the impression that he
had parted company with his comrades forever.
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“ Aw-aw-aw-full-full-ly cold dow-dow-n he-re and
dar-dar-dark,” shivered Edgar.

Eugene, with the assistance of the bay-bean cord-
age, nimbly climbed to the upper air, his teeth
rattling like castanets. His brothers, intent on eclips-
ing him in agility, followed him up closely, and to
their intense relief, the three, with smiling coun-
tenances, saluted each other with heartfelt congratu-
lations that they were safe and above board again.

“Boys, I assure you that I shall not trust myself
down there again, in these summer clothes, for all
the gold and silver those ancient pirates may have
concealed there,” emphatically asserted Eugene.



CHAPTER XVII.

CHILLED AMBITION AND A GOOD APPETITE.

hopes of possession of unlimited
ure having been completely subdued
1e temporary failure of their subter-
an enterprise, they returned to their
smouldering fire to ponder over the day’s fruitless
labor, and all were of accord that the dinner pre-
viously prepared by their little brother would be
more acceptable just about this time than the sensa-
tions heretofore occasioned by treasure seeking ex-
citements.
‘“ What did you see down there, Eugene ?”
¢ Ghosts, I think,” replied Edgar.
“What did you see ?”
Ivan thought he had seen something like. white
skeletons standing upright against the mouldy walls.
“Yes,” said Edgar, ‘I feel assured that I did too.
To tell you the truth I felt as if one of them would
nip me from below whilst I was climbing up that bay
vine rope. Had I had a foot higher to climb I should
have succumbed, as my grip was very near relaxing,
and in imagination I felt the touch of a cold hand on
my shoulder several times.”
Eugene pooh-poohed their ghost stories. ‘‘The
fact of it all is,” said he, ‘ we must be properly and
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warmly clad, and have a light with us the next time
we descend. The dampness and the chill air had
the effect of causing you to feel so startled and
timid.”

‘“But something touched my shoulder and  back
too, and Edgar’s speaking about it brings the fact
vividly to my mind, and I do not think it at all
likely the two of us can be deceived.”

Eugene gave an incredulous shake of the head.

Edgar’s visage bore a hungry and irritated scowl.

Ivan proposed to collect a quantity of sage bush,
set fire to it and throw it down the cavity.

Eugene objected to this proposition, on the grounds
that it would be time and labor fruitlessly expended.
Said he. “ We must have torches and clothing. Are
we going to be so exceedingly silly as to leave all
that treasure to the ghosts, or whatever else is mys-
tifying us three little boys by taking up its abode in
our treasure caves and cells? No sir-ee! I am not,
if there is any possible means of solving the problem.
Numbers of credulous individuals indulge in spas-
modic hunting fits for the hidden plunder of that
notorious old filibuster and pirate, Captain Kidd.
It may be right here within our reach, on this very
island, down in that very same hole. Just think of
it, boys! Why shouldn’t it be possible ?”

“Oh,” replied the hungry one, “If we fast three
days longer I'm afraid the treasures will not benefit
us, for I am awfully weak from wading and swim-
ming a hundred times across to Barren Island, on a
small allowance of food and very little rest, dragging
bay-bean creepers over sand and Stones.”

“I'm hungry enough to eat a shark,” said Eugene.

“So am I,” mournfully growled Ivan. “I wouldn’t
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mind feasting on that chap in our fish pond; but
how am I to kill him ? He would bite my arms off
before I could reach a vital spot with this small
blade.”

“Let us stone him,” suggested Eugene And stoned
" he was, and such a stoning as was never witnessed
since the days of the martyrdom of St. Stephen.

The stoning performance lasted over an hour. It
used up the huge pile of stones which the boys had
collected on the rocks to be used in building the par-
tition for the fish pond. The shark, though terribly
maimed and with head badly battered, was, notwith-
standing, in a most astonishing state of lively excite-
ment. He seemed to be endowed with vitality suffi-
cient for an animal twenty times larger than he was,
and in spite of all this rough treatment he still
exhibited signs of aggressiveness. Finally he was
dragged by the tail in a shallow corner where he re-
ceived his coup de grdce. The liver was larger than
that of a good sized calf, oblong and abounding in oil
of a highly flavored description.

After much laborious carving, a portion of the
flesh was secured and handed over to the chef, by
him to be submitted to a requisite culinary process
before partaking of the delicacy.

Edgar, apparently wrapt in profound imeditation,
had been quietly staring down into the waters of the
bay facing where he was seated, awaiting the comple-
tion of the shark broiling. ‘Strange,” he muttered
in an undertone. ‘“They do seem to move. One,
two, three ; the fourth has disappeared to-day. Now
the three are in a row ; yesterday the four formed a
quadrant or square.”

“ What formed a square ?” asked Eugene
10
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“ Why, those stones you see down there, some four
feet below the surface of the water, on the sand.”

¢“ Are you sure ?”

“T am positive !”.

“Then they must be alive and I am going to find
out,” and so saying, he waded out several yards from
the shore and, taking a header, soon reappeared bear-
ing aloft a conch-shell with its living tenant.

Reaching the landing place he commenced freeing
his-eyes from water with one hand, jumping about
on right and left leg alternately to free his ears from
water. After concluding all these gymnastic antics
he turned his attention to the prize he had fetched
up from the bottom of the sea.

“ A conch, boys, alive, and good to eat! Hurrah
for another addition to our bill of fare!” shouted
Eugene.

“Remarkable,” observed Ivan, “who would have
thought of a conch in this little oasis in the Atlantic
Ocean. Edgar, I tell you what it is, boy, under ex-
isting circumstances everything is fish that comes into
our net.”

“ Oh,” laconically snapped out Edgar, “give me the
wherewithal and I'll furnish you with the dinner.”

The conch was a tough customer and strongly ob-
jected to being snatched so unceremoniously from .
his native element to minister to their voracious car-
nal desires. So he promptly availed himself of the
services of the tightly fitting piece of armor with
which nature had provided him, to close up securely,
in cases of emergency his beautiful, smooth, rose col-
ored house.

Unfortunate shell fish!" Three persevering young-
sters, notwithstanding the flinty armor in which na-



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 147
ture had encased thy delicate pulp-like form, by aceci-
dent ejected thee from the tenement. The shell, in
its fall from the rocks above, received a fracture, ren-
dering it a simple matter to draw forth the contents.

Edgar blew into the hole at the tip of the shell
caused by the end being broken off in its fall and was
surprised at hearing a subdued mellowed sound re-
sulting from the effort.

Ivan, musically inclined, made an essay on the in-
strument and elicited some most unearthly musie,
resembling the doleful sounds produced by perform-
ing with a dilapidated fog horn and then placed the
newly discovered conch carefully aside. A portion
of the conch meat underwent the process of broiling,
the remainder was converted into soup.

It was dark before the cook announced “conch soup
served.” It was pronounced satisfactory. The flavor
resembled the American scallop, but the meat was
much coarser and stringy. Perhaps if it had been
manipulated by a professor from Turk’s Island, it
would have been a greater success, as the natives of
that little saline paradise are credited with being
quite au fait at this specialty.

Bright and early the boys were awake and on the
alert for another day’s adventure.

The first thing on the programme was to suspend
the shark’s liver from the bough of a cedar, with the
conch-shell underneath to receive the dripping oil.
The next, to inspect the fish pond. Great was their
surprise and pleasure on beholding the enclosure filled
with fish. Quietly one of the boys crept to the trap-
door and closed it ere but few had time to effect
their escape.

It seems that during the night some twenty or more
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snappers, breams and chubs, also a cray-fish, had been
attracted by the blood and strong, oily scent produced
by the sanguinary conflict with the shark, and having
entered through the trap hole to feast on their share
of the spoils, found themselves captured.

The boys were naturally in high glee at this oppor-
tune arrival of scaly visitors in the commodious re-
ceptacle that they had taken so much pains to con-
struct for their accommodation ; and as soon as the
tide had ebbed sufficiently they at once commenced
to build the partition wall which they had heretofore
decided to be a necessary adjunct to the enclosure.

The remains of the shark began to exude “an
ancient and a fish like smell ” not particularly agree-
able; nevertheless, they decided to keep them for an-
other day’s use, and arise by daybreak, glide down
quietly and close the trap-door on another batch of
the finny tribe.

Little Edgar in a plaintive tone of voice remarked
to his elder brother, “ I am sorry that you objected to
let me make use of that ‘Neptune’ tin case. It
would have been so convenient for carrying water
in.”

Eugene, with a sagacious head shake, quietly re-
torted: ¢‘My dear little brother, I have carefully and
deliberately thought the whole matter over and re-
flected on the importance to be attached to the salva-
tion of the documents enclosed in the tin case in
question and gave you my reasons. No, my boy, we
are in honor bound to take all possible care of these
valuable papers and restore them to their lawful
owner at the first convenient opportunity. And,
sonny, why don’t you use your conch shell for that .
purpose? It will hold more than a pint of water.”
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“ 0, yes,” responded Edgar,” but at present it is a
receptacle for the shark liver oil.”

“To throw light on-the suggestion, I would venture
to propose that the shell be made to serve as a lamp,
with the oil and some substitute for a wick, to en-
lighten our darkness whilst pursuing our investiga-
tions in that old pirate’s banking vaults.”

“ How about the wick?”’ Where is the material to
be found on this isolated spot to manufacture a wick ?”

Ivan winked and nodded his head as though a cute
idea had jumped into his ever fertile brain, and, prom-
ising to furnish the needed article, rushed off to the
cat-bird’s nest and soon returned with a few small
strips of cotton stolen therefrom.

The experiment was immediately made by twisting
the material into proper shape and inserting it in the
conch shell, filled with the oil extracted from the
shark’s liver.

It was found to be a complete-success, as thé impro-
vised lamp furnished a good, strong light.

“There now, what better light than this can we
have for pushing forward our explorations?”’ asked
Ivan. , .

“Very good light -but not sufficiently powerful to
impart sufficient warmth to our chilled bodies down
there in that cold, damp, charnel house,” retorted Eu-
gene. “ But I've an idea that this long, hay-like grass
twisted rope-fashion and bound round our limbs and
bodies might afford some protection. I can’t think
of any thing else.”

To work they went manufacturing the grass cord-
age. Grass was abundantly convenient and soon
enough was made to envelop Ivan’s body, arms and
legs and when clothed he resembled a stray Laplander,
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but he remarked to his brothers, “that though his ap-
pearance might be exceedingly picturesque still he
was far from feeling comfortable in it, as it partook
too much of the nature of a strait-jacket.” Hardly
able to bend his body or to seat himself, so tightly
had they swathed him, he was compelled to eat his
baked fish standing upright and implored his brothers
to lose no time in getting ready for the descent.

The comical trio, resembling three resuscitated
Egyptian mummies, shuffled along in single file, jok-
ingly speculating as to the means to be used, in case
of a stumble in this grass armor, to enable them to
rise again.




CHAPTER XVIII.

A WONDERFUL CAVE.

entrance to the cavity was finally
ached and by the aid of the rope and
ith their conch-shark lamp, the three,
ith some trifling difficulty managed to
descend without any mishap and in a brief time they
found themselves standing spellbound, in awe and
wonder, on the floor of a magnificent chamber, oval-
shaped and extending from the entrance about thirty
feet. Beautifully sparkling stalactites and stalag-
mites, glittering as though bedecked with gems, caused
by the reflection of the light from the conch-lamp,
surrounded them on all sides, some of them in the
gloomy distance bearing a strong resemblance to
gigantic skeletons and affording some grounds for
their belief in having been touched by icy-cold fingers
at the time of the previous descent. The dripping of
water could now be plainly distinguished in the
weird and solemn silence pervading the cave, as
from the roof above,. it struck with a resonant ‘ ping”
on the stalagmites below. For hundreds of years
incessantly had -the rain-water from the surface of
the ground over-head been percolating the limestone
and filling voids neglected by nature at the start.
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‘Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam
- Of perilous seas, in faéry lands forlorn.”
KEeaTs.

Marvellously enchanting with its snowy-white glis-
tening calcareous formations was the subterranean
palace. Ivan was the first who essayed to give an
expression to the surprise occasioned by the novelty
of the scene, but the echo of his voice, reflected from
the dome of the cave, produced such an unearthly,
hollow sound that it startled and caused him to
cease abruptly. Finally he became more composed
and thus addressed his audience, conBisting of two
grass-clad individuals :

“Boys, I am disappointed, I frankly own ; at the
‘'same time I am not sorry, for I consider that we are
well rewarded for our trouble by this interesting dis-
covery. I must confess that I entertained lively ex-
pectations of this turning out to be a real pirate’s
cave, but, alas, it has more the semblance of an ice-
vault.”

Eugene, inspired with an idea that some hidden
secret yet remained to be revealed to compensate
them for their many hardships and privations, started
with the lamp to make a careful search, when, to his
great delight, in the darkest recess he discovered a
tunnel-like crevice. Calling in a loud voice to come
on, they followed him up a narrow, low, dark and
uneven passage, upon entering which they ascer-
tained, much to their gratification, that the atmos-
phere was considerably milder and dryer. No stalac-
tites were to be seen. Human hands had apparently
assisted nature to widen narrow gaps, and after.
advancing about a hundred feet, on the walls, studded
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with thousands of tiny glittering shells, could plainly
be distinguished the rude outlines of a ship, cut into
the pliant mass with some dull instrument.

Ivan’s heart pulsated rapidly at the sight of this.

“1 told you so!” he shouted, exultingly. His out-
burst echoed and re-echoed, causing the flame of the
conch-lamp to vibrate perceptibly, and sounding like
the screeching of demons in the far off, and as yet
unexplored, corridors.

The boys shuddered and looked aghast, startled at
the echo of their own voices.

“ Who's there?” timidly ventured to ask Eugene.

“ Who’s there?” enquired the echo in a mocking
tone. } .

‘“Pshaw!” said Eugene. ‘‘There’s nobody here.
You fellows are afraid of your shadows. Come on !
‘Who's afraid ?”

‘“ Yes, come on!” faintly replied Ivan, unostenta-
tiously permitting Eugene to lead the way. Edgar
followed, holding Ivan tightly by the hand, and so
the small procession wended its way slowly through
the silent, murky darkness.

Eugene, with an outcry of horror, came so sud-
denly to a halt that his two followers, utterly unpre-
pared for the shock, nearly precipitated him and the
lamp to a certain death. Close to his feet yawned a
deep, dark, perpendicular chasm obstructing nearly
the whole passage.

“ 01! gasped Eugene, ‘“ what an awful hole ; what
a terrible place!” But rallying from the nervous
shock imparted to him by the suddenness of the
event, he threw a stone down into the hole, to ascer-
tain its depth. A faintsound ending in a splash was
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the result. Another stone was thrown down with the
same result.

“This is no doubt some horrible trap made for the
unwary, where many fathoms deep, with mangled
bones, brave men were doomed to certain death,
either by drowning or by being killed outright by con-
tact with the rocks at the first plunge. O! boys, this
is horrible and I am going back. We have no busi-
ness here.”

*“Yes, do let us go back,” pleaded Edgar.

“Come ! come!” retorted Ivan. ‘Don’t be so silly
as to indulge the idea of going back ; although it is
true that we are only boys, let us not abandon this
adventure without having accomplished any results,
merely on account of being brought to a halt by a
dark chasm. Let us take a seat and see all that
hereabouts is to be seen. To e it does not look so
awful. We may, by keeping close to this side of
the wall, get around this pit, as on the other side it
looks like plain sailing again. Hold the lamp up a
little higher.”

Eugene trimmed the lamp and wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow, then proffered -his advice as fol-
lows : “Let’s do away with our new suits. They are
too cumbersome and stiff and it’s warm enough with-
out them ; we shall also be better prepared for acci-
dents.” '

The suggestion having been favorably received,
they accordingly commenced to unwind their coils of
grass clothing and throw them down into the abyss,
causing in their descent showers of loose stones and
sand which could be heard to rattle and splash as they
struck the Stygian waters below.

Eugene again led the way, having carefully circum-
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vented the man-trap, and soon they entered a dark
and spacious chamber.

“Hurrah! Hurrah!”’ issued from the throatof Ivan,
in high glee, which had the effect of bringing them
to a standstill, with a frightened expression on their
countenances, as though momentarily expecting the
caving-in of the roof above them.

“ Are you bereft of your senses to yell like that ?”
said Eugene, reproachfully. ¢“The echo in these
gloomy caverns chills my bloed and pierces my brain
like the rattling of many concentrated thunderbolts.”

“0,” replied Ivan in a jocular vein, “I am a mus-
cular man and possess a muscular throat. If any-
body is around here, let him show himself ;” so say-
ing, he struck a fighting attitude, like a very “light
weight” representative of the pugilistic profession,
striking out straight from the shoulder in imaginary
attacks on invisible opponents and in mock heroic
style daring them to come on. But no lurking foe
saw fit to reveal himself, and the two brothers smiled
at brave Ivan, whose prominent traits of character
were ordinarily remarkable for decided preference for
discretion as being, in his estimation, the better part
of valor.

The newly discovered chamber, after undergoing a
careful investigation, was ascertained to have been
formerly made to serve the purposes of a subterra-
nean dwelling. A bronze or metallic ring of some
description, held by three chains, was suspended from
the centre of the vault-like ceiling, evidently for the

.purpose of containing a swinging lamp. Edgar
climbed on Ivan’s shoulders to reach and test its
strength and found it to be sufficiently strong to sup-
port safely their conch-lamp which was promptly
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placed therein and from thence cast a flickering and
uncertain light over objects obscured theretofore by
the surrounding darkness.

The room was in height about twelve feet, with an
uneven circumference of about twenty-five.

Deep excavations or niches had been cut into the
stone walls on both sides, which had apparently
answered the double purpose of seats and sleeping
berths. Several slanting stones were in these recesses,
bearing evidence of having served as foundations for
pillows. Heaps of refuse, of what had once been
garments, lay around, but on being handled, tumbled
into dust and tiny fragments. What seemed to be
an unusually large stone, Eugene discovered to be a
copper kettle or cauldron thickly coated with small
white shells and sand which had been dropping on it,
probably for ages past, from above the berths and
coated it over with a stony crust.

“From the wall protruded iron bolts once used to
hang arms on, as swords and sword handles had in-
dented the soft stone where they had been suspended
and plainly left their impress. Some of these weapons,
still remaining, on being disturbed, dropped to the
ground, forming little heaps of rust. The floor had
originally been hewn level from the same coral stone,
but many .footsteps had worn it uneven and under
the lamp a large round table had for a long time been
in use ; at present not a vestige remained ; not even
a nail used in its construction. But footprints spoke
as plainly as words, for in a circle of some ten feet,
a number of square holes wherein the legs of the
table had rested and numberless smaller indentations
within the limit of the larger verging towards the
centre of the floor, betrayed the heavily ironed, spiked
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boot heels of men, who must have been frequently
seated around this circular table.

The three were busily engaged hunting for more
novelties. Edgar, kneeling on the floor uhder the
lamp, was busily engaged scraping sand out of the
holes and allowing it to glide slowly between his fin-
gers. At last his patience was rewarded by the dis-
covery of a corroded copper coin which on being par-
tially cleansed by rubbing on the sandy floor was as-
certained to be a coin of the reign of “ William and
Mary,” bearing date 1694. On one side was the im-
press of an elephant ; on the obverse, “ God preserve
Carolina and the Lord’s Proprietors. 1694.”

Ivan examined it with interest, holding the coin up
to the light, then pretending to spit on it for good
luck as he said, then going through the form of de-
positing it in an imaginary trowsers’ pocket and wind-
ing up the performance by popping it in his mouth.

“That boy will eventually succeed in arriving at
an untimely end by means of poison,” elaborately
asserted Eugene.

‘“ Here, catch this!” called out Edgar, tossing a tiny
stone to Ivan. “Ah!” said the latter, ‘“this looks
more like a piece of glass,” which on examination
seemed to have been worked or cut artificially and
was by them considered worth preserving.

An hour or more was spent searching for relics,
when the flame from the lamp exhibited signs of
waning owing to the oil supply being nearly ex-
hausted. Fear of being entrapped in the darkness
urged them onward. A continuation of the narrow
passage leading in an opposite direction from that
by which they had entered had been noticed and it
was agreed that by its peculiar construction and the
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presence of the dark pit this second tunnel or cave
passage must have an exit.

The lamp, though emitting but a feeble light, ap-
peared to be good for another two hours, and, said
Eugene, “as we are in for it, we may as well take the
chances and follow it up to the end.”

The kettle was abandoned, being as bulky as a
drum, and too much of an encumbrance to be trans-
ported with facility while making explorations. It
was several hundred feet of narrow, dark and tortu-
ous passage they were now following, which after all
was simply a natural subterrahean fissure in the rocks
and had been widened in different places so as to per-
mit the passage of men in single file. The soft stone
had crumbled and fallen from various places above
and partially blocked the way. These trifling obsta-
cles were made light of by the boys, who soon over-
came them in their determination to find an outlet in
that direction. :

The path they were following sloped downwards.
No gleam of daylight cheered them on the way. The
air was increasingly oppressive and breathing became
more difficult. The feeling experienced was that of
being entombed alive and but for Ivan’s previous.
proud boasting he would have gladly given in and
returned, satisfied once more safely to have found
himself above ground. Eugene perseveringly plod-
ded on ahead until abruptly confronted by a wall
across the passage, when they halted and held a con-
sultation as to whether it would be advisable to re-
turn or to persevere in advancing.

Edgar thought he heard the noise of splashing
water. The three, with bated breath and palpitating
hearts, listened intently until the profound silence
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became absolutely painful, when, to their extreme
delight, again was heard the sound of surging ocean
waves against rocks.

L ]
*“The sea ! the sea, the open sea !
The blue, the bright, the ever free !”

“The sea! The sea!” rung out in a joyous chorus
from the throats of the lads in ecstasy.

“QOut!” exclaimed Eugene, hurriedly, for in the
excitement occasioned by the surprise, he had un-
consciously let fall the lamp from his trembling
fingers.

Enveloped in inky darkness and a silence so mys-
terious and appalling that the hair on their heads
was erect with fright and their features covered with
cold perspiration, their plight was indeed a sad one
and fraught with danger, for to retrace their steps in
the dark, past that terrible chasm, was an undertak-
ing too dreadful to contemplate.

Eugene groping in the dark about the ground for
the conch-shell lamp, tremblingly ventured to remark
that “we must work an opening through this wall or
prepare ourselves for an awful fate.”

Acting on the suggestion, they commenced to clear
away the soft, sandy obstacle, but found it to be ex-
ceedingly tedious work with nothing to aid them but
twenty-four small fingers and six little thumbs.—
With these they had been scratching away an hour
or two, when to their great delight the bow-wow-wow
of the dog sounded in their ears, imparting to their
juvenile souls sensations more rapturous than the
most exquisite strains of music. Then was heard
the noise of his paws scratching energetically at the
barrier, mingled with excited barking and whining.
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.

Then was seen a gleam of light extinguished as sud-
denly as it had appeared, by “ Toss” thrusting his
nose into the aperture he had made. On reaching
the spot it was but the work of a few moments to
sufficiently enlarge the opening made by ¢ Toss.”

Bewildered and nearly blinded by the bright glare
of the setting sun, after having passed nearly the
whole day in the dark cave, it was with great diffi-
culty they could be brought to realize that the pas-
sage had conducted them to their own lodging place,
and that “ Neptune’s Grotto” was in fact the entrance
to the cave which they had been exploring. It seemed
probable that the last occupants before leaving had
closed the entrance with sand from the beach, but
the storms and heavy rains of many years long past
had washed it partly away from the outside, and
this had afforded a sheltering nook for our young
adventurers.

To say that the trio were wild with joy would but
inadequately express their condition of mind.

“Just think of it! A pirate’s cave! a real genuine
one!” ejaculated Ivan; “and for us to discover it.
O, this is glorious good luck !”



CHAPTER XIX.

THE PIRATES’ MESSAGE.

HE whole of the following day was devoted
Bl to carefully surveying caves and passage-

Nothing rewarded their efforts, and they were forced
to remain content with the before-mentioned old
copper kettle. Later in the day they carried it out
and placed it near the fire. It still contained the
stone which had attracted their attention. Ivan, on
taking it out, was struck by its remarkable lightness
of weight for a stone, and on the coating of sand be-
ing removed it presented the appearance of petrified
palm oil. On closer scrutiny and judging from its
aroma, he pronounced it to be a piece of genuine
pure ambergris, a product of the sperm whale, and
a substance always considered exceedingly valuable.
This lump was about the size of a thirty-two pound
cannon ball.

“This,” remarked Eugene, “was probably found
on the beach by the dwellers in this cave, and may
have lain undisturbed in this kettle for a century or
more. Boys, we are in luck! We are in luck !”

To give vent to their gratification at having met
with such a streak of good fortune, they sniffed at

1
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and fondled the precious fragrant lump until Edgar, -
wearied with these protracted demonstrations, sug-
gested that the kettle should undergo a good scour-
ing to ascertain whether it might not be made to
serve its original purpose as a cooking utensil.

The suggestion met with approval, and whilst the
utensil was undergoing the polishing process, to their
great surprise more than a half of the outside sur-
face was found to be covered with a rude insecription
which appeared to have been etched with some sharp-
pointed tool or perhaps with a dagger.

To decipher these characters and to allay their in-
satiable curiosity regarding the mysteries to be solved
by the revelation, kept them fully occupied for
another hour, as it was no easy task, owing to the
inartistic style of the engravings.

Finally this was the result of their investigations:

-

OuUR CAPTAIN [KILLED, SHiP
TREASURS <APTURED,
Do NoT sELL JEWELS (N LoNDON.,
CAPTAIN TROTT VawETH DEATH Lo AL\,
ABANDON BERMUOAS-

EET TYORTUGAS.
M e MAR 1 1755,

The skull and daggers embellishing the inscription
embodied a meaning so significant that many words
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“would have been required to express that for which
they were symbolical. They were probably meant
to impress on the minds of those for whom they were
depicted the following brief piece of advice and
caution: “Give no mercy—and expect none.” All
the inscription had been fairly ascertained with the
exception of the cipher between the 7 and 5 in the ap-
pended date—this was nearly obliterated by the rough
application of stone and sand used in the cleansing
process, leaving it doubtful whether it was intended
for a 3, 8, or 5.

“It is my opinion, boys, that after all we may con-
gratulate ourselves on not having had our labor spent
in vain,” remarked Eugene, “for it explains this
much, that the Captain Trott here mentioned must
have commanded some Government cruiser sent to
ferret out and punish these marauders.

“His cruiser or some other war ship had already
captured a portion of their rich plunder, killed their
captain and terrorized them so as to force them to
deem it prudent to abandon the rendezvous at the
Bermudas for one safer and more secluded at the
island of Tortugas further south. The remainder of
the gang, probably at that time at sea in some other
piratical craft, must have been expected to arrive
later on and land here. This copper kettle with the
inscription on it was left behind for their benefit—
to inform them of the fate of their buccaneering com-
rades, and also as a warning. They evidently were
organized for each others’ protection and consorted
in plundering when convenient to do so and at times
when it suited their interests did their pirating sepa-
rately. Jewels must also have formed a part of the
combined plunderings for they are cautioned to be-
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ware of disposing of them in London. Perhaps they
were taken from some craft hailing from that city and
police spies were on the track of those who stayed at
home and shared in these ill-gotten, blood-stained
robberies committed on the high seas.”

‘“ But how do you account for the ambergris that
was left behind in the kettle ?”” enquired Ivan.

“Boys,” replied the former speaker, “that stone
found by Edgar I fondly imagine is not mere glass.
I have an idea that it will turn out to be a real jewel,
and as for the ambergris, so valuable, these fellows
perhaps had forgotten its being deposited in the ket~
tle or they certainly would not voluntarily have left
it behind any more than they did the green stone.
These pirates no doubt loaded their craft with the
plunder concealed here and after filling up the en-
trance to the cave with sand as we found it, as may
have.been their usual custom, took a hasty departure
for safer quarters. Whether the party for whom the
inscription on the kettle was intended ever returned
here is questionable. More probable it is that the
Captain Trott they seemed so much in fear of, caught
them near their suspected hiding places and stretched
their necks, and now, after more than a century and
a half has elapsed, we are the lucky fellows to find
out all about it.”

Far into the late hours of night a very animated
conversation on these subjects was maintained, Ivan
expressing an ardent desire that the pirates would
land just there and then and how he would manage
to surprise, disarm and capture them when asleep in
their cave.

After a night spent in disorderly dreams of adven-
tures they had often read about, when at home, at
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sunrise they awoke from their restless slumbers and
proceeded to examine and re-examine the curiously
inscribed kettle, the ambergris, stone and copper
coin ; but there was not a single pirate in sight.



CHAPTER XX.

A HURRICANE.

was the end of the fifth week since the
Atlantic billows had so mercifully landed
the three youngsters on this lonely spot.
But a small quantity of rain had fallen
during the whole time—now, heavy, sombre clouds
came rolling up from the eastward and enveloped the
surrounding waters with a murky mist. The wind,
accompanied with rain, in sudden gusts swept sav-
agely over the island, swaying the cedars and cocoa-
nut tree with relentless fury, which would have proved
powerful enough to tear their roots from the soil but
for their exceeding pliability. So fiercely did these
sudden blasts drive on apace that it became fraught
with danger to venture near the precipitous cliffs, as
the risk was great of being blown into the foaming
surges that roared beneath. Stones, sticks, sand and
all objects not securely moored were up in aerial
flight pursued by flying scud. Pelting rain squalls
struck the boys at intervals with such painful severity
that they were compelled to retreat further into the
interior of the cave.

At night the storm had increased to a hurricane ;
the lightning, with its lurid glare, amidst the howling,
shrieking wind and pelting rain, mingled with the
reverberating thunder and the pitchy darkness cover-
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ing the island like a pall, caused the brothers to hud-
dle close and cling to one another, filled with an
awful dread of what next was to happen to them in
their desolate condition.

To sleep under such circumstances was out of the
question, for surely it would have needed stouter
hearts than those throbbing within those juvenile
breasts. A terrible flash of lightning followed swiftly
by a deafening peal of thunder galvanized their
trembling frames and ere they had time to recover
from the shock another vivid flash revealed the cocoa
tree in splinters prostrate on the ground.

“ Lord be merciful unto us !” quiveringly ejaculated
poor little Edgar. His brothers also quietly suppli-
cated Divine protection in their terrifying plight, as
wearily the long, long night eked out the tedious
hours, beguiled only by listening to the war of ele-
ments raging without, and speculating as to the fate
of any poor mariners whose malignant star should
guide them any where in the vicinity of the “still
vexed Bermoothes ” about this time.

With the rising sun they found that the hurricane
in its circular course had passed away from the
islands, and our young friends, venturing forth, stood
on the cliff above, sadly surveying the havoc caused
by the storm of the night previous.

¢“0, dear!” cried Edgar, bathed in tears. ‘‘Our
trees are felled! Our fish pond washed away ! But
the worst of all our misfortunes is that there is not a
spark of fire remaining. How are we to manage to
cook anything ?”

“Yes,” responded Eugene mournfully. * Ivan will
have an opportunity to exert his ingenuity once
more.”
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In vain were Ivan’s efforts. Everything was so
soaked in sea-water, carried over the land by the
storm, that it was impossible to kindle a fire, and
bitterly disappointed at all his efforts being frus-
trated, the attempt was abandoned.

Eugene now proposed a search for Longtails’ eggs,
on which, he remarked, they could make a cold
breakfast. The three, followed by the dog, wended
their way to the western end of their islet in quest of
them.

“Toss,” scampering along in front, fetched up sud-
denly at the edge of an overhanging clif and com-
menced yelping and howling piteously, until the boys,
sympathizing with his apparent distress, ran to the
spot to ascertain the cause of his excitement.

Peering down, a startling sight was revealed. The
body of a man lay in a recumbent position on the
shelf of rocks below them. He appeared to be
totally unconscious of the barking of the dog or the
shouting of the boys.

To rescue the unfortunate one from his position,

. was the idea that simultaneously flashed through
their minds, but no visible way to reach him seemed
to be feasible.

“Qur rope, boys; our rope!” shouted Eugene.
“Our rope from the cave! Come on!” And like
race horses, away they sped for the old ruin.

To pull it up from its first position, and with
united strength to draw it after them towards the
cliff, occupied but a few moments, and soon by its
aid, Eugene stood beside the stranger on the rocky
ledge. ;

“Water, boys, water! He’s alive,” he shouted.

The tall, handsome young man was clad in white
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woolen shirt and loose trousers, bound about the waist
with a scarlet silk scarf or cummer-bund ; jammed
tightly down on his head was a broad brimmed grey
felt hat. His feet were shoeless and stockingless.
Eugene removed the scarf and unbuttoned the
shirt front ; then the young man, with half-closed
eyes, hoarsely murmured, “ Where am I?” at the
same time making painful exertions to attain an up-

right position.
“ Gently, rest quietly,” in soothing tones Eugene
addressed him. “You’re all right, or at least you

will be shortly,” holding some water to his lips and
bathing his forehead. The stranger soon revived
sufficiently to ask his fantastic nurses to whom he
was indebted for this kind treatment. In another
hour he was able, with the boys’ assistance, to mount
to the cliff above, and with Eugene’s and Ivan’s sup-
port, together they returned to the cave where all at
their disposal was offered to their unexpected but
welcome guest. His clothes were promptly removed
and spread out on the grass to be dried by the warm
sun.

Bitterly did the youngsters bewail the misfortune
. of being bereft of fire, especially on account of the
new arrival, for beyond doubt a hot drink of some
kind would have been to him an invaluable boon.
Naturally overcome by fatigue, their guest fell into a
sound sleep on the bed of green cedar boughs.

The boys, seizing this opportunity, started in quest
of their breakfast of raw eggs which they had the
luck to find and when their foundling awoke from
his slumbers they supplied him with several which he
consumed with apparent relish ; afterwards asking in
astonishment, ¢ What, in Heaven’s name, are you do-
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ing here? And who are you? Are you man or
monkey ?”

Edgar, not appreciating the doubtful compliment
and slightly piqued by the style of the queries, re-
torted rather sarcastically, “Sir, we are the Lords of
the Isle!” Then by the stranger’s request they re-
lated the particulars of their shipwreck and rescue.

The listener, who had now resumed his dried vest-
ments, although extremely exhausted, became quite
animated and interested in the lads’ exciting tale of
adventures.

“Now that we are enjoying the pleasure of your
company pray satisfy our curiosity by informing us
who you are ?”’ demanded Ivan.

The stranger twisted his long blonde moustache,
then proceeded to draw slowly from his trowsers
pocket a neat leather card-case.and opening it delib-
erately, singled from a small package of cards, glued
together by the salt water, the most legible one of the
lot and suavely presented it to Ivan who read aloud
for the benefit of his brothers the inscription thereon :

Lord D—, Grenadier Guards,
Guards’ Club, London.

“ Where did you get it ?” enquired Edgar, who was
looking over Ivan’s shoulder.

“ My name,” replied the stranger, bowing politely.

“You are inclined to be facetious. First of all
you mistake us for monkeys and now you wish to
palm yourself off on us for a lord. We know better
than that, lords don’t drift about the ocean all alone
in West Indian hurricanes—lords live in large cas-
tles in England, surrounded by knights and retainers.
You see we are not so easily duped as you imagine.”
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But Lord D—, for such the stranger was, proceeded
in a calm and gentlemanly manner to convince the
boys of the truth of his assertion. Furthermore
explaining that the regiment of which he had the
honor to be an officer was stationed on the island and
town of St. Georges, where they had been abouta
year.

“ What ?” exclaimed Eugene enthusiastically, “ Do
" you mean to tell us that yours are the famous Guards
regiment to whom the Duke of Wellington applied
those historic words at the celebrated battle of Wat-
erloo, ‘ Up Guards and at them !I’”

“Yes. And after that victory, having conquel ed
the French grenadiers, the name of the Grenadier
Guards was adopted.” He continued : “Having some
leisure time at my disposal, I purchased a small, hand-
some, native-built cedar boat, and for days at a.time,
alone, I have been cruising about the numerous islets
and exploring them to my heart’s content, when yes-
terday morning I had the misfortune to encounter a
treacherous storm in which my skiff was, unfor-
tunately, dismasted and swamped. By extraordinary
efforts, being a good swimmer, I managed to reach
the rocks, leaving the boat drifting rapidly towards
the open ocean. Pretty well fagged out, I passed the
whole of that dreadful night clinging to that wretch-
edly sharp coral, with the waves breaking over me
incessantly. Fortunately, I was on the leeside, still
I should have been forced to succumb, but for your
kind and timely assistance. Ishould have been more
cautious, for only a few weeks ago a similar accident
happened to one of my brother officers, Captain War-
render ; his boat upset during a sudden squall, and,
but for the timely aid of a Mr. Hayward, from St.
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David’s Island, who with commendable promptitude
came to the rescue, he would most assuredly have
been drowned.”

“Oh!” said Edgar, after a brief pause in the con-
versation, ‘“you’ll help us to get away from here,
won’t you, and to get home ?”

“T have nodoubt,” replied the officer, that a search
will be made for me when they find I amn missing and
it is to be hoped that we shall speedily be released.
En passant, these bird’s eggs, which taste like raw
fish, I can hardly reconcile myself to subsist-on for
any length of time, but a soldier must train himself
to be content under all circumstances and I am in-
deed thankful to be here and to have fallen in with
such kind, entertaining hosts. We should, however,
not neglect to be on the qui vive for any boat that
may chance to be passing within hail or sight of
signal.”

The principal topics of conversation for awhile
were the tin case and its contents, the copper kettle
and its piratical inseription, the green stone, ete.

Their newly discovered friend possessed a vast
fund of buccaneering anecdotes (not pirated, we pre-
sume) with which he greatly amused the youngsters
as well as by his felicitous style of relating them.

“Yes,” he went on to say, “these sea-rovers’ ex-
ploits have been so hyperbolically set forth from time
to time, in order to astonish the weak nerves of the
voracious seekers after the mysterious, that a very
large portion of those most astonishing adventures
may be safely classed as absolutely unreliable. Be-
yond all doubt,” he continued, “ there existed all
kinds of pirates, from the organized fleets, consisting
of thirty ships or more, under the command of one
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individual, to whom preference was given on account
of his superiority to his boon companions in all mat-
ters pertaining to a piratical existence, a,nd in many
instances he would appear to be

‘¢ As mild a mannered gentleman
As ever scuttled ship or cut a throat,”

N

down to skulking, sneaking, paltry cut-throats who
plundered wrecked ships; and stopped not short at
murdering the crews that dared to make any show
of resistance to their nefarious proceedings, for which
they richly deserved hanging.”

“ Awful to contemplate,” said Edgar. “To rob a
shipwrecked sailor is horribly wicked, but when to
this is added the crime of murder, words emphatic
enough to.denounce the villains are hardly to be
found.”

“That is so,” assented the narrator, “and your
observations are perfectly in accordance with my sen-
timents on the subject. The arrogant assumptions
by the Spaniards, of a divine right, sanctioned by the
Pope’s bull, to the whole of the New World, were
preposterous. The whole Ainerican Continent was
the primary cause of all the trouble as early as 1565.
Said a Spaniard, ‘T am Pedro de Melendez, General
of the fleet of His Catholic Majesty, Philip II. I've
come here to hang and put fo death all Lutherans
whatsoever.’

“ At St. Augustine on the shores of Florida, he was
the first to build forts, and it is estimated that he
with his party slaughtered not less than nine hundred
Frenchmen. So exceedingly pious was this estimable
individual that after killing these men, and prior to
doing so, torturing them frightfully, he caused their
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bodies to be suspended from trees with the following
inscription affixed to each corpse:

“¢Not because they are Frenchmen but because
they are heretics, and the enemies of God.’

“ Then Dominic de Gourges, a Frenchman, formed
an expedition, surprised the Spaniard and captured
his forts at St. Augustine. He hung all his prisoners
to the same trees from which thg Spaniards had sus-
pended the Frenchmen, a placard on each bearing
the inscription:

“¢This I do, not as to Spaniards, or to mariners—
but to Traitors! Robbers! and Murderers!’

“Later on, the French and English mariners and
colonists combined and declared war to the knife
and the knife to the hilt on Spaniards and every
fhing savoring of Spanish. They called themselves
‘buccaneers,’ or ‘Brethren of the Coast.’ Ships were
fitted out in London and later on in New York.
Lords and commoners invested jointly, formed com-
panies and became share-holders in piratical crafts—
stayed at home, attended church and prayed fer-
vently for good returns on their desperate invest-
ments.

“The deplorable consequences of this heterogeneous
alliance were that it degenerated into indiscriminate
plundering, and in many instances, when the slight-
est resistance was offered, was followed up by wanton
and cruel murder. When any distinguished persons
were captured they could obtain release on payment
of heavy ransoms. Silver became so common that
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the buccaneers would not condescend to accept any-
thing but gold, pearls and jewels.

“The Frenchman, Montbar, who bore the sobriquet
¢ Exterminator, was a prominent buccaneer. In
1670, Morgan, the English rover, crossed the Isthmus,
sacked the city of Panama, and captured it from the
Spaniards.

“In 1683, twelve hundred buccaneers pillaged Vera
Cruz and extorted ransoms for the lives of the cap-
tured Spaniards, amounting to the nice little sum of
two millions of dollars.

“In 1697, with seven vessels, the combined crews
of which numbered twelve hundred men, they cap-
tured Cartagena. In this instance the booty was not
less than eight million dollars.

“Tt recalls to my memory the vivid poem by Charles
Kingsley, entitled: '

‘THE LAST BUCCANEER.’

Oh England is a pleasant place for them that’s rich and
high, . '

But England is a cruel place for such poor folks as I ;

And sach a port for mariners I ne’er shall see again ;

As the pleasant Isle of Aves, beside the Spanish main.

There were forty craft in Aves, that were both swift and
stout,

All furnished well with small arms and cannon round about ;

And a thousand men in Aves made laws so fair and free

To choose their valiant captains, and obey them loyally.

Thence we sailed against the Spaniard with his hoards of
plate and gold,
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Which he wrung with cruel torture from Indian folk of old;

Likewise the merchant captains, with hearts as hard as stone,

Who flog men and keel-haul them, and starve them to the
bone. i

Oh the palms grew high on Aves, and fruits that shone like
gold.

And the colibris and parrots they were gorgeous to behold ;

And the negro maids to Aves from bondage fast did flee,

To welcome gallant sailors, a-sweeping in from sea.

Oh sweet it was in Aves, to hear the landward breeze,

A-swing—with good tobacco—in a net between the trees,

‘With a negro lass to fan you, while you listened to the roar

Of the breakers on the reef outside, that never touched the
shore.

But Scripture saith, an ending to all fine things must be ;

So the King’s ships sailed to Aves, and quite put down
were we.

All day we fought like bull-dogs, but they burst the booms
at night;

And I fled in a piragua, ore wounded, from the fight.

Nine days I floated starving, and a negro lass beside,

Till for all I tried to cheer her, the poor young thing she
died; .

But as I lay a gasping, a Bristol sail came by,

And brought me home to England here, to beg until I die.

And now I'm old and going—I’m sure I can’t tell where ;_

One comfort is, this world’s so hard, I can’t be worse off
there.

If I might but be a sea-dove, I'd fly across the main,

To the pleasant Isle of Aves, to look at it once again.”
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“Thank you, very much,” exclaimed the three
youngsters, begging to be excused for awhile to go
and gather oysters and prickly pears for lunch.

The shattered cocoanut tree lay, a shapeless mass,
upon the greensward, and thousands of tiny ants
were swarming over it in search of all that its trunk
contained of an edible nature.

Lord D. lay braced up against the sandy side of
the cave, and the boys and “ Toss,” confronting him,
were busily engaged in allaying their appetites with
raw pearl oysters and prickly pear sauce, and to
make the time pass quickly, pleasantly and socially,
each in turn related some adventure connected with
the old and new world and home reminiscences.

After Lord D. had imbibed a good draught of rain
water from the conch shell which Eugene had ten-
dered him, and he had carefully stroked that blonde
moustache into proper shape, he resumed his inter-
rupted narrative to which the youngsters had been
so attentively listening.

“ About the discovery of Bermuda : It is very in-
teresting—for the best account of it I must refer you
to Captain John Smith’s ¢ History of Bermuda’—
printed in the year 1624. Dr. C. H. Butterfield, one
of a prominent Bermudian family, owns this valuable
book, and should. he not hastily form an opinion of
your status in society by the style and quality of
your wardrobe, he might possibly entrust it to you
for perusal.

“J think it was in 1609, the King made the Colo-
nies over to the Council of London, with absolute
control of the lives and fortunes of the Colonists.
Sir George Somers and Sir Thomas Gates were sent

out with nine vessels, and authorized to administer
12
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affairs until Lord Delaware should arrive from Lon-
don as Governor General. A violent storm was en-
countered and the ship, the ‘Sea Adventure,” in
which were Somers, Gates and Newport, was stranded
on a shoal at the east end of the islands ; this shoal,
owing to this circumstance, to this day is known by
the name of ‘Sea Adventure Flats.’ Later on, they
constructed two crafts at an indentation on the east
coast known as ‘ Building’s Bay.” These were built
of the native cedar, and in them they managed to
reach Jamestown, Virginia, in safety.”

By this time darkness had crept on apace, and the
young officer, noticing that the conglomerated mass
of boys’ arms, legs and heads, and the dog, was mo-
tionless in profound slumber, resolved to do likewise,
and stretched at ease on the green boughs, his senses
were soon buried in oblivion.

At day-break the boys were still slumbering pro-
foundly when Lord D. awoke. The idea occurred to
him to glide quietly out so as not to disturb the
youngsters, and take a constitutional in the open air,
not for an instant dreaming that his harmless design
would be frustrated.

“Toss,” apparently so innocently reposing a short
distance off, had one eye half opened fixed stead-
fastly on their guest, and at his first movement to
make an exit, raised on his fore-paws and emitted a
short, snapping growl, equivalent in canine language
to, “ No, you don’t,” and Lord D., preferring not to
argue the matter in dispute with such a formidable
antagonist, quietly submitted to forego the pleasure
of a morning’s ramble, at least, until the two became
sufficiently intimate to form an alliance for offensive
or defensive purposes.
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“Toss’s ” manifestations of alertness had the effect
of awakening the boys, and the party sallied forth
greatly refreshed by rest and- sleep, and had a good
run and a plunge into the crystalline waters, which
they found to be highly pleasant and refreshing.

Whilst strolling along, chatting on various topics,
Lord D. observed, ‘Permit me to suggest that at
least one of us should be stationed on the highest
part of the island, keeping a sharp lookout for boats.
I confidently expect that searching parties in boats
will be out in this direction.” So saying, he led the
way, the others following in single file the narrow-
trodden pathway leading to the old walls on the brow
of the cliff.

Edgar, tramping on in the rear with a rather for-
lorn and wistful expression of countenance asked,
with apparent eagerness to hear the response, “ Shall
we have to stay here when your boat comes to take
you away ?”

Eugene, with a scowling face, glanced back at him,
as much as to say, “ You little boy, how dare you be -
80 presumptuous ?”’

Edgar, awed into silence, went through an expres—
sive pantomime of, “ How can we exhibit ourselves in
civilized society in such toggery as this ?”

Ivan, adopting the idea, replied by signs, which,
interpreted, were meant to express, “ No false senti-
ments of delicacy shall compel e to remain behind,
on account of the fantastic style of my wardrobe.”

¢ But thou, O Hope ! with eyes so fair,
‘What was thy delighted measure !
Still it whispered, promised pleasure,
And bade the lovely scenes at distance, hail.”
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Lord D., pointing to the north, exclaimed, “ There !
I see one now, emerging from between those two far-
off islands, one of which is known as ‘¢ Goat Island.”
‘We should make a signal at once.”

“Yes! Yes!” called out Eugene. “Be quick! Be
quick! Fetch some cocoa branches from the cove !”
and away scampered the two younger ones, perform-
ing all kinds of gymnastic gyrations en route, shout-
ing and hurrahing in a perfect ecstacy, at the pros-
pect of deliverance from their islet thraldom.

The small boat, with triangular-shaped sail, slowly
came nearer, and in about an hour was within a mile
of the island, when its single occupant, evidently
ha,vmg changed his mind, also changed the course he
had been steering his boat, and now was steering for
one of the more eastern islands, showing that in all
probability, their frantic wavings and gesticulations.
had failed to attract his attention.

“How stupid !” ejaculated the officer. “ What
shall we do? Why doesn’t he see us? Is there any-
thing in the shape of a pole to hang my coat upon ?”

The three shrugged their shoulders and shook their
heads despondingly.

“Ah! I have it!” he shouted gleefully. ‘Here,
my lad,” to Eugene, “quick ; jump up on my shoul-
ders.” And the young athlete dropped on one knee
and called, “ one, two, three,” and Eugene leaped up-
on them with agility.

“Can you take another ?” asked Ivan.

“Why, yes, the three of you, if you can balance
your bodies properly.” And Ivan swung himself
aloft and completed the human pyramid, leaving
Edgar to hand him the palm branch, and to regret
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that he was prevented from taking a flying leap and
performing the part of crowning piece.

Only a few moments had elapsed from the time
that the human flag-staff had displayed its ensign,
when the individual in the small boat raised one of
his oars perpendicularly, to show that their novel
method of signalling had been observed. With one
oar sculling at the stern, in imitation of a steam-
ship’s propeller, or screw, our boatman, assisted by
the sail, made all possible. speed, urged, no doubt,
by a feeling of curiosity, to reach the island and
ascertain who they were in such plight as to require
such prompt assistance.

Rolling and rocking from side to side, forced by'
the vigorous exertions of the boatman at his sculling
oar, the boat came dashing around the rocky bluffs
into the sandy “ Neptune’s Cove.”

“By Jove! It’s Israel! Old Israel!” exclaimed
Lord D.

“All right! All right, little cap’n!” shouted the
old, wrinkled, mulatto fisherman, in an awful state
of excitement. “I tould’em at St. George’s afore I
left I'd find ye if ye were alive.”

The boat now struck the sand, her velocity sud-
denly arrested with such force that the eager, bare-
headed. and barefooted old chap, totally unprepared
for the abrupt shock, was precipitated head foremost
out and into the shallow water.

To the spectators this incident was comical in the
extreme.

Israel, scrambling to his feet, in a ludicrous man-
ner shook his grizzly head, felt for his gold ear-rings
to see if they were all right, wiped the salt water
from his eyes, and rushing up to Lord D., grasped



182 WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS.

his hand and shook it heartily, the familiarity of the
salutation being very excusable under the circum-
stances, as it was beyond doubt the effusion of a
heart grateful for having so opportunely discovered
the party for whom he was searching, alive and well.

‘“Israel, you are in luck to-day,” said Lord D.,
“You came to fish for one, and have succeeded in
scooping in four.”

“Beg pardon, five,” quickly rejoined Edgar, nod-
ding his head in the direction of the dog.

“Israel, I should not be surprised if your matches,
which you always carry stowed away in that peculiar
receptacle for lucifers, were slightly damp after
taking that header from your craft, when her keel
made acquaintance with the bottom so very sud-
denly.”

To these jocular remarks of the young officer, the
old man replied :

“No, sir ; no fear ;” at the same time poking his
fingers through his entangled woolly hair behind his
ears, he drew forth a dozen or so matches, and strik-
ing by scraping one on a stone to prove the correct-
ness of his assertion, remarked : ‘“No water gets
through there. I've been hours in the water, sir, and
they never gets wet.”



CHAPTER XXI.

THE RESCUE FROM THE ISLAND.

boys! We shall breakfast at St.

'ges in another hour. Pick up kit

march.”

e “ Neptune’s ” tin case with the doc-
uments, the stone, coin, ambergris and a few shells
were soon packed carefully in the kettle and covered
with leaves and cocoa fibre.

“Beg pardon, sir ! The boys is forgot their clothes,
sir,” hinted Israel.

“Shipwrecked as you see them.”

But Israel did not seem to comprehend.

“Well, sir ! Wont the police take ’em up if they go
ashore like that down to St. Georges ? Pardon, sir, I
only thought I’d better say something about it, sir.
I’'ve got some old corn bags down there in the bot-
tom of my boat, I use for mats—p’raps they’ll do for
clothes if they can’t do no better. I can cut holes in
the end and the sides, and they can pull ’em over
their heads and stick their arms through the side
holes. Makes nice coats, sir, if ye can’t do no better.”

“Your idea is a very good one, but let us hurry up
and make a start, for I am well nigh starved. We
can display our sartorial skill later.”

The boat shoved off and her course was shaped for
the town of St. Georges.
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‘“ Beg pardon, sir !” again remarked Israel, as with
his sharp-bladed fish knife he proceeded deftly to
convert the old corn bags into presentable garments.
“I say, little cap’n ; where did ye git them bys? They
don’t look like 'Mudians. They looks to me like In-
juns ; them Injuns what was in the ‘Papent-Medcin
show’ only they don’t look quite so’spectable.”

“They are,” explained the officer, “three young
gentlemen who have had the misfortune to be ship-
wrecked and cast ashore on the island we have just
left. Their ship became a total wreck. They are not
Indians, they are my friends, I would have you
understand.”

Israel, a good, kind hearted, old soul and possessed of
some excellent qualities, one of the most salient being
his exceeding skill in all things piscatorial specially
pertaining to the salt water department, had for
months been employed by officers of the Guards, to
conduct them to his well-known fishing grounds, the
lair of the octopus and cray-fish, the grouper grounds
and various other favorite resorts of fishes meet for
sport with line, hook and sinker. His thorough
knowledge of all the ins and outs of the intricate
reefs, for which the Bermudas are celebrated, served
him in good stead, as those who made use of his ser-
vices could testify to many a good day’s outing at-
tended with success.

Beyond boats, fish, reefs and wrecks nothing in
existence held Israel in thrall.

At the remark concerning the wreck he became
extraordinarily excited, and vehemently exclaimed,
‘“Bless you, little cap'n! Where is she? Lord have
massy upon us! They don’t come like they used to !
There’s a Spanish vessel got ashore, about six miles

.
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from land, on the rocks in that ere herringcane night
afore last and smash’d all up. The cap’n and crew
were saved by Pilot Cann and his boat’s crew from
Wreck Hill. Lor bless you, little cap’n, there’s no
better pilots and boatmen in the whole wide world
than us;if I do say so myself as should’nt, its God’s
truth! It was a drefful herringcane, it was.”

“Well, sir, I must go and get my staff and grains,
(nippers) and water-glass ready and go out there and
pick me up a little copper off the bottom, if the
water’s smoove enuff, please God, sir.”

Passing one of the islands, he again commenced to
chatter. ‘Yes, my dear little pardners, that’s Coop-
er’sIsland. Fine place for bait and small fry. Strike
some fine 'Mudian lobsters here sometimes. You see
the water ’s shallow, and the bottom broken up ; lob-
sters likes that, so does rock-fish.”

The boys, peering down through the glass-like sea,
could plainly distinguish the countless beautiful ob-
Jjects covering the bottom.

“ A gorgeous sight,” after awhile remarked Eugene,
“down there ; how strikingly it reminds one of some
submerged city. See the moss-covered house tops,

. with tall, irregular chimneys and quaint gables, ca-
thedrals in ruins most picturesque, marble white
squares, streets and lanes ; surrounding all these may
be seen beautiful parks embowered in fairy-like sub-
marine foliage.”

Eugene’s agreeable vision was rudely dispelled by
the irrepressible Israel ejaculating in his customary
style : “Here, my dear little pardners. Here’s where
I nips my coral and sea-rods and sea-fans, when it’s
too rough to go a-fishing outside. They sell better
than fish sometimes because they don’t spile, and
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strangers likes ’em. St. David’s Island, this, little
cap’n, on our starboard. Getting near town, now,
pardners. Land ye at the Market voff, gen’’'men ?”

“ At the wharf below the Consul’s residence,” said
Lord D.

Ten minutes later and the ship-wrecked party, with
throbbing hearts, dog and copper kettle, confronted
the representative of Uncle Sam at the port of St.
Georges.

After an introduction and brief explanation, Lord
D., begging to be excused from further delay, retired,
leaving the astonished Consul to arrange matters with
his newly arrived protégés. A few preliminary ques-
tions having been asked and satisfactorily answered,
measures were at once adopted to let the anxious
parents know that their boys were alive and well. A
cablegram missive was prepared, and in a very short.
time the words, in tiny sparks, through the submarine
wire connecting the Bermudas with Nova Scotia and
the world, flashed home the glad tidings to the alinost
heart-broken parents in New York, the whereabouts
and safety of their darlings.

Ere they had time to don their new navy-blue sailor
suits, ordered from the nearest clothing and outfit '
establishment, they were overjoyed to learn that Mr.
Frank and crew had also landed at Bermuda, and
that the mate and cook were within call. Then to
complete their felicity, came the cable reply from the
father to the Consul:

“ Mother sends many kisses to children. Provide
for them fully. Will wire again.”

How the youngsters handled their knives and forks;
how they did justice to the good cheer set before them
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after such prolonged deprivation of good, palatable
viands; how “Toss” licked his chops and wagged
his tail at the tid-bits amply furnished him by his
chums ; how gleefully they sung “The Spanish Cav-
alier,” need not be detailed for the benefit of our
readers—we must leave that to their imagination.

Good, old, kind-hearted Mr. Frank—with what ex~
quisite delight did he gaze at the boys, ever and anon
giving them a paternal grasp of the hand and hug-
ging them, as if to make sure that they were there,
in his presence, actually living and full of life and
health.

“Tell me! O, do tell me! How did you manage
to get here? For me to see you here is perfectly be-
wildering. The ways of the Almighty are truly won-
derful and mysterious. I cannot understand or com-
prehend it. Did not our cook see you last upon the
sea? It is indeed a miracle!”

The lads then related what had actually taken
place since the partial foundering of the ship.

Mr. Frank, with frequent head-shaking, murmured
quietly to himself—* What a lying, wicked, old Floun-
ders! He misled me with his assurances. But for
him, no doubt the boys would have been rescued by
me at the time. . But,” he added, “‘all’s well that
ends well !’”

“ And what about Captain Grump ?” enquired Eu-
gene ?” '

The mate shook his head sadly.

They glanced at one another but remained silent.

After a short interval, Mr. Frank resumed:

“Our ship’s crew arrived here and shipped again
in a fine ship, which called at this port for provisions,
medical aid, and extra hands, having lost a large por-
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tion of the crew at Rio de Janeiro, during an out-
break of yellow fever which occurred whilst she was
in port. Liberal wages induced our second mate,
Mr. Brown, also to sail in her. They remained ashore
here only a few days. Old Flounders has had sev-
eral chances to engage as ship’s cook but has invari-
ably refused them all. Ihear thathis musical talents,
forced to remain dormant on board of the “ Neptune,”
on account of old Grump’s antipathy to melody, have
again revived, and that he is the centre of a circle of
fond admirers, of a certain class. With the wages I
had managed to save, and had in my possession when
I landed, with no prospect before me but to ship
again as mate of some vessel, the idea struck me to
try and become master of a craft of my own, no mat-
ter how small. The beautiful, staunch, little Bermu-
dian yachts caused me to decide on trying my hand
at yacht building, and having acquired some slight
skill at the trade, on ship board, in modelling and
acting at times as ship carpenter, I succeed fairly
well. From morning until night I am busy plying
axe and saw on my little craft, which is at present in
frame, about half a mile from here along the shore
of the harbor. Ilive economically and feel happier
and more contented than ever.”

“My dear Mr. Frank,” enquired Eugene, “you
really do not intend to cross the treacherous Gulf
Stream in so small a craft ?”

“That is my intention at present,” confidently re-
plied Mr. Frank. “Why, boys, I am watching these
Bermudian yachts every day, as they dash along
through these crystal-clear waters ; with their single
rakish mast and three-cornered mainsail and jib they
glide along as though animated with the spirit of the



Digitized by GOOS[@



'LvOod dvadd VvV HNIATING JINVEA 4N



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 189

helmsman, leaping up like a hound into the wind, with
sheets flattened aft, and there obediently remain.
Then the helmsman, without starting tack or sheet, de-
liberately whirls her around in a circle, the diameter
of which about equals the length of the boat, a move-
ment much resembling the gyrations of a skillful
skater on the ice; then off she goes again on a long
stretch, to as suddenly stop short and again change
her course. I have been in many foreign lands and
have seen and tried a good many different sorts of
riggs, but in my opinion, this one comes nearest to

" perfection of the ideal cruiser of not more than forty
feet keel.”

“ And will she be built of cedar ?”

“Yes, boys, all cedar. Let me conduct you to her
and you may sit there and chat while I make draughts
for the deck beams.”

The boys gladly accepted the invitation, one of
them remarking that “ Mr. Frank was such a sensible,
sober-minded person, that this novel idea of his was
not to be questioned.”

“ Here she is,” proudly remarked Mr. Frank. “I’'m
hurrying along with the planking and the decking so
that I might use her for a temporary lodging house
and save room rent.”

The hull of the yacht, about fifty feet in length,
had all the peculiarities of the Bermuda style—spicy
cedar timbers, and the sweeping stem and stern.
The mahogany tinted cedar gave her the semblance
of a piece of furniture. No ship-yard here, crowded
with oak-knees and timber. No noise of puffing
steam saw mills, mingling with the clanking of steel
and iron manipulated by a thousand artisans. The
romance of the whole scene consisted in its Arcadian
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simplicity. Mr. Frank would choose a suitable tree,
after having previously estimated for as little waste
as possible. Then on the spot he would roughly hew
the peculiarly shaped frame piece needed, and trans-
port it on his shoulders to the stocks. Oleanders
showered their fragrant blossoms from above over
the pretty craft as the work on her progressed.
Birds sang their joyous songs about her, and land-
crabs dined on the remnants of Mr. Frank’s frugal
lunch, under the shade of the hospitable “Pride of
India” near by.

“This is indeed a land of flowers whose lotus-like
fragrance is very apt at times to produce a feeling of
drowsiness. However, my work is planned out;
there is no time to indulge in idle dreaming. It is
now September, and before the arrival of May my
craft will have to undergo an ordeal on the Atlantic
seas which sweep Bermuda’s shores, before the voy-
age to the United States is undertaken.”

The afternoon soon passed in a most cheerful and
agreeable manner with their affable old associate, of
whom they took leave, feeling it incumbent to duly
report themselves at eventide to the Consul, who had
promised to have the copper kettle with its contents
placed safely for them until needed.

On their arrival at the Consular residence, they
found their pro tem. guardian engaged in conversa-
tion with a stranger, to whom they were duly pre-
sented. Mr. Collins had called to make some en-
quiries respecting the three young castaways. He
appeared to be a jovial sort of individual and as he
had been a great traveller himself, and had experi-
enced many thrilling adventures, he manifested much
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interest in the children, concerning all they had been
fated to undergo.

Once more they enjoyed the pleasure of sleeping
in a real house, in a real room, and in jolly good com-
fortable beds, with all appliances requisite to minister
to their comfort, reminding them of all the home
pleasures and luxuries left behind, when they under-
* took their memorable voyage across the Atlantic.
After accepting their recent acquaintance’s kind
offer to show them around the next day, they availed
themselves of the opportunity afforded with alacrity.

¢ Sleep, gentle sleep ; Nature’s sweet nurse!”

Sleep did they, until the summons to breakfast
found them still in bed, and on their endeavoring to
arise and comply, they found it rather inconvenient,
owing to the pains and stiffness in their bones and
joints.

The rain had poured in torrents all through the
nighf and showed not the slightest sign of abating,
so that there was a prospect of a quiet day to be
spent in doors. This, after the bewildering excite-
ment of the past two days, was very acceptable, and
was hailed with evident satisfaction.

Their topics of conversation were a review of all
that had befallen them since they left home. Home,
shipwreck, the sad fate of the captain, their treasures,
the rescue of the ship’s company, their pleasant
reception and kind treatment amongst sympathetic
strangers ; all these were discussed. Then they, boy-
like, commenced to build castles in the air, enlivening
their fanciful ideas by occasionally whistling or hum-
ming snatches from their favorite song, “ The Spanish
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Cavalier,” who had the indolent habit of sitting
under trees and twanging a mandolin.

‘¢ She ceased—The day-star o’er the main
Heralds the morn’s all glorious birth,
And Night hath closed her starry reign,
On this the fairest scene on earth ;
But ere the Sea Queen bid adieu,
She blest the spot with sunny smiles,
And as away the Fairy flew,
She named the land the ‘Summer Isles.’”
Legend of the West.

“ Good morning, boys,” said Mr. Collins, as he made
his appearance the next morning, in accordance with
his promise made the evening before. ‘“This is de-
lightful weather—a stroll through the old town may
be interesting to you.” v

The kind invitation was gladly accepted, and the
party commenced their sight-seeing by a visit to the
public garden, with its monkey-puzzle-tree, magnifi-
cent palms, and flowers of such rare beauty as are
seldom seen except in hot-houses at home. Another
object of curiosity to visitors is an ancient tomb, of
Bermuda stone, with slate cover, bearing the inscrip-
tion : '

“ CHARLOTTE HOPE
PosuIr
JOHANNES HOPE
PREFECTUS

24 DECEM. ANNO 1726.”
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This tomb is in a niche of the wall near the south-
ern entrance to the garden. Above it, inserted in the
wall, is a white marble tablet on which is inscribed :

“ Near this spot was interred in the year 1616, the
heart of the heroic Admiral Sir George Somers, Kt.,
who nobly sacrificed his life to carry succor to the in-
fant and suffering plantation, now the State of Vir-
ginia. To preserve his fame for future ages, near
the scene of his memorable shipwreck, 1609, the Gov-
ernor and Commander-in-Chief of this Colony, for the
time being, caused this tablet to be erected 1876.”

The venerable old church, “St. Peter’s,” was the
next object to attract their attention. This, the
oldest church in Bermuda, is situated on rising ground
—its surroundings being the old churchyard, for a
long time past disused. The walls of its interior ex-
hibit some handsome memorial tablets.

The communion plate of solid silver was a gift
from King William III. of England, in 1684.

The old, disused graveyards are extremely interest-
ing, on account of their picturesque old tombstones
with their quaint and curious carvings, many of
which, unfortunately, are nearly obliterated by the
remorseless ravages of old Father Time. The Town
Hall, the Public Building, comprising the Custom
House and Post Office, this last being in the first
story, were next visited. The ‘‘Inland Mail Stage,”
drawn by two gallant steeds, drew up in front of the
office. Noah alighted and quickly disappeared within
the precincts of the Receiving Department to sur-
render the mail bags and contents to the robust
Ward of Letters.

Spacious verandas are adjuncts to the southern

and eastern fronts of the building.
13
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‘“ Water Street,” remarked Mr. Collins, “is the
Wall Street of St. Georges, and this spot,” seating
himself on the large, square flag-stones, on each side
of the stone steps to the main entrance, ‘“has, by
long custom, been considered the Merchants’ Ex-
change. Here, men of business and gentlemen of
leisure meet to exchange ideas, discuss politics and
the latest events from foreign. parts. Immense steam-
ship syndicates, Bermuda railway syndicates, hotel
syndicates, and harbor and dock syndicates, are
planned, and the arrival of a Vanderbilt, or some
other millionaire, awaited to furnish the wherewithal
necessary to their completion. Wits and pocket-
knives are regularly sharpened here on these slate
flag-stones, in the late afternoon hours, to the truth
of which assertion their well-worn appearance bears
ample testimony.”

Crossing the street, and attentively regarding the
Signal Station’s flag-staff, he called out—‘‘New York
Mail Steamer in sight to the north!” ¢ And see,”
he said, ‘‘yonder is the Signal Station, where by
means of a regular code of signals, under control of
men pertaining to the military staff stationed at St.
Georges, who are supposed to be constantly on the
alert, sweeping the horizon with a powerful telescope,
any vessels approaching or passing the islands gre
signalled. There are two more Signal Stations, one
at Mount Langton, near the residence of the Gov-
ernor, the other at the Naval Dockyard, Ireland Is-
land. They are in constant communication with each
other for naval and military purposes. Nearly every
prominent hill is a fortress, bristling with cannons,
and under the supervision of a General Officer. The
British North American and West Indian Squadron,
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at present under the command of Vice Admiral Wat-
son, spend the winter here and greatly assist to relieve
the monotony usually a characteristic of small com-
munities.

“Once inside the reefs, the harbors are safe and com-
modious. Thelargest and by far the most convenient,
is the harbor of St. Georges as it possesses the advan-
tages of being nearer the deep Atlantic waters and
is the easiest of access, and for these qualifications
disabled and storm tossed vessels are often rejoiced
to have the opportunity to seek refuge therein and
repair damages. ’ .

“ Although the town will not bear comparison in re-
gard to the large establishments, in the shape of shops,
to be seen in large cities, yet most any article, from a
brass button of the late confederacy, to Uncle Sam’s
newest stars and stripes, a cambri¢ needle, or hand-
some silk dress, is easily obtainable, for every shop-
keeper in town is well aware of the requisites his
customers are likely to call for.

“During the American Civil War the Bermudas
were a favorite resort for blockade-runners, causing
it for the time being, to become a great centre of
bustle and excitement. )

“From 1824 until 1863, nine thousand criminals from
Great Britain were sent here and kept in convict
hulks. A friend on this street can tell you all about
them. Come, boys, we’ll call on the gentleman if you
care to hear about the convicts ?”

“ Why, certainly, Mr. Collins ! If we are not giving
you, and others, too much trouble and inconven-
ience,” replied Eugene and his brothers. “ And,”
added Eugene, “as we expect to leave for New York
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in the return steamer another opportunity may not
offer.”

The gentleman referred to, was found at his office,
deeply engaged in the Law’s profound mysteries. He
looked up, and with a nod of recbgnition to his friend
who ushered in the lads, received them courteously,
and assured them that he would be pleased to spare
an hour for mutual acquaintance.

“You are correct, friend Collins, about the convicts
having been at Bermuda at the time yon stated. I,
of course, can only remember the last few years of
their sojourn here. The first arrivals were stationed -
at the Dockyard. They were confined in huge hulks,
old, worn out, wooden war ships with two or three
stories or decks in them. I will first describe the ex-
terior arrangements of them. The decks had on each
side, rows of strong, perpendicular iron bars fastened
from the ceiling to the deck, and these again divided
into sections, similar to the cages for wild animals in
a menagerie, but larger. Each cage was termed a
ward, or mess, intended to contain from twenty to
twenty-four prisoners. Each ward had an iron gate
secured by strong lock and padlock. Armed guards
patrolled the centre passage during the time that the
wards were occupied, and were thus able to command
an unimpeded view of the occupants, without any
exposure or risk of being attacked. The sick bay,
or hospital, was beneath the forecastle in the bow of
the vessel, barred across like the others on the same
floor. The upper, or main deck was roofed over.
Every day, Sunday excepted, the convicts were con-
ducted to the upper deck, one ward at a time, when
all being assembled in order, prayers were read by
the chaplain, and they were marched ashore in gangs ;
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dressed in their prison costume, consisting of stout,
white drill, marked front and rear in goodly sized let-
ters and figures with the name of the hulk, such as
‘ Thames,’ or ‘ Tenedos’ as the case might be, and the
numerals denoting the number by which the prisoner
was designated.

“These prisoners were marched off 1o the various
localities where their labor was required, and under
the supervision of the warders, were employed in
quarrying, trimming and transporting stone for build-
ing fortifications, barracks, wharves, storehouses, etec.
The prisoners were always accompanied by a guard
of soldiers, sentries being posted at intervals around
the locality where they were at work, and by this
means-escape was prevented. The space provided
for each convict on the hulk was very insufficient, and
at times they were literally huddled together like cat-
tle in a railway pen. The best, doubtless, was done,
under the circumstances, for their health and im-
provement ; but that best was bad, as the sequel
proved in more respects than one.

“Suffice it to say that the scenes enacted on board

.these hulks, at that time, were of a most horrifying
nature. Let us be thankful that prison hulks are
now things of the past. The presence of such des-
perate men in their midst, notwithstanding the strict
surveillance exercised, was, as may be easily com-
prehended, occasionally a source of anxiety to many
of the inhabitants, and from time to time, the remark
may have been heard, ‘I never arise from my bed in
the morning without going to look at the signal post
at Signal Hill, at present known as Fort George, to
see if the square, blue flag with white centre was
hoisted.” This, by the way, was the signal indicating
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‘convicts escaped,” and immediately all the excitable
members of the community would be on the qut vive.
For these desperate individuals to be caught, meant
the ¢ fearful cat,’ the ¢ bloody ¢at.’”

“The cat ?” enquired Edgar.

“I fear the recital will shock your nerves, almost
as much as the cat shocked the nerves of the delin-
quent convict, but if you insist I will continue.”

“ The whipping post was a triangular frame, shaped
like an artist’s easel, but of course much stouter and
stronger. The culprit was stripped to the waist, the
legs extended, feet securely lashed to the cross-bar
at the bottom ; his hands bound and triced up above
his head. Then came forward the warden with the
short-handled ¢cat,” with nine stout whip-cord tails.
At and near the extremity of each tail were three
hard knots, so that at every blow, twenty-seven
knots inflicted twenty-seven lacerating wounds, con-
sequently twenty-four lashes made six hundred and
forty-eight wounds. Any further description of this
horrible punishment, more savage than the Russian
knout, is too sickening to detail. A medical man at-
tended the gory, fainting wretch to the ‘sick bay,
wheré his wounds were dressed, the scars of which
remain for life. A victim of the ‘cat’ was always
laboring under the misfortune of being liable to be
recognized as such, until his dying day. The torn,
lacerated back disgraced the man forever in this
world.”

“Shocking! Shocking!” exclaimed Edgar, in a
state of nervous excitement.

“Yes,” interposed Mr. Collins, “Thank God! this
one foul blot is wiped out, yet there still remains
much to be ameliorated. Cruelty to animals makes
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cruel children ; cruel children grow up to become
cruel men ; cruel men inevitably make a cruel nation.
Large schools and larger churches are increasing, but
alas! so are larger and more numerous warships,
armies and improved machines for slaughter, with
which enlightened nations threaten each other on the
slightest provocation. Boys, there is plenty of room
for improvement yet. Great changes are in store for
you, should you live to be as old as I am, that you may
be certain of, and let me offer you a little good ad-
vice: it is simply this: whenever you have it in
your power, strive to do all the good in the world
that you possibly can. Never let slip an opportunity
of performing any kind or generous action, whereby
you can make any of your fellow-creatures happy, or
promote their welfare in any way.”

After receiving a renewal of pleasant invitations,
and taking leave for the present, of their newly
formed acquaintance, they sauntered along the street,
and a little later on, at Mr. Collins’ invitation, enjoyed
the novelty of, to them, a turtle dinner from turtle
caught amongst the reefs surrounding the islands,
and excellent fare they found it to be, judging from
the justice rendered to Mr. C’s hospitality, after
which they returned home to jot down notes in their
diary.

With impatience, the boys awaited the day and
hour when the good steamship was expected to con-
vey them home to their beloved parents and friends.
When again at the Consulate, a cablegram arrived :

“ Boys remain in Bermuda. Parents coming.”

This news fairly arrested Edgar’s breathing. Ivan
looked extremely puzzled. Eugene at once compre-



200 WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS.

hended the purport of the message. Ivan, recover-
ing from his surprise, commenced unconsciously to
hum the Spanish Cav—, then ceased his musical in-
terlude abruptly.

The brothers smiled at the Cavalier’s discomfiture.
They concluded to await patiently their parents’
arrival, and in the meantime to make the best of
their stay until then.

“Boys,” said Ivan, “we’ll get a boat and explore
the Bermudas ; every islet, even the smallest. I go
in for treasures, and we may as well take them
along with us, when it is only the looking after that
is required.”

The Consul seemed to be very much amused with
Ivan’s persistence in treasure hunting, and explained
that the islands, great and small, composing the Ber-
mudas, were said to number three hundred and sixty-
five, or one for every day in the year, consequently
should only one day be spent exploring each, exclud-
ing the Sundays, it would consume a large amount
of time, and advised them before attempting to com-
mence the task to make themselves better acquainted
with the history, old and new, of the little country,
before embarking in any new adventure which might
possibly lead to further shipwrecks or misfortunes.

“But,” added the boy, “I would like to have these
treasures gathered to astonish our parents with the
sight of them, on their arrival.”

Not meeting with the desired encouragement, he
consoled himself with an examination of the old cop-
per kettle and the treasures contained therein, in the
store-room. With his fingers he tapped the kettle—
smelt the ambergris—fondled the coin and stone, and
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for his own satisfaction transferred the latter to his
pocket. _

The boys calculated that twelve days, at least,
must elapse before the steamer’s return and the
arrival of their parents, and accepted the kind Con-
sul’s offer to draw on him for needful funds until
then.

_ Another interview with Mr. Collins, whose sympa-
thies had been enlisted in their behalf, resulted in an
arrangement being made to take an extensive drive
through the islands, and to visit the town of Hamilton.




CHAPTER XXII.

THE SECRET OF THE GREEN STONE.

the island of St. George to the west-

1, across Longbird Island to Great

nuda Island, St. Georges being con-

ed with Longbird by a swing-bridge
of iron, and the latter with Great Island by a cause-
way and bridges, a beautiful drive of about twelve
miles, conducts the traveller to Hamilton, the seat of
Government. This is a more pretentious, modern
town, with its regular blocks, or squares, of houses,
and handsome wide streets. The front, or Water
street, facfng the land-locked, pretty little harbor,
has some fine shops, exhibiting the fashions of Lon-
don, Paris, New York and Berlin ; and at its public
quays may be seen steamships from London, New
York, Nova Scotia and the West Indies, discharging
and taking on board, freight and passengers. Small
local steamers also ply between Hamilton, Somerset,
and the adjacent islands. Here invalids, visitors from
northern climes, betake themselves to sit at ease, re-
clining in cozy rocking-chairs on pleasant, roomy
verandas, or to enjoy a drive in a comfortable car- -
riage, over the smooth roads overhung by the ever-
green cedars, palmettoes, and oleanders, and a varied
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perfummed luxury of numerous native and exotic
shrubs and flowers, which greet them by the roadside,
at every turning, in field, grove and garden.

Near this road, a few miles from St. Georges, on a
charming little island, is situated a fine old mansion,
the property heretofore of a fine old gentleman, one
of “ye olden times,” the equal of whom, one seldom
has the good fortune to come across.

“ And, boys,” said Mr. Collins, “If it pleases you,
we’ll tarry an hour, and pay them a visit, if a boat
to ferry us is obtainable.”

The boat was there and at their service. They
landed, and soon had the pleasure of being presented
to the hostess of the island mansion, who, of course,
would accept no apologies from the youngsters and
their friend, but insisted on proffering tea, and lis-
tened with profound interest to a recital of their
adventures.

Their hostess, to entertain her young guests, showed
them an ancient china tea set. ‘“These,” she said,
“are to me almost invaluable, as you may easily con-
ceive, when I tell you that they were brought over
from England by my great grand-parents.”

“These solid silver trinkets are heirlooms. This
‘Love Bowl, with engraven crest, was a present from
my grandfather’s brother, Captain Trott, of the Brit-
ish Navy, who fought under Admiral Burnaby, in his
Majesty’s service. It was the custom in his time, at
convivial dinners, to ‘let the merry cup go round.’
The host would hold the bumping ¢ Love Bowl’ by
one handle, his neighbor grasping the other with his
right hand, and so it would pass around the circle,
each in turn taking a big sip of its inspiriting con-
tents. The ‘Love Cup,” to quaff its contents at one
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draught, would stagger any old veteran toper of these
days.

“These trinkets are precious relics. This pretty
miniature in porcelain, ¢ Hattie Tucker,’ or ¢ Nea,’ is
a descendant of Master George Tucker, who was one
of the original adventurers for Virginia, Anno Dom-
ini 1616, and who, with his brother, Captain Daniel
Tucker, both influential men, came from Milton,
Kent, England, and settled in Bermuda.”

“ Miss Hattie, or ‘Nea,” was Tom Moore, the poet’s,
ideal of perfection. She it was, who jilted the
charming, impetuous, but fickle son of the Muses,
who was then residing at that picturesque little spot,
Walkingham, situated on the borders of Castle Har-
bor. He, in turn, bitterly disappointed in his love
adventure, petitioned to be removed from the ap-
pointment he was then fulfilling as Registrar to the
Admiralty Court at Bermuda, so that he might be
enabled to seek consolation elsewhere. This one,”
continued the amiable hostess, opening a small éfus,
“contains a very rare Bermudian gem, the richest,
purest Bermuda pearl, and this other, a ring, once
presented to Captain Trott. The large centre stone,
originally within these thirty diamonds, was, I am
sorry to say, lost. On the inside of the ring, you
can perceive, are engraved the words, ¢ For Merit,’
and also around the inner circle, ‘ Presented by the
Merchants of London.” Soon after its presentation,
during a hand to hand conflict with pirates, who in-
fested the neighboring seas of these islands, when
with the grappling irons he coupled his vessel to
the pirate’s craft, after a desperate conflict, his own
ship being perforated below the water line and in a
sinking condition, the sea-rovers managed to cut
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their vessel adrift, and escaped in the darkness. The
encounter was over, the blood-stained decks cleared
of the killed and wounded, the leaks fortunately dis-
covered and stopped, when the captain missed the
precious stone from the ring, and as it was presented
to him, and consequently highly valued, for rescuing
and protecting in convoy, a large fleet of London
merchant ships from capture by the buccaneers, he
felt so enraged at the loss, that he there and then
vowed vengeance, and threatened to use all means in
his power to annihilate these scourges of the sea
wherever he could have the good fortune to éen-
counter them. Success having crowned his efforts,
he soon cleared the northern seas and helped to drive
the pirates south towards the islands of the Spanish
Main. He died, as bravely as he had lived, in the
island of Jamaica, from wounds received when fight-
ing these desperadoes.”

With the most intense interest the lads had listened
to the spirited narrative of the tall, handsome Ber-
mudienne, and as soon as a pause in her recital oc-
curred, they glanced significantly at each other,
manifesting a strong desire to have the opportunity
of relieving their mind of something by which it was
apparently burdened.

Ivan, with a quick, nervous movement, withdrew
his tightly clenched hand from his trowsers pocket,
in which was enclosed the stone found in the cave.
“See, lady,” he exclaimed excitedly, “ This we found
in the ¢ pirate’s cave.””

Eagerly the lady received the proffered object from
the young boy’s extended hand, with her gaze riveted
intensely on the crystal emerald. Then in the vacant
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“setting of the ring she tried the stone which fitted it
exactly. ’

‘“ Marvellous !” she exclaimed.

The boys stood transfixed in amazement. There,
conspicuous amidst the sparkling array of diamonds,
in all its glory shone with refulgent splendor the
smaragd.

In profound abstraction, the lady stood immovable,
as though fascinated by the view presented to her
admiring gaze, and apparently bereft of the power
to give utterance to the feelings predominating within
her perturbed bosom.

Mr. Collins was the first to recover speech, after
the startling discovery of the sparkling gem’s original
resting place had been fully established, and ex-
pressed his astonishment at the singular coincidences
revealed in regard to the lost jewel. ¢ Without
doubt,” he continued, re-examining the ring, “from
my experience on the Pacific coast of North and
South America, I recognize this as a Peruvian emer-
ald, so famous from the time of the conquest by
Pizzaro. It unmistakably shows the workmanship of
the native lapidary artist of Atacama.”

The bewildered countenances of the boys, at all
these startling disclosures, formed a perfect tableau.

" The fair entertainer now spoke, evidently overcome
by feelings of the deepest emotion. “How can I,
how shall I reward you, my dear boys? Let me assure
you that it is not only for the intrinsic value of the
jewel that I prize it so much, but the delight I expe-
rience at seeing it restored to its proper place, and
the satisfaction of knowing that it is not disgraced.”

The visitors, with a keen sense of delicacy, on
noticing the lady’s deep emotion, begged leave to be
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excused and to withdraw, promising to call again at
an early opportunity; and with feelings of joy in
their hearts they wended their way towards the vehi-
cle in attendance and resumed their journey towards
Hamilton.

Twenty minutes later a clatter of horses’ feet was
heard, and looking behind them they beheld a mag-
nificent cavalcade of scarlet-clothed, gaily attired
and decorated military officers rapidly approaching.

“It is the Govenor and Commander-in-Chief of the
military forces stationed at Bermuda, General New-
degate, attended by his aide-de-camp and staff offi-
cers. They are returning from a review of the troops,
at Prospect Camp,” explained Mr. Collins.

In passing the carriage the Gemneral’s sharp eye
caught the boys’ respectful bow, which was by him
promptly acknowledged with a pleasant salute, rais-
ing his right hand to his white plumed helmet, and
which was also in due course imitated by the officers
comprising the staff, and in a few moments they were
lost to sight.

Soon after, they commenced to ascend a steep hill,
“Mount Langton,” from a flag-staff on the summit of
which streamed out to the breeze the British Union
Jack.

The coachman volunteered the information “ that
the two largest hotels, ‘the Hamilton’ and ¢ Princess,’
are closed in summer, but the ¢ Washington,” ¢ Atlan-
tie,” * Windsor’ and ¢ American’ are open ; to which
of these shall I drive the gentlemen ?” ¢ The ¢ Amer-
ican,’ ” suggested Edgar, and in a short space of time
the carriage came to a halt in front of the last named
establishment.

“Four dinners at your earliest convenience,” re-
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quested Mr. Collins of the substantial, good-natured
proprietor.

“Very sorry, gentlemen,” he replied ; “too late for
dinner. Supper at seven.”

The boys looked very crestfallen at this announce-
ment. Noticing this, their guardian, assuming a seri-
ous expression of countenance, plaintively pleaded :
“ Mazts, mon cher. Monsieur! Could you be so callous-
hearted as to permit these three young shipwrecked
mariners to famish, rather than break the rules of
your world renowned hostelry ?

‘“What !” exclaimed the astonished host, “ another
shipwrecked party? Eliza! Eliza! Ben! where
are they all ¥’ Then he motioned to the newly arrived
guests to follow him down the long corridor to the
dining-room, and after making a raid on the eatables
remaining in the kitchen, hastily and indiscriminately
piled upon one of the dining tables all the cold vict-
uals obtainable, before his hungry and astonished
guests, with the curt remark, “ Help yourselves until
I try and find some more.” Being assured by his
visitors that there was ample for four times four, he
left them to enjoy the repast and the ruse by which
Mr. Collins had obtained it.

The captain of the Spanish brig, before mentioned
by Israel, as having been wrecked on the reefs to the
the southwest of the islands, was also a guest at this
hotel, and mine host speedily made known to the
Spanish mariner that a similar disaster to his own
had occurred, and fabricating a wonderful story of an-
other sea-horror and frightful loss of many lives on
the reefs at the east end, caused the sympathetic cap-
tain to introduce himself without delay. The actual
facts of the boys’ misadventures having been by
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them related, Captain Mulet, in return entertained
them with a relation of his misfortunes. '
“My brig, the ‘ Pancheto,’ left Cuba for Barcelona,
in Spain, laden with cedar, mahogany, logwood and
sponges. Last Sunday we were in the same terrific
‘hurricane experienced by yourselves. The horrors of
that terrible night will ever remain indelibly en-
graved in my memory. We were hove to, with helm
lashed to leeward. Tremendous waves continually
swept over the ship, and every man had lashed him-
self on deck aft to prevent being washed overboard.
A night, so frightfully dark that one person was un-
able to distinguish another a few feet distant, greatly
enhanced our deplorable situation. About midnight
an immense wave followed by one still more moun-
tainous, rolled the ship heavily over on her side so that
her keel must have been exposed. Again I crossed my-
self, devoutly praying to our patron Saint Antonio,
to have mercy upon us poor souls, when down, as if
from a housetop, fell our ship again with a crash more
awful than before, not into the hollow of a sea but
upon a solid rock, only to be raised again a minute
later by another wave. A second time our good old
craft was dashed down like an eggshell and cracked
and snapped from stem to stern. Then came a long,
running, fretting, foaming, angry surge that spun us
round and round. Then, thanks to the Saint, we
were in smooth water and breathed more freely. No
sign of land or cheering light was seen, but I knew
that it must be the reefs of the Bermudas we had
struck upon, and that we had been lifted over its
outer walls and were now drifting rapidly inside with
thehurricane. The vessel’s bottom had been smashed

in and the hold was full of water. At least a hun-
u
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dred times we pounded the shallow heads of reefs
standing like scattered houses, with chimmneys and
gables erect, on sandy bottom many fathoms deep.
The men, heretofore half dead and stupefied, now
rallied, some cutting at the rigging, stays and masts
with axes ; to all this destruction the howling storm
lent its aid, snapping the spars off above the deck
like reeds and overboard they toppled and fell.
Others worked at the anchor lashings and managed
to let go both anchors; these catching in the rocks:
fetched the ship to, where she remained tightly
wedged. At daybreak a brave pilot, amidst the
storm still raging, came to our rescue from the shore,
six miles away, and safely landed us at Wreck Hill,
Somerset Island. The waves had, during the night,
swept and gutted the cabins so that everything we
owned was engulfed in the remorseless sea.

“Since then I have been to the dear, old craft, where
what remains of her lies embedded in the coral reef,
surrounded by the gracefully waving sea fans; which
at low tide may be easily plucked by hand, in water
so peacefully calm, that it is almost impossible to
reconcile the scene enacted on that wretched night
at such a spot, with such tranquillity.

“You see me here, financially, a ruined man, for all
that I possessed was invested in that vessel and but
for the kind-hearted sympathy so generously be-
stowed I should have been driven to despair.”

The boys, wholly engrossed in the unfortunate
Spanish captain’s recital of his misadventures, for-
got for the time being their own privations, and with
youthful energy strove to cheer him up and raise his
drooping spirits, until they finally succeeded in caus-
ing a pleasant smile to illuminate his sombre face.
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With a “ Quede V. con Dios, Amigos,” they sepa-
rated, the youngsters to explore the town and to bor-

-row Dr. B.’s ‘“Ancient Historie,” which the good-
natured doctor unhesitatingly loaned.

Then they visited the new * Trinity” church, a
building of much architectural pretension for these
little islands, and on which they bestowed much ad-
miration. Next the public buildings in which are
situated the Governor’s office, Custom House offices,
and Public Library. This structure is enclosed on
grounds surrounded by iron palings and neatly laid
out with various shrubs and evergreens,—not forget-
ting a visit to the Post Office. One of the shops they
entered was an object of great interest to the lads,
where were exposed for sale beautiful articles in am-
ber; of cunning workmanship, and curios in great
variety, and also amidst a wondrous collection of
things rare and beautiful, were to be seen gorgeous
treasures culled from the treacherous reefs. Here
snow-white, fragile coral, like slender, frosted minia-
ture trees, projected their delicate limbs ; pretty lit-
tle sea horses (hippocampus), the hardy-framed cow-
fish, with his triangular-shaped horns; the upper
shell-covering of the green and hawk’s-bill turtles
beautifully polished; sea-fans, sea-rods fashioned
into riding whips, sea urchins, star-fishes, and innu-
merable tropical marine specimens, were abundantly
displayed. A large, coral brainstone, Meandrina, re-
sembling the petrified brain of a giant, surrounded
by handsome shells, was exposed on a table. An
elderly dame, probably from the far west, was regard-
ing it admiringly, but not apparently satisfied, she
proceeded to adjust her spectacles for a more minute
scrutiny, then, with undisguised surprise she vehe-
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mently ejaculated : ‘ Mercy’s sakes alive! I do de-
clare, I swan! Ain’t it wonderful ? How these natives
do carve! How I would like to see them tools they
do it with!”

The salesman with attentive suavity enquired—
“ Beg pardon, madame ? What did you observe ?”

“ What do you charge for them ?” she queried in
return. ° '

“Four shillings, madam, and I’ll pack it in a box
for you for five.”

“Good gracious! Ain’t it cheap? I don’t under-
stand how they can carve them for that money.”

“Carve what ?” asked the shopman.

“Carve that!” she resentfully replied, at the query
of the shopman; adding determinedly, “I'll take it
anyhow,” as she plunged her hand down in her pocket
to search for her portemonnaie.

The boys now became much interested and amused,
but the lady visibly anxious.

“Excuse me, madame,” politely remarked Mr. Cu-
rio. “I assure you that it is a real ‘ Meandrina.”
She, still in a stooping position, groping perplexedly
for the hidden pocket-book in her skirts, exclaimed
excitedly : “Real! Of course! Real! I expect you
to guarantee it to be real. If it’s imitation I don’t
want it! There!”

“Coral, madame, genuine coral,” said he, “not
made by hands of man but by the coral insects on the
reefs. The handiwork of nature.”

“Oh! Is that all?” she ejaculated, straightening
herself up, indignantly. ‘“Then I don’t want the
humbug.” Saying this, she rushed towards the door,
and in her hasty exit swept from the side table the
stiff, stuffed shark, which as his component parts
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were only jaw, skin and straw, could not, as he would
most assuredly have done in his livelier days, resent
the insult, but quietly remained balanced on his head.
Two conch shells on the floor nearly tripped the lady,
hastening her steps. Then her umbrella became en-
tangled in a bundle of cedar walking sticks, leaning
against the street door frame, and they all rolled and
rattled about the sidewalk in a lively manner, ludi-
crous to behold. ‘

“Law sakes!” she gasped in exasperation, dashing
after the errant spectacles and umbrella, then disap-
peared into the “Woman’s Work Exchange,” near by.

The lads promptly raised the prostrate shark and
replaced him on the table; helped to gather up the
cedar sticks, then betook themselves once more to the
street.

Strolling along the harbor front, Mr. Collins pointed
to the office of “The Bermuda Colonist,” an excellent
journal of the people and for the people, published
semi-weekly, also containing verbatimn reports of the
thirty-six Honorable Members’ speeches in the House
of Assembly ; representatives of fifteen thousand in-
habitants. “And this,” as they turned the corner of
one of the intersecting streets, directing their at-
tention to a building opposite, “is the office of the
“‘Bermuda Royal Gazette.’” On arriving at the office,
Mr. Collins presented the lads to the courteous pro-
prietor, and briefly related some few facts in connec-
tion with his young charges.

The proprietor much interested, remarked :

‘“Speaking of sufferings at sea, recalls to my mem-
ory my late, dear father’s dreadful experience in his
younger days. Let me see? I have his own manu-
script somewhere about here.” Then swivelling him-
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self around in his office chair, he drew from the edi-
tor’s drawer several pages of foolscap closely written,
and at the request of the boys permitted Eugene to
read it aloud to the small but attentive audience.




CHAPTER XXIII.

A TALE OF THE SCHOONER ‘“SALLY ANN.”

PERSONAL ADVENTURE OF A VOYAGE TO BERMUDA FROM
HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA, WHICH EXTENDED OVER A
PERIOD OF ELEVEN WEEKS, IN THE SCHOONER
‘“SALLY ANN,” BY DONALD MCPHEE LEE,
PASSENGER.

at Halifax on the 29th of Oc-

'y, in the fine Bermudian-built

“Sally Ann,” commanded by

1ative of the Islands where the
_ 1Ir. James Taylor.

She was a fore-and-aft schooner of about eighty
tons ; was manned by a crew of four men and two
boys, one a son of the owner, the other a native of
Bermuda, named Jack, and an old colored slave, a
runaway, who was returning to his owner. ~Wishing
to go back to his owner and to slavery, Captain Phe-
lan was giving him a passage. .

I was the only passenger. The vessel was deeply
laden, having a large number of tierces of pork down
at the bottom of her fore-hold, and then filled up
with Indian corn. In the after-hold, about 700 bush--
els potatoes in bulk. On the deck, before the main-
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mast and to the foremast, the space was filled with
closely-packed bundles of hay. On the quarter-deck
—she had a rising of some twenty inches—were
some dozen barrels of pickled fish. All this brought
the vessel very low in the water, and in fact the
deck, as we afterwards found, under water.

The vessel was ready for sea, the captain having
obtained all the necessary papers and cleared on
that day. During the night the wind came out from
the northwest with fine, clear weather, and I left my
hotel early on Friday, hoping to get to sea by nine.

I met Captain Phelan and spoke to him about the
glorious chance we had—fair wind and clear weather
—when he told me he was not quite ready. I said,
“T thought you had got through your business with
the agents the previous evening. He said “ No.”

I went to the agents’ office and was told there that
I was right in my conjecture, that Captain Phelan
had all the necessary papers, accounts, etc., on the
previous evening, and might then have gone to sea,
but as they knew the captain well, they were sure
Phelan would not go to sea that day, it being Friday,
as he entertained the idea, as most mariners did at
that time, that no luck would attend him were he to
go to sea on Friday.

I returned to the captain, and endeavored to per-
suade him to go to sea, but it was no use, he would
not do so, and so the vessel remained at the wharf
all day. T dwell on this, as I attribute the many
troubles which afterwards befell us, to the loss of
the fair wind of the previous day.

‘We left on Saturday morning, the wind continuing
fair. Before leaving, I obtained from a market-car,
for my own use, a carcass of mutton, thirty pounds
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of beef and a couple of geese, very little of which I
enjoyed, for I soon became seasick, and by the time
I recovered, the temperature was so changed that
fresh meats would not keep.

On the third day out, being then in the Gulf
Stream, the northern breeze failed us, and soon after-
wards the wind came from the southwest and in-
creased to a severe gale, which compelled us to lie to.

The vessel behaved very well, but as the gale con-
tinued for two days or more, we were driven by the
storm and the force of the Gulf Stream, far to the
eastward.

After the gale the wind became favorable, and the
vessel’s course was shaped, so the captain thought,
80 as to make up the difference we were driven to the
eastward during the gale.

When we arrived in the latitude of the Bermudas,
and no land was in sight, the captain decided on
running some sixty or seventy miles westward, sup-
posing he had not allowed sufficient for drift to the
eastward during the gale in the Gulf Stream.

After we had gone west some eighty miles, and no
land in sight, the vessel’s head was put to the east-
ward. There was no chronometer on board ; it was,
in fact, before these valuable instruments for obtain-
ing longitudes were in common use.

Now it was, that I discovered that the mate was no
navigator, in fact, could not write his name.

We ran east some three hundred miles, when the
captain decided on going west.

During this time several vessels passed us, but
none of them, for some reason not then known to
me, but of which T was acquainted afterwards, would
near us.
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Our vessel, having been engaged in the coasting
trade along the northern coast of South America,
was painted as the Columbian privateers of that day
were usually painted, and those semi-pirates were
much dreaded.

During this time we encountered two severe gales,
and we had to lie to for twenty-one days.

The first gale, which was from the southwest, lasted
seven days, and the second, which followed with but
little intermission, was from the northwest and con-
tinued fourteen days.

Our provisions, water, fuel and light, one after the
other failed us. The potatoes in the hold rotted and
became a solid mass. We had no matches or any-
thing to strike a light. We had burnt up all our
fuel so that the corn was of little use to us, though
we tried to soften it by cracking it and soaking it in
salt water ; our allowance of drinking water was re-
duced to half a glass, which we had to strain through
three thicknesses of bunting to admit of our swallow-
ing it, and this water was from a cask which we had
condemned in the early part of the voyage as unfit
for use, and which had been left without a bung.

About the commencement of the southwest gales,
the mate and two hands went out on the bowsprit to
furl the jib, which had been taken in. They were
scarcely on the spot before they were all three
washed off and were seen struggling in the water,
some fifteen or twenty yards from the ship.

I called the captain, who was in the cabin at the
time, telling him what had occurred. He yvas quickly
on the deck, but not before the mate and his men
were on board again, for the next wave threw them
on the deck, all more or less bruised ; and one was
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jammed between the windlass and the foremast so
firmly, that we had to use a handspike to assist in
lifting him, whilst the others aided by pulling him
by the clothes. .

The captain, having gone aft and thrown off his
coat, was coming forward. I asked him what he
was going to do, as he seemed bent on some desperate
job. He answered he was going out singly “ to furl
the jib which the three lubbers have failed to do.”
I said to him, “ No, you are not going to attempt any-
thing of the kind, unless you walk over my body, for
I mean to use all my strength to prevent your doing
80 ; it would be madness to attempt it when the
vessel is pitching bows under at every surge. You
know you are the only navigator on board, and what
is to become of us? We have trusted our lives to
your care.” .1 had taken hold of him at first, and as
he saw I was determined, as far as was in my power,
to prevent his going to certain destruction, he allowed
me to lead him aft.

Soon after, this poor man became blind, and I had
to take observations with his instrument, and under
- his direction as best I could ; from one thing to an-
other, I became in charge of the vessel,.or at least,
nothing was done without my sanction.

About this time I told the captain that I was going
to search the run, that portion of the vessel which
was under the cabin, and to which access was had
through a scuttle in the floor. I had asked the two
boys if they would like to go down there to explore
the place and to see what could be found, for I was
impressed with the idea that something novel would
be found there. When I mentioned to the captain
what I thought of doing, he tried to persuade me
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there was nothing there but copper dross to ballast
the ship. The hatch had never been opened during
the three years he had charge of the vessel, that the
boys would get their clothes dirty, ete.

I told him that the boys were just as anxious as I
was that the place should be explored, and that they
would not dirty their clothes ; if they did they would
soon wash them. The scuttle was soon opened and
after some time being given for the foul air to escape,
one of the boys, the elder, was lowered down. He
pronounced the air pure, then the younger one was
lowered down, and the search commenced. They
soon called out that they had found a small cask, all
but buried up in the dross ; that the bung was in it
and upward, and they thought it to be a small wine
cask. The mate, who had become interested in the
exploring expedition, took off the skylight and sent
down a rope for the boys to sling the cask by. This
was rapidly accomplished, and the cask—which was
about ten gallons—was soon on deck and the bung
started. The scent from the matter that was in the
cask, was dreadful in the extreme. It was, however,
a liquid, and when we could get a little out and ex-
pose it to the fresh air, was discovered to be—what
we all hoped it would be—water.

Having had a second search in the run, and noth-
ing more being found, we closed up the scuttle
again. This cask of water had no doubt been put
there by some foreseeing person for such an emer-
gency as we were in then. Though this was a large
supply of water for us we did not increase the daily
allowance, for we knew that we must be at least three
hundred miles from any land, as we had run that dis-
tance eastward, and as we had kept in the latitude
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we must be that distance, at least, eastward of Ber-
muda. Every vessel that we sighted kept clear of
us; some that were evidently bound south, turned
back and went north, though they may have noticed
our crippled state, and our signal of distress flying.
The cask of water thus found was placed - close to
my berth, so that no one could take any out of it
without my knowledge.

In the middle of the night I fancied that I heard
some one at the cask. I made an effort to speak but
could not. I could not imagine the reason. I put
my fingers to my tongue and found it standing stiff
in my mouth, like a piece of dry leather. I caught
hold of the person who was at the cask and found it to
be the mate. I made signs to him to give me some wa-
ter; he gave me about a tablespoonful, which suffi-
ciently moistened my tongue to enable me to move it
and to relieve me of the fright which the state my
tongue was in, caused. During the period of our great
suffering for want of water, and after all the hay had
been washed from the deck, the vessel had a list to
starboard; there was always a quantity of salt water
on deck on that side. Here I frequently laid me down
with my clothes on so that my body might to some
extent be cooled and moistened in order that the in-
tense suffering I was enduring for want of water to
drink might be allayed. To do without food for a
lengthened time can be endured, but to be deprived
of water, or some equivalent, must soon deprive one
of reason.

There were some half-dozen cases of champagne
on board the vessel for Admiral Sir Charles Ogle,
the then Commander-in-Chief on the North Ameri-
can and Newfoundland Station.
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After our arrival in Bermuda Sir Charles asked
me—*“ Why I had not used the wine ?”

I told him that although everyone on board the
ship knew the wine was there, no one ever referred
to it as a means to quench the thirst we were all so
dreadfully suffering from, all seemingly knowing that
it would only be a temporary relief and a sure cause
of increased suffering afterwards. Sir Charles kind-
ly remarked: “I wish it had been water for your
sakes.”

We were all the time, as one would naturally sup-
pose, anxious to fall in with vessels, to obtain some
relief from our sufferings, as well as to obtain some
information as to our true position on the dreary At-
lantic wilderness. For this purpose I sent one of the
boys up to the head of the foremast to take a good
look around to see if there were not any vessels or
drifts near. The boy, not satisfied with a steady,
unsuccessful view from the masthead, must needs go
out on the gaff of the foresail. I had watched his
movements and went forward to beckon him to go
back. I had scarcely reached midway of the fore-
boom, when, what I apprehended occurred ; the sail
gave a jerk and threw him off the gaff, and he fell
into the body of the sail, which broke his fall, and I
caught him in my arms as he slipped from the sail.
I got such a fright that I never sent the boy aloft
again.

One evening, not long affer the sun had gone down
—the wind blowing strong for our imaginary course—
I had induced the mate to crowd all the sail we could
on the vessel ; the captain was below, the watch, the
mate and myself on deck, when we were alarmed by
some of the crew from the forecastle, rushing aft,
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saying that the vessel had sprung a leak in the bows
and the forecastle was already full of water. I called
the captain and hurriedly told him what had occurred.
He instantly rushed forward, taking with him the
mate and one hand, and asked me to have the pumps
manned and to get the longboat ready for launching.
I placed two men at the pumps and employed one
boy in loosing the lashings of the longboat and clear-
ing it of the trash that was in it.

The other boy I sent into the cabin for the sextant
and compass, got some bread into a bag and a breaker
of water, with the oars, mast, sails, &c. Just as all
this was accomplished, the men at the pumnps called
to say they had sucked. I at once informed the cap-
tain of the joyful news—for we were all in a great
state of excitement. The water on the forecastle had
disappeared, not, however, before the captain had
cut the lining from both sides of the stem and satis-
fied himself that if a butt had started it was not one
of the stem. On studying the matter afterwards we
came to the conclusion that we had run the vessel
under, and, that, as the water could not come aft—
there being bales of hay tightly stowed from side to
side of the deck—it had consequently rushed down
the scuttle or door into the forecastle, which soon
filled up to the berths, and hence naturally the paniec.
This event nearly caused the death of one of the oc-
cupants of that portion of the ship: the runaway
slave to whom the captain was giving a free passage
back to his owner in Bermuda. Though not very
active, he was the first to get to the scuttle and to get
his hands in a position to lift himself up, but there
were men much stronger and more active than he
was, S0 when they came to the scuttle they made a
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stepping ladder of him to get on deck, which so weak-
ened him that, when the captain went down, he found
him standing in the water quite unable to get on
deck. The poor old man seemed doomed a few days
after—the vessel lying to under a close reefed fore-
sail—the boom gave a jerk, and the block must have
struck the old man on the head, for he was soon after-
wards found with his head hanging between two
bundles of hay, quite senseless. We could not find
where he was injured and we bared his arm to bleed
him. This in the absence of anything better, I had
proposed to do with a penknife, but just at that mo-
ment the blood began to flow from the wound which
was at the back of the head. The hair was cut away,
the blood stanched and the head tied up quite in a
surgical style.

On one oceasion in our dire distress we were for
three days followed by a very voracious looking shark
which appeared to be waiting a chance to catch some
of us in his spacious jaws, till the crew became so
superstitious about it as to dwell on the thought that
he was simply awaiting our destruction, py starving
or otherwise, and the period of our deaths, that he
might feed on our bodies as they were cast into the
sea by the survivors, who would in turn become food
for him. In this, however, if such was his intent,
we disappointed him, for after many attempts we suc-
ceeded in getting a slipping noose over him which
closed on him just before his tailfins, and hoisted him
on board tail foremost. After much floundering on
the deck, they succeeded in cutting the tail off and
allowed him to bleed to death, that event being has-
tened by repeated blows on his head with an axe.

He was soon opened, and the first thing removed
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from his stomach was his liver which was sacredly
preserved to give us oil for the binnacle. The fish
afforded us one full meal at least, but we had to boil
it in salt water, having little or no fresh to spare for
such a purpose. The fish, when boiled, had the ap-
pearance of half cooked rice and was in no way pal-
atable. Had we possessed the means of cooking it
properly it might have proved a savory dish.

During one of the tedious periods of lying to, a sea
struck the vessel on the larboard quarter and gave
her such a shock that the mainmast jumped out of
the step and tore away the shrouds, three on the star- -
board and two on the larboard side, but fortunately
went back into the step again. Had it gone either on
one side or the other of the keelson it must have gone
through the bottom of the vessel.

We presumed that the rotten potatoes had become
8o compact around the mast that it was guided back
to the step and became very firmly fixed in its place.
As I afterwards learned, in refitting the vessel they
could not, with all their appliances, raise the mast,
as they wished to shorten it, and had to saw it off and
take the portion of the step out by piecemeal.

On the 24th of December we again thought our-
selves on the coast.of America, and as the water was
smooth and the day promised to be fair, I launched a
little boat to have some exercise in rowing and to see
if I could pick up a float of some kind.

There was a ship some two miles distant and I pro-
posed to the captain that I should go to her. He
said “no,” and when I showed a disposition to act
contrary to his wishes, he said “ for God’s sake don’t
go there, it would be fatal to my future interests if I

16
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were reported as being on the coast of America look-
ing for the Bermudas.”

This vessel, as I afterwards learned, arrived in Ber-
muda the next day; she was the ship Sir Howard
Douglas, from England, bound for New York, with -
emigrants in a starving condition.

Again we went east, certain that this time we would
find the Islands, and continued so running the full
distance of six hundred miles, between the mainland
and Bermuda. Again we were at fault, and we thought
surely that the Island had settled entirely down.

Early one Sunday morning, however, as the day
dawned, the fog, which was dense at the time, lifted
for a few seconds, and I saw a large vessel coming
from the westward.

I told the captain immediately whatI had seen and
asked him what I should do. He said “do as you
please.” I told him the vessel was certainly coming
towards us.

I lowered the sail, fearing we should miss her,

as the fog still continued very thick, and when I
thought she was near us again I hoisted the sail so
that we should have way on the schooner to get out
of her way if necessary.

In an hour and a half I again got up apologies for
sails and with greater anxiety abided the result of
our manceuvring. Soon the ship was in sight and
we at once discovered that she was a Spanish letter of
marque, fully manned, and the roll of drums to quar-
ters soon reached our ears, and eight brass guns were
quickly run out on the side we were on, the starboard,
the men with their lighted matches were at the guns,
and a hail in Spanish came, ‘“ What schooner is
that ?”
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The mate who knew something of the language,
answered him and told them that we wanted aid and
that we were entirely without provisions and water ;
that, in fact, we were helpless, having lost our way ;
all we knew for a certainty, was that we were in
about latitude 32° 20’ north of the equator.

They told us to send a boat on board and they
would give us some provisions and water. The boat
was sent, and the mate and his crew met with a most
hearty reception, many of the men bringing forward
their breakfasts and asking the mate and his crew to
take it.

The mate soon returned with a sixty gallon cask of
water, some fresh pork and beef, and some twine to
enable us to mend our sails, and last, though not
least to the sailors, some tobacco and cigarettes.

I had ordered the two boys and the -colored man
down into the after-hold, so that the crew would not
be larger than the crews of similar sized vessels.
After the mate had left to go to the ship, all the sails,
but the foresail were lowered. I took the helm, and,
wishing to know the vessel’s name, I ran the schooner
up in the wind and let her fall off on the larboard
side, filled the sails and passed to the starboard.

Finding that her name was concealed by a board
secured over it, I again ran the schooner up in the
wind, and let her fall off again and placed her in her
original position.

When the mate returned they questioned him as
to who I was, and when told, a passenger, they ap-
peared to doubt him, and what seemed to raise their
suspicion the more, was that the man and the two
boys I had sent down to the after-hold had been
peeping out.

.
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These circumstances, connected with the peculiar
paint of the vessel, raised suspicion in the minds of
our kind Dbenefactors, and caused them to hurry
Jones away from their vessel and to keep the men at
quarters, till we were again enveloped in the fog.

These generous people gave us our longitude, 57°
30’ west of Greenwich.

It was now the first of January, 1828, and we were
nearly as far from the Bermudas as when we had
left Halifax on the 29th of October.

The mate told me that he supposed that the ship
had on board some one hundred and thirty men, but,
to jugde from the sensation caused on board when I
altered the position of our little craft, twenty reso-
lute men could have captured her.

The whole crew was at once set to work to repair
our tattered sails, and having had a full meal, all
were seemingly happy but the captain, who could
not excuse himself for the many blunders he had
made in his navigation of the vessel, and-seemed to
think there would be some excuse if our masts had
been broken off, or if he had been washed overboard
and drowned, and 1 kept a strict watch on him, fear-
ing he would attempt suicide.

We made as much of our time as we could, but
the vessel was so dreadfully out of trim that we
could not do much when the wind was against us.
We could on one tack, only use the mainsail and on
the other, the foresail and jib, and we feared to open
the hatches to move the corn, which had become
settled down on one side, least heavy weather might
come on, as we had no means of again securing the
hatch.

On the ninth of January, the wind being north-

.



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 229

west, and as we were standing to the westward, a
dog that we had on board stood up with his forepaws
on the starboard rail and began to sniff the breeze.
This he continued so persistently to do, that I drew
the captain’s attention to the circumstance and stated
that I felt sure the land was in that direction to
which the dog’s nose pointed, and that we had better
go about and ascertain the fact.

The vessel was put about, and in about two hours,
one of the old seamen went to the masthead and in
about half an hour called out, “land on the weather
bow.” The grateful sensation which this announce-
ment caused could hardly be realized, unless by per-
sons who had been enduring privations and hopes
deferred as we had.

However, as night was coming on, we could not tell
what might be our fate before the following morning,
for we were not in a fit state to encounter another
gale. We had been seen, it afterwards proved, from
the shore, and a pilot had put off to meet us, but
owing to our going about he missed us.

Soon after dark we saw a small light on St. David’s
Head, and this the men on board, two of whom were
pilots, knew to be a light from a pilot’s house, for
whenever the husband went out to a vessel, the wife
kept a light in the window to guide him on his re-
turn, should he miss the object of his mission.

In standing north, we soon saw a number of lights,
which I was told were from the officers’ quarters and
soldiers’ barracks.

We endeavored to attract the attention of those on
shore who might be on the lookout, or of any boats
in the neighborhood, by burning canvas steeped in
tar, which was eventually successful. During this
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period of suspense, the captain asked me to take a

.look for rocks or shoals. After standing for some
time on the bitts, I thought it well to ask the captain
what appearance a shoal would have. He told me a
dark appearance. I was looking for white spots, as
all the stone I had ever seen from Bermuda was
white. This was the white sawed stone of the coun-
try.

The mate came to me and told me to keep a good
lookout. I told him that I would do the best I could,
but that I would sacrifice all I had on board to get
on land. )

He said : “But should we strike on one of those
rocks to which we must be near, what would become
of the boxes of money that were brought from the
ship of war and placed by the officer in command,

- under your berth ?”

I told him that I had no money on board ; that the
boxes contained printing type, and were brought
from St. Johns, New Foundland, in the ship of war-
in which I came to Halifax.

He told me all the crew were of the opinion that it
was money, and that it was well for me that the crew
was not composed of foreigners, as I would in all
‘probability have long since been food for the fishes.
I had no idea that such a thought had entered their
minds. The officer from the ship-of-war Orontes not
finding me on board the schooner, asked the mate
which was my berth, and it having been pointed out
to him, he had the boards of the berth removed and
the boxes put down carefully underneath, and re-
quested the mate to tell me what he had done as
soon as I came on board. I had not the remotest
idea that the crew believed the boxes to contain
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money, for I could have easily satisfied them to the
contrary.

Our lights soon brought a boat to us, a pilot-gig
with six hands, and we were hailed from the boat—
“ What schooner is that ; do you want a pilot ?”

They were scarcely answered when the whole
boat’s crew, as one nan, jumped on deck. So re-
joiced were they, they did not even secure their boat,
which would have gone adrift, had I not with the
end of a heavy rope on board kept the boat along-
side. Everyone on board was congratulated on their
safety ; everyone had acquaintances in that crew but
myself. Me they had never seen ; one of them how-
ever said that Mr. Lee’s family was in mourning for
him. With the same spirit of excitement they all
again jumped into their boat, amid loud cheers which
continued long after they had left us. What was
most singular, that, through their great pleasure and
excitement to convey the news of the safety of “Sally
Ann” and all on board to the many anxious persons
on shore, they did not leave us a pilot!

The captain assured me there would soon be lots
of pilots and boats from the shore.

We had not to wait long—another boat was soon
alongside—and then a third, from which came the
question from the person seemingly in charge—hav-
ing first asked the name of the vessel—“Is Mr. Lee
on board ?” and, being promptly answered by me in
the affirmative, he said, “ Mr. Lee, don’t wait for any-
thing, but come along as you are; your father, mother,
sisters and brothers, and many friends are on shore
waiting for you.” From our making the land till the
present moment no thought save that of getting on
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shore swayed me, and as to my personal appearance,
it mattered but little.

I felt that my many sufferings on board the “ Sally
Ann” were coming to a close, and, as requested, I
hurried and got on board a six-oared gig manned by
six colored men. I bade the captain and crew of the
“Sally Ann” “good-bye” and a hearty “ Good-bye,
Mr. Lee, God bless you,” was the quick response of
those with whom for eleven weeks I had suffered as
many privations as perhaps had ever befallen the
crew of a vessel that had not been actually cast away.

At about eleven o’clock of a dark night, after being
in the gig about one hour, I was landed in St. Georges
where I found my father awaiting me. There was
at once a loud and hearty cheer, for my father was
much respected by the kind people of the town. The
owner of the “Sally Ann” was one of those who saw
me. He at once ran to tell my mother that he had
actually seen me, and that the cheering people were
accompanying my father and me. We soon reached
my father’s house, where I found my mother, still on
her knees, returning thanks to God for my preserva-
tion. All my eleven weeks’ sufferings were quickly
forgotten when I felt myself so happy.

The events connected with the family since we
parted some six months before were quickly told, and
my experiences on board the “ Sally Ann” were told
at intervals.

My appearance was commented on—that I did not
appear to have fallen off.

I told them to press their fingers on my face, and
having done so, they were greatly astonished, the in-
dentation made by the fingers remaining for a long
time. They got frightened, but I told them that
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though I was very much swollen, arising from want
- of exercise and irregularity of living, I would soon
get over it.

I landed in a tarpaulin hat belonging to the cap-
tain, a velvet shooting jacket, a black vest, and white
pantaloons. :

During our wanderings on the trackless main, we
were seemingly deserted by every living thing. There
were no birds. No human being outside of our little
craft greeted us, while the feathered and the finny
tribe alike shunned us.

The gulf weed, unlike anything found elsewhere,
teeming with its peculiar form of animal life, ap-
peared at times sufficiently netted together to induce
the belief that it could be walked on.

What a contrast was presented when we had entered
on the fascinating waters, where the tall, straight,
ever green cedars, interspersed with the orange and
lemon trees, fringed the shores, and clasSical Bermu-
dian, peculiarly fitted, sailing-boats and row-boats,
manned by native colored men, were gliding on the
almost quiet, beautiful and reef-locked waters?’

The reader of the narrative was not interrupted
until the end. They thanked Mr. G. V. Lee for his
lamented father’s earlier reminiscences, then won-
dered at poor “Sally Ann,” the ocean tramp, and her
odd party searching the northern Atlantic for its mis-
sing child, Bermuda.

“T am sure ” exclaimed Ivan, “I would have done
better than he, I wouldn’t have been ashamed to ask
the way, if lost.”

After leave taking, by the ¢ middle road” they com-
menced their homeward trip through Devonshire
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Parish where a quaint little old stone church attracted
their attention.

“Itis an old landmark. Iremember reading thatin
1703 an order was issued that every large land owner
should send eight dozen of palmetto leaves and every
small land owner four dozen of palmetto leaves, to
thatch this church, and on a certain day to send good
hands under penalty of money to be levied under
the Justice’s warrant.

“The church bell formerly hung in a crobch formed
by two large lower limbs of that old cedar tree which
is considered to be the oldest in Bermuda.,” said Mr.
Collins:

Along the smooth undulating coral road, the horses
briskly trotted on. The bright moon reflected silvery
streaks on the rippling sea along the sea-girt road,
which the lighthouse at St. David’s Island made faint
attempts to imitate as the ‘‘ causeway ” was reached.

“What a° delightful drive,” exclaimed Eugene,
“the soft, mellow, moist atmosphere is so cooling and
these lovely moonlight scenes are enchanting.”

“ Mr. Ross Turner, the American artist who painted
here last winter, had the same opinion ; he mentioned
to me, that with the exception of the Bay of Naples,
the Bermudas had no rival in their ever varying,
beauteous, aquatic colors,” replied Mr. Collins.

Wrapt in admiration, their appetite had lain dor-
mant but was by no means lost, for when the car-
riage dashed into the picturesque town of St. Georges,
it demanded that attention never willingly neglected
by the young trio.

“It seems,” said Ivan,‘ that we’re always hungry.
I wonder if other boys are like us ?”



CHAPTER XXIV.

OLD FLOUNDERS’ DOMICILE.

‘‘ There’s some is born with their legs straight by natur,
And some is born with bow-legs from the first,
And some that should have growed a good deal straighter

But they were badly nursed.”
—1T. Hood.

alR. FRANK, as usual, called the same even-
ing but only to remain a few minutes,
dressed in navy blue, quite neat ; taking a
peep into the mirror and twirling the
ends of his moustache he bade the lads “ Good night.”

When, on another afternoon, the boys met Mr.
Frank at his regular task of boat-building and
watched him swinging a broadaxe right and‘left, to
them he seemed a handsome man of sinew and of
common sense.

Suddenly stopping, he muttered ‘ spoiled,” throw-
ing the axe away and seating himself on the grass
with the boys.

“Spoiled what ?”

“That piece of cedar, for the purpose intended. I
cut it too short.”

“How came you to make such a mistake ?”

“Thinking of other things did it.”

Again spoke Ivan: “ Never attempt a thing until
you have well weighed it.”
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“You are right, my dear boy, that’s where the
trouble is, the weighing it ! the weighing it !”

Mr. Frank’s expression was an enigma. After
brooding awhile and gathering his tools about the
green plot and carefully enclosing them in the tool-
chest, he exclaimed “‘ holiday, boys! Mr. Frank takes
a holiday. I meant to tell you that old Flounders
sent me an invitation to his wedding but I did not
accept ; other invitations have followed, to visit him.
I now propose to you that we call on our ¢ Old Cold
Water Coffee,” and ¢ No Butter.””

“ With pleasure! With pleasure!” came the an-
swer, and away the four wended their way to the
western entrance of the town, around to the left where
exists a confusing labyrinth of very narrow lanes ;
the “ St. George ” of the earliest colonists.

Here they had huddled together three hundred
years ago, under trees, anywhere where shelter offered
or perhaps in hastily constructed palm leaf huts, re-
gardless of regularity or symmetry. Next, probably
fearing inroads from the sea-rovers or storms, stone-
walls were erected around them, resulting in a per-
plexing snarl which no one has since attempted to
straighten out and so they remain to the present day
and will remain unless changed by an earthquake.

One of these is Banana Lane, barely permitting a
horse and cart. The old rough stone walls on either
side support a magnificent profusion of pomegranate
trees, oleanders, palms, bananas, and with many
other shrubs and flowers, the glorious night-blooming
cereus (cactus grandiflorus) with its large, sweet-
scented, giant flowers, of which we ¢ounted thirty-six
on one plant. After sunset, it unfolds, perhaps the
most magnificent flower in the whole vegetable king-
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dom, eight inches in diameter, wax-like and fragrant,
.but unfortunately closing before daybreak. Another
species climbs more than thirty feet high upon trees
and ruined houses, and also has a beautiful flower.

“The first house on the right with the beautiful
windows, is, I think, the house you want, sir,” an-
swered politely a tidy, little colored girl.

Half hidden from the narrow lane by high walls, a
low, two-story stone house of diminutive dimensions,
modestly, but for the gaudy little squares of glass of
many colors it had been lately ornamented with,
greeted them. The little structure seemed half sunk-
en in the ground, for the upper story, or perhaps the
roof, could almost have been reached from the street.
It might have been mistaken for a little old Mother
Hubbard house. The new green-painted doors and
window blinds, and the snowy, dazzling white of all the
rest, were very effective and in consistency with the
abode of pigmies. The entrance door was cut across
in two, the upper half open, from which a musty,
damp, beery odor flowed upwards into the air, reveal-
ing the trade within.

Undecided, the party now halted at the entrance,
when the well-known anxious voice of the old cook
from within, echoed *“ Welcome, sir. Come in! Come
in!”?

With eyes dazzled from the white, glaring exterior,
they stumbled down into the shop, and were greeted
by the overjoyed relic of the “ Neptune,” who was
partly hidden behind a huge counter, over which he
reached his extended right hand, still wet with soap
suds, but as an offset to it, felt delighted by endeav-
oring to impress his old shipmates with the comforts
and ease of his new sphere.
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The surroundings were gaudy, elaborate, but in-
expensive. The terrible patent Indian medicine man
was scalping his friends, at least, so it appeared in
the large placards fastened to the walls, in which he
was depicted selling dollar bottles of wondrous heal-
ing medicines. Other placards of cigarettes and ce-
lebrities of life and fire insurance, were hung about
the room. Amidst this gallery of modern art, Floun-
ders gave the counter or bar in front of him a last
wiping, dried his hands, and exclaimed : ‘“ Who'd a
thought it, for you sir, and yon young gents for to
come and see a feller in his happiness. As you see,
Flounders is now hunky dory. It’s only fools as goes
to sea, only fools;” and with a flourish he turned -
about on one heel and offered to stand a “shantigaff”
—half ale, half lemonade it is—then, presumably to
display his wealth, he poured the opened ale from
the bottle into some unseen waste receptacle behind
the counter, after it had been declined with thanks,
~ and as he fizzed a lemonade, he whispered in concert
with its sound, “ My wife is a little dark ; she is a
lady, though. She comes from the first tiptop people
in the land, she does,” with a nod.

“ Just look around, everything nice and clean.
Ah'! there’s that new sign for the front street door.
I painted it all myself ; not yet dry, but shall be out
by Saturday. But for the house being so low and
the street so high, I should have hung it over the
entrance ; that’s where it was intended for. You no-
tice the two flags, I painted them in the back; them’s
the red, white and blue. In front, looking like gen-
tlemen, as they are, stands a royal musketeer in his
beautiful red coat, his jaunty skull cap held from
falling off by the little leather strap across the chin.
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He’s off duty, as you see, for he carries a short cane.
Another fellow shaking hands with the soldier, is
ashore on leave, and looks just the picture of myself
when I was in the navy, sorter rakish, devil-may-care
like. They meet and shake hands, as you see, and
‘Jack’ tells ‘Tommy ’ that the sun is over the fore-
yard and it’s time to ‘splice the main-brace,” which
invitation the army thanks the navy for, and can’t
refuse. Underneath that streamer in black with the
yellow letters, red, white and blue, is the name of the
house, and on the bottom you read my name,

MRrs. SINBAD FLOUNDERS,

Proprietress.”

¢ Mistress Sinbad Flounders ?” queried Mr. Frank.

“You see she wanted it that way ; its all the same,
and because everybody knows her better than ine,
and all painted by myself and without any help.
My wife knows what’s right, she was born and raised
in good company, and you, sir, knows that I wasn’t
never in any.”

‘“ Ahem !” only came from the mate.

A voice behind the scene in high key: “ You’d
better be making yourself useful than be gabbing
your time away. You haven’t mixed the water into
the ale barrel yet, half-and-half, as I told you, and
company will be here after awhile !”

““All right, me flower,” recklessly replied the old
man, with the familiar squint of the eye the' lads
recognized.

“Don’t flower me! You white men thinks when a
lady marries you, you can play big and loaf on her,
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because she isn’t your color—if you don’t mind your-
gelf, I'll turn you out where I picked you up !”

The woman evidently was not aware of the pres-
ence of such distinguished visitors, who were hidden
by the screen in front of this particular door,—hence
the outburst.

The boys would have fled had Mr. Frank not dis-
couraged them. Visibly shocked, they continued
to keep their eyes on the street door.

Flounders’ countenance fell, he had suddenly be-
come miserably dejected. An embarrassing silence
followed, the old fellow evidently seemed ready to
explode, for his brawny throat exposed by the white
open shirt-front, swelled like a bellows in motion; but
no explosion occurred; nothing like it happened.
He instead jerked his dark trowsers nervously up-
wards through the glazed leather belt with large mil-
itary clasp adorning its front, again rolled and tucked
up his shirt sleeves over his elbows, then with the
fingers of the right hand felt the spare, straggling
side-whiskers to the mouth, gradually edged sideways
towards that mischievous door, and whispering to
Mr. Frank hastily, “ Please sir, wait a bit !” he made
a sudden exit through it, and left his visitors waiting.

And they waited. Edgar busied himself counting
the many perpendicular red, white, red, painted
stripes on the counter-front.

Ivan was intent upon two British bull-dogs, with
golden chains and golden collars, all moulded in plas-
ter, their images reflected in the spotted mirror be-
hind them, and their eyes, it seemed to the boy, were
following his own intently. Then there were other
bull-dogs labeled over bottles and all in a row along
a shelf, staring, staring determinedly at him. Break-
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ing the spell, his eyes rested next on the silent clock
over the mirror, a very counterpart of the Nep—
tune’s ” cabin clock, and, like the latter, it had stopped
ticking, a fact which a notice on its smutty, cracked
face, in home-made letters proclaimed, in the words:
“ No Tick here.”

Eugene’s thoughts were occupled with the many
tinted, fringed, tissue-paper ornaments overhead with
which the cedar beams were decorated. Crowds of
stupefied flies rested there; they had been regaling
and bathing in the miniature beery lakes or perhaps
in ponds of viler stuff upon the counter and been
ruthlessly disturbed by the obliterating, aspiring
master of the new and renovated “ Red, White and
Blue.”

A rustling, as of starched stiff linen, and low tones
of voices reached them now from the hidden chamber
through its half-open door.

“One minute, sir! - One minute, sir!” Flounders
shouted to the weary party in the bar-room, and man
and wife appeared.

Mrs. Flounders greeted them gracmusly, as she
bobbed her head in condescending condescension, her
lengthy, golden eardrops drooping sideways upon her
full, broad shoulders. Covered as she was, entirely
in the whitest muslin, a sky-blue ribbon girding her
bulky throat and another her formidable waist, her
hands and face forming a dark, bold contrast to the
whole, compelled the humbler, paleface Lord to stand
lost in admiration of his bride.

She made the impression of politic servility or im-
periousness as occasion required it. Her face was
pleasing, her teeth faultless. Her hair was combed

16
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back to a knot, but through hasty toilet, some slight
disarrangement revealed itself ; the knot, unnoticed,
had become separated and was dangling, held only
by a single, treacherous hairpin, and threatened to
drop off entirely. Unquestionably it was her own,
saved up in detached, small lots, now reinstated and
intended to assist the deficiences of nature,

“So you are been having bad luck, have you? Mis-
ter Flounders told me how he had saved the lives of
you all, when the ship went down and everybody
gave up but himself. He ought to be well paid for
saving life, he should.”

Flounders shifted uneasily about and attempted to
interrupt her.

“ Hush !” snapped she.

A little, curly-headed, yellow child now toddled in,
clasping Mr. Frank’s knees with its tiny hands, plead-
ingly asking: “Take me up! Take me up!”

“Take her up, Mister Flounders and keep her quiet,
whilst I talk to the company.”

The husband hastened to do her bidding, and clum-
sily dangled the dusky cherub on his arm.

“Be careful, Mister Flounders—my godchild—in-
deed, we’re glad to see you; we are not the tip-top
but we’re good enough for them that comes. All col-
ored people in Bermuda, all colored, the best of ’em,
and some—whites.,”

Ventured Eugene: I understood that the popu-
lation consisted of five thousand Europeans and ten
thousand Africans.”

“Be careful, Mister Flounders !” she again warned
her husband, overhearing the latter remark, who,
balancing the pretty little hybrid above him, was
thoughtlessly brushing flies with its little woolly
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head from the tissue paper streamers above, in most
dangerous proximity to the cedar beams.

“The gentlemen must come here of a night when
we have dance music. Mister Flounders is just kill-
ing, he is. He plays that er’ concertina just beauti-
fully, he does. Did you ever hear him play it? You
come ; its lovely, the way he fingers that er’ accordeon;
it fills the house, it does, every time, don’t you, Mis-
ter Flounders ?”

‘“Indeed I do!” endorsed Flounders, proudly.

The woman, now agitated by the charms of music,
smiled upon Mr. Frank, to the unmistakable delight
of the husband who watched her every move and
gesture.

“I have,” continued she more confidentially, “been
takin’ in washing for thirty years; only captain’s
washing, of course, but ships got slack and says I to
myself, ‘Nell, gentleman’s washing is done, and
Nell, afore you take to soldier washing at one and
sixpence a day, or work your finger-nails off for the
common white trash, you rather keep a nice, respect-
able place, where friends can spend a pleasant even-
ing in good company’; but said I to myself: ‘The
military is not to be depended on ; they wants their
discharge bought from the army for fifteen pounds
or more—the’r stuck up and no reliance in them after-
wards. I’ve seen too much of it.’

“But when dear Mister Flounders came to spend
an evening, he picks up that er’ constantina and
plays it so sweetly, I took in twenty-four shillings
that same night only for him.

“Then I got sorry for the poor, shipwrecked orphan,
and not knowing his name, I says in fun, just in fun,
you know : ¢ Old stick-in-the-mud, you that plays the
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constantina, suppose we gets married,” and he says
in a joke: ‘any port in a storm,” and then he sails
right in, in earnest, and gets the license proving him-
self an orphan, that he was. So we got married a
week ago to-day, and he has been a painting and a
serubbing and a washing ever since all day long, and
a playing lovely music all night besides,” and whim-
pered she soothingly at her husband : “ Mr. Flound-
ers is a good husband to me!”

“So I am,” echoed he.

The boys had restlessly twitched at Mr. Frank’s
coat, who, taking advantage of the lull in Mrs.
Flounders’ breezy gusts of eloquence, wished the
newly wedded pair every success in starting life
anew and sought the free, fresh air of Banana lane.

They hastened thoughtfully and silently along in
the fading day, past the venerable parish church,
towards the harbor front, every one’s mind separately
occupied with the old cook’s new, novel situation and
social condition.

At the corner of Water street they bade Mr. Frank
a pleasant “good night,” and wended their way
homeward.



CHAPTER XXV.

“ GENERALL HISTORIE OF BERMUDA.”

1 HEAVY September rain was pouring from
the sky, flooding the streets, and vicious
sudden gusts piped down the large chim-
ney and scattered water in a half circle
over the lads’ bedroom hearth.

A gloomy morning greeted them in their beds;
soon the three lads had collected under one mosquito
bower, covering Eugene’s and Ivan’s huge old fash-
ioned mahogany bedstead.

“There!” cried the first, as he made a vigorous
slap at his left arm, the jolly mosquito it had been
meant for winging himself ‘joyfully around his ears.

‘‘ Here he is again !” said Edgar, “ I shall allow him
to settle on me and see who he is.”

The gnat had alighted on his hand and plied his
proboscis.

“See the fun! Watch him, boys! see how deter-
minedly he pushes and bobs, he ‘can’t hurt me and I
shan’t hurt him, because from the shape of his
stinger, being bent, slightly curving backward, it can-
not hurt, and shows him to be a male. The real
trouble-makers are the wicked females with their
straight-pointed needles. You should kill the females
only and not the harmless males.”
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“Who is going to hold an investigation on every
single mosquito? I consider them a bad lot, not sat-
isfied with a decent living on plants and flowers, and
I do not intend to discriminate but treat them all
alike.”

A loud “smack” closed Ivan’s reply, who had
given his own cheek a loud slap at this moment that
made his ear ring and cheek color and ‘ wish he
hadn’t done it,” and the guilty mosquito, unharmed,
sang on : “busy, busy boy, busy boy,” about his head.

“ A male!” exclaimed Eugene, philosophically.

“ A wretch !” moaned the punished, desperately
fighting the air.

The elder raised the window in order to open the
outside blind. To perform this act requires a stick
to push the jalousie from the bottom, upwards, as they
are hinged from the top, forming a marquee over it ;
a simple and sensible contrivance and in general
use in Bermuda.

“ Now we’ll chase them out into the rain, and, ah!
here’s the borrowed book from the good doctor, dated
and printed in London, Anno 1624. The brave Cap-
tain John Smith had it published on his return from
the American colonies to England. It tells of the
Indian chief Powhatan and his lovely daughter Poca-
hontas who married one of the adventurers, John
Rolph, when she was baptized and received the title
in England of ‘Lady Rebecca.” This and more you
have read in school books.”

“But let’s see what he has to say about these
islands !

“The spelling seems bad and the letters odd and
the engravings stiff, but it was good and correct gram-
mar two centuries ago. Customs and manners have
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changed and so has language. The word ‘adven-
turer’ meant in those times all who ventured their
means and lives in newly discovered lands.”

“Don’t make it too long, give us the interesting
parts only, skip what is not funny,” said Edgar.
Huddled together on the spacious bed, Eugene re-
quested order and began :

“The Fifth Book beginning in the yeere of our
Lord 1593, to this present 1624.

‘“The generall Historie of Bermuda as described
by Captain John Smith, sometymes Governor in
these Contryes and Admiral of New England, pub-
lished in London in the year 1624.

“Those Islands lie distant from England West
South West about 3300 miles, some twenty miles in
length and not past two miles and a halfe in breadth,
environed with rocks, by reason of these rocks the
country is naturally very strong, for there is but two
places and scarce two, unless to them who know them
well where shipping may safely come in and those
now are exceeding well fortified, but within is room
to entertaine a royal fleet, the rocks in most places
appear at a low water, neither are they much covered
at high. In some places there are very strange darke
and cumbersome caves.

“The climate—there seems to a continual spring
and though trees shed their leaves yet they are all-
ways full of greene,—they have two harvests every
yeere for they set about March.which they gather in
July and againe in August which they reape in De-
cember. Concerning the serenity and beauty of the
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skye; it may truly be said of those Islands as ever it
was said of the Rhodes that there is no one day
throughout the twelve months, but that in some houre
thereof the sun lookes singularly and cleere upon
them, for the temperature it is beyond all others most
admirable—frost and snow is never seen here nor
stinken and infectious mists very seldome by reason
of the main ocean.—”

The same book relates :

“1593. How these Iles came by the name of Ber-
mudas, or the infinite number of blacke Hogs, or so
feareful to the world, that many call them the Ile of
Devils, that all men did shun as Hell and perdition ;
I will not expostulate—Two or three Wracks also
they found, by certaine inscriptions to bee some
Spanish, some Dutch, some French ; but the greatest
rumour is that a Spanish ship called “ Bermudas”
was there cast away, carrying Hogges to the West
Indies that swam ashore and there encreased: how
the Spaniards escaped is uncertain: but they say
from that ship thgse Iles were first called Bermudas,
which till then for six thousand years had been
nameless.

“ But the first Englishman that was ever in them,
was one Henry May, a worthy mariner that went
with Captain Lancaster to the East Indies in 1591.

“¢The last of November,’ saith May, ‘I departed
from Laguna, in Hispaniola, in a French ship for
England, and the seventeenth of December we were
cast away upon the northwest of the Bermudas,
through the neglect of the pilotes, who demanded
their wine of right as out of all danger, which they
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had, but it seems they were either drunke or carelesse
-of their charge ; for through their negligences a
* number of good men were cast away.

“The first English ship known to have been cast
away upon Bermudas, was ‘ The Sea Adventure,’ in
1609, when Captain John Smith was Governor of Vir-
ginia. Nine ships were sent from England, with Sir
‘Thomas Gates and Sir George Somers, and Captain
Nuport with five hundred people, to take in the old
Commission and rectify a new Government in Vir-
ginia. They were taken with an extreme storm, or
rather part of hericano, upon the five and twentieth
of July. With the violent working of the sea, their
ship became so torne, shaken and leake, she received
so much water as covered two tire of hogsheads
above the ballace, that they stood up to the middles, .
with buckets, baricos and kettles, to bail out the
water. Thus bailing and pumping three dais and
three nights without .intermission, and yet the water
seemed rather to encrease than diminish. That Sir
George Somers all this time sitting upon the poupe,
scarce taking leisure to eat nor sleep, most wishedly
and happily descried land. Yet they spread all the
saile they could to attaine it, that place all men did
so shun, for not long it was before they struck upon
a rock, till a surge of the sea cast her from thence,
and so from one to another, till most luckily at last,
so upright betwixt two, as if she had been in the
stocks ; till this, they expected every blow a death:

“ But now, behold ! the wind gives place to a calme
and the billowes become peaceable and still, so that
with all conveniency and ease, they unshipped all
their goods, victuals and persons into their boats,
and with extreme joy, even allmost to amazednesse,
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arrived in safety, though more than a league from
the shore, without the losse of a man, yet they were
in all One Hundred and Fiftye. It had been to the
Spaniards more fearful than an Utopian Purgatory,
and to all seamen no lesse terrible than an inchanted
den of Furies and Devils, the most dangerous, unfor-
tunate and forlorne place in the world, and they
found it the richest, healthfullest and pleasantest
they ever saw, as is formerly said.

“Being thus safe on shore, they disposed them-
selves to search the Isles for food and water, others
to get ashore what they could from the ship. Not
long Sir George wandered, but found such a fishing
that in halfe an houre with a hooke and line, he tooke
80 many as sufficed the whole company. They were
so thick in the coves and so great, they durst not go
in lest they should bite them, and these rock-fish are
so great, two will load a man, and fatter nor better
fish cannot be.

“ Captaine Robert Walsingham and Mr. Henry
Shelly report they killed at least, five hundred hogs,
besides pigs, and many that were killed by divers
other ; for the birds in their seasons, the facility to
make their cabins of palmeta leaves, caused many of
them to utterly forget or desire ever to return from
thence, they lived in such plenty, peace and ease.

“ Having finished and rigged their two new cedar
ships with such provisions they saved from the ¢ Sea
Adventure,” they left among .the rocks, they called
the one the ‘Patience,” the other the ¢ Deliverance.’
They used lime and oil, as May did, for pitch and
tar.

“Sir George Summers had in his barke no iron at
all, but one bolt in her keele. They set saile on the
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tenth of May, 1610, for Jamestown, Virginia, only
leaving two (2) men behinde them.

“Sir George Somers, on arrival at Jamestown, found
but sixty persons alive, of the Five Hundred left by
Captaine John Smith, the others having famished for
want of food.

“Whereupon Sir George Somers, the best acquainted
with the place, offered himself, by God’s helpe, to
performe this dangerous voyage again for the Ber-
mudas, so upon the nineteenth of June he embarked
in his cedar ship, about the burden of thirty tons,
and so set saile.

“Much foule and crosse weather he had. Shortly
after his arrival, in that very place which we now
call Saint George towne, this noble Knight died,
whereof the place taketh the name. But his men,
as men amazed, seeing the death of him who was
even as the life of them all, embalmed his body and
with it set sail for England, being the first that ever
went to seek those Islands which have been ever
since called Summers Isles, in honor of his worthy
memory.

“Three of the Crew only remained behind—But the
ship once out of sight, those three, the sole inhabi-
tants of all those Lands began repairing the Ground,
planting corn and such seeds and fruits as they had,
building a house &e., &c.

“Then making privy search amongst the crevices
and corners of those craggy Rocks, what this main
Ocean since the world’s creation had thrown amongst
them, at last they chanced upon the greatest peece of
Amber-greece was ever seen or heard of in one lumpe,
being in weight fourescore pound (eighty pounds)
besides divers other small peeces.
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“But now being rich they grew so pr'oud and am-
bitious, contempt took such place they fell out for
superiority, though but three forlorn men, more than
three thousand miles from their native country and
but small hope ever to see it againe,—and thus those
miserable men lived full two yeares, so that all their
clothes were neere worne cleane from their backs
and their hopes of any forraine releefe as naked as
their bodies.

“In 1611 with letters Patents of the King most ex-
cellent Maiestie, Sir Thomas Smith was elected Treas-
urer and Governor heere, and Master Richard Moore
to be Governor of the Iles and Colony there—

“In 1613, there came two Spanish ships sounding
with their boat, which attempted to come in ; but
from the Kings Castle, Master Richard Moore made
but two shot which caused them presently to depart.
Marke here the handy-worke of the divine provi-
dence, for they had but three quarters of a barrel of
powder, and but one shot more, and the powder by
carelesnesse was tumbled down under the mussels of
the two peeces, were discharged, yet not touched
with fire when they were discharged.”

“1616. Captaine Daniel Tucker, about the midst of
May arrived as Governor, from Virginia,—at last ac-
cording to his Virginia order, he see every one was
with him at “Saint George,” to his taske—These by
their taske masters by breake a day repaired to the
Wharfe, from thence to be employed till nine of the
clocke and then in the afternoon from three till Sun-
set. Beside meat, drinke and cloaths, they had for a
time certain kinde of brasse money with a hogge on
the one side, in memory of the abundance of hogges
was found at their first landing.”
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“ Captain Powell sailed from England in the small
Barque “ Hopewell ” with passengers for the Summer
Iles, but in his journey at the Western Iles meeting
a Brazill man, hee liked the sugar and passengers so
well, hee manned the Carvill, ( Brazil ship) with his
owne men and continued his course, but bethinking
himself how this would be entertained at the Sum-
mer Iles, hee found such doubts, hee went directly for
the West Indies to take time to resolute what to doe ;
arriving there he met a French Rover, one every way
as cunning as himselfe but much more treacherous.
A great league of kindnesse is soon made between
them, upon confidence wherof Powell and some of
the Chiefe with him being invited aboard him, is
easily entised and in the midst of their cups both hee
and his company treacherously made prisoners; and
thus was forced to give him their prise, or hang at
the yardarm with all his company.

“Having set them ashore, away goes the French-
. man, Powels ship being hard by presently fetcht
them all a boord, but finding his vietuals neere spent,
and no hope at all to recover his prize, set his Portu-
gals on shore (Brazilian ship’s-crew) and set sail for
the Summer Iles ; where safely arriving hee declared
the whole passage to the Governour, lest some other
in telling might make it worse, of which the Gover-
nor seemed well enough to approve.—

“ Master Powell again returned from the West
Indies in the “ Hopewell,” where missing such trade
as he expected, these three frigots coming in his way,
he could not chuse but rake them ; Meal, Hide, and
Munition was their lading: Faire weather the Gov-
ernor made with Powell till he got all the goods into
his own posession and then called Powell to strict
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account for doing such an unwarrantable act ; mueh
adoe there was betwixt the taker and receiver, but
Powell was glad to be excused to answer it in Eng-
land leaving all he had taken behinde him in the Iles.
The “ Neptune” returned with him, but noble Powell
lost all his pay and pillage for this yeeres worke. For
which the Company sent for to Tucker so that he also
lost his part as well as Powell”—

“1619. The Tombe of Sir George Summers—

“Finding accidently a little crosse erected in a by
place, amongst a many of bushes, understanding
there was buried the heart and intrailes of Sir George
Somers, he, (Governor Captain Nathaniel Butler)
resolved to have a better memory for so worthy a sol-
dier then that: So finding also a great marble stone
brought out from England wherein he caused to bee
graven this Epitaph he had composed :

In the yeere 1-6-1-1—

‘¢ Noble Sir George Summers went hence to heaven,
‘Whose well tri’d worth that held him still emploid,
Gave him the knowledge of the world so wide.
Hence 't’'was by heavens decree, that to this place
He brought new guests, and name to mutuall grace,
At last his soule and body being to part,

He here bequeath’d his entrails and his heart.”

“ Very interesting; thanks, Eugene! I now under-
stand everything much better. Many ships must
have been cast on these reefs before the lighthouses
were built, giving warnings to sea-wanderers.”



CHAPTER XXVI.

AN OLD BERMUDIAN HOME.
’ .

alO0YS,” said Mr. Collins, entering after break-
il fast, ‘ prepare yourselves for to-morrow
Bl morning, for I propose to take you for a
| sail to Somerset Island in a Bermudian
yacht. We must start early from here and return
before night for it is not pleasant sailing amongst
the reefs after nightfall.”

Such a voyage in anticipation, sent all three early
to bed so as to be sure of an early awakening, and
when at last another day dawned, the lads were at
the wharf, where a jaunty little craft with the Ber-
mudian Royal Yacht Club flag at her stern, awaited
them. .

A large, well-filled basket was not forgotten, and the
active mulatto captain and crew in one, was busy
hoisting the mainsail, when Mr. Collins stepped on
board, and away they sped with a southeast breeze,
through the opened swing-bridge, along the “reach,”
then out in open water along the northern shore of
great Bermuda Island, passed the admiral’s residence,
crossed Grassy Bay, and reached the hamlet of Som-
erset one hour and ten minutes later. It was a good
ten miles to the landing and a most enjoyable sail.

Before reaching the pier the captain left the tiller,
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skipped forward, when jib and mainsail next, rattled
down into its place, and with a ready rope he had, se-
cured the whole then gently fended the saucy yacht
from striking the wharf.

“ Papa must buy a boat like this, for -us, if we re-
main. We shall be able to manage her ourselves,”
said Eugene, stepping ashore with the rest. “To
own a yacht, no matter how small, and to command
her and manage her, is my ambition, and it is an
independent way of living, were she large enough to
offer sleeping accommodations.”

“Yes,” joined in Ivan, “ and the cheapest. In a
yacht like Mr. Frank’s, I would sail anywhere. She’s
large enough to sleep and cook in; she would be our
home, and hotel bills and troublesome servants could
not annoy us there.”

Mr. Collins here reminded them, that they hadn’t
fairly gotten out of one scrape and were now talking
of willingly risking their lives again on the uncertain
ocean, and that for himself, the dry land was good
enough.

Having in the cool morning walked on through
tropical scenery for perhaps a mile, they turned into
a gate squeezed in between two formidable square
stone pillars; passed down an allée of cedars where
a two-story, square old fashioned house next faced
them, and after the large brass knocker, anchor-
shaped, was gently tapped, an elderly turbaned ne-
gress, neatly dressed, answered their summons and
admitted them into the drawing-room.

“The captain will be ready to receive the gentle-
men shortly,” said she, with an air of genuine respect-
ability, that impressed both Mr. Collins and the lads.

They had ample time to view the surroundings..
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Large folding doors formed parlor, hall and draw-
ing-room easily into-one. Beams, or rafters, over-
head, were of the reddest polished cedar; a stair-
way of the same wood led from the hall to the upper
floor. Silver candelabra of ancient pattern held, sur-
rounded by glass globes, solid wax candles, for petro-
leum had never entered these doors. The native
manufactured, stiff, high-backed cedar chairs stood
prim against the walls in a row, relieved by tables
gimilarly designed, in corners. The floor was of the
same wood waxed smooth, with here and there a mat
of Indian fabric.

Old time frigates in line of battle, battering into
each other with many guns, and shattered hulls and
riven masts, engraved to minutest detail, in massive
frames were hanging on the walls.

Four models of merchant ships, with painted and
real ports and tiny cannons on theiy decks, rigged up
completely, ornamented many corner tables.

Nature’s wondrous odd-shaped shells from distant
seas vied with the whole successfully, but all seemed
in its place and in most ¢ ship shape order.”

‘What at first appeared an oblong table, revealed
itself as a small voiceless piano, with yellow, stained
keys. Its merry days were gone, but it still held its
honorable position as of yore for ‘auld lang syne.”

The colored servant now announced “that the gen-
tlemen were invited up stairs,” and on the upper
landing they were cordially met by the master and
mistress of the manor, two venerable relics of the
“good old times.”

The upper story was a counterpart of the lower
with the exception that more than two-thirds of the

roof was ceiled in and plastered, making the rooms
17
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high and airy. Cedar beams crossed the rooms, rest-
ing on cedar wall pieces, strongly secured by wooden
“knees” in the corners, bolted with metal, intended
as a support to the massive, stone-tiled roof and to
hold the walls together, the whole suggesting the
shipwright’s handiwork.

The old captain, noticing the boys’ interest, ex-
plained that only Bermudian coral stone, cedar and
copper had been used in the construction when, a
hundred years ago, the house had been built, that it
had two rooms and a centre hallway on each floor,
and a chimney built at each end; that the hearths
were of the usual old farm-house pattern and suffi-
ciently roomy to roast an ox, and that the kitchen
and servant rooms were independent small buildings
in the yard.

Everything about was so scrupulously neat that
the boys wished they had been more particular in
their own personal appearance, as the boat sail and
the tramp along the road had somewhat disarranged
their otherwise careful toilet.

They were eying one another uneasily when a sud-
den shriek interrupted the quiet conversation between
the host and Mr. Collins to which the lads had indif-
ferently listened. ,

“Take him out!” again shrieked someone from
the opposite room.

This harsh and untimely order repeated, added to
the lads’ embarrassment.

The old lady now quietly arose and with slow and
painful movement disappeared into the next room
and again as solemnly reappeared, holding something
in her right hand covered with a white handkerchief,
and carefully made an effort to descend the stairway
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with it. Before she had reached the second step the
‘“something” commenced to struggle, causing the
covering to slide to the floor, and the mystery was
revealed.

Edgar, in utter astonishment, exclaimed :

“ A live, picked chicken ! Oh, how cruel !”

It had evidently been the dame’s desire to smuggle
the bird through ; the old man had offered no expla-
nation, but the secret was now out, and the boys,
impressed that some cruelty had been perpetrated on
the poor bird and not connecting the shriek heard
with the object before them, felt more uncomfortable
than ever. ' .

The old lady, resting herself on the balustrade, on
her outstretched hand held the creature towards the
lads, petting the poor thing by scratching its head,
stroking the bare skin, and tenderly shaking its right,
long, bony, deformed hand, with her own thin fingers.

““ His wing !” said she, explainingly, as she contin-
ued to limp downward, merely mentioning again in
a sad, slow tone:

“The captain will tell you!”

And he began:

“Some seventy years ago, when I made my first
voyage as a cabin boy to the ‘Spanish Main,’ I
brought this parrot home with me. He was then a
beautifully plumed and a very intelligent bird, and
before sailing again from home I left him in the care
of a little girl, who promised me that she would wean
him from his then profanity and teach him proper
manners. .

‘‘ Both Poll and I stood much in need of this, as our
associates in the ship’s forecastle induced everything
but elevating influences upon their new companions.
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Amongst the higher accomplishments were considered
first : ‘To know the ropes,’ ‘to box the compass’ and
‘steer the ship on her course” When this had been
mastered the new aspirant was then permitted to
chew and smoke tobacco and join in when the ‘Ja-
maica’ was served to the old hands,—and as for pro-
fanity—the less said about it, the better.

“When I again returned Poll greeted me like a
Christian, with :

“¢Welcome home ; we love you, Jack.’

“Boys, I hadn’t been talked to like that for many
months and I felt more attached to that parrot than
ever and much of my time on shore was spent in his
company. At last when the ship was ready for sea
there was something strangely tender right here,
under my left breast, and I couldn’t really tell which
I loved best, the pretty bird or the good girl whose
influence had made him behave and me blush.

“That little girl is my good wife and that the same
parrot. :

‘““When some years later we were married, and our
only child grew up a young lady, Poll and Annie
were inseparable.

“Not long ago—yes! let me see: over forty years
already—we had a dance to which several officers from
the warships at the dockyard were invited. Every-
thing went on very pleasantly this particular even-
ing, as usual at such social gatherings. As the time
for supper had come, the servant brought in the soup,
placing the tureen on a side table, and as a party
were still engaged dancing, she left the dining-room
for a few moments. By some unaccountable freak,
Poll took advantage of the servant’s absence to sud-
denly alight upon the edge of the uncovered soup
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tureen, and I am sorry to relate, to disappear a mo-
ment later into the hot broth, the result of which sad
catastrophe you have beheld.

“The returning servant saw the dreadful plunge,
but instead of rescuing him at once, she frantically
screamed at her utmost, drowning the strains of the
piano: “Polly’s in the soup! Polly’s in the soup!
In the soup—the soup !”

“Consternation spread amongst the merry dancers ;
the music ceased, the ladies, alarmed, shrunk back,
the navy to the fore across the hall, following the
maid into the dining-room, who pointed at what
seemed a large dumpling swimming on the soup,
decorated with parsley, but which was actually the
parrot’s -top, keeping its head literally above water,
like a sensible being.

“To snatch him from the scalding bath, was in-
stantly done, and now poor Poll laid almost motion-
less upon the table amongst a lot of green wet
feathers, spasmodically struggling and apparently

_dying.

‘““ But strange to relate, the wretched creature,
through nursings extraordinary, finally revived and
lived. With the exception of a few tiny feathers on
the head, every other feather fell off and never grew
again, and with them he also lost his memory and
his good temper, for of all his former pious sayings
he has never uttered one since, and what you hear
now, he has learned later.”

The ancient mariner chuckled with animation at
the droll happenings of former days, as he related
the particular predicament. Memories of the happy
past seemed, like a fleeting panorama, to revive his
-spirit, and the lads read plainly, at this instant, in
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the old man’s wrinkled face, the traces of a kind and
useful active life, now nearly spent.

“Polly is cold! Polly is cold!” yelled the bird
with cracked voice, basking in the warm sunshine
out of doors.

“It’s difficult to please the old chap,” continued
the old man. “My good wife, feeble as she is, will
wait on him, when she requires it most herself.”

The lads now found excuses to slip away for a
closer view of the remarkable nudity ; to be correct,
a cross old scarecrow, who, with his most prominent
feature, his horny beak, kept them at a respectful
distance, evidently quite able to take care of himself
and his soured temper.

“ What would you call -him, Ivan ?” inquired Ed-
gar. .

“ Shipwrecked, I should say ; and you ?”

“I would call him ‘soup-wrecked’ indeed.”

Eugene voted him a spoiled old crank, who, after
their own navy pattern, ought to wear a flannel shirt
and trowsers, and be made to shift for himself, and -
that such a suit would become the ancient *spindle-
shank ” exceedingly.

Edgar, delighted at the idea of converting Poll
into a sailor, laughed outright at his outspread naked
arms, imitating the feathered wings of former years,
and at his goose-fleshed, bony, chicken-breast, and
said he, “like a sailor on shipboard, bareheaded and
barefooted, he should climb the shrouds to the mast-
head if I were his captain.”

Near them, in the rear of the house, a colored
woman was pounding into a mango tree-trunk mortar
with an iron pestle. It contained roasted coffee
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beans of Bermudian growth, and a cup of this, later,
proved indeed as good as any ever drunk.

At parting, the good people insisted on escorting
their guests to the door. ¢ Here, boys, these two old
cedars at either side of the porch, once decked our
wedding cakes. My wife’s was ornamented with
gold leaf, mine with silver leaf. It was the pretty
custom in our young days, to plant the rooted sprigs
where you now see them, and they, with us, have
grown and prospered, and shall with us be buried,
for at our death, one or both are to be felled and en-
case us in our final resting place, near yonder parish
church. We are prepared and waiting.”

“When I was a lad,” spoke Mr. Collins, as the four
walked through the cedar avenue towards the road,
“ sixty years ago, the old captain commanded a fine
privateer in the King’s service. He when younger,
entertained us boys with many tales of unexplored

. countries and of thrilling sea adventures in far off
waters.” ' ‘

The gate was held open by the negress who, as she
leaned against it, gave them many blessings and ac-
cepted the shining Jubilee shilling with four separ-
ate old-fashioned courtesies.

“There, that’s Wreck Hill on our left, and Gibbs’
Hill lighthouse behind us. At Scour Hill ahead is a
comfortable inn, but we had better lunch on board
or we’ll be late on the sea. In the distance you may
discern the wreck of the Spanish brig ¢ Pancheto.””

All eyes ranged the expanse before them describing
a great half circle and soon their eyes found the
sought object, the lower masts, stripped bare, of a
lone wreck, bow pointing upwards, some six or seven
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miles away. Nothing of rock or reef discernable ; all
else a simple, immense plain of water.

Ivan thought “Somerset Island ” the cosiest part
of the Bermudas, and he was right.

They now hastened on; the quaint wayside cottages
with merry colored children and their polite parents
offering kind greetings and willing information, were
great attractions to the lads.

When Mango Bay and the yacht were reached
again, the lunch basket gave much substantial pleas-
ure and amidst it all, the boat glided from the wharf
with sails well spread, homeward bound.



CHAPTER XXVII.

THE YACHT ASHORE. A NIGHT ON A MAN-OF-WAR.

2lOW long will we be underway ?” interro-
gated Mr. Collins. A

“ About three hours, sir ! I reckon it’ll
be dark before we reach St. Georges, but,
s1r, I know every rock and reef ! everyone, sir! Day
or night is all the same to me. I could find my way
back with my eyes shut, sir,” replied the glib pilot
captain.

“ But, sir, it’ll be a long tack and a short tack, for
the wind is nearly ahead,” and he trimmed the main
and jib-sheets aft.

Fifteen minutes later, he again offered the infor-
mation : ‘“We are now at the °Staggs,’ called so
because at low tide like many horns they stick out of
water, very dangerous, sir, dangerous, but you see,
sir, I take no chances !” and then he gave to himself
the command of a loud “hard a lee !” to put the boat
about, and when obeying his own undisputed order
by pushing the rudder tiller to leeward, a sudden
thump followed, throwing all forward and the boat
stood still.

‘“ Piled up,” muttered the reckless fellow, lowering
the boat’s sails to prevent the fresh breeze now blow-
ing from pressing the boat’s lee-deck under water
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and then he took a survey with a boat-hook, sound- -
ing for the rocks under the craft’s bottom.

“On the Staggs,” he grumbled again, calling him-
self and the rocks below a lot of fictitious names.
But the tide was falling and after breaking the boat-
hook in the attempt to push the boat afloat he sat
himself on the bow, completely demoralized.

Mr. Collins about this time announced that his feet
were getting wet and it became indeed a fact that the
boat had sprung a leak. He suggested that a flag be
hoisted half mast, as a signal of distress, which was
done and the next job was to ply the little copper-
pump, a tin bailer and a water-jug to keep the craft
from filling.

In the midst of their wet labor, passing water up-
wards, a boat arrived unobserved, and a naval officer
and six sailors came alongside in their cutter.

Without much ado, they immediately commenced
to transfer the ballast of iron into their own boat and
floated the yachtin a remarkably short space of time.

Spoke the lieutenant: “It is getting dark, you
will not be able to proceed to St. Georges to-night. nor
anywhere else, with your leaky boat. I will tow you
to my shlp, the ¢ Terror and place you and boat in
safety.”

Dampened spirits and wet clothes have a very de-
pressing effect as a rule, and this was no exception.
They silently proceeded in tow of the man-of-war cut-
ter and salvage crew, one of them steering their own
yacht, overcome by the general feeling that they were
being captured and led away into captivity.

Ten minutes more and the side of a great iron sea
monster was reached and an invitation extended
which they gladly accepted.
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On the ship’s deck the commanding officer greeted
them with : “ Welcome on board, my lads. Let me
introduce you. Lieutenant Unus! I compliment you,
Mr. Unus, you have won undying laurels, you have
saved this ship and crew.”

To the lads he said: “ Go with the lieutenant, he
will find you some dry clothes, whilst I provide for
your elder friend,” and off to the cabin state-rooms
all proceeded, to reappear wrapped in suits from the
gentleman’s extensive wardrobe, with arms and legs
rolled up or “reefed.” :

The carpenter’s mate of the war ship had, in the
meantime, examined the little yacht and discovered
the leak ; it was only a started butt where two planks
joined, and was soon made tight ; replacing the bal-
last she bobbed astern, well secured by a strong rope.

A cup of hot tea and solid sandwiches were not
slighted. Mr. Collins, reclining in a wicker chair
puffing a Havanna ex. “Bellerophon,” related the
boys’ adventures, painting scenes and incidents in his
own happy, entertaining style, and it seemed a very
short time only, when hammocks were piped down
from the nettings in the bulwarks and slung, and
when at eight and one-half P. M., the time when the
sailors’ lights are extinguished throughout the ship,
the officers bade them ‘“good night” leaving Mr.
Collins and the boys at the hammocks provided for
them in the steerage aft, the boys could not enough
praise their kind rescuers for the bountiful attentions
bestowed.

Great was the fun when Mr. Collins attempted to
show them how to get into a ship’s hammock. He
went in on one side and, turning a somersault, with a
solid bounce came down upon the floor on the other
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side, the treacherous canvas, spread to the ship’s
beanis above by the ends, having turned completely
over.

The surprised gentleman for a while rubbed his
knees and head, then recovering himself he explained
the performance as one intended as a practical illus-
tration for their benefit and warned them, that “that
was not the way to do it.”

The boys finding their respected friend but slightly
hurt, thanked him for the lesson so skillfully ex-
hibited as an example not to be imitated.

“Please, Mr. Collins !” begged Ivan with mock so-
briety, ¢ do not repeat that lesson.”

This brought forth a general titter, in which their
friend was ready to join good-humoredly.

Carefully each one now stole into the tricky can-
vas-bed and soon rocked peacefully in the between
decks of a great warship.

Before the dawn of day on the morrow, after eight
strokes of the bell had announced the time, four
A. M., the boatswain gave the order to holystone the
decks, and the ship’s sailors were now on their knees,
pushing heavy sand-stones forth and back. Then
followed a splashing of water and scrubbing with
brooms overhead, unpleasantly near for the lads’ fur-
ther repose, so that before five A. M., all were dressed
in their own dried suits furnished them from the gal-
ley where the thoughtful Lieutenant Unus had them
placed on the previous night. A cup of coffee fol-
lowed and on leaving the “ Terror” shortly after, the
pleasant officer presented each boy with a black
silken hat-band on which in golden letters was em-
broidered the name “H. M. S. TERROR,” as a me-
mento of the accidental visit.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE SHAM FIGHT.

HE tiny yacht rapidly sailed homeward

8] KRl With a fair wind, so that at breakfast time

1S 7{5‘3 St. Georges was reached without further
CUE-Bel) accident.

At the same time a large, strange ship’s boat made
a landing at the town wharf, rowed by four seamen.

A weather-beaten, haggard, bearded, old man on
the after-thwarts, lay stretched upon a mattress, sup-
ported by two seamen. v

“Easy, boys! Keep her off, don’t let her thump,”
quietly ordered one of the latter, as the boat in obe-
dience gently came alongside of the quay.

An inquisitive, curious crowd soon collected, ask-
ing questions.

“The ‘old man’ (the captain) took sick after that
last hurricane. It was too much for him, in his wet
clothes on deck for twenty-four hours, without sleep.
As fine a skipper as ever I went to sea with.”

“The ship? She rode it out like a duck !”

All this and more explained the sailor in charge of
the boat, the other seamen having carefully trans-
ported their captain to the near hotel, attended by a
hastily summoned physician.

The boys observed their pleasant, portly Consul
offering help to the sufferer.

™




270 WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS.

The blue frocked butcher on the street addressed
a person on the veranda above him with: ¢ What is
the signal at Fort George ?”

Came the reply: “ A full-rigged ship anchored at
Murray’s anchorage—the outer harbor.”

“T hope she’ll want some beef.”

“ And I, that she needs sails and ropes,” joined in
the man above.

The sailors returned to their boat and manning
their oars, rowed away.

The butcher and the ship-chandler expressed their
disappointment. “Poor captain,” said the latter, I
hoped she was a ‘lame duck.’” (A ship storm-tossed
and disabled.)

“So did L,” replied the first.

Near them a ship agent from Hamilton began a
sociable chat with a rival local ship agent, both pre-
tending to have met by the merest accident only,
warmly discussing “ Bermudian onions versus lilies ”
and as to the best method of planting them.

“The Guards! The Guards!”

On the next street, with sudden impulse thundered
vibratingly thirty drums with fifes, the march : “The
British Grenadiers!”

Young and old, everybody, at an instant scrambled
to the new and gayer scene, and not a soul remained
behind. The water front was deserted, caused by the
magic charms of the martial grenadiers, the flower
of the British army.

“ What is it about?” inquired Eugene, who with
his brothers had irresistibly been drawn along.

“Ah!” replied the well dressed person accosted,
“its not for me to reveal government secrets,” and
continued he, in a mysterious whisper: “I know



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 271

what it is about, I get it direct from the War Office
in Downing street, (London,) but being the Purveyor
to Her Majesty’s troops, you’ll excuse me divulging
them.”

Amidst the din of drums and fifes Edgar did not
fully catch the gentleman’s words, and questioned
Eugene who shouted into the little fellow’sear: ‘“He
is the surveyor ! The surveyor of the troops!”

‘ All right,” answered the former, “I hear you.”

“That tall officer riding in front,” explained the
Purveyor, otherwise food contractor for the army,
“is Colonel Eaton, the beau ideal of a soldier, and
other scions of British nobility command separate
detachments.”

“See, boys,” pointed Ivan, “there comes our island
friend ; he does look like himself to-day, a Lord and
soldier, dressed in such gay scarlet in front of his.
battalion.”

The soldiers passed, the town resumed its former
lethargy, and our boys a late breakfast.

As the day advanced with everything apparently
at peace, the electric wire flashed the news from the
Commanding General that an enemy, a fleet of ar-
mored warships was approaching from the northeast.
This caused another military agitation. Colonel Pym,
commanding the heavy artillery, ordered his stalwart
men into the forts without delay.

Colonel Livesay of the Royal Engineers made hasty
preparations for submarine warfare. Every soldier
was now on duty as well as the auxiliary detachment
of colored native boatmen employed at the torpedoes.

Small steamers towed barges, laden with miles of
rubber-coated electric coils, towards the entrance of
the ship channel, to anticipate the enemy’s fleet,
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and war’s alarm was now complete. Other torpedo
freighted barges were also under way.

At the Townhouse the herald by command pro-
claimed a solemn council forthwith to be held, at
which His Worship the Mayor of St. Georges presided.
Whether the council met for the furtherance of mili-
tary operations or for the town welfare only, remains
uncertain, but the very possibility of a foreign inva-
sion patriotically fired all hearts.

“Gentlemen! ‘England expects every man to do
his duty!’” '

“Gentlemen! ‘England expects us to guard her
colony and her sacred honor!’”

“Gentlemen! ‘When the time for this arrives we
shall do our part!’”

An exclamation of applause followed the mayor’s
short but enthusiastic speech. .

Suddenly a tremendous explosion, and another, and
ten more in rapid succession, vibrated and jarred the
old stone building to its foundation. It caused the
inkstand to dance upon the table and an ink drop
from the dipped pen in the mayor’s hand to form a
black seal upon the important document before him.

“Dear me! Those thirty ton guns again!” ex-
claimed he. “The town will be ruined if this con-
tinues !”

“Boom! Boom!” the great guns continued.

“ Gentlemen, this meeting is adjourned,” hastily
pronounced the Mayor; and all hied out into the
street.

The “ Volunteer Rifles,” in the presumed emer-
gency, were notified to report for service immediately,
and readily complied.

They hung the usual sign on the door window of



WRECKED ON THE BERMUDAS. 273 .

their shops of “ Gone to dinner,” or the legend, “Will
return in five minutes,” and with their Martini Henry
rifles carried at ease, across the barrack hill made for
the northern shore of St. George’s Island.

The wicked foe by this time, was supposed to have
come within close range, bent on forcing a passage
through the narrow ship channel between the reefs
and shore, and it was also granted threw shot and
shell into the forts and town.

Utterly regardless of the hot fire from the enemy’s
ships, the daring volunteers defiantly perched them-
selves upon the exposed cliffs by the sea, and despis-
ing the close proximity of the invaders’ blank range
rain of deadly missiles, they held their ground and
obeyed the order to shoot at every approaching ob-
ject. ,

Accordingly, in good earnest they blazed away
with their rifles at two boats in sight, until an ad-
jutant from Fort Catherine appeared in hot haste and
commanded them to cease firing at the boats which he
explained held non-combatants, good, loyal, law-abid-
ing fishermen intent on peaceful pursuits.

At this time a long, narrow, cigar-shaped torpedo-
boat from the navy-yard dashed by with railway
speed and when abreast of our home guards, from its
steam-siren let forth newly invented, unearthly yells
as if ten thousand demons screamed in chorus in a
revolted hades, that shocked their hearts and paled
their cheeks and even drowned the booming of the
cannon.from the forts. )

Then ceased the terrific cannonading. Over the
distant western hills the grenadiers cautiously came
on with skirmishers and flankers out.

It seems they had been decoyed by some demon-
18
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strations on the part of the enemy to the southside
ocean away from the real point of attack and after a
march of six miles to Tuckertown and back again
were now returning as the battle ceased.

Summing up: two of the strange iron-clad ships
had been blown up by the Royal Engineers subma-
rine mines, and the naval torpedo boat had planted
one of its four “ Whitehead ” torpedoes into another
ship utterly destroying her.

The five hundred pound shells from the forts had
sunk three more, when the doughty foe, defeated in
all his attempts to force the channel, now demoralized
by the loss of six fine iron-clads, gave up further ag-
gressiveness as hopeless and withdrew out of range.

The imaginary enemy at sea repelled, Bermuda
was again declared safe and the sham fight ended.



CHAPTER XXIX.

THE BOATMAN’S STORY.

@l Collins the next morning to the lads, who
were examining the fish on sale at the
J] market wharf.

“Halloa! There’s Nobby, my faithful boatman.
Now for a trip to St. David’s. Step into the skiff,
boys, and let’s he off.”

The colored man addressed, saluted the party re-
spectfully, and after backing his boat conveniently
to the wharf, they stepped in and away they started.

“ Are we safe with you, Nobby?” queried Mr.
Collins.

“ Sa-sa-safe, sir? Sa-sa-safe enough with m-m-me.”
And the boatman lowered his knotty head, and
twisted it from right to left, gazed earnestly at his
questioner, rolled up the whites of his eyes and
shook his caput complacently.

Edgar appeared to be alarmed at the man’s strange
behavior.

“ He stutters,” explained Mr. Collins in an off hand
manner, “but notwithstanding, he is an excellent
boatman.”

¢ Ah-sir-not-m-m-much I-I-I-m-no-no-nothing-to-to-
t-an officer in the Or-or-ord-ance De-de-part-part-
ment here sev-sev-ral years ago.
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“He stut-stut-stuttered, he-he-did. Tl tell you
how-how I knew. I was row-row-rowing across the
har-har-harbor, and as I answered their ques-tions
they ac-ac-acted sort o’ jokey and commenced to la-
la-laugh at each .other. This m-in-made me mad, I
te-thought they m-m-ight be la-la-laughing at me, be-
cause you know my spee-spee-speech sometimes bo-
bo-bothers me a little. An-an-anyway, on the way
ba-ba-back, one on ’em he hands m-m-me a half sov-
sov-sovin and says, ‘Nob-nob-nob-Nobby will you go a
message P He p-p-points at the officers’ mess on the
hill up-up-up there, where you s-s-see the officers bar-
racks and s-s-says he, ‘Nob-nob-nob-Nobby when we
are landed, go-go-go to room num-num number five
officers’ quar-quar-quarters and say to Loo-loot-loot-
ten-ten-tenant Nemo that he is expected at the Con-
con-con-vict bay govment sto-house this afternoon.’

“Yes-yes-yes, sir.

“¢But, Nob-nob-nob-Nobby, you must give the
mes-mes-message to Mr. Nemo, not to his ser-ser-ser-
vant, for ’tis im-im-important.’

“¢Ye-yes, sir, you may depend on me,’ sa-sa-says I,
not knowing it was a tr-tr-trick they wanted 'to play .
on him. So up I goes to the mess-mess-room and kno-
kno-knocks, and I could see-see-see him lying in his
ham-ham-hammock a reading a boo-book, in his bla-
zer, through the 0-0-0-pen door.

“He looks at me and pints his fing-fing-finger side-
ways to the ser-vants room and sa-says he ¢ go-go-go !’
sor-sorter stretching out his head at me so. I sho-
shook my head, and says I, ¢‘Ibeg your par-pardon.’
But before I could fin-fin-ish he jumped up and ma-
ma-made for me with a rush, aw-aw-awfully angry,
and ye-ye-yells at m-m-me, ¢ you bla-black rascal ! are
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you mo-mo-mo-mocking me? ¢ No-no-no, sir,’ says 1.
But he would’nt wait for me to give-give-give him the
message, but from be-be-hind the door he pi-pi-picked
up a riding whip and drives me into a cor-cor-corner '
of the miranda with it. So says I, very quietly, jus-
jus-just as I do now, ‘mis-mis-mis-ter man ! me-me-
mind what you’re a-a-bout.” Then he eases up on me,
ha-ha-hauls off, and folding his arms and eye-eying
me steadily in the face, axes me very slow-slowly, ‘ do
you stut-stut-stutter ? real-real-really ¥’ always stick-
stick-ing out his head at every word he spoke. Inod-
nod-nod-ed ¢yes.” ‘¢ Co-co-come in,” sayshe. I didn’t
trus-trus-trust him much at first, but when he-he-says
again ‘co-come in,’ I pic-pic-picked up right away.
Yes, sir, and then I ex-ex-plained to him who se-sent
me. He saw-saw the joke, and he gin me a glass of
bran-bran-bran-dy, a new gold sov-sov-in, and t-t-told
me to kee-kee-keep it quiet; and en-en-en-gaged me
to be on the wharf every day to ha-ha-hail the bo-ats
and ligh-ligh-ligh-ters moo-red in the har-har-bor for
him when re-quired. You see he had an im-im-ped-
ped-ped-i-i-i-ment in his spee-spee-spee-ech and didn’t
‘wa-wa-want no-no-no-body to know it. But if I’d
a known that them two-two-two off-off-off-icers sent
me to an-oy the gentleman they wouldn’t a so-old me
like that. Howsever, it tur-ned out all ri-right ; they
al-ways employed me after that, and call-called me
‘ Nob-nob-nob-Nobby.’”

A small stone pier at the foot of the Lighthouse
Hill was now reached on St. David’s Island, at which
they landed and as the majority of the people so-
Jjourning on this island are moted for their hospital-
ity, they met with a pleasant reception and much
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politeness from those with whom they came in con-
tact.

“This is Christopher Columbus,” said a dusky
pleasant looking woman, one of the pilots’ wives,
holding in her arms an infantile discoverer, who she
asserted was named for the great pilot who discov-
ered Bermuda and America.

“ What a pretty little pilot,” exclaimed one of the
lads. “We are proud to make your acquaintance,
Christopher Columbus ;” and they all shook hands
with him, and bowed politely, to the evident delight
of Christopher and his mother.

They soon started for a walk and the first incident
that occurred was the sight of an extraordinarily tall
individual approaching them from the opposite di-
rection. “Oh, what a giant!” exclaimed Edgar ;
“tall as some of these cedars.”

“Oh,” said Mr. Collins, “that is the celebrated
Major Lang, a native of St. David’s Island, and who
once figured as one of the attractions at Barnum’s,
in New York. He measures seven feet seven inches,
it is said, and he is as genial in his manners as he is
tall in stature. His occupation at present is a tiller
of the soil.” .

“ Good morning, Major. How are you,” said Mr.
Collins, as he approached, and the youngsters looked
up at him in astonishment as he stepped aside from
the narrow path, through the high grass, to make
room for the strangers to pass.

“Now, boys,” said Mr. Collins. “ I propose that we
call and pay our respects to pretty little ¢ Nea’; the
great grand-daughter of Thomas Moore’s Bermudian
beauty, so celebrated in song and poetry ; the chaste
and lovely ¢ Nea Tucker.””
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Little “Nea” lived with her parents at the west
end of the island, in semi-rural retirement.

At the sight of the boys she bounded off with all
the graceful agility of a fawn, but soon recovered
from her sudden surprise and by dint of judicious
coaxing, permitted herself to be presented to the
young strangers. .

It was found necessary to gently remind suscepti-
ble little Edgar, so absorbed was he with the dainty
recently formed acquaintance, that it was time to
take their departure, which they accordingly did
after waving a farewell to ‘“ Nea,” which was grace-
fully acknowledged by the young nymph waving her
broad brimmed palmetto hat.

The admixture of the Indian has improved the
physiognomy of the colored race, on this island es-
pecially, for Narragansett Indian prisoners of the
Pequot and King Philip’s wars were sent here into
slavery as early as 1676.

The “ Great Head,” against which the Atlantic
billows vainly roar and.surge, and break into moun-
tains of foaming surf, to again recede beyond the
ever reappearing reefs beyond, was a spectacle truly
grand, which alone would have well repaid them for
their visit to St. David’s.

In one of the many ancient and picturesque little
cottages, dotted about here and there, resided an old
lady who with much good nature patiently answered
the youngsters’ questions.

“Obh,” said she, “I am nearly ninety. I have lived
on St. David’s all my life, and I find it good enough
for me. How the rest of ’em looks I don’t know and
I don’t care, for I was never off the island since I
was born. Some folks are fond of travelling and fire
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their money away going to St. Georges and Hamilton.
It was only the other day they swam a critter over
here from St. Georges, they call a horse, and some on
’em are goin’ in neow for making a road across the
island and spilen’ our ar-root patches. All my peo-
ple lived here from the beginnin’ and what’s good
enough for them’s good enough for me. The extrava-
gance of these days is outrageous. There’s plenty
more folks like me who never cared to go across the
harbor, and now strangers commence to come here
from the other islands, because they say it’s so
nateral-like here. We had lots of strangers here in
the blockade time, but bless your dear little hearts,
they were a hard lot.”

“Blockade time? What time was that?” asked
Eugene. .

“Whew !” she went on, “sakes alive honey, every-
body knows about ‘blockade time.’ It had suthin’
to do with the slaves. We had a high old blockade
here. Everybody was a making money.”

“0O! you mean the great rebellion. The civil war
between the states in America, in 1861.”

“Child, I don’t know anything about your wars,
and your dates. I'm talkin’ of the blockade, when I
used to sit at my winder and count my finger ends
five times over, taking count o’ all the ‘blockade
runners,” and Confederate privateers lying over there
in St. Georges harbor; always going to sea nights,
and a coming back a-nights. I don’t much think
their business could a been ’spectable, or they would
have waited for daylight like "Mudian vessels. I my-
self, don’t like this working in the dark, no how.

The kind old@ woman tripping lightly, for one of
her years, into the cottage, brought out a little paper
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package. ¢ This,” she said, ¢ is some of our ’Mudian
ar-root. I grow’d it, and ground it, and dried it.
There is no better in the world. And this St. David’s
ar-root is the best in Bermuda, if I do say it myself.
Honey, take it home along wi’ ye; it’s good for
sickness.”

Bidding farewell to the pretty little island, Mr. Col-
lins with his charges returned in the steam launch
which plies daily between St. Georges and the light-
house pier. Fifteen minutes later they landed at
the Market wharf.



CHAPTER XXX.

MR. FRANK GETS A SHIP AND A WIFE.

FRANK had evidently undergone a

‘hange in more ways than one. In his

ippearance and manner a decided im-

yrovement had taken place; in another,

he had neglected his work. The boat building had

but slowly advanced of late, and his absence was re-
marked upon.

“Mr. Frank’s strange behavior is to me unexplain-
able,” said Eugene.

“So it is to me,” answered Ivan.

“What ever he is at,” spoke up Edgar, “I am sure
his purpose is honest; perhaps he is earning more
money elsewhere, you know he is such a handy man.””

A rap at the boys’ door, and a messenger boy from
the Consul inquired for Mr. Frank, who could not be
found in his usual locality.

The messenger gladly consented to entrust the
Consul’s message to Eugene who had offered to go in
search of the mate.

The three soon after, in the pleasant sunset were
wandering about the little town in search of their
friend.

A shop-keeper informed them that the stranger had
left his shop a short time since with a tennis racket
he had purchased there.
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They next permitted themselves to be directed to
a pretty cottage surrounded by high walls, inside of
which, a lawn tennis court had been installed, and
what was their surprise upon finding Mr. Frank
amidst a social gathering, making determined efforts
at the game, in which both at “serving” and at
“playing ” he sadly was at fault.

After awaiting an opportunity, the game finished,
the lads advanced from the gate and Eugene handed
him the Consul’s note. _ '

Tea was served under a shading ‘“Pride of India,”
on the tennis ground, and the lady attending insisted
that the youngsters should remain and view the sport.

With apparent emotion did he read the letter,
threw an uneasy glance at his partner in the game,
pocketed the paper and begged to be excused, to re-
port himself at the Consulate.

“Mr. Frank,” said the Consul, “I have good news
for you. An opportunity is offered you to better
your condition, to become the captain of a fine ship
bound to France. You probably have heard of the
vessel at the anchorage whose present master is ill
and who has decided to resign in your favor.

“T have recommended you, being satisfied from
what I have seen and heard that you would become
an excellent substitute. Your acceptance of the posi-
tion as master of this large sailing ship is desirable
for all concerned in ship and cargo, and indeed very
gratifying to myself.

“ My instructions are to receive your signature on
the ‘Ship’s Certificate’ at once, if you consent, and
as the ship is ready for sea, every hour longer she re-
mains at anchor is money lost, for the crew’s wages
continue until the voyage is ended.” “And,” he
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added, ‘“good owners, who no doubt will keep you
in her.” )

“ But—but—sir,” stuttered the surprised mate.

“Ah! Mr. Frank ! I forgot I did not mention your
pay'”

“Not that! Not that, sir, but the boat—and then—"

“I see ; the boat you are building must be disposed
of ; you have some business matters to close; per-
haps it would be better to wait until to-morrow. Give
me your answer by ten o’clock to-morrow morning.”

“Thank you, sir,” replied Mr. Frank much relieved
by the extended time allotted him.

Out in the street, overwhelmed with the sudden
change of affairs, he mechanically plodded to his
boat and wandering aimlessly around her he turned
back for no purpose. His confused mind was auto-
matically leading him on, on ; he tried to think, but
could not think for——and before he knew it the gate
of the cottage garden admitted him again. The game
was over, the guests had departed, the boys still there
awaited him, and the pleasant hostess, an elderly
lady, greeted him cheeringly with :

“Mr. Frank! You’ll spend the evening with us?
We shall be glad if you would stay, and also glad to
have your young mariners. You know the way,
please take the boys into the house.”

Abstractedly he accepted the invitation with a
bow, and led them into the room.

The daughter of the house having been busy pre-
paring the tea table in the dining-room now came to
entertain her guests and soon converted Mr. Frank
into himself again. Seated at the piano, she sang
and played for him his favorite “ Nancy Lee.”
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“This for the boys,” and the pretty, young blonde
with a sweet voice commenced :

‘¢ Oh, we’re three jol-ly, jol-ly sail-or boys,
And we’re newly home from South Amer-i-kee, -
With our hearts still tingling with the salt, salt wind,
And the tumble and the tossing of the sea.

For the wind’s in the sail,
And the thunder in the gale,
And our good ship
Plunging to be free.”

Mr. Frank, now all smiles, stood at the piano and
endeavored to turn over the leaves of the portfolio
for the merry player, but, as with the tennis, he was
too fast and got mixed up for the reason that he
didn’t know how and had never learned.

It caused him no embarrassment, for the young
lady took it all in such good part ; even when he pre-
sumed to suggest that with a little practice he too
might make a fair performer, she with a glance at
his horny fingers good-naturedly replied :

“There is no harm in trying.”

After tea as the evening advanced Mr. Frank grew
restless. As it became late the hostess hinted that
the boys must be fatigued, but he had something to
say, and did not know how, as he had never learned
this either.

“Madam !” at last he ventured tremblingly, “I in-
tend to sail to-morrow morning and may never see
Bermuda again, but this depends upon yourself.”

The mother moved uneasily upon her chair. The
lads seemed out of place in the sudden change of
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scene Mr. Frank had wrought, and wished themselves
at home.

“Madam,” he vehemently burst out again, “ I—I—
I—love Annie with all my heart. If dear Annie is
willing, will you accept me as your son ?”

During the long silence that followed the exploding
declaration of his love, his eyes were riveted upon
the notes of a music sheet held closely to his face, as
if deciphering a Chinese puzzle.

The daughter, resting her head in her hand, looked
at the floor. Her mother, perfectly overcome, ap-
peared dazed and without the power of speech.

With a hasty ‘“good night ” the lads fled from the
room, and felt relieved again when out into the cool

night air.

“What was it all about ?” asked Edgar, on their
way home.

“ What kids don’t understand,” was the tart reply
of Eugene.

“ Don’t you understand, Edgar ?” explained Ivan.
¢ Mr. Frank offers to marry the young lady.”

“Oh! Oh! Ican’t blame him for that, would
you ?” replied the little fellow. ‘She is as pretty as
our school teacher in New York ; she got married,
and she couldn’t play and sing like Miss Annie,
either. Wasn’t that song splendid about the ‘Three
Jolly Sailor Boys ?”

‘“Yes, splendid indeed !” endorsed Ivan. “I shall
drop the ‘Spanish Cavalier,” for the ‘Jolly Sailor
Boys,’ and the pretty young lady.”

The following morning, a Saturday, at six o’clock,
Mr. Frank awoke his young friends, and seating him-
self at their bedside, he began : “ Boys, I am the hap-
piest man in the world, and am going to marry Miss
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Annie. I shall return after this voyage and claim

her as my own. A sail to France and back to New

- York in a fast clipper ship, with Captain Frank
walking her quarter-deck, has been the dream of all
my life, but that I should ever find a kind, good girl
to love me, is more than I deserve and never did ex-
pect.”

“What will become of your boat, yet uncom-

. pleted ?” asked Ivan.

“That boat ? She has entirely dropped from my
mind. I really do not know what to do with her.
The best thing would be to sell her.”

“ We'll buy her, Mr. Frank.”

‘‘ Without money ?”’ questioned the youngest.

“There’s the ambergris,” suggested Eugene.

“Yes; the ambergris, the ambergris! Will you
take it for the boat ?” prayed Ivan.

“Not so quick, my.-young friends; not so quick.
‘Where is the consent of your parents, and who knows
the relative value of either ?”

Eugene recommended that the captain should take
the ambergris to France, where it could be sold to
best advantage to those large perfumers, who use it
in compounding their rarest, finest bouquet essences,
and as for the boat, no doubt their parents would
-permit them to own her, and help to finish her with
deck and mast and sails.

“Yes,” again fell in Ivan. “The boat is what we
want. Why, we could sail back to America in her.
The pilots say she will safely ride through any ocean
storm, and they ought to know. She’d make us a
splendid yacht.” ‘

The parish clock struck ten. Mr. Frank was duly
installed as “ Captain Frank,” and when the invalid
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ship-master promised to recommend him, should this
voyage prove satisfactory, to remain as master of
the ship, a prouder man could not be met than our
good friend.

But after all the haste and bustle at the Consul-
ate and Custom House, preparatory to the sailing of
a ship, a strong head wind and falling barometer
predicted unpleasant weather, and advised by the
late commander, Captain Frank, glad to wait for the
passing of the approaching storm, agreed not to pro-
ceed to sea until Monday morning.

“Good ;” replied the Consul. *“Contrary winds
and storms are exceptions. To-morrow morning the
New York steamer ‘Orinoco’ is due, and as you
know, the parents are expected to arrive. Would
you take the boys to Hamilton and meet them ?”

‘“Indeed, I would be most delighted.”

Where Captain Frank spent this evening, it is not
necessary to mention.

At six o’clock on Sunday, the good steamer, sig-
naled, was winding her way through the tortuous
Bermudian channel, and in sight along the sea, by a
serpentine road, two ladies, a gentleman and three
lads were hastening their vehicle to overtake the
“ Orinoco,” on their way to Hamilton, but found the
passengers from her already landed.

With what unspeakable pride and joy, mamma and
papa met their darlings at the wharf, and the de-
tails of the whole affecting scene enacted within the
little cluster under the public shed at the water front,
need hardly be described.

Then came Captain Frank’s turn, and Miss .Annie
and her ladylike mother.
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“QOh, dear!” exclaimed Edgar, startled, clutching
his mamma’s hand, nervously.

“ What alarms you, my dear child ?”

“See there ! It’s Captain Gr—"

“Beg your pardon,” mnow interrupted papa, ad-
dressing a lady a few steps away, who seemed the
very counterpart of the lost captain, minus beard,
for the dark straggling hairs over her face eould not
have passed as such.

“These are my children, Miss Grump.”

The hard-featured old lady, with her suspicious
nose, bowed solemnly.

To the lads: * This is the captain’s only sister.
‘When, through the ship agent, she heard of our in-
tended journey to the Bermudas, she also concluded
to gather tidings from her brother, to whom she is
deeply attached. She intends returning to New York
on Thursday next.”

“T am glad she’s going soon,” whispered Edgar in
mamma’s ear, “she looks so much like him—so much
like him.”

Poor “Toss,” the best of dogs, had trotted behind
the carriage for many miles, but unable to keep up
with the horses, followed the scent of his masters
and now demanded recognition by his old dog capers,
jumping nearly upon Miss Grump, in his wild anties
to show affectionate greeting to the parents.

The lady screamed as if preparing for hysterics.
“I would not mind a cat,” gasped she at last, “but
dogs I positively hate.”

Upon reaching the hotel, and after many questlons
" pro and con, Miss Grump, sitting in the opposite
corner of the parlor, was told of the amount of money

discovered by the dog with the ship’s documents,
19
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buried on the sandy beach. It seemed like balm
upon her wounded spirits. ‘‘The dear, dear brother!”
she moaned.

“This, dear mamma,” said Ivan, “is a brooch.
We had it set for you in silver; it is the shell of a
‘rock limpet’ and a memento of the ‘pork’ and
‘ham,’ the first food we found and ate after being
cast ashore on the Bermudas.”

“This pin for papa, of ‘pinkies and greenies,’ the
boys here call them. These rare, delicate, tiny shells
are peculiar to the Bermudas and are much prized.”

“ And, dear papa ; you'll help us to buy Mr. Frank’s -
boat and fit her up, we are sure you will ; say yes;
and you will let us keep her and sail her to America ?”

“Children, you are taking me by storm, but I pre-
sume I must say yes. What is her name ?”

“She has no name, papa, but we thought of calling
her ‘ Bermuda.’ It sounds so much like the name of
a fairy, and will constantly cause us to think of dear
Bermuda as our salvation and refuge, and also grate-
fully acknowledge the debt we owe her.”

“ It seems, my children, that you have everything
arranged and only require my seal of approval.
Have your way about it.”

Returning to St. Georges later, the parents prom-
ised Captain Frank on the morning to “see him off.”

At early dawn on Monday the tow-boat at the
wharf, which was to convey him to his ship and then
tow her to sea from the outer anchorage, was blowing
off steam from her safety valve.

Captain Frank shook hands for the last time and
the fastening lines by which the steamer was moored
were cast off. '

“Hold on! Hold on! Stop her! Stop her! The
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tug!” echoed a familiar voice, excitedly, through the
silent street of the sleeping town.

It was old Flounders, who now appeared in full
view, holding something cumbersome in both out-
stretched arms as if it were the ¢ Neptune’s” break-
fast.

He rolled on nearer, like an “old timer’ dead be-
fore the wind, with studding sails boomed out. In
undue haste, unnoticed he passed the party on the
wharf, with eyes and thoughts riveted on one object
only, his old shipmate, Mr. Frank. But alas for the
‘old man ! the gulf between them was not bridged, for
the steamer had already backed out, and in another
moment, he, with bunch of bananas and live rock-
fish, disappeared down into the foaming water, stirred
up by the propelling wheel.

The sudden fright it gave the party soon turned
into mirth, when Flounders, after having reached
bottom, came up again, minus bananas and fish,
made a desperate grab at a fortunate rope hanging
from the wharf, spouted out some pure sea water,
and yelled, “ For God’s sake, not to be left to drown
and die alone.”

He did not hear Captain Frank’s kindest “ Good
bye, Flounders. Good bye! Good bye !”

When fished out and landed on the shore, he started
for home in his wet clothes, only remarking that
‘“Providence had intended he should never drown.”

Parents and children had the good fortune to ob-
tain comfortable lodgings at Miss Annie’s mother’s
cottage home.

A week later the sailboat, the boys’ yacht, was wait-
ing on the stocks to be launched.
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Young Edgar stood in her bow and had braced
himself securely for the plunge that was to follow.

Decorated with gay flags, with many good wishes
from admiring spectators, the handsome cedar craft,
amidst a hearty cheer, was freed from her last fetter
and gliding smoothly seaward was gracefully em-
braced by the impatient waters.

When her bow plunged downward from the “ ways”
Edgar, prepared for it, broke a bottle of lemonade
soda over her stem and baptized her

“ THE BERMUDA.”

And here we leave them.

THE EXND.
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