The Porils o f @ erfain
English WPrisoners
by

@b@l’/@& Dlickens = &
D Ponn State Slectronic Classics Series Publication / |




The Perils of Certain English Prisoners by Charles Dickens is a publication of the Pennsylvania
State University. This Portable Document file is furnished free and without any charge of
any kind. Any person using this document file, for any purpose, and in any way does so at
his or her own risk. Neither the Pennsylvania State University nor Jim Manis, Faculty Editor,
nor anyone associated with the Pennsylvania State University assumes any responsibility for
the material contained within the document or for the file as an electronic transmission, in
any way.

The Perils of Certain English Prisoners by Charles Dickens, the Pennsylvania State University,
Electronic Classics Series, Jim Manis, Faculty Editor, Hazleton, PA 18201-1291 is a Portable
Document File produced as part of an ongoing student publication project to bring classical
works of literature, in English, to free and easy access of those wishing to make use of them.

Cover Design: Jim Manis

Copyright © 1999 The Pennsylvania State University

The Pennsylvania State University is an equal opportunity university.



CharlesDickens

The Perilsof Certain
English Prisoners

by

Charles Dickens

CHAPTER |
THE ISLAND OF SILVER-STORE

IT wasIN THE YEAR Of our Lord onethousand seven hundred
andforty-four, that I, Gill Davisto command, HisMark, hav-
ing then the honour to beaprivateinthe Roya Marines, siood
aleaning over the bulwarks of the armed s oop Christopher
Columbus, in the South American waters off the Mosquito
shore.

My lady remarksto me, beforel go any further, thet thereis
no such christian-nameas Gill, and that her confident opinion
is, that the name given to mein the baptism wherein | was
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made, & c., was Gilbert. Sheiscertainto beright, but | never
heard of it. | wasafoundling child, picked up somewhere or
another, and | always understood my christian-nameto be
Gill. Itistruethat | wascdled Gillswhenemployed a Shorridge
Bottom betwixt Chatham and Maidstoneto frighten birds; but
that had nothing to do with the Baptism wherein | wasmade,
&c.,and wherein anumber of thingswere promised for meby
somebody, wholet meaoneever afterwardsasto performing
any of them, and who, | consider, must have beenthe Beadle.
Such nameof Gillswasentirely owing to my cheeks, or gills,
which at that time of my lifewere of araspy description.

My lady stopsmeagain, beforel go any further, by laughing
exactly in her old way and waving thefeather of her penat me.
That action on her part, callstomy mind asl look at her hand
withtheringsonit—Well! | won't! Tobesureitwill comein,
initsown place. But it’'salways strange to me, noticing the
quiet hand, and noticing it (as| have done, you know, so many
times) a-fondling children and grandchildren adeep, to think
that when blood and honour were up—there! | won't! not at
present!—Scratchit out.

Shewon't scratchit out, and quite honourable; becausewe
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have made an understanding that everything isto be taken
down, and that nothing that is once taken down shall be
scratched out. | have the great misfortune not to be ableto
read and write, and | am speaking my trueand faithful account
of those Adventures, and my lady iswriting it, word for word.

| say, therel was, a-leaning over the bulwarks of the loop
Christopher Columbusin the South American waters off the
Mosquito shore: asubject of hisGraciousMgesty King George
of England, and aprivateinthe Royal Marines.

Inthose climates, you don’t want to do much. | wasdoing
nothing. | wasthinking of theshepherd (my father, | wonder?)
onthehillsides by Snorridge Bottom, with along staff, and
witharoughwhitecoat in all weathersal theyear round, who
usedtolet melieinacorner of hishut by night, and who used
to let me go about with him and hissheep by day when | could
get nothing elseto do, and who used to givemesollittle of his
victualsand so much of hisstaff, that | ran away from him—
whichwaswhat hewanted al dong, | expect—to beknocked
about theworldin preferenceto Snorridge Bottom. | had been
knocked about theworld for nine-and-twenty yearsindl, when
| stood |ooking a ong those bright blue South American Wa:

ters. Looking after the shepherd, | may say. Watchinghimina
half-waking dream, with my eyeshalf-shut, ashe, and hisflock
of sheep, and histwo dogs, seemed to move away from the
ship’sside, far away over the bluewater, and go right down
into thesky.

“It’srising out of thewater, steady,” avoice said closeto
me. | had beenthinking on so, that it likewoke mewith agtart,
though it wasno stranger voicethanthevoiceof Harry Charker,
my own comrade.

“What'srising out of thewater, steady?’ | asked my com-
rade.

“What?’ sayshe.“Theldand.”

“O! Theldand!” saysl, turning my eyestowardsit. “True. |
forgot theldand.”

“Forgot the port you' regoingto? That’sodd, ain't it?’

“Itisodd,” saysl.

“Andodd,” hesaid, dowly consdering with himsalf, “ain’t
even.Isit, Gill?’

Hehad alwaysaremark just likethat to make, and seldom
another. Assoon as he had brought athing round to what it
wasnot, hewas satisfied. Hewas one of thebest of men, and,
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inacertain sort of away, onewith theleast to say for himsalf.
| qudify it, because, besidesbeing ableto read and writelike
aQuarter-master, he had always one most excellent ideain
hismind. That was, Duty. Uponmy soul, | don’t believe, though
| admirelearning beyond everything, that he could havegot a
better ideaout of all thebooksintheworld, if hehad learnt
them every word, and been the cleverest of scholars.

My comradeand | had been quarteredin Jamaica, and from
therewehad been drafted off to the British settlement of Belize,
lying away West and North of the Mosquito coast. At Belize
therehad been great larm of onecruel gang of pirates(there
weredwaysmore piraesthan enoughinthose Caribbean Sess),
and asthey got thebetter of our English cruisersby runninginto
out-of-the-way creeksand shallows, and taking theland when
they were hotly pressed, the governor of Belize had received
ordersfromhometo keep asharp look-out for themaong shore.
Now, there was an armed g oop came once ayear from Port
Royal, Jamaica, to theldand, laden with al manner of neces-
saries, to eat, and to drink, and to wear, and to usein various
ways; and it was aboard of that sloop which had touched at
Bdlize, that | wasa-standing, leaning over the bulwarks.

Theldand wasoccupied by avery small English colony. It
had been given the name of Silver-Store. Thereason of its
being so cdled, was, that the English colony owned and worked
adlver-mineover onthemainland, in Honduras, and used this
Island as a safe and convenient placeto storetheir silver in,
until it wasannually fetched away by thed oop. It wasbrought
down from the mineto the coast on the backs of mules, at-
tended by friendly Indians and guarded by white men; from
thenceit wasconveyed over to Silver-Store, whenthewesather
wasfair, inthe canoes of that country; from Silver-Store, it
was carried to Jamaicaby the armed sloop once a-year, as|
haveaready mentioned; from Jamaica, it went, of course, all
over theworld.

How | cameto be aboard the armed sloop, iseasily told.
Four-and-twenty marinesunder command of alieutenant—
that officer’snamewas Linderwood—had been told off at
Belize, to proceed to Silver-Store, in aid of boatsand seamen
stationed there for the chase of the Pirates. The Island was
considered agood post of observation against the pirates, both
by land and sea; neither the pirate ship nor yet her boats had
been seen by any of us, but they had been so much heard of,
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that the reinforcement was sent. Of that party, | wasone. It
included acorporal and asergeant. Charker was corporal,
and the sergeant’ snamewas Drooce. Hewasthe most tyran-
nica non-commissioned officer inHisMgesty’sservice.

Thenight cameon, soon after | had had theforegoingwords
with Charker. All thewonderful bright colourswent out of the
seaand sky inafew minutes, and al thestarsinthe Heavens
seemed to shine out together, and tolook down at themselves
inthe sea, over oneanother’sshoulders, millionsdeep. Next
morning, we cast anchor off the Island. There was a snug
harbour within alittle reef; there was asandy beach; there
were cocoa-nut treeswith high straight stems, quitebare, and
foliage at thetop like plumes of magnificent green feathers;
thereweredll the objectsthat are usually seeninthose parts,
and | am not going to describethem, having something elseto
tell about.

Great rgoicings, to be sure, weremadeonour arrival. All
theflagsinthe place were hoisted, all thegunsinthe place
werefired, and all the peoplein the place camedowntolook
at us. One of those Sambo fellows—they call those natives
Sambos, whenthey arehdf-negro and half-1ndian—had come

off outsdethereef, to pilot usin, and remained on board after
we had let go our anchor. He was called Christian George
King, and wasfonder of all hands than anybody else was.
Now, | confess, for mysalf, that onthat first day, if | had been
captain of the Christopher Columbus, instead of privateinthe
Royd Marines, | should havekicked Christian George King—
whowasno moreaChrigtian thanhewasaKing or aGeorge—
over theside, without exactly knowingwhy, except that it was
theright thing to do.

But, | must likewise confess, that | wasnot inaparticularly
pleasant humour, when| stood under armsthat morning, aboard
the Christopher Columbusin the harbour of theIdand of Sil-
ver-Store. | had had ahard life, and thelife of the Englishon
the ldland seemed too easy and too gay to please me. “Here
youare,” | thought to mysdlf, “ good scholarsand good livers,
abletoread what you like, abletowritewhat youlike, ableto
eat and drink what you like, and spend what you like, and do
what you like; and much you carefor apoor, ignorant Private
intheRoyd Marines! Yetit'shard, too, | think, that you should
haveall thehalf-pence, and | al thekicks; you all the smooth,
and| dl therough; youdl theail, and | al thevinegar.” It was
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asenviousathingtothink asmight be, let aloneitsbeing non-
sensica; but, | thought it. I took it so much amiss, that, whena
very beautiful young English lady cameaboard, | gruntedto
myself, “ Ah! you havegot alover, I'll bebound!” Asif there
wasany new offenceto meinthat, if shehad!

Shewassister to the captain of our dloop, who had beenin
apoor way for sometime, andwhowassoill thenthat hewas
obliged to be carried ashore. Shewasthe child of amilitary
officer, and had come out therewith her sister, who was mar-
ried to one of the owners of the silver-mine, and who had
threechildrenwith her. It waseasy to seethat shewasthelight
and spirit of thelsland. After | had got agood look at her, |
grunted to myself again, in an even worse state of mind than
before, “I'll bedamned, if | don’t hate him, whoever heis!”

My officer, Lieutenant Linderwood, wasasill asthecaptain
of the sloop, and was carried ashore, too. They were both
young men of about my age, who had been delicatein the
West Indiaclimate. | eventook that in bad part. | thought |
wasmuch fitter for thework than they were, and that if all of
ushad our deserts, | should beboth of themrolled into one. (It
may beimagined what sort of an officer of marines| should

have made, without the power of reading awritten order. And
asto any knowledge how to command the sloop—Lord! |
should have sunk her inaquarter of an hour!)

However, suchweremy reflections, and whenwemenwere
ashoreand dismissed, | strolled about the place along with
Charker, making my observationsinasimilar spirit.

It wasapretty place: inall itsarrangements partly South
Americanand partly English, and very agreeabletolook a on
that account, being likeabit of homethat had got chipped off
and had floated away to that spot, accommodating itself to
circumstancesasit drifted along. The huts of the Sambos, to
the number of five-and-twenty, perhaps, were down by the
beach to theleft of the anchorage. On theright wasasort of
barrack, with a South American Flag and the Union Jack,
flying from the samegtaff, wherethelittle English colony could
al cometogether, if they saw occasion. It wasawalled square
of building, with asort of pleasure-ground inside, andinside
that again asunken block likeapowder magazine, with alittle
squaretrench round it, and steps down to the door. Charker
and | werelooking in at the gate, which was not guarded; and
| had said to Charker, in reference to the bit like a powder
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magazine, “ That’swherethey keep the silver you see;” and
Charker had said to me, after thinkingit over, “Andslver ain't
gold. Isit, Gill?” when the beautiful young Englishlady | had
been so bilious about, |ooked out of adoor, or awindow—at
all eventslooked out, from under abright awning. She no
sooner saw ustwo in uniform, than she came out so quickly
that shewastill putting on her broad Mexican hat of plaited
straw when we sal uted.

“Wouldyouliketocomein,” shesaid, “and seetheplace?It
israther acuriousplace.”

We thanked the young lady, and said wedidn’t wish to be
troublesome; but, shesaid it could beno troubleto an English
soldier’ sdaughter, to show English soldiershow their country-
men and country-women fared, sofar away from England; and
consequently wesal uted again, and went in. Then, aswe stood
intheshade, she showed us(being asaffableasbeautiful), how
thedifferent familieslivedinther ssparatehouses, and how there
wasagenera housefor stores, and ageneral reading-room,
and a general room for music and dancing, and aroom for
Church; and how therewere other houseson therising ground
cdledtheSignd Hill, wherethey livedinthehotter wegther.

“Your officer hasbeen carried upthere,” shesaid, “and my
brother, too, for the better air. At present, our few residents
aredispersed over both spots: deducting, that isto say, such
of our number as are always going to, or coming from, or
saying &, theMine.”

(“Heisamong one of thoseparties,” | thought, “and | wish
somebody would knock hishead off.”)

“Someof our married ladieslivehere,” shesaid, “ during at
least half theyear, aslonely aswidows, with their children.”

“Many children here, ma am?’

“Seventeen. Therearethirteen married ladies, andthereare
eghtlikeme.”

Therewerenot eight like her—therewasnot onelike her—
intheworld. Shemeant single.

“Which, with about thirty Englishmen of variousdegrees,”
sadtheyoung lady, “form thelittle colony now ontheldand.
| don’t count thesailors, for they don’t belong to us. Nor the
soldiers,” shegave usagracious smilewhen she spoke of the
soldiers, “for the samereason.”

“Nor the Sambos, ma am,” said .

“No.”
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“Under your favour, and with your leave, ma am,” said I,
“arethey trustworthy?’

“Perfectly! Wearedl very kind tothem, and they arevery
grateful tous.”

“Indeed, ma am? Now—Christian GeorgeKing?—"

“Very much attached tousall. Would diefor us.”

Shewas, asin my uneducated way | have observed, very
beautiful women amost dwaysto be, so composed, that her
composuregavegreat weight towhat shesaid, and | believedit.

Then, shepointed out to usthebuilding likeapowder maga-
zZine, and explained to usinwhat manner the s lver wasbrought
from the mine, and was brought over from themainland, and
was stored here. The Christopher Columbuswould havea
richlading, shesaid, for therehad been agreat yield that year,
amuchricher yield than usud, and therewasachest of jewels
besdesthesilver.

When we had |ooked about us, and were getting sheepish,
through fearing weweretroublesome, sheturned usovertoa
young woman, English born but West Indiabred, who served
her asher maid. Thisyoung woman wasthewidow of anon-
commissioned officer inaregiment of theline. She had got

married and widowed at St. Vincent, with only afew months
between thetwo events. Shewasalittle saucy woman, witha
bright pair of eyes, rather anest littlefoot and figure, and rather
anedt littleturned-up nose. The sort of young woman, | con-
Sidered at thetime, who appeared toinviteyou to giveher a
kiss, and who would have dapped your faceif you accepted
theinvitation.

| couldn’t make out her nameat first; for, when shegaveitin
answer tomy inquiry, it sounded like B tot, which didn’t sound
right. But, when we became better acquai nted—which was
while Charker and | weredrinking sugar-cane sangaree, which
shemadeinamost excellent manner—I found that her Chris-
tian namewas | sabella, which they shortenedinto Bell, and
that the name of the deceased non-commissioned officer was
Tott. Being thekind of nest littlewomanit wasnatural to make
atoy of—I never saw awoman so likeatoy inmy life—she
had got the plaything name of Belltott. In short, she had no
other nameontheidand. Even Mr. Commissioner Pordage
(and he was agrave one!) formally addressed her as Mrs.
Bdltott, but, | shall cometo Mr. Commissioner Pordage pres-
ently.
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The name of the captain of the doop was Captain Maryon,
and thereforeit wasno newsto hear from Mrs. Belltott, that
hissger, thebeautiful unmarried young Englishlady, wasMiss
Maryon. Thenovelty was, that her christian-namewasMarion
too. Marion Maryon. Many atime| haverun off thosetwo
namesinmy thoughts, likeabit of verse. Oh many, and many,
and many atime!

We saw out all the drink that was produced, like good men
and true, and then took our leaves, and went down to the
beach. Theweather was beautiful ; thewind steady, low, and
gentle; theidand, apicture; the sea, apicture; the sky, apic-
ture. Inthat country there aretwo rainy seasonsin theyear.
Onesetsin at about our English Midsummer; the other, about
afortnight after our English Michaglmas. It wasthebeginning
of August at that time; thefirst of theserainy seasonswaswell
over; and everything wasin itsmost beautiful growth, and had
itsloveliest look uponit.

“They enjoy themselveshere,” | saysto Charker, turning
surly again. “ Thisisbetter than private-soldiering.”

We had come down to the beach, to be friendly with the
boat’ s-crew who were camped and hutted there; and wewere
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gpproaching towardstheir quartersover thesand, when Chris-
tian George King comesup fromthelanding-placea awolf’'s-
trot, crying, “ Yup, So-Jeer!”—which wasthat Sambo Pilot’s
barbarousway of saying, Halo, Soldier! | have stated myself
to beaman of no learning, and, if | entertain prejudices, |
hope allowance may be made. | will now confessto one. It
may bearight oneor it may beawrong one; but, | never did
like Natives, except intheform of oysters.

So, when Christian GeorgeKing, whowasindividua ly un-
pleasant to me besides, comesatrotting a ong the sand, cluck-
ing, “ Yup, So-Jeer!” | had athundering good mindtolet fly at
himwithmy right. | certainly should have doneit, but that it
would have exposed meto reprimand.

“Yup, So-Jeer!” sayshe. “Bad job.”

“What doyou mean?’ saysl.

“Yup, So-Jeer!” sayshe, “Ship Leakee.”

“Shipleaky?’ saysl.

“Iss,” sayshe, withanod that looked asif it wasjerked out
of him by amost violent hiccup—whichistheway with those
savages.

| cast my eyes at Charker, and we both heard the pumps
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going aboard the d oop, and saw thesigna run up, “Comeon
board; handswanted fromthe shore.” Inno time some of the
doop’sliberty-menwereadready running downtothewater’s
edge, and the party of seamen, under ordersagainst the Pi-
rates, were putting off to the Columbusin two boats.

“O Chrigtian GeorgeKing sar berry sorry!” saysthat Sambo
vagabond, then. * Chrigtian George King cry, Englishfashion!”
HisEnglishfashion of cryingwasto screw hisblack knuckles
into hiseyes, howl likeadog, and roll himself on hisback on
thesand. It wastrying not to kick him, but | gave Charker the
word, “ Double-quick, Harry!” and wegot downto thewater’s
edge, and got on board the sloop.

By some meansor other, she had sprung such aleak, that
no pumping would keep her free; and what between thetwo
fearsthat shewould go downinthe harbour, and that, eveniif
shedidnat, all thesuppliesshe had brought for thelittle colony
would be destroyed by the sea-water asit rosein her, there
wasgreat confusion. Inthemidst of it, Captain Maryonwas
heard hailing from the beach. Hehad been carried downin his
hammock, and looked very bad; but heing sted on being stood
thereon hisfeet; and | saw him, myself, come off inthe boat,
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sitting upright inthe stern-sheets, asif nothingwaswrongwith
him.

A quick sort of council washeld, and Captain Maryon soon
resolved that wemust all fall to work to get the cargo out, and
that when that was done, the gunsand heavy mattersmust be
got out, and that the sloop must be hauled ashore, and ca-
reened, and theleak stopped. Wewere al mustered (the Pi-
rate-Chace party volunteering), and told off into parties, with
so many hoursof spell and so many hoursof relief, and weall
went at it withawill. Christian George King wasentered one
of the party in which | worked, at his own request, and he
went at it with asgood awill asany of therest. Hewent at it
with so much heartiness, to say thetruth, that herosein my
good opiniondmogt asfast asthewater roseintheship. Which
wasfast enough, and faster.

Mr. Commissioner Pordage kept in ared-and-black ja-
panned box, likeafamily lump-sugar box, some document or
other, which some Sambo chief or other had got drunk and
spilt someink over (aswell asl could understand the matter),
and by that means had given up lawful possession of thels-
land. Through having hold of thisbox, Mr. Pordagegot his
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titleof Commissioner. Hewas styled Consul too, and spoke
of himsdf as* Government.”

Hewasadtiff-jointed, high-nosed ol d gentleman, without an
ounceof fat on him, of avery angry temper and avery yellow
complexion. Mrs. Commissioner Pordage, making dlowance
for difference of sex, wasmuch thesame. Mr. Kitten, asmall,
youngish, bald, botanical and mineralogical gentleman, also
connected with the mine—but everybody therewasthat, more
or less—wassometimescdled by Mr. Commissioner Pordage,
hisVice-commiss oner, and sometimeshis Deputy-consul. Or
sometimes he spoke of Mr. Kitten, merely asbeing “ under
Government.”

Thebeachwasbeginningto bealively scenewiththe prepa
rationsfor careening thed oop, and with cargo, and spars, and
rigging, and water-casks, dotted about it, and with temporary
quartersfor themenrising up there out of such sailsand odds
and ends as could be best set on onesideto makethem, when
Mr. Commissioner Pordage comesdowninahigh fluster, and
asks for Captain Maryon. The Captain, ill as he was, was
dungin hishammock betwixt two trees, that he might direct;
and heraised hishead, and answered for himsalf.
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“CaptainMaryon,” criesMr. Commissioner Pordage, “this
isnot officid. Thisisnot regular.”

“Sir,” saystheCaptain, “it hath been arranged withtheclerk
and supercargo, that you should be communicated with, and
requested to render any little assistance that may lieinyour
power. | am quite certain that hath been duly done.”

“Captain Maryon,” replied Mr. Commissioner Pordage,
“there hath been no written correspondence. No documents
have passed, no memorandahave been made, no minuteshave
been made, no entriesand counter-entries appear in the offi-
ciad muniments. Thisisindecent. | call uponyou, Sir, todesit,
until all isregular, or Government will takethisup.”

“Sir,” says Captain Maryon, chafing alittle, ashelooked
out of hishammaock; “ between the chances of Government
taking thisup, and my ship taking herself down, | much prefer
totrust mysdf totheformer.”

“Youdo, Sr?’ criesMr. Commissioner Pordage.

“1 do, air,” saysCaptain Maryon, lyingdown again.

“Then, Mr. Kitten,” saysthe Commissioner, “send upin-
stantly for my Diplomatic coat.”

Hewasdressed inalinen suit at that moment; but, Mr. Kit-
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ten started off himsalf and brought down the Diplomatic coat,
whichwasabluecloth one, gold-laced, and withacrownon
thebutton.

“Now, Mr. Kitten,” saysPordage, “| instruct you, asVice-
commissioner, and Deputy-consul of thisplace, to demand of
Captain Maryon, of thedoop Christopher Columbus, whether
hedrivesmeto theact of putting thiscoat on?’

“Mr. Pordage,” says Captain Maryon, looking out of his
hammock again, “as| can hear what you say, | can answer it
without troubling the gentleman. | should be sorry that you
should be at the pains of putting on too hot a coat on my
account; but, otherwise, you may put it on hind-side before,
or inside-out, or with your legsinthedeeves, or your headin
the skirts, for any objectionthat | haveto offer to your thor-
oughly pleesngyourself.”

“Very good, Captain Maryon,” saysPordage, in atremen-
douspassion. “Very good, sir. Bethe consequences on your
own head! Mr. Kitten, asit hascometo this, help meonwith
it”

When hehad given that order, hewalked off inthecoat, and
all our namesweretaken, and | was afterwardstold that Mr.
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Kitten wrote from hisdictation morethan abushel of large
paper on the subject, which cost more before it was done
with, than ever could be calculated, and which only got done
with after al, by beinglogt.

Our work went on merrily, nevertheless, and the Christo-
pher Columbus, hauled up, lay hel plesson her sidelikeagreat
fishout of water. Whileshewasinthat sate, therewasafeadt,
or aball, or an entertainment, or more properly all threeto-
gether, given usin honour of the ship, and the ship’scompany,
andtheother visitors. At that assembly, | believe, | saw all the
inhabitantsthen upon theldand, without any exception. | took
no particular notice of morethan afew, but | found it very
agreeableinthat little corner of theworld to seethechildren,
whowereof al ages, and mostly very pretty—asthey mostly
are. There was one handsome elderly lady, with very dark
eyesand gray hair, that | inquired about. | wastold that her
namewasMrs. Venning; and her married daughter, afair dight
thing, was pointed out to me by the name of Fanny Fisher.
Quiteachild shelooked, withalittle copy of herself holdingto
her dress; and her husband, just come back from the mine,
exceeding proud of her. They were a good-looking set of



The Perilsof Certain English Prisoners

peopleonthewhole, but | didn’tlikethem. | wasout of sorts;
inconversation with Charker, | found fault with al of them. |
said of Mrs. Venning, shewasproud; of Mrs. Fisher, shewas
adelicatelittlebaby-fool. What did | think of thisone? Why,
hewasafinegentleman. What did | say tothat one?Why, she
wasafinelady. What could you expect them to be (I asked
Charker), nursedinthat climate, with thetropica night shining
for them, musicd ingrumentsplaying to them, grest treesbend-
ing over them, soft lampslighting them, fire-fliessparklingin
among them, bright flowersand birds brought into existence
to pleasetheir eyes, deliciousdrinksto be had for the pouring
out, deliciousfruitsto be got for the picking, and every one
dancing and murmuring happily inthescented air, with the sea
breaking low onthereef for apleasant chorus.
“Finegentlemen andfineladies, Harry?’ | saysto Charker.
“Yes, | think so! Dolls! Dolls! Not the sort of stuff for wear,
that comesof poor private soldieringinthe Roya Marines!”
However, | could not gainsay that they werevery hospitable
people, and that they treated usuncommonly well. Every man
of uswas at the entertainment, and Mrs. Belltott had more
partnersthan she could dancewith: though shedanced dl night,
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too. Asto Jack (whether of the Christopher Columbus, or of
the Pirate pursuit party, it made no difference), hedanced with
hisbrother Jack, danced with himsealf, danced with the moon,
thestars, thetrees, the prospect, anything. | didn’t greetly take
to the chief-officer of that party, with hisbright eyes, brown
face, and easy figure. | didn’t much like hisway when hefirst
happened to comewherewewere, withMissMaryonon his
arm.“ O, Captain Carton,” shesays, “herearetwo friends of
mine!” Hesays, “Indeed? Thesetwo Marines?’—meaning
Charker and sdf. “ Yes,” saysshe, “| showed thesetwo friends
of minewhenthey first came, dl thewondersof Silver-Store.”
He gave usalaughing look, and sayshe, “ You areinluck,
men. | would be disrated and go before the mast to-morrow,
to beshowntheway upward again by suchaguide. Youarein
luck, men.” When we had saluted, and he and thelady had
waltzed away, | said, “ You areapretty follow, too, to talk of
luck. Youmay gototheDevil!”

Mr. Commissioner Pordage and Mrs. Commissioner,
showed among the company on that occasion likethe King
and Queen of amuch Gregter Britain than Great Britain. Only
two other circumstancesin that jovid night made much sepa
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rateimpression on me. Onewasthis. A man in our draft of
marines, named Tom Packer, awild unsteady young fellow,
but the son of arespectabl e shipwright in Portsmouth Yard,
and agood scholar who had been well brought up, comesto
me after aspell of dancing, and takesmeaside by the elbow,
and says, swearing angrily:

“Gill Davis, | hopel may not bethedesth of Sergeant Drooce
oneday!”

Now, | knew Drooce had dwaysborneparticularly hard on
thisman, and | knew thisman to be of avery hot temper: o, |
sad:

“Tut, nonsense! don't talk soto me! If there samaninthe
corpswho scornsthe name of an assassin, that man and Tom
Packer areone.”

Tomwipeshishead, beinginamorta sweat, and sayshe:

“1 hope so, but | can’t answer for myself when helordsit
over me, ashehasjust now done, beforeawoman. | tell you
what, Gill'! Mark my words! 1t will go hard with Sergeant
Drooce, if ever wearein an engagement together, and he has
to look to meto save him. Let him say aprayer then, if he
knowsone, for it’sall over with him, and heison hisDeath-
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bed. Mark my words!”

| did mark hiswords, and very soon afterwards, too, aswill
shortly betaken down.

Theother circumstancethat | noticed at that ball, was, the
gaety and attachment of Christian GeorgeKing. Theinnocent
spiritsthat Sambo Pilot wasin, and theimpossibility hefound
himself under of showing dl thelittlecolony, but especidly the
ladiesand children, how fond hewas of them, how devoted to
them, and how faithful to them for lifeand desth, for present,
future, and everlasting, madeagreat impressononme. If ever
aman, Sambo or no Sambo, wastrustful and trusted, to what
may be called quite an infantineand sweetly beautiful extent,
surely, | thought that morningwhen | did at last liedown to
rest, it wasthat Sambo Pilot, Christian George King.

Thismay account for my dreaming of him. Hestuck inmy
deep, cornerwise, and | couldn’t get him out. Hewasaways
flitting about me, dancing round me, and peeping in over my
hammaock, though | woke and dozed off againfifty times. At
last, when | opened my eyes, thereheredly was, lookingin at
theopen sdeof thelittledark hut; whichwasmade of |eaves,
and had Charker’shammock dunginit aswell asmine.
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“So-Jeer!” sayshe, inasort of alow croak. “Yup!”
“Hdlo!” saysl, sarting up. “What? You arethere, areyou?’
“Iss,” sayshe. “Christian George King got news.”

“What newshashegot?’

“Piratesout!”

| was on my feet in a second. So was Charker. We were
both aware that Captain Carton, in command of the boats,
congtantly watched themainland for asecret sgnd, though, of
course, it wasnot known to such asuswhat thesignal was.

Christian George King had vani shed beforewetouched the
ground. But, theword wasaready passing from hut to hut to
turn out quietly, and we knew that the nimble barbarian had
got hold of thetruth, or something near it.

In aspace among the trees behind the encampment of us
vigtors, nava and military, wasasnugly-screened spot, where
we kept the storesthat werein use, and did our cookery. The
word was passed to assemble here. It wasvery quickly given,
and was given (so far as we were concerned) by Sergeant
Drooce, whowasasgoodinasoldier point of view, ashewas
bad in atyrannical one. We were ordered to drop into this
space, quietly, behind thetrees, one by one. Asweassembled
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here, the seamen assembled too. Withinten minutes, asl should
estimate, wewereall here, except the usual guard upon the
beach. The beach (we could seeit through thewood) looked
asit dwayshad doneinthe hottest time of theday. Theguard
werein the shadow of thed oop’shull, and nothing was mov-
ing but the sea,—and that moved very faintly. Work had al-
ways been knocked off at that hour, until the sun grew less
fierce, and the sea-breezerose; so that itsbeing holiday with
us, madeno difference, just then, inthelook of the place. But
I may mention that it wasaholiday, and thefirst we had had
sinceour hard work began. Last night’sball had been given,
ontheleak’ sbeing repaired, and the careening done. Theworst
of thework was over, and to-morrow wewereto begin to get
thedoop afloat again.

Wemarineswerenow drawn up hereunder ams. Thechace-
party weredrawn up separate. The men of the Columbuswere
drawn up separate. The officers stepped out into the midst of
thethree parties, and spokeso asdl might hear. Captain Carton
wastheofficer incommand, and he had aspy-glassinhishand.
Hiscoxswain stood by himwith another spy-glass, andwitha
dateonwhich he seemed to have beentaking down signas.
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“Now, men!” saysCaptain Carton; “| havetolet you know,
for your satisfaction: Firstly, that there areten pirate-boats,
strongly manned and armed, |lying hidden up acreek yonder
on the coast, under the overhanging branches of the dense
trees. Secondly, thet they will certainly comeout thisnight when
the moon rises, on apillaging and murdering expedition, of
which some part of themainland isthe object. Thirdly—don’t
cheer, men!l—that wewill give chace, and, if we can get at
them, rid theworld of them, please God!”

Nobody spoke, that | heard, and nobody moved, that | saw.
Yet therewasakind of ring, asif every man answered and
approved with the best blood that wasinside of him.

“Sir,” saysCaptain Maryon, “1 beg to volunteer onthisser-
vice, with my boats. My peoplevolunteer, to the ship’sboys.”

“InHisMajesty’sname and service,” the other answers,
touching hishat, “| accept your aid with pleasure. Lieutenant
Linderwood, how will you divideyour men?’

| was ashamed—I giveit out to bewritten down aslarge
and plain aspossible—I was heart and soul ashamed of my
thoughtsof thosetwo sick officers, Captain Maryon and Lieu-
tenant Linderwood, when | saw them, then and there. The
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spiritinthosetwo gentlemen beat downtheir illiness(and very
ill I knew them to be) like Saint George beating down the
Dragon. Pain and weakness, want of ease and want of rest,
had no moreplaceintheir mindsthan fear itsalf. Meaning now
to expressfor my lady to writedown, exactly what | felt then
andthere, | feltthis “Youtwo bravefellowsthat | had beenso
grudgeful of, | know that if youweredying youwould put it off
to get up and do your best, and then you would be so modest
that inlying down againto die, youwould hardly say, ‘1 did
ith"”

It did megood. It really did megood.

But, to go back to where| broke off. Says Captain Carton
to Lieutenant Linderwood, “ Sir, how will you divideyour men?
Thereisnot roomfor al; and afew men should, in any case,
beleft here.”

Therewas somedebate about it. At last, it wasresolved to
leave eight Marines and four seamen on thelsland, besides
the doop’stwo boys. And becauseit was considered that the
friendly Samboswould only want to be commanded in case of
any danger (though noneat all was apprehended there), the
officerswerein favour of leaving thetwo non-commissioned
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officers, Drooceand Charker. It wasaheavy disappointment
to them, just asmy being one of theleft wasaheavy disap-
poi ntment to me—then, but not soon afterwards. Wemen drew
lotsfor it, and | drew “Island.” So did Tom Packer. So of
course, did four more of our rank andfile.

When thiswas settled, verba instructionsweregiventoall
handsto keep theintended expedition secret, in order that the
women and children might not bed armed, or theexpedition put
inadifficulty by morevolunteers. The assembly wasto beon
that same spot at sunset. Every man wasto keep up an appear-
ance, meanwhile, of occupying himself inhisusud way. Thatis
to say, every man excepting four old trusty seamen, who were
appointed, with an officer, to seeto thearmsand ammunition,
andto muffletherullocksof theboats, and to make everything
astrimand swift and slent asit could be made.

The Sambo Pilot had been present all thewhile, in case of
hisbeing wanted, and had said to the officer incommand, five
hundredtimesover if hehad said it once, that Christian George
King would stay with the So-Jeers, and take care of the booffer
ladiesand the booffer childs—booffer being that native sex-
pression for beautiful. He was now asked afew questions
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concerning theputting off of theboats, andin particular whether
there was any way of embarking at the back of the Island:
which Captain Carton would have half liked to do, and then
have dropped round inits shadow and slanted acrossto the
main. But, “No,” says Christian George King. “No, no, no!
Toldyou so, tentime. No, no, no! All reef, all rock, al swim,
all drown!” Striking out ashesaid it, like aswimmer gone
mead, and turning over on hisback ondry land, and spluttering
himsdlf to deeth, inamanner that made him quitean exhibition.

Thesunwent down, after appearing to bealong time about
it, and the assembly was called. Every man answered to his
name, of course, and was at his post. It was not yet black
dark, and theroll wasonly just gonethrough, when up comes
Mr. Commissioner Pordagewith his Diplomatic coat on.

“Captain Carton,” sayshe, “Sir, what isthis?’

“This, Mr. Commissioner” (hewasvery short withhim), “is
an expedition against the Pirates. It isasecret expedition, so
pleaseto keep it asecret.”

“Sir,” saysCommissioner Pordage, “1 trust thereisgoing to
be no unnecessary cruelty committed?’

“Sir,” returnstheofficer, “I trust not.”
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“That isnot enough, sir,” criesCommissioner Pordage, get-
ting wroth. “Captain Carton, | giveyou notice. Government
requiresyouto treat the enemy with great delicacy, consider-
ation, clemency, and forbearance.”

“Sir,” saysCaptain Carton, “I am an English officer, com-
manding EnglishMen, and | hopel am not likely to disappoint
the Government’ sjust expectations. But, | presumeyou know
that these villainsunder their black flag have despoiled our
countrymen of their property, burnt their homes, barbaroudy
murdered them and their little children, and worse than mur-
dered their wivesand daughters?’

“Perhaps| do, Captain Carton,” answers Pordage, waving
hishand, with dignity; “perhaps| do not. It isnot customary,
gr, for Government tocommit itself.”

“It mattersvery little, Mr. Pordage, whether or no. Believing
that | hold my commission by thealowance of God, and not
that | havereceived it direct fromtheDevil, | shal certainly
useit, with al avoidance of unnecessary sufferingandwithal
merciful swiftnessof execution, to exterminate these people
fromthefaceof theearth. Let merecommend youto go home,
air, andto keep out of thenight-air.”
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Never another syllabledid that officer say to the Commis-
sioner, but turned away to hismen. The Commissioner but-
toned hisDiplomatic coat tothechin, said, “Mr. Kitten, attend
me!” gasped, haf choked himself, and took himself off.

It now fell very dark, indeed. | have seldom, if ever, seenit
darker, nor yet so dark. Themoon wasnot due until oneinthe
morning, and it was but alittle after nine when our men lay
down wherethey were mustered. It was pretended that they
wereto take anap, but everybody knew that no nap wasto
be got under the circumstances. Though all werevery quiet,
therewasarestlessnessamong the people; muchwhat | have
seen among the peopl e on arace-course, when the bell has
rung for the saddling for agreat racewith large stakesonit.

Atten, they put off; only oneboat putting off at atime; an-
other followinginfive minutes; both thenlying ontheir oars
until another followed. Ahead of dl, paddling hisown outland-
ishlittle canoewithout asound, went the Sambo pilot, totake
them safely outside thereef. No light was shown but once,
and that wasin the commanding officer’sown hand. | lighted
thedark lanternfor him, and hetook it from mewhen heem-
barked. They had bluelightsand such likewith them, but kept
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themselvesasdark asMurder.

Theexpedition got away withwonderful quietness, and Chris-
tian George King soon came back dancing with joy.

“Yup, So-Jeer,” saysheto myself inavery objectionable
kind of convulsions, “ Christian George King sar berry glad.
Piratesall beblown a-pieces. Yup! Yup!”

My reply to that cannibal was, “ However glad you may be,
hold your noise, and don’t dance jigs and slap your knees
about it, for | can’'t abear toseeyoudoit.”

| wason duty then; wetwelvewho wereleft being divided
into four watches of three each, three hours’ spell. | wasre-
lieved a twelve. A littlebeforethat time, | had chalenged, and
MissMaryon and Mrs. Belltott had comein.

“Good Davis,” says Miss Maryon, “what is the matter?
Whereismy brother?’

| told her what wasthe matter, and where her brother was.

“OHeavenhdphim!” saysshe, clasping her handsand | ook-
ing up—shewasclosein front of me, and shelooked most
lovely to be sure; heisnot sufficiently recovered, not strong
enoughfor such grifel”

“If you had seen him, miss,” | told her, “as| saw himwhen
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hevolunteered, youwould haveknown that hisspiritisstrong
enough for any strife. It will bear hisbody, miss, towherever
duty calshim. It will dwaysbear himto an honourablelife, or
abravedeath.”

“Heaven blessyou!” saysshe, touching my arm. “I know it.
Heaven blessyou!”

Mrs Bdltott surprised meby tremblingand saying nothing. They
weredtill sandinglooking towardstheseaand ligtening, after the
relief had comeround. It continuing very dark, | asked to be
alowed to take them back. MissMaryon thanked me, and she
put her arminmine, and | did takethem back. | havenow got to
makeaconfessonthat will gppear angular. After | had left them,
| ladmysdf downonmy faceonthebeach, and cried for thefirst
timesincel had frightened birdsasaboy a ShorridgeBottom, to
think what apoor, ignorant, low-placed, privatesoldier | was.

Itwasonly for half aminuteor so. A mancan't at all times
be quite master of himsalf, and it wasonly for haf aminuteor
so. Then | up and went to my hut, and turned into my ham-
mock, and fell asleep with wet eyelashes, and a sore, sore
heart. Just as| had often done when | was a child, and had
been worse used than usual.
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| slept (asachild under those circumstances might) very
sound, and yet very soreat heart all through my sleep. | was
awokeby thewords, “Heisadetermined man.” | had sprung
out of my hammaock, and had seized my firelock, and was
standing on the ground, saying thewordsmysdlf. “Heisade-
termined man.” But, thecuriogty of my statewas, that | seemed
to be repeating them after somebody, and to have been won-
derfully startled by hearing them.

Assoonas| cameto mysdlf, | went out of the hut, and away
to wheretheguard was. Charker challenged:

“Who goesthere?’

“Afriend.”

“Not Gill?’ sayshe, asheshouldered hispiece.

“Gill,” saysl.

“Why, what the deuce do you do out of your hammock?’
sayshe.

“Toohot for deep,” saysl; “isdl right?’

“Right!” saysCharker, “yes, yes, dl’sright enough here; what
should bewrong here? It’ sthe boatsthat wewant to know of .
Except for fire-fliestwinkling about, and thelonesome splashes
of great creaturesasthey drop into thewater, there’snothing
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going on hereto easeaman’smind from the boats.”

Themoon was abovethe sea, and had risen, | should say,
some half-an-hour. As Charker spoke, with hisfacetowards
thesea, I, looking landward, suddenly laid my right hand on
hisbreast, and said, “ Don’t move. Don't turn. Don’t raise your
voice! You never saw aMaltesefacehere?’

“No. What doyou mean?’ heasks, staring at me.

“Nor yet, an English face, with oneeye and apatch across
thenose?’

“No. What ailsyou?What do you mean?’

| had seen both, looking at usround the stem of acocoa-nut
tree, where the moon struck them. | had seen that Sambo
Pilot, with onehand laid on thestem of thetree, drawing them
back into the heavy shadow. | had seentheir naked cutlasses
twinkleand shing, likebitsof the moonshineinthewater that
had got blown ashoreamong thetreesby thelight wind. | had
seenital,inamoment. And | saw inamoment (asany man
would), that the signalled move of the pirateson themainland
wasaplot and afeint; that theleak had been madeto disable
the doop; that the boats had been tempted away, to leavethe
Island unprotected; that the pirates had landed by some se-
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creted way at the back; and that Christian George King wasa
double-dyedtraitor, andamost inferna villain.

| considered, still all in one and the same moment, that
Charker wasabrave man, but not quick with hishead; and
that Sergeant Drooce, with amuch better head, was closeby.
All I saidto Charker was, “| am afraid weare betrayed. Turn
your back full to the moonlight on the sea, and cover thestem
of the cocoa-nut treewhich will then beright beforeyou, at
theheight of aman’sheart. Areyouright?’

“lamright,” saysCharker, turninginstantly, and fallinginto
the position with anerve of iron; “and right ain’'t left. Isit,
Gll?

A few seconds brought meto Sergeant Drooce'shut. He
wasfast asleep, and being aheavy sleeper, | had to lay my
hand upon him to rouse him. Theinstant | touched him he
camerolling out of hishammock, and upon melikeatiger.
And atiger hewas, except that heknew what hewasupto, in
hisutmost heat, aswell asany man.

| had to struggle with him pretty hard to bring himto his
senses, panting al thewhile (for hegave meabreather), * Ser-
geant, | am Gill Davis! Treachery! Piratesontheldand!”
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Thelast wordsbrought him round, and hetook hishandsof.
“1 have seentwo of themwithinthisminute,” said . Andsol
told himwhat | had told Harry Charker.

Hissoldierly, though tyrannica, head wasclear inaninstant.
Hedidn't wasteoneword, even of surprise. “ Order theguard,”
sayshe, “to draw off quietly into the Fort.” (They called the
enclosure| havebefore mentioned, the Fort, though it wasnot
much of that.) “ Then get you to the Fort asquick asyou can,
rouseup every soul there, and fastenthegate. | will bringinal
thosewho areat the Signal Hill. If weare surrounded before
wecanjoinyou, you must makeasally and cut usout if you
can. Theword among our menis, ‘Women and children!””

Heburst away, likefiregoing beforethewind over dry reeds.
Heroused up the seven men who were off duty, and had them
bursting away with him, beforethey know they werenot adeep.
| reported orders to Charker, and ran to the Fort, as | have
never runat any other timeindl my life: no, noteveninadream.

The gate was not fast, and had no good fastening: only a
double wooden bar, a poor chain, and abad lock. Thosg, |
secured aswell asthey could be secured in afew secondsby
onepair of hands, and soranto that part of the building where
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MissMaryonlived. | caledto her loudly by her nameuntil she
answered. | then called loudly all thenames| knew—Mrs.
Macey (Miss Maryon's married sister), Mr. Macey, Mrs.
Venning, Mr. and Mrs. Fisher, even Mr. and Mrs. Pordage.
Then| called out, “ All you gentlemen here, get up and defend
the place! We are caught in atrap. Pirates havelanded. We
areattacked!”

Attheterribleword“Piratesl”—for, thosevillainshad done
such deedsin those seasas hever can betold inwriting, and
can scarcely be so much asthought of—cries and screams
rose up from every part of the place. Quickly lightsmoved
about from window to window, and the cries moved about
with them, and men, women, and children cameflying down
intothe square. | remarked to myself, even then, what anum-
ber of things| seemed to see at once. | noticed Mrs. Macey
coming towardsme, carrying al her three childrentogether. |
noticed Mr. Pordagein thegreatest terror, invaintrying to get
on hisDiplomatic coat; and Mr. Kitten respectfully tying his
pocket-handkerchief over Mrs. Pordage snightcap. | noticed
Mrs. Belltott run out screaming, and shrink upon theground
near me, and cover her facein her hands, andliedl of abundle,
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shivering. But, what | noticed with the greatest pleasurewas,
the determined eyeswith which those men of theMinethat |
had thought fine gentlemen, cameround mewith what arms
they had: tothefull ascool and resoluteas| could be, for my
life—ay, and for my soul, too, into thebargain!

Thechief personbeing Mr. Macey, | told him how thethree
men of theguard would beat thegatedirectly, if they werenot
already there, and how Sergeant Drooce and the other seven
weregoneto bringintheoutlying part of the peopleof Silver-
Store. | next urged him, for thelove of al who weredear to
him, to trust no Sambo, and, aboveal, if he could got any
good chance at Christian George King, not to loseit, but to
put him out of theworld.

“I'will follow your advicetotheletter, Davis,” sayshe; “what
next?’

My answer was, “I think, sir, | would recommend you next,
to order down such heavy furniture and lumber as can be
moved, and makeabarricadewithinthegate.”

“That'sgood again,” sayshe: “will you seeit done?’

“I'll willingly helptodoit,” saysl, “unlessor until my supe-
rior, Sergeant Drooce, gives me other orders.”
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He shook me by the hand, and having told off someof his
companionsto help me, bestirred himself to look to thearms
and ammunition. A proper quick, brave, steady, ready gentle-
man!

Oneof their threelittle children was deaf and dumb, Miss
Maryon had beenfromthefirst with al thechildren, soothing
them, and dressing them (poor little things, they had been
brought out of their beds), and making them believethat it was
agameof play, sothat someof them werenow evenlaughing.
| had been working hard with the others at the barricade, and
had got up apretty good breast-work withinthe gate. Drooce
and the seven men had come back, bringing in the people
fromthe Signa Hill, and had worked alongwith us: but, | had
not so much as spoken aword to Drooce, nor had Drooce so
much as spoken aword to me, for we were both too busy.
Thebreastwork wasnow finished, and | found MissMaryon
at my side, withachild in her arms. Her dark hair wasfas-
tened round her head with aband. She had aquantity of it,
and it looked evenricher and moreprecious, put up hastily out
of her way, than | had seenitlook whenit was carefully ar-
ranged. Shewasvery pale, but extraordinarily quiet and till.
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“Dear good Davis,” said she, “1 have been waiting to speak
onewordtoyou.”

| turnedto her directly. If | had received amusket-bal inthe
heart, and shehad stood there, | amost believe | should have
turned to her beforel dropped.

“Thispretty littlecreature,” said she, kissng thechildinher
arms, whowasplayingwith her hair and trying to pull it down,
“cannot hear what we say—can hear nothing. | trust you so
much, and have such great confidenceinyou, that | want you
tomakemeapromise.”

“Whatisit, Miss?’

“That if wearedefeated, and you are absolutely sure of my
being taken, youwill kill me.”

“1 shall not bedivetodoit, Miss. | shall havediedinyour
defence before it comesto that. They must step across my
body tolay ahand onyou.”

“But, if youarealive, you brave soldier.” How shelooked at
me! “Andif you cannot sasve mefromthePirates, living, you
will saveme, dead. Tell meso.”

Well! | told her | would dothat at thelast, if all elsefailed.
Shetook my hand—my rough, coarse hand—and put it to her
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lips. She put it to the child’s lips, and the child kissed it. |
believel had thestrength of haf adozen meninme, fromthat
moment, until thefight wasover.

All thistime, Mr. Commissioner Pordage had beenwanting
to make aProclamation to the Piratesto lay down their arms
and go away; and everybody had been hustling him about and
tumbling over him, whilehewascalling for penandink to
writeit with. Mrs. Pordage, too, had some curiousideas about
the British respectability of her nightcap (which had asmany
frillstoit, growinginlayersoneinside another, asif itwasa
white vegetable of the artichoke sort), and shewouldn’t take
the nightcap off, and would be angry when it got crushed by
the other ladieswho were handing thingsabout, and, in short,
shegave asmuchtrouble asher husband did. But, aswewere
now forming for the defence of the place, they were both poked
out of theway with no ceremony. Thechildren and ladieswere
got into thelittletrench which surrounded the silver-house (we
wereafraid of leaving themin any of thelight buildings, lest
they should be set onfire), and we made the best disposition
we could. Therewasapretty good store, in point of amount,
of tolerable swordsand cutlasses. Thosewereissued. There
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were, also, perhaps a score or so of spare muskets. Those
werebrought out. Tomy astonishment, little Mrs. Fisher that |
had taken for adoll and ababy, wasnot only very activein
that service, but volunteered to |oad the sparearms.

“For, | understand it well,” saysshe, cheerfully, without a
shakein her voice.

“l amasoldier’ sdaughter and asailor’ssister, and | under-
standit too,” saysMissMaryon, just inthe sameway.

Steady and busy behind where| stood, those two beautiful
and delicate young women fdll to handling theguns, hammer-
ing theflints, looking to thelocks, and quietly directing others
to passup powder and bulletsfrom hand to hand, asunflinch-
ing asthebest of tried soldiers.

Sergeant Drooce had brought inword that the pirateswere
very strong in numbers—over ahundred was his estimate—
and that they werenot, even then, all landed; for, hehad seen
theminavery good position on thefurther side of the Signal
Hill, evidently waitingfor therest of their mentocomeup. Inthe
present pause, the first we had had since the alarm, he was
telling thisover againto Mr. Macey, when Mr. Macey suddenly
cried our: “Thesgna! Nobody hasthought of thesignal!”
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Weknew of no signal, so we could not have thought of it.

“What signal may you mean, sir?’ says Sergeant Drooce,
looking sharp at him.

“Thereisapileof wood uponthe Signa Hill. If it could be
lighted—which never hasbeen doneyet—it would beasignd
of distresstothemainland.”

Charker cries, directly: “ Sergeant Drooce, dispatch meon
that duty. Give methe two men who were on guard with me
to-night, and I’ Il light thefire, if it can bedone.”

“Andif it can’t, Corporal—" Mr. Macey strikesin.

“Look at theseladiesand children, sir!” saysCharker. “1’d
sooner light myself, than not try any chanceto savethem.”

We gave him aHurrah!—it burst from us, come of it what
might—and he got histwo men, and was|et out at the gate,
and crept away. | had no sooner come back to my placefrom
being one of the party to handlethe gate, than MissMaryon
sadinalow voicebehind me:

“Davis, will youlook at thispowder? Thisisnot right.”

| turned my head. Chrigtian George King again, and treach-
ery again! Sea-water had been conveyed into the magazine,
and every grain of powder was spoiled!
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“Stay amoment,” said Sergeant Drooce, when | had told
him, without causingamovement inamuscleof hisface: “look
toyour pouch, my lad. You Tom Packer, look to your pouch,
confound you! L ook toyour pouches, al you Marines.”

The same artful savage had got at them, somehow or an-
other, and the cartridgeswereall unserviceable. “Hum!” says
the Sergeant. “L ook to your loading, men. You areright so
fa?

Yes, wewereright sofar.

“Well, my lads, and gentlemen all,” saysthe Sergeant, “this
will beahand-to-hand affair, and so much the better.”

Hetreated himself to apinch of snuff, and stood up, square-
shouldered and broad-chested, inthelight of themoon—uwhich
wasnow very bright—as cool asif hewaswaiting for aplay
to begin. He stood quiet, and weall stood quiet, for amatter
of something like haf-an-hour. | took noticefrom suchwhis-
pered talk astherewas, how littlewethat the silver did not
belong to, thought about it, and how much the peoplethat it
did belong to, thought about it. At theend of the half-hour, it
was reported from the gate that Charker and the two were
falling back on us, pursued by about adozen.
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“Sdly! Gate-party, under Gill Davis,” saysthe Sergeant, “and
bring‘emin! Likemen, now!”

Wewerenot long about it, and we brought themin. “Don’t
takeme,” says Charker, holding meround the neck, and sum-
bling down at my feet when the gatewasfast, “don’t takeme
near theladiesor the children, Gill. They had better not see
Death, till it can’'t behel ped. They’ Il seeit soon enough.”

“Harry!” | answered, holding up hishead. “ Comrade!”

Hewas cut to pieces. The signal had been secured by the
first pirate party that landed; hishair wasal singed off, and his
facewasblackened with the running pitch fromatorch.

Hemade no complaint of pain, or of anything. “ Good-bye,
old chap,” wasall hesaid, withasmile. “I’ ve got my death.
AndDeathan'tlife. Isit, Gill?’

Having helped tolay hispoor body ononeside, | went back
to my post. Sergeant Droocelooked at me, with hiseyebrows
alittlelifted. | nodded. “ Close up here men, and gentlemen
all!” saidthe Sergeant. “ A placetoo many, intheline.”

ThePirateswere so close upon usat thistime, that thefore-
most of them were already beforethe gate. More and more
came up with agreat noise, and shouting loudly. When we
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believed from the sound that they weredll there, we gavethree
English cheers. The poor little children joined, and were so
fully convinced of our being & play, that they enjoyed thenoise,
and were heard clapping their handsin the silencethat fol-
lowed.

Our disposition was this, beginning with the rear. Mrs.
Venning, holding her daughter’schildin her arms, sat onthe
stepsof thelittle square trench surrounding the silver-house,
encouraging and directing thosewomen and children asshe
might have donein the happiest and easiest time of her life.
Then, therewasan armed line, under Mr. Macey, acrossthe
width of theenclosure, facing that way and having their backs
towardsthegate, in order that they might watchthewallsand
prevent our being taken by surprise. Then therewasaspace
of eight or ten feet deep, inwhich thesparearmswere, andin
which MissMaryon and Mrs. Fisher, their handsand dresses
blackened with the spoilt gunpowder, worked on their knees,
tying such thingsasknives, old bayonets, and spear-heads, to
themuzzles of the uselessmuskets. Then, therewasasecond
armed line, under Sergeant Drooce, al so acrossthe width of
the enclosure, but facing to the gate. Then camethe breast-
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work we had made, with azigzag way throughit for meand
my little party to hold good in retreating, aslong aswe could,
whenweweredriven fromthe gate. Weall knew that it was
impossibleto hold the placelong, and that our only hopewas
inthetimely discovery of the plot by the boats, and intheir
coming back.

| and my menwerenow thrown forward tothegate. Froma
spy-hole, | could seethewholecrowd of Pirates. Therewere
Malaysamong them, Dutch, Maltese, Greeks, Sambos, Ne-
groes, and Convict Englishmen from the West Indialdands;
among thelast, him with the one eye and the patch acrossthe
nose. There were some Portuguese, too, and afew Span-
iards. The captain was a Portuguese; alittle man with very
largeear-ringsunder avery broad hat, and agreat bright shawl
twisted about hisshoulders. They wereall strongly armed, but
likeaboarding party, with pikes, swords, cutlasses, and axes.
| noticed agood many pistols, but not agun of any kind among
them. Thisgave meto understand that they had considered
that acontinued roll of musketry might perhaps have been
heard onthemainland; also, that for thereason that firewould
be seen from themainland they would not set the Fort inflames
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and roast usalive; which was oneof their favourite ways of
carryingon. | looked about for Christian George King, and if
| had seen him | am much mistaken if hewould not havere-
ceived my one round of ball-cartridgein hishead. But, no
Christian GeorgeKingwasvisible.

A sort of awild Portuguese demon, who seemed ether fierce-
mad or fierce-drunk—abut, they al seemed one or the other—
cameforward with the black flag, and gaveit awaveor two.
After that, the Portuguese captain called out in shrill English, “I
say you! Englishfools! Openthegate! Surrender!”

Aswekept close and quiet, he said something to hismen
which | didn’t understand, and when he had said it, the one-
eyed English rasca with the patch (who had stepped out when
hebegan), saidit againin English. It wasonly this. “ Boysof
theblack flag, thisisto bequickly done. Taked| the prisoners
you can. If they don’t yield, kill the children to makethem.
Forward!” Then, they all came on at the gate, and in another
haf-minutewere smashing and splittingitin.

We struck at them through the gaps and shivers, and we
dropped many of them, too; but, their very weight would have
carried such agate, if they had been unarmed. | soon found
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Sergeant Drooce at my side, forming ussSix remaining marines
inline—Tom Packer next to me—and ordering ustofal back
three paces, and, asthey brokein, to givethemour onelittle
volley at short distance. “ Then,” sayshe, “ receivethem behind
your breastwork on the bayonet, and at |east | et every man of
you pin oneof the cursed cockchafersthrough the body.”

We checked them by our fire, dight asit was, and wechecked
them at the breastwork. However, they broke over it like
swarmsof devils—they were, redlly and truly, moredevilsthan
men—and then it washand to hand, indeed.

We clubbed our musketsand laid about us; even then, those
two ladies—aways behind me—were steady and ready with
thearms. | had alot of Mateseand Maaysupon me, and, but
for abroadsword that MissMaryon’sown hand put in mine,
should have got my end from them. But, wasthat all?No. |
saw aheap of banded dark hair and awhite dresscomethrice
between me and them, under my own raised right arm, which
eachtimemight have destroyed thewearer of thewhitedress,
and each time one of thelot went down, struck dead.

Drooce was armed with a broadsword, too, and did such
thingswithit, that therewasacry, in haf-a-dozen languages, of
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“Kill that sergeant!” as| knew, by thecry beingraisedin En-
glish, and taken up in other tongues. | had received asevere cut
across the left arm afew moments before, and should have
known nothing of it, except suppos ng that somebody had struck
measmart blow, if I had not felt wesk, and seen mysdlf covered
with spouting blood, and, at the sameingtant of time, ssenMiss
Maryontearing her dressand binding it withMrs. Fisher’shelp
round thewound. They called to Tom Packer, who was scour-
ing by, to stop and guard mefor oneminute, whilel wasbound,
or | should bleedtodeethintryingto defend myself. Tom stopped
directly, withagood sabrein hishand.

Inthat samemoment—all thingsseemto happeninthat same
moment, at such atime—half-a-dozen had rushed howling at
Sergeant Drooce. The Sergeant, stepping back againgt thewall,
stopped onehowl for ever with such aterribleblow, and waited
for therest to come on, with such awonderfully unmoved
face, that they stopped and looked at him.

“Seehimnow!” cried Tom Packer. “Now, when | could cut
himout! Gill! Did| tell youto mark my words?’

| implored Tom Packer in the Lord’s name, aswell as |
couldin my faintness, to go to the Sergeant’said.
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“I hateand detest him,” says Tom, moodily wavering. “ Sill,
heisabraveman.” Then hecallsout, “ Sergeant Drooce, Ser-
geant Drooce! Tell meyou havedriven metoo hard, and are
sorry forit.”

The Sergeant, without turning hiseyesfrom hisassailants,
whichwould have been instant death to him, answers.

“No. lwon't.”

“Sergeant Drooce!” cries Tom, in akind of an agony. “I
have passed my word that | would never saveyou from Degath,
if I could, but wouldleaveyoutodie. Tell meyou havedriven
metoo hard and aresorry for it, and that shall gofor nothing.”

Oneof thegroup laid the Sergeant’s bald bare head open.
The Sergeant laid him dead.

“1 tell you,” saysthe Sergeant, breathing alittle short, and
waiting for the next attack, “no. | won't. If you are not man
enough to strikefor afellow-soldier because hewants help,
and because of nothing else, I'll go into the other world and
look for abetter man.”

Tom swept upon them, and cut him out. Tom and hefought
their way through another knot of them, and sent them flying,
and came over to where | wasbeginning againtofeel, with
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inexpressiblejoy, that | had got asword in my hand.

They had hardly cometo us, when | heard, above all the
other noises, atremendouscry of women’svoices. | aso saw
MissMaryon, with quiteanew face, suddenly clap her two
handsover Mrs. Fisher’seyes. | looked towardsthesilver-
house, and saw Mrs. Venning—standing upright on thetop of
the stepsof thetrench, with her gray hair and her dark eyes—
hide her daughter’s child behind her, among thefolds of her
dress, strikeapiratewith her other hand, and fall, shot by his
pisol.

Thecry aroseagain, and therewasaterrible and confusing
rush of thewomen into the midst of the struggle. In another
moment, something cametumbling down uponmethat | thought
wasthewall. It was aheap of Samboswho had come over
thewall; and of four menwho clung to my legslike serpents,
onewho clungto my right leg was Christian GeorgeKing.

“Yup, So-Jeer,” sayshe, “ Christian George King sar berry
glad So-Jeer aprisoner. Christian George King beenwaiting
for So-Jeer sechlong time. Yup, yup!”

What could | do, with five-and-twenty of them on me, but
betied hand and foot? So, | wastied hand and foot. It wasall
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over now—bhoats not come back—all lost! When | wasfast
bound and was put up against thewall, the one-eyed English
convict came up with the Portuguese Captain, to have alook
atme.

“Seel” sayshe. “Here' sthe determined man! If you had
dept sounder, last night, you’ d have dlept your soundest last
night, my determined man.”

The Portuguese Captain laughedin acool way, and withthe
flat of hiscutlass, hit mecrosswise, asif | wasthebough of a
treethat he played with: first on theface, and then acrossthe
chest and thewounded arm. | looked him steady intheface
without tumbling while helooked at me, | am happy to say;
but, when they went away, | fell, and lay there.

The sunwas up, when | wasroused and told to come down
to the beach and be embarked. | wasfull of achesand pains,
and could not at first remember; but, | remembered quite soon
enough. Thekilled werelying about al over theplace, and the
Rirateswereburying their dead, and taking away their wounded
on hastily-made litters, to the back of the Island. Asfor us
prisoners, some of their boats had come round to the usual
harbour, to carry usoff. Welooked awretched few, | thought,
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when | got downthere; still, it was another sign that we had
fought well, and made the enemy suffer.

ThePortuguese Captainhad dl thewomen dready embarked
inthe boat he himsalf commanded, whichwasjust putting off
when | got down. MissMaryon sat on one side of him, and
gave meamoment’slook, asfull of quiet courage, and pity,
and confidence, asif it had been an hour long. On the other
sideof himwas poor little Mrs. Fisher, weeping for her child
and her mother. | was shoved into the same boat with Drooce
and Packer, and the remainder of our party of marines: of
whom we had lost two privates, besides Charker, my poor,
brave comrade. We all made amelancholy passage, under the
hot sun over to themainland. There, welanded in asolitary
place, and were mustered on the sea sand. Mr. and Mrs.
Macey and their children were amongst us, Mr. and Mrs.
Pordage, Mr. Kitten, Mr. Fisher, and Mrs. Belltott. We mus-
tered only fourteen men, fifteen women, and seven children.
Thoseweredl that remained of the Englishwho hadlaindown
to deep last night, unsuspecting and happy, on thelsland of
Silver-Store.
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CHAPTER II11*
THE RAFTS ON THE RIVER

WE conTrIVED TO KEEP &fl0at all that night, and, the stream
running strong with us, to glidealongway downtheriver. But,
wefound the night to beadangeroustimefor such navigation,
on account of theeddiesand rapids, and it wastherefore settled
next day that in futurewewould bring-to at sunset, and en-
camp on the shore. Aswe knew of no boatsthat the Pirates
possessed, up at the Prison inthe Woods, we settled always
to encamp on the opposite side of the stream, so asto have
the breadth of theriver between our deep and them. Our opin-
ionwas, that if they were acquainted with any near way by
land to themouth of thisriver, they would comeupitinforce,
andretakeusor kill us, according asthey could; but that if that
was not the case, and if theriver ran by none of their secret
stations, we might escape.

*Dicken’s didn’t write the second chapter and it is
omitted in this edition. In it the prisoners are firstly made
a ransom of for the treasure left on the Island and then
manage to escape from the Pirates.
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When | say we settled thisor that, | do not mean that we
planned anything with any confidence asto what might happen
an hour hence. So much had happened in onenight, and such
great changes had been violently and suddenly madeinthe
fortunes of many among us, that we had got better used to
uncertainty, inalittlewhile, than | dare say most peopledoin
thecourseof their lives.

Thedifficultieswe soon got into, through the of f-settingsand
point-currents of the stream, madethelikelihood of our being
drowned, alone,—to say nothing of our being retaken—as
broad and plain asthe sun at noonday to al of us. But, weall
worked hard at managing therafts, under thedirection of the
seamen (of our own skill, I think we never could have pre-
vented them from oversetting), and we also worked hard at
meaking good thedefectsinther firgt hasty congtruction—which
the water soon found out. Whilewe humbly resigned our-
selvesto going down, if it wasthewill of Our Father that was
in Heaven, we humbly made up our minds, that wewould all
do the best that wasin us.

And soweheld on, gliding with the stream. It drove usto
thisbank, and it drove usto that bank, and it turned us, and
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whirled us; but yet it carried uson. Sometimesmuchtoodowly;
sometimesmuchtoofast, but yet it carried uson.

My little deaf and dumb boy slumbered agood deal now,
and that wasthe casewith dl the children. They caused very
littletroubleto any one. They seemed, inmy eyes, to get more
like oneanother, not only in quiet manner, but in theface, too.
Themotion of theraft wasusudly so muchthesame, thescene
wasusually so much thesame, the sound of the soft wash and
ripple of thewater was usually so much the same, that they
were made drowsy, asthey might have been by the constant
playing of onetune. Even on the grown people, who worked
hard and felt anxiety, the samethings produced something of
the same effect. Every day was so likethe other, that | soon
lost count of thedays, myself, and had to ask MissMaryon,
for instance, whether thiswasthethird or fourth?MissMaryon
had a pocket-book and pencil, and she kept thelog; that isto
say, sheentered up aclear littlejourna of thetime, and of the
distances our seamen thought we had made, each night.

o, asl say, wekept afloat and glided on. All day long, and
every day, thewater, and the woods, and sky; all day long,
and every day, the constant watching of both sidesof theriver,
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and far a-head at every bold turn and sweep it made, for any
signs of Pirate-boats, or Pirate-dwellings. So, as| say, we
kept afloat and glided on. The days melting themselvesto-
gether tothat degree, that | could hardly believemy earswhen
| asked “How many now, Miss?’ and sheanswered “ Seven.”

To be sure, poor Mr. Pordage had, by about now, got his
Diplomatic coat into such astate asnever wasseen. What with
themud of theriver, what with thewater of theriver, what with
thesun, and thedews, and thetearing boughs, and the thickets,
it hung about himin discol oured shredslikeamop. Thesun had
touched him abit. He had taken to dways polishing one par-
ticular button, whichjust held onto hisleft wrist, and to dways
calling for stationery. | supposethat man called for pens, ink,
and paper, tape, and scaling-wax, upwards of one thousand
timesin four-and-twenty hours. He had anideathat we should
never get out of that river unlesswewerewrittenout of itina
forma Memorandum; and themorewelaboured at navigating
therafts, themorehe ordered usnot to touch them at our peril,
andthemorehe sat and roared for stationery.

Mrs. Pordage, smilarly, persisted inwearing her nightcap. |
doubt if any one but ourselveswho had seen the progress of
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that article of dress, could by thistime havetold what it was
meant for. It had got so limp and ragged that she couldn’t see
out of her eyesfor it. It was so dirty, that whether it wasveg-
etable matter out of aswamp, or weedsout of theriver, or an
old porter’s-knot from England, | don’t think any new specta-
tor could have said. Yet, thisunfortunate old woman had a
notion that it wasnot only vastly genteel, but that it wasthe
correct thing asto propriety. And sheredlly did carry herself
over the other ladies who had no nightcaps, and who were
forcedtotieup their hair how they could, in asuperior manner
that was perfectly amazing.

| don’'t know what shelooked like, Sttinginthat blessed night-
cap, on alog of wood, outsidethe hut or cabin upon our raft.
Shewould haverather resembled afortune-tellerin oneof the
picture-booksthat used to bein the shop windowsin my boy-
hood, except for her stateliness. But, Lord blessmy heart, the
dignity with which she sat and moped, with her head in that
bundleof tatters, waslikenothing e seintheworld! Shewasnot
on speaking termswith morethan three of theladies. Some of
them had, what shecalled, “ taken precedence’ of her—in get-
tinginto, or out of , that miserablelittleshelter'—and othershad
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not called to pay their respects, or something of that kind. So,
thereshesat, in her own state and ceremony, whileher husband
sat onthe samelog of wood, ordering usoneand dl tolet the
raft go to the bottom, and to bring him stationery.

What with this noise on the part of Mr. Commissioner
Pordage, and what with the cries of Sergeant Drooce on the
raft astern (whichweresometimesmorethan Tom Packer could
silence), we often made our slow way down theriver, any-
thing but quietly. Yet, that it was of great importancethat no
earsshould be ableto hear usfrom the woods on the banks,
could not be doubted. Wewerelooked for, to acertainty, and
wemight beretaken at any moment. It wasan anxioustime; it
was, indeed, indeed, an anxioustime.

On the seventh night of our voyage on therafts, we made
fast, asusual, on the opposite side of theriver to that from
whichwehad started, in asdark aplace aswe could pick out.
Our little encampment was soon made, and supper waseaten,
andthechildrenfel adeep. Thewatchwasset, and everything
made orderly for the night. Such astarlight night, with such
blueinthe sky, and such black in the places of heavy shadeon
the banksof thegreat stream!
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Thosetwo ladies, MissMaryon and Mrs. Fisher, had al-
ways kept near me since the night of the attack. Mr. Fisher,
whowasuntiring inthework of our raft, had said tome:

“My dear littlechildlesswife hasgrown so attached to you,
Davis, and you are such agentle fellow, aswell assuch a
determined one;” our party had adopted that last expression
fromthe one-eyed English pirate, and | repeat what Mr. Fisher
said, only becausehesaid it; “that it takesaload off my mind
toleaveher inyour charge.”

| saidtohim: “Your lady isinfar better chargethanmine, Sir,
having Miss Maryon to take care of her; but, you may rely
uponit, that | will guard them both—faithful and true.”

Sayshe: “I dorely uponit, Davis, and | heartily wishdl the
silver onour old Idand wasyours.”

That seventh starlight night, as| have said, we made our
camp, and got our supper, and set our watch, and thechildren
fell adeep. It was solemn and beautiful inthosewild and soli-
tary parts, to seethem, every night beforethey lay down, knedl-
ing under thebright sky, sayingtheir little prayersat women's
laps. At that timewemen all uncovered, and mostly kept at a
distance. When theinnocent creaturesrose up, we murmured
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“Amen!” all together. For, though we had not heard what they
said, weknow it must begood for us.

Atthat time, too, aswasonly natural, those poor mothersin
our company, whose children had been killed, shed many tears.
| thought the sight seemed to consolethem whileit madethem
cry; but, whether | wasright or wronginthat, they wept very
much. Onthisseventh night, Mrs. Fisher had cried for her lost
darling until shecried herself adeep. Shewaslyingonalittle
couch of leavesand such-like (I madethebest littlecouch |
could for them every night), and MissMaryon had covered
her, and sat by her, holding her hand. The starslooked down
upon them. Asfor me, | guarded them.

“Davidl” saysMissMaryon. (I an not going to say what a
voiceshehad. | couldn’tif | tried.)

“I amhere, Miss”

“Theriver soundsasif it were swollento-night.”

“Weall think, Miss, that weare coming near thesea.”

“Doyou bdievenow, weshall escape?’

“1 donow, Miss, redlly believeit.” | had awayssaid | did;
but, | had in my own mind been doubtful.

“How gladyouwill be, my good Davis, to seeEngland again!”
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| have another confession to makethat will appear singular.
When she said thesewords, something rosein my throat; and
thestars| looked away at, seemed to break into sparklesthat
fell downmy faceand burnt it.

“England isnot much to me, Miss, except asaname.”

“0O, so true an Englishman should not say that!—Areyou
not well to-night, Davis?’ Very kindly, and with aquick change.

“Quitewdl, Miss.”

“Areyou sure?Your voice soundsateredinmy hearing.”

“No, Miss, | am astronger man than ever. But, Englandis
nothingtome.”

MissMaryon sat silent for solong awhile, that | believed
she had done speaking to mefor onetime. However, she had
not; for by-and-by shesaid inadistinct clear tone:

“No, good friend; you must not say that England isnothing
toyou. Itisto bemuchto you, yet—everything to you. You
haveto take back to England the good nameyou haveearned
here, and the gratitude and attachment and respect you have
won here: and you haveto make somegood Englishgirl very
happy and proud, by marrying her; and | shall one day see
her, | hope, and make her happier and prouder till, by telling
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her what noble services her husband' swerein South America,
and what anoblefriend hewasto methere.”

Though she spoke these kind wordsin acheering manner,
shespokethem compassionately. | said nothing. It will appear
to beanother strange confession, that | pacedto andfro, within
cdl, dl that night, amost unhappy man, reproaching mysdf al
thenightlong. “ You areasignorant asany man aive; you are
asobscureasany mandive, you areaspoor asany mandive;
you are no better than themud under your foot.” That wasthe
way inwhich | went onagainst mysdlf until themorning.

With the day, camethe day’slabour. What | should have
done—without thelabour, | don’'t know. Wewereafloat again
at theusual hour, and were again making our way downthe
river. It was broader, and clearer of obstructionsthanit had
been, and it seemed to flow faster. Thiswasone of Drooce’'s
quiet days, Mr. Pordage, besidesbeing sulky, had amost lost
hisvoice; and we made good way, and with little noise.

Therewasawaysaseaman forward ontheraft, keeping a
bright look-out. Suddenly, inthefull heat of theday, whenthe
children were slumbering, and the very trees and reeds ap-
peared to be dumbering, this man—it was Short—holds up
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hishand, and crieswith great caution: “ Avast! Voicesahead!”

Weheld on against the stream as soon aswe could bring her
up, and the other raft followed suit. At first, Mr. Macey, Mr.
Fisher, and myself, could hear nothing; though both the sea-
men aboard of usagreed that they could hear voicesand oars.
After alittle pause, however, we united in thinking that we
could hear the sound of voices, and thedip of oars. But, you
can hear along way in those countries, and therewasabend
of theriver before us, and nothing wasto be seen except such
waters and such banksaswewere now intheeighth day (and
might, for the matter of our fedings, have beenintheeighti-
eth), of having seenwith anxiouseyes.

It was soon decided to put aman ashore, who should creep
through thewood, see what was coming, and warn therafts.
Theraftsinthemeantimeto keep themiddleof thestream. The
man to be put ashore, and not to swim ashore, asthefirst thing
could bemore quickly donethan the second. Theraft convey-
ing him, to get back into mid-stream, and to hold on alongwith
theother, aswell isit could, until sgnaled by theman. Incaseof
danger, themanto shift for himsdf until it should besafetotake
him on board again. | volunteered to betheman.
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We knew that the voices and oars must come up slowly
against the stream; and our seamen knew, by the set of the
stream, under which bank they would come. | was put ashore
accordingly. Theraft got off well, and | brokeinto thewood.

Steaming hot it was, and atearing placeto get through. So
much the better for me, since it was something to contend
against and do. | cut off the bend of theriver, at agreat saving
of space, cametothewater’sedge again, and hid myself, and
waited. | could now hear thedip of theoarsvery distinctly; the
voiceshad ceased.

Thesound cameoninaregular tune, and asl lay hidden, |
fancied thetune so played to be, “ Chris en—George—King!
Chris en—George—King! Chris en—George—King!” over
and over again, alwaysthe same, with the pausesalways at
thesame places. | had likewisetimeto make up my mind that
if thesewerethe Pirates, | could and would (barring my being
shot) swim off to my raft, in spite of my wound, themoment |
had giventhealarm, and hold my old post by MissMaryon.

“Chris en—George—King! Chris en—George—King!
Chris en—George—King!” coming up, now, Very near.

| took alook at the branches about me, to see where a
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shower of bulletswould bemost likely to do meleast hurt; and
| took alook back at thetrack | had madein forcing my way
in; and now | waswholly prepared and fully ready for them.

“Chris en—George—King! Chris en—George—King!
Chris en—George—King!” Herethey are!

Who werethey? Thebarbarous Pirates, scumof al nations,
headed by such men asthe hideouslittle Portuguese monkey,
andthe one-eyed English convict withthegash acrosshisface,
that ought to have gashed hiswicked head off? Theworst men
intheworld picked out from theworst, to do the cruellest and
most atrocious deedsthat ever stained it? The howling, mur-
dering, black-flag waving, mad, and drunken crowd of devils
that had overcome usby numbersand by treachery?No. These
were English men in English boats—good blue-jacketsand
red-coats—marinesthat | knew mysdlf, and sailorsthat knew
our seamen! At the helm of thefirst boat, Captain Carton,
eager and steady. At the helm of the second boat, Captain
Maryon, braveand bold. At thehelm of thethird boat, anold
seaman, with determination carved into hiswatchful face, like
thefigure-head of aship. Every man doubly and trebly armed
from head to foot. Every manlying-to at hiswork, withawill
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that had al hisheart and soul init. Every manlooking out for
any trace of friend or enemy, and burning to bethefirst to do
good or avengeevil. Every manwith hisfaceonfirewhenhe
saw me, his countryman who had been taken prisoner, and
hailed mewith acheer, as Captain Carton’sboat ranin and
took meon board.

| reported, “ All escaped, sir! All well, all safe, al herel”

God blessme—and God blessthem—what acheer! It turned
meweak, as| was passed on from hand to hand to the stern
of theboat: every hand patting meor grasping mein someway
or other, inthemoment of my going by.

“Hold up, my bravefdlow,” says Captain Carton, clapping
me on the shoulder likeafriend, and giving meaflask. “ Put
your lipsto that, and they’ Il bered again. Now, boys, give
way!”

Thebanksflew by usasif themightiest stream that ever ran
waswith us; and so it was, | am sure, meaning the streamto
those men’sardour and spirit. The banksflew by us, and we
cameinsght of therafts—the banksflew by us, and wecame
alongside of the rafts—the banks stopped; and therewasa
tumult of laughing and crying, and kissing and shaking of hands,
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and catching up of children and setting of them down again,
and awild hurry of thankfulnessand joy that melted every one
and softened dll hearts.

| had taken notice, in Captain Carton’sboat, that therewas
acuriousand quite new sort of fitting on board. It wasakind
of alittlebower made of flowers, and it was set up behind the
captain, and betwixt him and the rudder. Not only wasthis
arbour, soto call it, neatly made of flowers, but it was orna-
mented inasingular way. Some of the men had taken therib-
bonsand bucklesoff their hats, and hung them among theflow-
ers, othershad madefestoonsand streamersof their handker-
chiefs, and hung themthere; othershad intermixed suchtrifles
ashitsof glassand shining fragments of lockets and tobacco-
boxeswiththeflowers; sothat altogether it wasavery bright
and lively object inthe sunshine. But why there, or what for, |
did not understand.

Now, as soon asthefirst bewilderment wasover, Captain
Carton gavetheorder to land for the present. But thisboat of
his, withtwo handsleftin her, immediately put off againwhen
the men were out of her, and kept off, someyardsfrom the
shore. Asshefloated there, with thetwo hands gently backing
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water to keep her from going down the stream, thispretty little
arbour attracted many eyes. None of the boat’s crew, how-
ever, had anything to say about it, except thet it wasthecaptain's
fancy.

The capta n—with thewomen and children clustering round
him, and themen of all ranks grouped outsidethem, and all
listening—stood telling how the Expedition, deceived by its
badintelligence, had chased thelight Pirate boatsdll that fatal
night, and had still followed in their wake next day, and had
never suspected until many hourstoo latethat thegreat Pirate
body had drawn off in the darkness when the chase began,
and shot over to theldland. He stood telling how the Expedi-
tion, supposing thewholearray of armed boatsto be ahead of
it, got tempted into shallows and went aground; but not with-
out having itsrevenge upon thetwo decoy-boats, both of which
it had come up with, overhand, and sent to the bottomwith al
on board. He stood telling how the Expedition, fearing then
that the case stood asit did, got afloat again, by great exertion,
after theloss of four moretides, and returned to the I sland,
wherethey found the d oop scuttled and thetreasuregone. He
stood telling how my officer, Lieutenant Linderwood, wasleft
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upon the Island, with as strong a force as could be got to-
gether hurriedly from the mainland, and how thethree boats
we saw before us were manned and armed and had come
away, exploring thecoast and inlets, in search of any tidingsof
us. Hestoodtdling dl this, with hisfaceto theriver; and, ashe
stood tellingit, thelittlearbour of flowersfloated inthe sun-
shinebeforeall thefacesthere.

L eaning on Captain Carton’sshoul der, betweenhimand Miss
Maryon, was Mrs. Fisher, her head drooping on her arm. She
asked him, without raising it, when hehad told so much, whether
he had found her mother?

“Becomforted! Shelies,” said the Captain gently, “ under
the cocoa-nut treeson the beach.”

“Andmy child, Captain Carton, did youfind my child, too?
Doesmy darling rest with my mother?’

“No. Your pretty child sleeps,” said the Captain, “under a
shadeof flowers.”

Hisvoice shook; but therewassomethinginit that struck dl
the hearers. At that moment there sprung from the arbour in
hisboat alittle creature, clapping her handsand stretching out
her arms, and crying, “Dear papal Dear mamma! | am not
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killed. | ansaved. | an comingto kissyou. Takemeto them,
takemetothem, good, kind sailors!”

Nobody who saw that scene hasever forgottenit, | amsure,
or ever will forget it. Thechild had kept quite still, where her
brave grandmammahad put her (first whisperingin her ear,
“Whatever happensto me, do not stir, my dear!”), and had
remained quiet until thefort was deserted; she had then crept
out of thetrench, and goneinto her mother’ shouse; and there,
aoneonthesolitary Iland, in her mother’sroom, and asleep
on her mother’ sbed, the Captain had found her. Nothing could
induce her to be parted from him after hetook her upinhis
arms, and hehad brought her away with him, and the men had
made the bower for her. To seethose men now, wasasight.
Thejoy of thewomen wasbeautiful; thejoy of thosewomen
who had lost their own children, wasquite sacred and divine;
but, the ecstasies of Captain Carton’sboat’s crew, when their
pet was restored to her parents, werewonderful for theten-
dernessthey showed inthe midst of roughness. Asthe Cap-
tain stood withthechildinhisarms, and the child’sownlittle
armsnow clinging round hisneck, now round her father’s,
now round her mother’s, now round some onewho pressed
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uptokissher, the boat’s crew shook handswith one another,
waved their hats over their heads, laughed, sang, cried,
danced—and dl among themselves, without wanting tointer-
ferewith anybody—in amanner never to berepresented. At
last, | saw the coxswain and another, two very hard-faced
men, with grizzled heads, who had been the heartiest of the
hearty all along, closewith oneanother, get each of themthe
other’shead under hisarm, and pommel away at it withhisfist
ashard ashecould, inhisexcessof joy.

Whenwehad well rested and refreshed oursd ves—and very
glad wewereto have some of the heartening thingsto eat and
drink that had come up in the boats—we recommenced our
voyagedowntheriver: rafts, and boats, and al. | saidto my-
sdf, itwasavery different kind of voyage now, fromwhat it
had been; and | fell into my proper place and station among
my fellow-soldiers.

But, whenwehalted for thenight, | found that MissMaryon
had spoken to Captain Carton concerning me. For, the Cap-
tain camestraight up to me, and sayshe, “My bravefellow,
you have been MissMaryon’sbody-guard all along, andyou
shdl remain 0. Nobody shall supersedeyouinthedistinction
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and pleasureof protecting that young lady.” | thanked hishonour
inthefittest words| could find, and that night | wasplaced on
my old post of watching the placewhere shedept. Morethan
onceinthenight, | saw Captain Carton comeout into theair,
and stroll about there, to seethat all waswell. | havenow this
other singular confessionto make, that | saw himwith aheavy
heart. Yes; | saw himwith aheavy, heavy heart.
Intheday-time, | had thelike post in Captain Carton’sboat.
| had aspecial station of my own, behind MissMaryon, and
no handsbut hersever touched my wound. (It hasbeen heded
thesemany long years;, but, no other hands have ever touched
it.) Mr. Pordage was kept tolerably quiet now, with pen and
ink, and began to pick up his senses alittle. Seated in the
second boat, he made documentswith Mr. Kitten, pretty well
al day; and hegenerally handed in aProtest about something
whenever we stopped. The Captain, however, made so very
light of these papers, that it grew into asaying among themen,
when one of them wanted amatch for hispipe, “Hand usover
aProtest, Jack!” Asto Mrs. Pordage, shestill worethenight-
cap, and shenow had cut al theladieson account of her not
having been formally and separately rescued by Captain Car-
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ton before anybody el se. Theend of Mr. Pordage, to bringto
anendall I know about him, was, that he got great compli-
mentsat homefor hisconduct onthesetrying occasions, and
that hedied of yellow jaundice, aGovernor and aK.C.B.

Sergeant Drooce had fallenfromahighfever intoalow one.
Tom Packer—the only man who could have pulled the Ser-
geant through it—kept hospital aboard the old raft, and Mrs.
Bdltott, asbrisk asever again (but thespirit of that littlewoman,
whenthingstriedit, wasnot equal to gppearances), washead-
nurse under hisdirections. Beforewe got downto the Mos-
quito coast, the joke had been made by one of our men, that
we should see her gazetted Mrs. Tom Packer, vice Belltott
exchanged.

When we reached the coast, we got native boats as substi-
tutesfor therafts; and werowed along under theland; andin
that beautiful climate, and upon that beautiful water, the bloom-
ing dayswerelikeenchantment. Ah! They wererunning away,
faster than any seaor river, and there was no tide to bring
them back. Wewere coming very near the settlement where
the peopleof Silver-Storewereto beleft, and fromwhichwe
Marineswereunder orderstoreturnto Belize.
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Captain Carton had, in the boat by him, a curious long-
barrelled Spanish gun, and he had said to MissMaryon one
day that it wasthe best of guns, and had turned hishead tome,
andsaid:

“Gill Davis, load her freshwith acoupleof dugs, againsta
chance of showing how good sheis.”

S0, | had discharged the gun over the sea, and had |oaded
her, according to orders, and thereit had lain at the Captain’s
feet, convenient to the Captain’shand.

Thelast day but oneof our journey wasan uncommonly hot
day. We started very early; but, therewasno cool air onthe
seaastheday got on, and by noon the heat wasredlly hard to
bear, cons dering that there werewomen and children to bear
it. Now, we happened to open, just at that time, avery pleas-
ant little cove or bay, where there was adeep shadefroma
great growth of trees. Now, the Captain, therefore, madethe
signal tothe other boatstofollow himinandlieby awhile.

Themenwho wereoff duty went ashore, and lay down, but
were ordered, for caution’s sake, not to stray, and to keep
withinview. The othersrested ontheir oars, and dozed. Aw-
nings had been made of onething and another, indl theboats,
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and the passengers found it cooler to be under themin the
shade, when there was room enough, than to bein the thick
woods. So, the passengerswereal afloat, and mostly deep-
ing. | kept my post behind Miss Maryon, and she was on
Captain Carton’sright inthe boat, and Mrs. Fisher sat on her
right again. The Captain had Mrs. Fisher’sdaughter on his
knee. He and thetwo |l adies were talking about the Pirates,
and weretalking softly; partly, because people do talk softly
under suchindolent circumstances, and partly becausethelittle
girl had gone off asleep.

| think | havebeforegivenit out for my Lady towritedown,
that Captain Carton had afinebright eye of hisown. All at
once, hedarted measidelook, asmuch asto say, “ Steady—
don’'t take on—I see something!”—and gavethechild into
her mother’sarms. That eye of hiswas so easy to understand,
that | obeyed it by not so much aslooking either to theright or
totheleft out of acorner of my own, or changing my attitude
theleast trifle. The Captain went on talking inthe samemild
and easy way; but began—with hisarmsresting acrosshis
knees, and hishead alittle hanging forward, asif the heat were
rather too much for him—began to play with the Spanish gun.
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“They hadlaid their plans, you see,” saysthe Captain, tak-
ing up the Spanish gun across hisknees, and looking, lazily, at
theinlaying on the stock, “with agreat deal of art; and the
corrupt or blunderinglocd authoritieswereso easily deceived;”
heran hisleft hand idly along the barrel, but | saw, with my
breath held, that he covered the action of cocking thegunwith
hisright—"so easily deceived, that they summoned usout to
comeinto thetrap. But my intention asto future operations—
" Inaflash the Spanish gunwasat hisbright eye, and hefired.

All started up; innumerable echoes repeated the sound of
thedischarge; acloud of bright-coloured birdsflew out of the
woods screaming; ahandful of leaveswere scattered in the
placewherethe shot had struck; acrackling of brancheswas
heard; and somelithe but heavy creature sprang into theair,
andfell forward, head down, over the muddy bank.

“What isit?’ criesCaptain Maryonfrom hisboat. All silent
then, but the echoesrolling away.

“ItisaTraitor and aSpy,” said Captain Carton, handing me
theguntoload again. “And| think the other name of the ani-
mal isChristian GeorgeKing!”

Shot through the heart. Some of the peopleran round to the
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spot, and drew him out, with thesimeand wet trickling down
hisface; but hisfaceitsdf would never stir any moretotheend
of time.

“Leavehimhangingtothat tree,” cried Captain Carton; his
boat’screw giving way, and heleaping ashore. “But first into
thiswood, every maninhisplace. And boats! Out of gunshot!”

It wasaquick change, well meant and well made, thoughit
ended in disappointment. No Pirateswerethere; no one but
the Spy wasfound. It was supposed that the Pirates, unableto
retake us, and expecting agreat attack upon themto bethe
consequence of our escape, had madefrom theruinsinthe
Forest, takento their ship along with the Treasure, and left the
Spy to pick up what intelligence he could. Intheeveningwe
went away, and hewasleft hanging to thetree, dl done, with
thered sun making akind of adead sunset on hisblack face.

Next day, we gained the settlement on the M osquito coast
for whichwewerebound. Having stayed theretorefresh seven
days, and having been much commended, and highly spoken
of, and finely entertained, we Marines stood under ordersto
march from the Town-Gate (it was neither much of atown nor
much of agate), at fiveinthemorning.

My officer had joined us before then. When weturned out
at thegate, all the people werethere; inthefront of them all
thosewho had been our fellow-prisoners, and all the seamen.

“Davis,” saysLieutenant Linderwood. “ Stand out, my friend!”

| stood out from the ranks, and MissMaryon and Captain
Carton cameupto me.

“Dear Davis,” saysMissMaryon, whilethetearsfell fast
down her face, “ your grateful friends, inmost unwillingly tak-
ingleaveof you, ask thefavour that, whileyou bear avay with
you their affectionate remembrance, which nothing can ever
impair, youwill asotakethispurseof money—far morevalu-
abletoyou, weall know, for the deep attachment and thank-
fulnesswithwhichitisoffered, thanfor itsown contents, though
we hopethose may proveuseful toyou, too, in after life.”

| got out, in answer, that | thankfully accepted the attach-
ment and affection, but not themoney. Captain Carton|ooked
at mevery attentively, and stepped back, and moved away. |
made him my bow as he stepped back, to thank him for being
soddicate.

“No, miss,” said |, “I think it would break my heart to ac-
cept of money. But, if you could condescend to givetoaman
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so ignorant and common asmyself, any littlething you have
worn—such asabit of ribbon—"

Shetook aring from her finger, and put itinmy hand. And
sherested her hand in mine, while shesaid thesewords:

“Thebravegentlemen of old—but not oneof themwashbraver,
or had anobler naturethan you—took such giftsfrom ladies,
anddiddl their good actionsfor thegivers sakes. If youwill do
yoursfor mine, | shdl think with pridethat | continueto have
someshareinthelifeof agdlant and generousman.”

For the second timein my life shekissed my hand. | made
so bold, for thefirst time, astokisshers; and | tied thering at
my breast, and | fell back tomy place.

Then, the horse-litter went out at the gate with Sergeant
Drooceinit; andthe horse-litter went out at the gatewith Mrs.
Belltott init; and Lieutenant Linderwood gave theword of
command, “Quick march!” and, cheered and cried for, we
went out of the gate too, marching along thelevel plain to-
wardsthe sereneblue sky, asif wewere marching straight to
Heaven.

When | have added herethat the Pirate schemewasblown
to shivers, by the Pirate-ship which had the Treasure on board
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being so vigoroudly attacked by oneof HisMajesty’scruis-
ers, among theWest IndiaKeys, and being so swiftly boarded
and carried, that nobody suspected anything about the scheme
until three-fourthsof the Pirateswerekilled, and theother fourth
wereinirons, and the Treasurewasrecovered; | cometothe
last singular confession | have got to make.

Itisthis. | well knew what animmense and hopelessdis-
tance there was between meand MissMaryon; | well knew
that | wasno fitter company for her than | wasfor theangels;
| well knew, that she was as high above my reach asthe sky
over my head; andyet | loved her. What put itinmy low heart
to be so daring, or whether such athing ever happened before
or since, asthat aman so uninstructed and obscure as myself
got hisunhappy thoughtslifted upto suchaheight, whileknow-
ing very well how presumptuousandimpossibleto beredlised
they were, | amunableto say; still, the suffering to mewasjust
asgreat asif | had been agentleman. | suffered agony—agony.
| suffered hard, and | suffered long. | thought of her last words
tome, however, and | never disgraced them. If it had not been
for thosedear words, | think | should havelost myself inde-
gpair and recklessness.
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Theringwill befound lying on my heart, of course, and will
belaidwithmewherever | amlaid. | am gettingoninyears
now, though | am able and hearty. | was recommended for
promotion, and everything was doneto reward methat could
be done; but my tota want of al learning tood inmy way, and
| found myself so completely out of theroad toit that | could
not conquer any learning, though | tried. | waslonginthe ser-
vice, and | respected it, and wasrespectedinit, and the ser-
viceisdear to meat thispresent hour.

At thispresent hour, when | givethisout to my Lady to be
written down, al my old pain hassoftened away, and | amas
happy asaman can be, at thispresent fine old country-house
of Admira Sir George Carton, Baronet. It wasmy Lady Car-
tonwho hersalf sought meout, over agreat many milesof the
wideworld, and found mein Hospital wounded, and brought
mehere. Itismy Lady Carton who writesdown my words.
My Lady wasMissMaryon. And now, that | concludewhat |
hadtotell, | seemy Lady’shonoured gray hair droop over her
face, assheleansalittlelower at her desk; and | fervently
thank her for being so tender as| seesheis, towardsthe past
pain and troubleof her poor, old, faithful, humblesoldier.
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