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PREFACE.

Tae favourable reception the early part of my old friend Will
Weatherhelm’s adventures met with, has induced me to add a farther
and very considerable portion, derived from the same source as the first.

It contains accounts of some of the most remarkable naval events
which occurred during the early part of that great war when all the
world was in arms against Old England, among which 1 may mention
the masterly retreat of Vice-Admiral Cornwallis from an overwhelming
French fleet, and the gallant action fought by Captain (afterwards Sir
Henry) Trollope in the Glatton, a fifty-gun ship, once an East Indiaman,
with four French frigates,—one of greater size than his own, and the
same number of smaller vessels,~~when he compelled them, shattered and
defeated, to seek for safety by flight. Many other equally interesting
events are recorded in the narrative,

From the large amount of fresh matter which I have introduced,
it must be looked upon as a new work rather than as a second edition.

I desire to dedicate the present work, as 1 had the pleasure of doing
the former, to my old friend Charles Gilbert Duncan, Esq., of Lerwick, a
countryman of Will Weatherbelm, a3 true and kind-hearted an Islander
as ever stepped; but as he is a man whose modesty is equal to his
worth,—for both of which qualities his countrymen and his fair
countrywomen are especially known ‘wherever they go,—I before merely
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gave his initials, but I hope that he will now allow we to mention his
name 1n full.

He will, I am sure, recognise the scenes described in the history of
my hero daring his visit to Shetland. And I must here advise those
who have a few weeks to spare from their daily toils, before they
wander away south, to go to that beantiful group of islands and
judge of their correctness; and besides enjoying some most lovely and
picturesque scenery, if they are as kindly welcomed as I was, they
may well be content. All I have now to do is to bespeak the same
reception for Will Weatherheln from those for whom it is my pride
to write, as has been obtained by Peter the Whaler, Neil D’ Arcy, The
Three Midshipmen, and several other voyagers and travellers who
have placed their memoirs in my hands for publication.

WM. H G. KINGSTON.

LONDoON, 1879,
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CHAPTER L

My father’s land—Born at sea—My school life—Aunt Bretta—Spoilt by over-
indulgence-—Enticed to sea—The Kite schooner—Contrast of a vessel in port
and a vessel at sea—My shivmates—M< name fixed in more ways than one—A
gale—Repentance comes too late—Suspicious customers—A narrow escape—Naples
and it8 Bay.

My father, Eric Wetherholm, was a Shetlander. He was born in tha
Isle of Unst, the most northern of those far-off islands, the Shetlands.

He loved his native land, though it might be said to be somewhat
backward in point of civilization, though no trees are to be found in it
much larger than gooseberry bushes, or cattle bigger than sheep;
though its climate is moist and windy, and its winter days but of a few
hours’ duration. Dut, in spite of these drawbacks, it possesses many
points to love, many to remember. Wild and romantic, and, in some
places, grand scenery, lofty and rocky precipices, sunny downs and
steep hills, deep coves with clear water, in which the sea-tront cam bhe
seen swimming in shoals, aﬁd, better still, kind, honest, warm hearts,
modest women with sweet smiles, and true, honest men.

Once only in my youth was I there. 1 remember well, on a bright
summer’s day, standing on one of the highest of its lofty hills, sprinkled
with thousands of beautiful wild-flowers, and. as T looked over the

duak



14 WILL WEATHERHELM.

hundreds of isles and islets of every variety of form, grouping round
- the mainland, as the largest island is called, I thought that in all my
wanderings I had never seen a greener or more lovely spot floating on
e surface of brighter blue; truly I felt proud of the region which my
poor father claimed as the place of his birth, I knew very little of his
early history. Like the larger proportion of Shetland men, he followed
the sea from his boyhood, and made several voyages, on board a
whaler, to Baffin’'s Bay. Once his ship had been nipped by the ice,
whirled helplessly against an iceberg, when he alone with two com-
panions escaped the destruction which overwhelmed her. Finally he
returned home, and, sickened of voyages in icy regions, became mate
of & merchantman trading out of the port of Hull round the English
coast. On one occasion, his brig having received severe damage in
a heavy gale, put into Plymouth harbour to obtain repairs. He there
met an old shipmate, John Trevelyn, who had given up the sea and
settled with his family on shore.

John had a daughter, Jannet Trevelyn, and a sweet, good girl 1
am very certain she must have been. Before the brig sailed my father
obtained her promise to marry him. He shortly returned, when she
became his wife, and accompanied him to Shetland. But the damp,
cold climate of that northern land was a sore trial to her eonstitution,
accustomed, as she had been, to the soft air of her native Devonshire,
and she entreated that he would rather take her with him to sea than
leave her there. Fortunately, as he considered it, the owners of the
bric he had served in offered him the comwmand of another of their
vessels, and he was able to fulfil the wishes of his wife, as well as to
please his own inclination, though for her sake he would rather have
left her in safety on shore, for he too well knew all the dangers and

hardships of the sea to desire to expose her to them.
My father had very few surviving relatives, His mother and sister
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were the only two of whom 1 know. His father and two brothers
had been lost in the Greenland fishery, and several of his uncles and
cousins had been scattered about in different parts of the world, never
to return to their native islands., 'When, therefore, he found that
Shetland would not suit my mother’s health, he tried to persuade
my grandmother and Aunt Bretta to accompany him to Devonshire,
After many doubts and misgivings as to how they could possibly live
in that warm country far away to the south among a strange people,
who could not understand a word of Erse, they at length, for love of
him and his young wife, agreed to do as he wished. As soon as he
was able he fetched them from Shetland to Hull, whence he convéyed
them to Plymouth in his own vessel, and left them very comfortably
settled in a little house of their own in the outskirts of the town.
Though small, it was neat and pleasant, and they soon got accustomed
to the change, though they complained at first that the days in summer
were very short compared to those in their own country. This was
the year before I was born. My mother, though she had now a home
where she could have remained, was so reconciled to a sea life, and so
fond, I may say, of my father, that she preferred living on board his
vessel to the enjoyment of all the comforts of the shore. On one
memorable occasion, & new brig he commanded, called the Jannet
Trevelyn, in compliment to my mother, was bound round from Hull to
Cork harbour in Ireland, and was to have put into Plymouth to land
her, seeing that she wag not in a fit state to continue the voyage, when
a heavy south-westerly gale came on, and the brig was driven up
channel again off the Isle of Wight. During its continnance, while
the brig was pitching, bows under, with close-reefed topsails only on
her, with a heavy sea running, the sky as black as pitch, the ocean a
mass of foam, and with the wind howling and whistling as if eager to
carry the masts out of her, I was born. My poor mother had a heavy
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time of it, and it was a mercy she did not die. DBut oftentimes delicate,
fragile-looking women go through far more than apparently strong and
robust persons. She had a fine spirit and patient temper, and what 18
more, she put a firm trust in One who is all-powerful to save those who
have faith in him, both for this life and for eternity.

The brig was hove to, and though more than once she parrowly
escaped being run down by ships coming up Channel, she finally reached
Plymouth, and my mother and I were landed in safety. Thus I
may say that I have been at sea from my earliest days. Old Mrs.
Wetherholm was delighted to receive my poor mother and me, and took
the very fondest care of us, as did Aunt Bretta, while my Ifather
proceeded on his voyage.

Soon after this I was christened under a pame which may sound
somewhat fine to southern ears, Willand Wetherholm; but, as will
be seen, I did not very long retain it.

My mother had another trial soon after this, My grandfather, John
Trevelyn, who had for some time been ailing, died and left her without
any relations that I ever heard of on his or her mother’s side of the
house. Thus she became more than ever dependent on my father and
his mother and sister. She had no cause to regret this, however, for
kinder, gentler-bearted people never existed.

Two years more passed away, and I throve and grew strong and
fat, and what between grandmother, and mother, and aunt, ran a great
chance of being spoilt. My father had been so [rightened about my
mother before, that he would never take her to sea again; but he often
said that he would endeavour, when he had laid by a little more money,
to give it up himself and to come and live with her on shore. Itis a
dream of happiness in which many a poor sailor indulges, but how few
are able to realize! He was expected round at Plymouth, on his way
to the Mediterranean, but day after day passed and he did not arrive.
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My mother began to grow very anxious, so did my grandmother and
aunt. A terrific gale had been blowing for some days, when the
Eddystone was nearly washed away, and fearful damage was done to
shipping in various parts.

At length the news reached them that the brig had put into Salcombe
range. It i3 a wild-looking yet land-locked harbour on the Devon-
shire coast. Black rocks rise sheer up out of the water on either side
of the entrance, and give it a particularly melancholy and unattractive
appearance. One of the owners had come round in the brig, but he
had landed and taken a post-chaise back towards Liondon. In the
morning the brig sailed, and by noon the gale was blowing with its
fiercest violence. In vain my poor mother watched and waited for his
return ; from that time to the present neither my father nor any of
his crew were again heard of. The brig with all hands must have
foundered, or, as likely as not, been run down at no great distance from
Plymouth itself. My mother, who had borne so bravely and uncom-
plainingly her own personal sufferings, sunk slowly but surely under this
dispensation of P’rovidence. She never found fault with the decrees of
the Almighty, but the colour fled from her cheeks, her figure grew
thinner and thinner. Scarce a smile lighted up her countenance, even
when she fondly played with me. Her complaint was incurable, it was
that of a broken heart, and I was left an orphan.

Most of my father’s property had gone to purchase a share in the
brig, which had been most fatally uninsured, and thus an income
remained barely sufficient for the support of my grandmother and aunt.
They, poor things, took In work, and laboured hard, night and day,
that they might supply me with the food and clothing they considered I
required, and, when I grew older, to afford me such an education as
they deemed suitable to the son of one holding the position my father
had in life. Aunt GYretta taught me to read pretty well, and to write a
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little, and I was then sent to & day-school to pick up some knowledge
of arithmetic and geography. Small enough was the amount I gaiuned
of either, and whether it was owing to my teacher’s bad system or to my
own stupidity, I don’t know, but I do know that I very quickly lost all
I gained, and by the time I was twelve years old I was a strong, stout
1ad, with a large appetite and a very ill-stored head.

Though I had not picked up much information at school, I had some
companions, and they were generally the wildest and least manageable
of all the boys of my age and standing. The truth was, I am forced to
confess, my grandmother and aunt had spoilt me. They could not
find it in their hearts to deny me anything, and the consequence was
that I generally got my own way whether it was a good or bad one. I
should have been altogether ruined had they not set me a good example,
and instilled into my mind the principles of religion. Often the lessons
they taught me were forgotten, and years passed away, when some
circumstance recalled them to my mind, and they brought forth a
portion, if not all, of the fruits they desired. Still I grew up a way-
ward, headstrong boy. 1 heard some friends say that my heart was in
its rizht place, and that I should never come to much harm, and that
satisfied me; so I did pretty well what I liked without any qualms of
conscience or fears for the consequences.

I am not going to describe any of my youthful pranks, because I
suspect that no good will come from my so doing. If I did not reap
all the evil consequences I deserved, others might fancy that they may
do the same with like impunity and find themselves terribly mistaken
One of my chief associates was a boy of my own age, called Charles
Iffley. His mother, like mine, was a Devonshire woman, and his father
was mate of a merchantman belonging to the port of Hull, but trading
sometimes to Plymouth, and frequently to ports up the Straits of
Gibraltar, Charley and 1 had many tastes in common. He was a
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bold dashing fellow, with plenty of pluck, and what those who disliked
him called impudence. One thing no one could deny, that he was just
the fellow to stand by a iriend at a pinch, and that, blow high or blow
low, he was always the same, merry-hearted, open-handed, and kind.
These gnalities, however, valuable as they are, if not backed by right
principle and true religion, too often in time of temptation have been
known miserably to fail. On a half-holiday, or whenever we could get
away from school, Charley and I used to steal down to the harbour, and
we generally managed to borrow a boat for a sail, or we induced one
of our many acquaintances among the watermen to take us along with
him to help him pull, so that we soon learned to handle an oar as
well as any lads of our age, as also pretty fairly to sail a boat. When
we returned home late in an evening, and I went back to supper, my
poor old grandmother would complain bitterly of the anxiety I had
caused her; and when I saw her grief, 1 used to promise to amend, but
I am sorry to say that when temptation came in my way I forgot my
promise and repeated my fault.

At length the schooner to which Charley’s father belonged came into
Plymouth harbour, I went on board with my friend, and he showed
me all over her; I thought her a very fine vessel, and how much I
should like to go to sea in her. The next day he appeared at our house
in great glee, and told my grandmother and Aunt Bretta that he had
come to wish them good-bye, that his father had bound him apprentice
to the owners of the schooner, and that he was to go to sea in her that
very voyage. I was sorry to part with him, and I could not help
envying him for being able to start at once to see the world. When he
was gone, I could talk of nothing else but of what Charley was going to
see, and of what he was going to do; and I never ceased trying te
persuade my grandmother and aunt to let me go and be & sailor also.
Poor things, I little thought of the grief I wus cuusing them.
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¢ Willand, my dear laddie, ye ken that your father, and your grand-
father, and two uncles were all sailors, and were lost at sea,—indeed, 1
may well say that such has been the hard lot of all the males of our
line,~—~then why should ye wish without reason or necessity to go and do
the same, and break your old grandmother’s heart, who loves ye far
better than her own life's blood,’ said the kind old lady, taking me in
ner arms and pressing me to her bosom. ¢ Be content to stay at home,
laddie, and make her happy.’

‘Oh, that ye will, Willand dear,’ chimed in Aunt Bretta; ¢well
get a wee shoppie for ye, and may be ye'll become a great merchant, or
we'll just rent a croft up the country here, and ye shall keep cows,
and sheep, and fowls, and ye shall plough, and sow, and reap, and
be happy as the day is long. Won’t that be the best life for Willand,
grannie? It’s what he is just fitted for, and there isn't another like it.’

I shook my head. All these pictures of rural felicity or of mercantile
grandeur had no charms for me. I had set my heart on being a rover,
and seeing all parts of the world, and I believe that bad I been offered
a lucrative post under Government with nothing to do, without &
moment’s hesitation I should have rejected it, lest it might have pre-
vented me from carrying my project into execation. Still for some
time I did not like to say anything more on the subject, and the kind
creatures began to hope that I had given up my wishes to their
remonstrances, Had they from the first taught me the important
lessons of self-denial and obedience, they might have found that I was
willing to do so; but I bad no idea of sacrificing my own wishes to
those of others, and I still held firmly to my resolution of leaving home
on the first opportunity.

I was one day walking down High Street, Plymouth, when I saw
advancing towards me a fine szailor-like looking lad, with a weil-bronzed

jovial countenance.
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¢ Why, Will, old boy, you don’t seem to know me?’ he exclaimed,
stretching out his hand, which seemed as hard as iren.

“ Why, I scarcely did, Charley, till I heard your voice,” I answered,
shaking him warmly by the band. ¢ You’ve grown from a boy almost
into a man. There's nothing like the life of a sailor for bardening a
fellow, and making him fit for anything. I see that plainly.’

‘Then come to sea with me at once,” he replied; ‘I can get you a
berth aboard our schooner, and we’ll have a merry life of it altogether,
that we will.’

I liked his confident and self-satisfied way of talking; but I said I was
afraid I could not take advantage of his offer, though I would try and
get leave from my grandmother.

‘Leave from your grandmother!’ he exclaimed with a taunting
laugh; ‘take I'rench leave from the old lady. You are far better
able to judge what you like than she is, and she can’t expect to tie you
to her apron-strings all your life, can she ?’

‘ No, but she is very kind and good to me, and I’m young yet to leave
her and Aunt Bretta. Perhaps, when I am older, she will not object to
my going away, I replied.

‘ Pooh, pooh ! feeds you with bread and milk, and lollipops; and as
to being too young——why, you are not much more than a year younger
than I am, and fully as stout, and I should like to know who would
venture to say that I am not fit to go to sea. I would soon show him
which was the best man of the two.’

These remarks, for I will not call them reasons, had a great effect on
me. I thought Charley the finest fellow I had ever known, and I pro-
mised to be guided by him entirely, 1 did not consider how ungrateful
and foolish I was. How could he really care about me, or know what
was for my best interests? He only thought of pleasing himself by
getting a companion whom he knew from experience he could generally

!
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_induce to do what he liked. I forgot all the love and affection, ail the
tender care I had received from my grandmother and aunt since my
birth, and that I ought on every account to have consulted their feelings
and opinions on the most iniportant step I had hitherto taken in life.
Instead of this, I made op my mind if they should say no, as Charley
expressed it, to cut my stick and run. Many have done as I did, and
bitterly repented their folly and ingratitude every day afterwards to the
end of their lives. It stands to reason that those who have brought us
up and watched over us in helpless infancy or in sickness, instructed us
and fitted us to enter on the active duties of life, must feel far greater
interest in our future welfare than can any other person. We, as boys,
are deeply interested in a shrub or a tree we have planted, in a dog we
have brought up from a puppy; and we may be certain that our parents
or guardians are far more interested in our welfare, and therefore I
repeat, do not go and follow my example, and run counter to their
advice and wishes.

I spent the afternoon with Charley Iffley on board the Kite schooner,
of which his father was mate. She was a fine craft, with & handsomely
fitted up cabin. She had been a privateer in the last war, and still
carried six brass guns on deck, which were bright and polished, and took
my fancy amazingly. She also had a long mahogany tiller bound with
brass, and with a handsomely carved head of a kite which I much
admired. These things, trifles as they were, made me still more desire to
belong to so dandy-looking a crait. The captain was on shore, but Mr.
Iffley, the mate, did the honours of the vessel, and talked largely of all
her good qualities, and finally told me that for the sake of his son, who
was my best friend, if I had a mind to go to sea, he would make interest
to get me apprenticed to her owners. I did not exactly understand what
that signified; but I thanked him very much, and suid that I left the
matier io bis and his son’'s handa.



I MAKE ENOWN MY INTENTIONS. 23

¢ All richt, Will, we’ll make a sailor of you hefore long !’ exclaimed
Charley, clapping me on the back.

Mr. Iffley was not a person, from his appearance, very well calen-
iated to win the confidence of a young lad. He was a stout, short man,
with huge, red, carroty whiskers, and a pock-marked face, small ferretty
eyes, a round knob for a nose, and thick lips, which he smacked loudly
both when speaking and after eating and drinking. HHowever, Charley
seemed to hold him in a good deal of respect and awe, an honour my
friend did not pay to many people. This I found was owing much to
the liberal allowance of rope-end which the mate dealt out to his son
whenever he neglected his duty, or did anything else to displease him;
but of course Master Charley did not confide this fact to me, but
allowed me to discover it for myself. In the evening 1 went back to my
- grandmother’s. 1 wanted (Jharley to accompany me, but he said that
he thought he had better keep ont of the way, or out of sight. This I
have since found the Tempter—that great enemy of man—always does
when he can. He does his best to hide the hook with which he angles
for sounls, as well as to conceal himself; and we may justly be suspicious
of people who dare not come forward to explain their objects and inten-
tions regarding us. Even in a worldly point of view, the caution I
give is very necessary. It was not, however, till long, long after that I
found all this ont. I had not been seated at the tea-table many minutes
before I opened the subject which lay nearest my heart. My kind grand-
mother and Aunt Bretta used all the arguments they could think of to
induce me to stay at home, and so powerful and reasonable did they
seem, that had I not been ashamed of facing Charley and confessing
that I was defeated, I should, at all events for the time, have yielded to
their wishes. 'They pictured to me all the horrors of being shipwrecked
and being cast on a barren island, or tossed about at sea on a raft, or

baving to live among savages, or being half starved or parched with
2
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thirst,—indeed, they had little difficulty in finding subjects on which tc
enlarge. They also reminded me that, as I had no friends and nc
interest, if I went to sea they could do nothing for me, and that thougt
Mr. Iffley might be a very kind man, he could not be expected to care
so much for me as he would for his own son, and perhaps I might have
to remain before the mast all my life. All this I knew was very true,
but I could not bear the idea of being laughed at by Charley and his
father, and in my eagerness I swore vehemently that go to sca I would,
in spite of everything they could say; and I declared that I didn’t mind
though I might be cast away a dozen times, or go wandering about the
ocean and never come back,~—indeed, I scarcely know what wicked and
foolish things I said on the occasion.

My poor grandmother and aunt were dreadfully shocked at the way
[ had expressed myself. They had too much respect for an oath them-
selves, even though it was as rash as mine, to endeavour to make me
break it, and with tears streaming down her face my grandmother
told me, that if such was my resolution, she had no longer the wish to
oppose it. There was something very sad in her countenance, and
the words trembled on her lips agr she spoke, I remember, It was not
so much, however, because of my wish to go to sea, as of my rank
ingratitude and want of tenderness.

¢Oh, Willand ! ye dinna ken what harm ye have done, laddie,” said
Aunt Bretta, as I parted from her to go to roost in my little attic room,
which she had fitted up so neatly for my use.

At first I was inclined to exult at having made the first step towards
the accomplishment of my wishes, and I was thinking how proud 1
should be when 1 met Charley the next morning, to be able to tell him
that I had triumphed over all difficulties and was ready to accept his
offer ;: but then the recollection of what Aunt Bretta had said, and a
consciousness of the nature of my own conduct came over me, and J
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began to bpe sorry for what I had done. In the morning, however,
before breakfast, Charley called for me, and when I told him that I
had got leave to go, he said he would come in and comfort the poor
women. This he did in a rough kind of way, He told them that we
were going to make only a short summer voyage—out to the Maedi-
terranean and back ; that if I liked it I might then be apprenticed, and
if not, that I might come on shore; that I should have seen a little of
tne world, and that no great harm would be done.

The matter once settled, no people could have exerted themselves
rcore than did my two kind relatives to get me ready for sea. They
knew exactly what was wanted, and in three or four days my entire
kit was ready and stowed away in a small sea-chest, which had belonged
to gome member of my family who had escaped drowning. It received
no little commendation when it was hoisted up the side of the Kite.

¢ That’s what I like, said Mr. Iffley; ‘traps enough, and no more.
It speaks well for your womankind, and shows that you come of a
sea-going race.’

I told him that I was born at sea, and that my father was drowned
at sea.

‘ That’s better than being bung on shore, he answered with a loud
laugh ; and 1 afterwards found that such had been the fate of his
father, who was a noted pirate, and that he himseli had enjoyed the
doubtful benefit of his instruction for some time,

While we lay at Plymouth we received orders to eall in at Falmouth,
to carry a cargo of pilchards, which was ready for us, to Naples, in
the south of Italy. The people in that country, being Roman Catholies
and having to fast, eat & great quantity of salt-fish. They have plenty
of fish in their own waters, but they are so lazy that they will not be
at the trouble of catching them in sufficient quantities to supply their
wants. Falmouth was a great fishing place in those days, and full of
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vessels going to all parts of the world, There had been some heavy
rain in the night, and as they lay with their sails loosed and the Hags
of all the civilized nations in the world flying from their peaks, 1
thought that I had never seen a more beauntiful sight.

Mr. Tooke, our captain, was a very good sailor, He was a tall, fine
man, with black hair and huge whiskers, like his mate’s, and a voice,
when he liked, as loud as thunder-—a quality on which he not a littie
prided himself. I thought when I went on board that I wag to live in
the cabin and be treated like a young gentleman. Charley had not said
anything about the matter, but he had showed me the state rooms, as
they were called, and I had sat down in the cabin and taken a glass of
wine with him there, so I took it for granted that I was to be a sort
of midshipman on hoard.

The first night, when the middle watch was set, and I began to grow
very sleepy, I asked Charley in which of the cabins I should find my
bed. He langhed, and told me to follow him. I did so, and he
slipped down a little hatchway forward, just stopping a minute, witk
his head and shoulders above the deck, to tell me that I muast not be too
squeamish or particular, and that I should soon get accustomed to the
place to which he was going to take me. Ie then disappeared, and I
went after him. I found myself in a dark hole, lighted by a very dim
lantern, with shelves which are called standing bed-places, one above
the other, all round it, and sea-chests lashed below. In the fore part
were two berths, rather darker and closer than the rest.

‘That’s where you and I have to sleep, old boy,’ said Charley, ¢1
didn't like it at first; but now I would just as soon sleep there as
asnywhere else. But, I say, don't make any complaints; no one will
pity you if you do, and you will only be laughed at for your pains.’

I found that he was right with regard to my getting accustomed to
the place, though sheets were unknown, and cleanliness or decency was
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but little attended to. Not ouly were the habits of many of the crew
dirty, but their manners and ideas were bad, and their language most
foul and olscene; cursing and swearing went on all day long, just as
& thing of course. It might seem strange to some who don’t know
much about human nature, that I, a lad decently brought up by good,
religions people, and fairly educated, should have willingly submitted to
live along with such people. At first I was startled,—I1 won’t say shocked,
—but then I thought it fine and manly, and soon got not only accustomer
to hear such language, but to unse it with perfect indifierence myself.

We are all of us more apt to learn what is bad than what is good
[ have mentioned Captain Tooke and our first mate. We had a seconc
mate, old Tom Cole by name. He was close upon sixty years of age
He had been at sea all his life, and had been master of more than
one vessel, but lost them through drunkenness, till he got such a name
that no owners would entrust him with the command of another. He
was 8 good seaman and & fair navigator, and when he was sober there
wasn't & better man in the ship. He had been to sea as first mate, but
lost the berth through his besetting sin. 1 believe Captain Tooke
engaged him from having known him when he himseli was a young man,
and from believing that he could keep him sober. He succeeded pretty
well, but not always; and more than once, in consequence of old Cole’s
neglect of his duty, we very nearly lost our lives, as many lives have
been lost before and since. The two mates messed with the captain,
but the apprentices lived entirely with the men forward. DBesides
Charles Iffley, there was another, Jacob La Motte, & Guernsey lad. He
was & far more quiet and steady fellow than either of us. In my wiser
moments I learned to like him better than Iffley; and perhaps because I
was better educated than most of the men, and, except when led away
by bad example, more inclined to be rational, he associated more with
me than with them. The best educated and the most steady among the
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bands forward was a young man, Edward Seton. He was very well
mannered and neat in his person, and I never heard him giving way to
profane swearing or any other gross conduct, and he tried, but in vain
to check those who indulged in it.

I had not been long at sea, though time enough to have any pride I
might have possessed knocked out of me, when I was accosted by old
Ned Toggles, one of the roughest of the rongh hands on board, and
generally considered the wit of the crew, with, * And what’s your nane,
youngster? Did any one ever think it worth while to give one to such
a shrimp as you ¥

*Yes,’ said I, firing up a little; ¢I should have thought youn knew it
by this time.’ |

‘ Knowit!{ How should I know whether your name is Jack, or Tom,
or Bill? Any one on ’em is too good for you, I should think, to look at
you, remarked old Toggles, with a grin and a wink at his companions.

‘Thank you for nothing,” said I, feeling very indignant at the
gratuitous insult, as I considered it, thus offered to me. *¢If you want
to know my name, I'll tell it you. It is Willand Wetherholm." 'Tha
last words I attered with no little emphasis, while I looked at my ship-
mates a8 much as to say, *There! I should like to know who has got
as good a name as that!’ I saw a grin on the countenance of old
Toggles as 1 spoke.

¢ Will Weatherhelm !’ he ejaculated. ¢A capital name, lad. Hurrah
for Will Weatherhelm. Remember, Will Weatherhelm is to be your
name to the end of your days. Come, no nonsense, we'll mark it into
you, my boy. Come, give us your arm.” What he meant by this I
could not tell; but after a little resistance, I found that I must give in.
‘ Come, it’s our watch below, and we have plenty of time to spare; we’ll
set about it at once, said he, taking my arm and baring it up to the
elbow. One of the other weu then held me while Toggles procured a
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sharp needle, stuck in a handle, and began puncturing the thick part
of my arm between the elbow and wrist. The operation cost me some
little pain; but there was no use crying out, so 1 bore it patiently.
When he had done he brought some powdered charcoal or gunpowder,
and robbed it thoroughly over the arm. ‘There, my lad,” said he,
‘don’t go and wash it off, unless you want a good rope’s-ending, and
you'll see what will come of it.

I waited patiently as I was bid, thongh my arm smarted not a little,
and in three days Toggles told me I might wash as much as I liked.
I did wash, and there I found on my arm, indelibly marked, my new
name, WILL WEATHERHELM !* and at sea, wherever I have been, it
has ever since stuck to me.

If one of my old shipmates were to be asked if he knew Willand
Wetherbolm, he would certainly say, * No; never heard of such a man.
‘ But don’t you remember Will Weatherhelm?’ ¢I should think so,
my boy, would be his reply, and I hope he would say something in my
favour.

We had a quick run to the southward till we were somewhere off the

latitude of Lisbon, when a gale sprung up from the eastward which drove
us off the land, and not only carried every stitch of canvas clear of the

bolt-ropes, but very nearly took the masts out of the vessel. It was my
watch below when the gale came on, and I was awoke by the terrific
blows which the schooner received on her bows; and what with the

* Weatherhelm is a sea term, A vesscl, when not in perfect trim and too light
aft, has a tendency, when on a wind, to lufl’ of her own accord, or to fly up into the
wind. To counteract thistendency it is necessary to keep the helm a-weather, and
she is then said to carry a weather helm. 1t 18 not surprising, therefore, that
Togygles should at once catch at my name, and turn it into one which is so familiar
to a seaman’s ear. Indeed, to this day, I huve often to stop and consider which
is my proper name, and certainly could npot avoid answering to that ot Wil

Weatherhelm,
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darkness and the confusion caused by the noise of the sea and the
raftling of the blocks aloft, the stamp of feet overhead, and the
creaking of the bulkheads, I fully believed the ship was going down, and
that my last moment had come. I thought of my poor old grand-
mother’s warnings, and I would have given anything if I could have
recalled my oath and found myself once more safe by her side. ¢All hands
shorten sail!’ soon sounded in my ears. I slipped into my clothes in
a moment, and hastened on deck. The sky overhead was as black as
pitch, and looked as if it was coming down to crush the vessel between
it and the ocean, and every now and then vivid flashes of lightning
darted forth from it, playing round the rigging and showing the
huge black seas as they came rolling np like walls capped with white
foaming tops, with a loud rushing roar, as if they were about to over-
whelm us. A rope’s-end applied to my back made me start, and I
heard the voice of old Cole, saying, ¢ Hillo, youngster, what are vou
dreaming about? Up aloft there, and help furl the topsails.” Aloft
I went, though I thought every moment that I should be blown away
or shaken from the shrouds; and when I got on the yards, I had to
hold with teeth and eyelids, as the saying is, and very little use 1
suspect 1 was of. Still the sails, or rather what remained of them,
were furled, and I had been aloft in a gale. I very soon learned to
think nothing of it.

We were many days regaining our lost ground, and it was three
weeks after leaving Falmouth before we sighted the Rock of (Ribraltar.
We did not stop there, but the wind being then fair, ran on through
the Gut towards our destination. Inside tbe straits, we had light and
baffling winds, and found ourselves drifted over to the African shore,
pot far from the Riff Coast. We kept a sharp look-out and had our
guns ready sbotted, for the gentry thereabouts have a trick of coming
ofi in their fast-pulling boats if they see an unarmed merchanimar
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becalmed ; and, as & spider does a fly canght in his web, carrving hes
off and destroying her. They are very expeditious in their procecdings.
They either cut the throats of the crew or sell them into slavery, carry
all the cargo, and rigging, and stores on shore, and burn the hull, that
no trace of their prize may remain. Charley told me this; but we
agreed, as we were well armed, if they came off to us, they might find
that they had caught a Tartar.

The captain and mates had their glasses constantly turned towards
the shore. The sun was already sinking towards the west, when I
heard the captain exclaim, ¢ Ilere they come! Now, my lads, let’s see
what you are made of” We all, on this, gave a loud cheer, and I
could see six or eight dark specks just stealing out clear of the land.
Charley and I were in high glee at the near prospect of a skirmish, for
we both of us had a great fancy for smelling gunpowder.

Old Cole heard us boasting of what we would do. ¢Just wait, my
boys, till you see some hundreds of those ngly blackamoors, with their
long pikes, poking away at you, and climbing up the side of the
schooner, and you will have reason to change your tone, I suspect,’
said he, as he turued on his heel away from us.

‘ Here comes a breeze off the land I’ exclaimed Mr. Iffley; ¢ we may
wish the blackguards good-bye before they come up with us.” 'The
breeze came and sent us a few fathoms through the water, and then
died away and left the sails flapping as before idly against the masts,
while at the same time the row-boats came nearer and nearer. 'The
captain walked the deck with his glass under his arm, every now and
then giving a glance at the approaching boats, and then holding up
his hand to ascertain if the breeze was coming back again., Once more
the sails filled, and his countenance brightened. Stronger and stronger
came the breeze. The schooner felt its force, and now began to rush
gaily through the water. ‘Hurrah! she walks along briskly !’ he
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exclaimed, looking over the side. ¢ We may wish the gentlemen in thg
boats good evening.’

I was surprised to find the captain so glad to get away from the
pirates. I thought it was somewhat cowardly of him, and that he
would rather have stopped and fought them. Charley langhed when
I told him this. ‘He is as brave a man as ever stepped,” he
answercd. ‘He has his own buosiness to attend to, and that is to
carry his cargo to the port we are bound for. What good would he
have got had he fought the pirates, even though he had knocked them
to pieces?’

The breeze continuing, and darkness coming on, we very soon lost
sight of the boats, It was nearly a fortnight after this that we made
the coast of Sicily, and saw Mount Etna towering up with a flaming top
into the clouds. We stood on towards the Bay of Naples. A bright
mist hung over the land as we approached it soon after sunrise, like a
veil of gauze, but still thick enough entirely to conceal all objects from
our view. Suddenly, as if obeying the command of an enchanter’s wand,
it lifted slowly before us and revealed & scene more beantiful that any I
ever expected to behold. On the right was the bright green island of
Capri, with Sorrento and its ruined columns beyond it. DBefore us was
the gay white city of Naples, with its castles and moles below rising
upwards out of the blue sparkling waters on the side of a hill, amid
orange groves and vineyards, and crowned at its summit by a frowning
fortress, while on the left was the wildly picturesque island of Procida
and the promontory of Daie, every spot of which was full of classic
associations, which, however, the little knowledge I had picked ap was
scarcely sufficient to enable me to appreciate, and in which even now,
I must own, I could not take the interest they deserve. Still ths
beauty of the scene fixed itself on my memory never to be eradicated.
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Beeek pirates—A suspicions stranger—My first fight--Desperate enconnter—Om
fate sealed—The sinking vessel—The mate’s death—We secure a boat—Down she
goes—Our perilous voyage—Loss of another shipmate—Death of Edward Seton—

My promise—A strong breeze—A gale springs up—A heavy sea.

Havixa discharged our cargo at Naples, the captain, finding that we
could get no freight home from thence at the time, determined to go to
Smyrna, where he knew that he could obtain one of dried fruit, figs,
currants, and raisins. We spent ten days there, and on our homeward
voyage, keeping somewhat to the northward of our course, got among

the islands of the Greek Archipelago. At that time a great many of
the petty Greek chiefs, driven by the Turks from their hereditary

domains, had established themselves on any rocky island they could find,
with as many followers as they could collect, and nothing loth, used to
carry on the respectable avocation of pirates. Some possessed only
lateen-rigged craft, or open boats, but others owned fine large vessels,
ships and brigs, strongly armed and manned. Though they attacked
any Turkish vessels wherever they could find them, they were in no
respect particular, if compelled by necessity to look out for other prey,
and the merchantmen of any civilized nation which came in their way

bad but a small chance of escape.

i observed some little anxiety on the conntenances of the officers, and a
more careful watch than usual was kept on board at unight, while in the
day-time the captain or first mate was constantly aioft, and more than
oiicy the course was changed to avoid a strange sail. 'The winds were
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licht and baffling, eo that we were detained among the islands for some
time. At [ast we got a fair breeze from the northward, though it was
light, and we were congratulating ourselves that we should have a quick
run to the westward. We had been standing on for a couple of hours or
g0, when I saw the master and mates looking out anxiously ahead. 1
asked Charley Iffley what it was they saw.

¢ An ugly-looking big brig, which has a cut they don’t like about her,’
was the answer. ‘¢ When we were out here the last time, we sighted just
such another chap. A hundred or more cut-throat-looking fellows were
dancing on her decks, and we had every expectation that they would lay
us aboard, when a man-of-war hove in sight, and she prudently cut her
stick. The man-of-war made chase, but a Thames barge might as well
have tried to catch a wherry. The pirate was out of sight in no time.’

‘* Bat if this stranger should prove to be a gentleman of the same pro-
fession, what shall we do, Charley?’ I asked.

‘Run away if we can, and fight him if he comes up with us,’ he
replied.

I thought he did not seem quite so anxious about fizhting as he had
been when we were off the Riff coast. Indeed, from what I could learn,
gshould the vessel in sight prove to be a Greek pirate, we might find a
struggle with her no joking matter. That she was so, 1 found the
eaptain and officers entertained not the slichtest doubt. 'The schooner
was brought on a wind and stood away to the southward, but the brig
immediately afterwards changed her course for the same direction. 'T'he
captain on this called the crew aft, and told us that he intended to try
and make his escape, but that if he did not succeed, we must fight for
our lives, for if overcolne we should all have our throats ent. Charley
and I, and La Motte, gave a shrill cheer, in which we were joined
by two or three of the other men, but the old hands merely growled out,
‘ Never fear; no man wants to get his throat cut, so we'll fight. I was
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sarprised at their want of enthusiasm; but when men have been much
knocked about in the world, and have all their finer feelings blunted,
that, among other sentiments, i3 completely battered out of them.

When Captain Tooke saw the brig change her course, he hauled
the schooner close on & wind, but the brig instantly hauled her wind
also, and we very soon saw that she was rapidly overhauliug us.
The truth is, that English merchantmen of those days were mere tubs
compared to those of foreign nations; and even the Kite, though a
fast vessel of her class, was very inferior to the craft of the present
day of the same rig. Thus we saw that there was little chance of
escaping & ficht should the stranger prove to be a pirate, unless a
man-of-war or large merchantman, able to help wus, might heave in
sight.

While we were trying the speed of our heels, every possible pre-
paration was made for fichting; boarding nettings were triced up ;
our two guns were carefully loaded ; the small arms were got up and
distributed among the people, who fastened on the cutlasses round
their waists and stuck the pistols in their belts. Charley and I had
got hold of a pistol apiece, and purposed committing great execution
with them, but I was condemned to help La Motte to hand up
powder and shot from below, greatly to Master Charley’s amusement,
who looked down and asked how 1 liked being a powder-monkey.
As I every now and then shoved my head through the hatchway, I
saw that the brig was coming up rapidly after us. I had been dowu
some little time, when just as 1 came up and was looking about me,
my ears were saluted with 8 loud hissing whirl, and I saw our main
gaff shot away at the jaws and come tumbling down on deck. This
made the schooner fall off the wind somewhat.

¢ Fire, my lads! fire !’ shouted Captain Tooke, ‘and ses if we cau't

repay them in kind.
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Our lee-gnn had been run over to the weather side, and both guns
were fired at once, discharged by some of our best hands, old men-
of-war's men. Still, as no cry of satisfaction followed, 1 suspected
that they had not succeeded in damaging the enemy. A whole broad-
side from the Greck now came rattling down upon us. I could not
resist giving a look up on deck. Several of our poor fellows had
been knocked over, apd lay writhing In agony. Some were binding
up their wounds, and one lay half hanging over the hatchway shot
through the body. Such another iron shower would ¢peedily clear
our decks of every living being. As to striking our flag, or crying
out for mercy, that was out of the question; we were contending
with people who had received none from their oppressors, and had
not learned to show it to others. Those not required to work the
two guns, began blazing away with the muskets, but in that arm
also the pirate was infinitely our superior. Her shot from another
broadside came rushing fiercely over us. This time no one on deck
was hit, but the effects aloft were disastrous. DBoth our topsail-yards
were wounded, and several braces and much of our standing rigging
shot through. Qur people fought as well as any men-of-war’s men,
and our captain showed that though he was a rough diamond he
was & brave fellow. A third broadside reduced our rigging to a
perfect wreck, and masts, and spars, and blocks came tumbling down
from aloft in melancholy confusion. All this time the wind had been
increasing, and it now blew a pretty smart breeze. We might have
still a chance if we could knock away some of the enemy’s spars,
and keep him from boarding us. Our hull had received no material
injury, and if a gale came on we might weather it out till perhaps
some ship might come to our rescue. Having got up all the powder
and shot required, I came on deck. 1 asked Charley what he thonght
of the state of thiugs. lle was lookiug sery pale; his shirt-sleeve
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was tucked up at the elbow, and there was blood on his arm, which
4 musket-ball had just grazed.

¢ Don't ask me, Will, said he. ‘What can we do against that big
fellow ¥ We shall all be food for fishes before long, I suppose.’

I looked at the brig, which was twice our size and wninjured in
rigging, and was closely approaching us, while I could make ount that
her decks were crowded with men in a variety of Eastern costumes,
mostly such as I had seen on board the Greek vessels at Smyrna.
By this time it was blowing fresh, and a good deal of sea had got
ap. The schooner, having no canvas aloft to steady her, was pitching
and tumbling about in an awiul way. Our fate was sealed. 1
remembered all the dreadiul stories I had heard, and the atrocities
committed by these Greek pirates; but I had little time for thought.
On came the pirate; showers of musket-balls swept our decks, and
round shot came crashing through our side. In another instant her
grappling-irons were thrown aboard, and as a huge spider catches a
miserable fly, so did our big antagonist hold us struggling and
writhing in his grasp.

We had fought as long as we could; but what could we do
against such overwhelming numbers? We did not strike to the villains
at all events, for we had not a man by this time left on his legs te
haul down the flag, even had we wished to do so. The pirates, with
fierce shouts, waiting till the sides of the vessels rolled together,
leaped, sword in hand, on our decks. The captain and mates con-
tinued fighting to the last, as If resolved to sell their lives dearly.
Some were driven overboard, several were knocked down below, and
so saved their lives for the moment, while the greater number were
anable to lift hand or foot in their defence. 1 was among them. A
shot grazed me, 1 could scarcely tell where, my whole body was in
such agony; but overcome with it 1 lauy withecut power of moving
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This was fortunate, for had any of us shown signs of life, the pirates
wonld have despatched us at once. As it was, they merely shoved
us out of the way, while they set to work to get out the cargo.
Though I could not move, my eye was able to follow them, and
from the expeditious way in which they proceeded about their work,
they were evidently well practised in it. Every moment I expected
to find my existence finished by having the point of a sword or a
pike run into me, I suppose after this that I went off into a swoon,
for when I again looked up, the pirates had left the vessel, and I
could see the topsails of their brig, just as they were sheering off.
My first impulse was that of joy to think that I was saved. I {tried
to rise, and fancied that 1 might have strength sufficient to do so;
but then I thought it better to be perfectly still, lest the pirates
should see me moving about, and take it into their heads to fire and
perhaps finish me. My feelings were very dreadful. I knew not how
many of my companions might have escaped. Perhaps I might be
soon the only survivor left alone on the shattered wreck, for the
groans of my companions still alive showed that they were desper-
ately wounded; or perhaps my doom was already fixed, and my
hours were drawing to a close. I could scarcely bear to hear those
sounds of pain, yet I dared not move to render asgistance. 1 waited
for some time, and then I slowly turned round my head, and
ventured to look if the vessel could be seen from where I lay., She
was not visible, so I crawled to a port through which I could see
her about a mile off, standing away to the eastward. I now felf that,
provided no one showed their heads above the bulwarks, we should
be safe, A cask of water stood on the deck for daily use. 1
crawled to it, and swallowed some of the precious fluid, which much
revived me, 1 never tasted a more delicious dranght in my life, 1
took the tin cup, and crawled to the nearest person who appeared to
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he ahive. It was the captain. He was groaning heavily, ¢llere’s a
cap of water, sir,’ I said; ‘it will do you good. The pirates are off,
and I do not think they are coming back again.’

At first he did not seem to understand me; then he took the mug
of water, and drained it to the bottom.

¢ What, gone, are they?’ he at length exclaimed. ¢Ab, lad, is that
sou? Well, what has happened? Okl I kpoow. Help me up, and
we'll see about it.’

I did my best, hurt as I was, to raise him up. In a short time he very
much recovered. DBoth he and I, it appeared, had been knocked over by
she wind of a round shot, and had been rather stunned than seriously
hurt.

" The captain, as he lay on the deck, bound up my wound for me with
a kindness I did not expect from him. As soon as he was somewhat

recovered, he told me to come with him and examine into the state of
affairs. Many of the crew lay stiff and stark on deck—their last fight
over. We carried the water to the few who remained alive, and very
erateful they were for it. Among the killed was the first mate; but
poor Charley I did not see. I observed another man moving forward.
I crawled up to him. He was Edward Seton. I gave him the mug
of water. He thanked me gratefully.

‘I'm afraid that I am in a bad way, Weatherhelm,” said he; ¢but see
what you can do for me, and I'll try and get about and help the captain:
tell him.’

Under his directions I bound up his wounds as well as I could, and
in a little time he began to erawl about, though it seemed to give him
great pain to do so. On looking into the hold we found that several men
were there. The captain hailed them, and gave the welcome news that the
pirate was off, and that they might venture on deck. Assoon as they heard

his voice they sprang up, but looks of horror were on their countenances
3
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‘It's all over with us, sir,’ said they. ¢The villains have borad holes
in the ship’s bottom, and the water is rushing in by bucketsful.’

1 accompanied the captain below. Unhappily he found that what
they said was too true, and at the first appearance of things it looked as
if the schooner could not swim another half hour. On farther examina-
tion, however, it appeared that, whatever might have been the ‘niention
of the villains, they had not bored the holes very cleverly. Some of
them were through the timbers, and others were even above the water
line, and they had providentially been prevented from finishing their
work by breaking their aunger, the iron of which was sticking in one of
the timbers. When this had occurred they made the attempt to knock
a hole through the ship’s side; but they had found the ribs and planking
too strong for their axes, and had been compelled to desist before
accomplishing their purpose. They had, however, effectually destroyed
the pumps,—a few strokes of their axes had done that,—so that we had
little hope of freeing the vessel of water, as it would take long to repair
them. Why they did not set her on fireI do not know. Perhaps because
they were afraid that the blaze might attract the attention of any ship
of war which might be in the neighbourhood, and bring her down upon
them. At all events, they refrained from no tender feeling of love or
mercy for us. |

*Don’t give in, my lads,’ cried the captain, after he had examined the
state of affairs. ¢ All who can manage to move, come with me; we may
still have a chance of saving our lives. See if any of you can find an
axe and wood to make plugs to drive into these holes.’

The pirates had of course intended to heave overboard everything of
the sort; but fortznately, without loss of time, a hatchet was found
under the windlass forward, where one of the men recollected he had
left it, after chopping wood for firing, and another discovercd an axe in
the carpenter’s store-room. under & number of things which had been
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routed out of the chests by the pirates in their search for money. With
these two tools we set to work, and as soon as a plug was cut, we
drove it into such of the holes as let in the greatest quantity of water.
There was no difficulty in finding them, for the water spouted up in jets
in all directions in the hold.

It must be understood that what was already inside had not yet got
to a level with the sea. Indeed, if it had, we should very soon have
gone down. We succeeded in stopping the greater number, but
anfortunately two or three had been bored low down, and some of the
cargo having washed over them, we could not contrive to reach the
places to plug them. I guessed, when the fact was discovered, that all
hopes of ultimately saving the vessel must be greatly diminished, though
what we had done would enable her to float for some time longer.

I have before been prevented mentioning anything respecting those of
my shipmates who had escaped with their lives. The first person I saw
below was old Cole. He was unhurt, and seemed to take matters as
coolly and quietly as if they were of ordinary occurrence. He had, as 1
afterwards discovered, directly he saw the pirate brig running us aboard,
gone below and stowed himself away. I ventured to ask him, on &
subsequent occasion, how it was that he had not remained on deck and
fought on like the rest. * Why, I will tell you, Will,” said he; ‘I have
found out, by a pretty long experience, that 1f I don’t take care of
namber one, no one else will; so, when I saw that nothing more could be
done to beat off the pirates, I thonght to myself, there’s no use getting
killed for nothing, so I'll just keep in hiding till I see how things go.’
Lia Motte, the Guernsey lad, was unhurt, but we picked up poor
Charley Iffiey with an ugly knock on his head, which had stunned him..
He didn’t know that his father was killed. We let him perfectly recover
before we told him. I wished to have kept back the knowledge of this
fact from him, but of course as soon a8 he came on deck he could nos
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fail to discover it, so La Motte and I broke it to him gently. 1 was
somewhat shocked to find how little effect it had on him.

‘ What, father dead, is he? Well, what am I to do then, I wonder?’
was his unfeeling observation.

¢ And this is the person whom I thought so fine a fellow, and by whom
I was guided rather than by those who loved me best in the world, I
thought to myself. Still, I could not help feeling compassion for my
friend, and I believe he really did feel his father’s loss more than his
words would have led me to sappose.

Having done what we could below, the captain called us all on deck
to examine into the state of the boats, and to see if any of them were fit
to carry us to the nearest shore. A glance showed us their condition.
The spars which had fallen from aloft, and the shot of the enemy, had
done them no little damage, and the villanous pirates, before leaving
us, had stove In their sides and hove the oars overboard, to prevent
any of us who might survive from making use of them. 1 felt my
heart sink within me when I saw this, but none of us gave way to
despair. It is not the habit of British seamen, while a spark of life
remains in them, to do so. The long boat was in the best condition,
but with our yards gone we could not hoist her out, even had we had
all the crew fit for the work, so that we were obliged to content our-
selves with trying to patch up the jolly-boat, which we might launch
over the side.

The carpenter was among the killed, so that had the pirates left us
all his tools, we could not have repaired the boat properly, and the
captain therefore ordered us to set to work to cover her over with
tarred canvas, and to strengthen her with a framework inside. Thus
prepared, there were some hopes that she might be able to float us,
provided the weather did not grow worse.

While the captain and old Cole, with the more experienced hands,
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. were patching up the boat, he sent L.a Motte and me to try and find
& spy-glass in the cabin. After some search we discovered one and
took it to him. @ He watched the pirate brig through it attentively.
‘ Hurra, my lads, she’ll not come back !’ he exclaimed. ¢She’s stand
ing under all sail to the eastward, and soon will be hull down.” This
announcement gave us all additional spirits to proceed with our work.
La Motte and I were next sent to get up some mattresses from
below on which to put the wounded men; we also bound up their hurts
ag well as we could, and kept handing them round water, for they
seemed to sufier more from thirst than anything else.

My own wound hurt me a good deal, but while I was actively
employed for the good of others, I scarcely thought about it. I found
that mach progress was being made with the boat. There was plenty
of canvas, and a cask of Hockholm tar was found. After paying both
the boat and a piece of canvas sufficiently large to cover her over with
the tar, the canvas was passed under her keel and fastened inside the
gunwale on either side. 1t went, of course, from stem to stern, and the
thickly tarred folds nailed over the bows served somewhat to strengthen
them. In our researches L.a Motte and I had found a hammer and a
pair of pincers, which were very useful, as they enabled us to draw out
the nails from the other boat with which to fasten on the canvas. As the
boat would require much strengthening inside, a framework of some
small spars we had on board was made to go right round her gunwale,
from which other pieces were nailed down to the seats, and two athwart,
ingide the gunwale, to prevent her upper works from being pressed in.
Besides this, some planks were torn from the long-boat, and with them
a weather streak was made to go round the jolly-boat, and this made
her better able to contend with a heavy sea.

When we had performed our first task, the captain sent us with the
second mate to get up such provisions and stores as we might require.
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with some small heakers to fill with water. He then came himself to
judge how fast the water was gaining on us, and seeing that the
schooner would swim some time longer, he had another thick coat of tar
put on, and an additional coat of canvas nailed over the boat. It was
lucky this was done, for as the tar had not time to sink into the canvas,
I do not think the first would for any length of time have kept the
water out. We had still much to do, for we had neither oars, spars,
nor sails fitted for the boat. In half an hour more, however, we had
fashioned two pairs of oars, in a very rough way certainly, but such as
would serve in smooth water well enough. We had stepped two masts
and fitted two lugs and & jib. Fortunately the rudder had not been
injured, so that we were saved the trouble of making ome. 1 felt my
heart somewhat lighter when the work was finished, and we were able to
launch the boat over the side where the bulwarks had been knocked
away when the enemy ran ns aboard. She swam well, and we at once
began putting what we required into her. The pirates had carried oft
all the compasses they could find, but the captain had a small spare one
in & locker which had not been broken open, and this he now got out,
with a chart and quadrant they had also overlooked. Thus we might
contrast onr condition very favourably with that of many poor fellows,
who have been compelled to leave their sinking ships in the mid Atlantic
or Pacific hundreds of miles from any known coast, without chart or
compass, and with a scant supply of water and provisions.

We had no difficulty in stowing water and provisions for the
remnant of the crew to last us till we counld reach Zante or Cephalonia,
or some part of the Grecian coast; for that, I heard the captain say,
would be the best direction to steer. We first put the wounded who
could not help themselves into the boat, and the rest were following,
when the captain stopped us.

‘ Stay, my lads,’ said he, *The schooner will float for some time



FUNKRAL AT SEA. 45

longer, and we must not leave the bodies of our poor shipmates aboard
her to be eaten by the fish with as little concern as if they were
animals.’

‘ All right, sir,” answered the men, evidently pleased. ‘We wouldn’t
wish to do so either, sir, but we thought you were in a hurry to be off.’

We set to work at once, for all hands knew what he meant, and we
sewed each of the bodies np in canvas, with shot at their feet.

‘Can anybody say any prayers?’ asked the captain.

No one answered. Of all the crew, no one had a prayer-book, nor
was a Bible to be found. I had one, I knew, which had been put into
my chest by my grandmotber, but I was ashamed to say it was there,
and I had not once looked at it since I came to sea. KEdward Seton,
however, who bhad been put into the boat, heard the question. ‘I
have a prayer-book, sir,) he said. ¢If I may be hoisted on deck,
I will read the funeral service’” The captain accepted his offer. He
was taken out of the boat and propped up on a mattress. He
read the Church of England burial service with a faltering voice
(he himself looking like death itself) over the bodies of those whom
it appeared too probable that he would shortly follow.

It might, perhaps, have been more a superstitions than a religious
feeling which induced my rough, uneducated shipmates to attend to
the service, but it seemed to afford them satisfaction, and if may,
perhaps, at all events, have done some of ns good. Then the poor
fellows were launched overboard, with a sigh for their loss, for they
were brave fellows, and died fighting like British seamen. Charley
stood by while his father's body was committed to the deep, and he
cried very heartily, as if he really felt his loss. Then, slowly, one
after the other of us went into the boat. The captain was the last
to quit the schooner. For some time we held on. The captain

evidently could not bring himself to give the order to cast ofi—
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indeed, it was possible that the vessel might still float for some
time longer; still it is difficult to say when a water-logged vessel
may go down. Had we hung on during the dark, we might have
been taken by surprise, and not have been able to get clear in time.
I heard the captain propose to Mr. Cole to set her on fire, in the
hopes that the blaze might bring some vessel down to our relief;
but I suspect that he had not the heart to do it. At last, as night
was coming on, he gave the order, ‘Cast off’ I suspect he never
gave a more unwilling one. Not another word did he say, but he
gave a last lingering look at the craft he had so long commanded,
and then turned away his head.

Qur lugs were hoisted, for the wind had come round to the
gsouthward, and away we stood for Cephalonia. It was a beautiful
night, the sea was smooth and the wind was light,—indeed, we
would rather have had more of it,—the stars came brightly out of
the clear sky, and there was every appearance of fine weather.
There seemed no reason to doubt that all would go well, if the
wind did not again get up; and, as we had just had a strong
blow, there was a prospect of its continuing calm till we got to our
destination. The night passed away pretty well-—all hands slept by
turns, and, for my own part, I could have slept right through it,
had it not been that the groans of one of my companions, who lay
close to me, sounded in my ears and awoke me. I sat up and
recognised the voice of poor Edward Seton., La Motte and I, who
were closest to him, did all we could to assuage his pain. We
bathed his wounds and supplied him with drink, but his tortures
increased till towards the morning, when on a sudden he said that
he felt more easy. At first, I fancied that all was going right with
him; but soon the little strength he had began to fail, and as the
sun rose, and fell on his pale cheeks, T saw that the mark of death
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was already there. I spoke to him and asked him what I could de
for him. He was perfectly conscious of his approaching death.

*You have done all you could for me, Will, he answered, in a low
faint voice, not audible to the rest. ¢It is all over with me in this
world. I am glad that yon are near me, for you think more as I do,
and you know better what is right than the rest of our shipmates; but,
Weatherhelm, let 8 dying man warn you, as you know better than others
what is right, so are your responsibilities greater, and thus more will be
demanded of you by the Great Judge before whom I am about to stand,
and you will have to stand ere long. Oh! do not forget what I have
said. And now I would ask a favour for myself. I have a mother
living near Hull, and one I love still better, a sweet young girl I was
to have married. Find out my mother—she will send for her—see them
both—tell them how I died—how I was doing my duty faithfully as a
seaman, and how I thought of them %o the last.’

‘Yes, yes,’ I answered, ¢ I'll do my best to fulfil your wishes.” I took
his hand and pressed it. A fearful change came over his countenance,
and he was a corpse. I hoped to be able to keep my promise, for often
the only satisfaction a dying seaman has, is to know that his shipmates
will faithfully carry his last messages to those he loves best on earth.
The body was dragged forward into the bow of the boat, for rough as
were the survivors, all esteemed Edward Seton, and no one liked to
propose without necessity to throw his remains overboard before they
were cold.

At noon the captain took an observation, and found that since leaving
the schooner the previous evening we had run about forty miles, which
showed that we had been going little more than two and a half knots an
hour—for the wind had been very light all the time. Still we were far
better off than if it had been blowing a gale. As, however, the day
drew on, clonds began to collect in the horizon, forming heavy banks
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which grew darker and darker every instant. I saw the captain and
mate looking at them anxiously.

‘ We are going to have another blow before long,” observed Mr. Cole.
‘ If we could have got nnder the lee of some land before it came on, it
would have been better for us.’

‘ No doubt about that, Mr. Cole; but as we have no land near us, if
the gale catches us we must weather it out as men best can,’ answered
the captain.

The mate was unfortunately right, and somewhere about the end of
the afternoon watch a strong breeze sprung up from the sonthward,
which soon caused a good deal of sea. The boat was hanled close to
the wind on the larboard tack, but she scarcely looked up to her course,
besides making much lee-way. She proved, however, more seaworthy
than might have been expected, but we shipped a good deal of water at
times, to the great inconvenience of the wounded men, and we had to
keep constantly baling with our hats, or whatever we could lay hold of.
As it became necessary to lighten the boat as much as possible, the
captain ordered us to sew the body of poor Seton up in his blanket, and
to heave it overboard. No one present was able to read the burial
service over him, and he who had so lately periormed that office for
his shipmates was committed to the deep without & prayer being said
over him. I thought it at the time very shocking; but I have since
learned to believe that prayers at a funeral are uttered more for the
sake of the living than the dead, and that to those who have departed
it matters nothing how or where their body is laid to rest. Of course
we had no shot to fasten to poor Seton’s body. For a short time it
floated, and as I watched it with straining eyes, surrounded by masges
of white foam blown from the summits of the rising waves, I thought of
the awful warning he had lately uftered to me, and felt that I, too,

might be summoned whither he was gone.
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The wind and sea were now rapidly rising. In a short time it
had increased very much, and as the waves came rolling up after
ns, they threatened every instant to engulf the boat. She had begun
to leak also very considerably, and do all we could, we were unable
to keep her free of water.

¢ We must lighten the boat, my lads, said the captain. ¢Don’t
be down-hearted, though; we shall soon make the land, and then we
shall find plenty of provisions to supply the place of what we must
now cast away.’

Some of the men grumbled at this, and said that they had no
fancy to be put on short allowance, and that they would keep the
provisions at ali risks. I never saw a more sudden change take
place in any man than came over the countenance of the captain at
this answer. Putting the tiller into the mate’s hand, he sprung up
from his seat. ¢ What, you thought I was changed into a lamb, did
vou? he exclaimed in a voice of thunder. ¢ Wretched idiots! just
for the sake of indulging for a few hours in gluttony, youn would
risk your own lives and the lives of all in the boat. The first man
who dares to disobey me, shall follow poor Seton out there—only he
will have vo shroud to cover him. You, Storr, overboard with that
keg ; Johnston, do you help him. The men addressed obeyed with-
out uttering another word, and the captain wemt back to the stern-
sheets, and issned his orders as calmly as if nothing had occurred.

¢ The captain was like himself, as I have been accustomed to see
him,” I thought to myself. ¢Sorrow for the loss of his vessel and his
people changed him for a time, and now he is himself again.’

I was not quite right, though. Rough as he looked, he was horn
with & tender heart; but habit, example, and independent command,
and long unconstrained temper, made him appear the fierce savage
man I often thought him. A large quantity of our water and
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provisions, and stores of all sorts, were thrown overhoard, as was
everything that was not absolutely necessary, to lighten the boat as
much a8 possible. Yet, do all we could, there appeared to be a
great probability that we shounld never manage to reach the shore.

The water had also somehow or other worked its way between the canvas
at the joints in the fore and after parts of the boat, in addition to

the seas which came in over the gunwale. To assist in keeping it ou
we stufied everything soft we could find, bits of blanket, our shirt-
sleeves and handkerchiefs, into the holes in the planks, though of
course but little good was thus effected. In vain we looked round
on every side, in the hope that our eyes might rest on some object
to give us cause for hope. Darker and more threatening grew
the sky, louder roared the wind, and higher and higher rose the seas.
Scarcely half an hour more remained before darkness would come
down on us. With no slight difficulty the boat had been kept
steadily before the seas with the advantage of daylight; at night,
with the sea still higher. we could scarcely expect that she could be
kept clear. It was indeed with little hope of ever again seemg 1t
rise that we watched she san sinking towards the western horizon.



CHAPTER IIL

Yoyage in the boat continued-—Gale blowing strong—A sail in sight —Will she pase
us '—A French brig—Life on board—Reach Smyrna-—=Sailors’ friendship—OQOur
pranks on shore—The plague—Charley’s fears—Sent on board the Fafe—Once
more afloat—Homeward bound.

A Look of blank, sullen despair was stealing over the countenances of
most of the crew. Charley Iffley sat with his hands before him and his
head bent down, without saying a word, and seemingly totally uncon-
scious of what was taking place. 'When I spoke to him he did not
answer or look up. 1 suppose that he was thinking of his father, and
grieving for his loss, so, after two or three trials, I did not again attempt
to rouse him up. La Motte and I occasionally exchanged remarks;
but when the wind again got up and we expected every moment that the
boat would founder, we felt too much afraid and too wretched to talk.
The captain was the only person who kept up his spirits. Once more he
rose from his seat, and stepped on to the after-thwart, holding on by
the mainmast. I watched his eye as he cast it round the horizon. 1
gaw it suddenly light up. ‘A sail! my lads, a sail!’ he exclaimed,
pointing to the westward. Not another word was spoken for some
time. We kept on our course, and we were soon able to ascertain that
the stranger was standing almost directly for us. The captain at
once resolved to try and get on board her, whatever she might prove,
rather than run the risk of passing the night in the boat. He on this
put the boat about, for had we continued on the course we were then
steering she might have gone ahead of us. QOur great anxiety was
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now to make ounrselves seen before the night closed down upon na, We
had a lantern, but its pale light would not have been observed at any
distance. Just before the sun sank into the ocean we were near enough
the stranger to make out that she was a large brig, apparently a ship
of war, and by the cut of her canvas, and her general appearance, she
was pronounced to be French. Though all my younger days we were
at loggerheads with them, there happened just then, for a wonder, to
be a peace between our two nations, so there was no fear but what we
should be treated as friends.

The sun sank ahead of us with a fiery and angry glow, while the
clonds swept by rapidly overhead, and every now and then a flash of
lichtning and a loud roar of thunder made us anxious to find ourselves
on board & more seaworthy craft than the frail boat in which we floated.
We had no firearms with us, for the pirates had carried away or thrown
overboard all they found on board the schooner, so we had no means
of making a night signal. However, as there was still a little light
cemaining, we lashed two oars together, and made fast at one end an
sasign, which had fortunately been thrown into the boat. The captain
then stood up and waved it about to try and attract the attention of
those on board the brig. I felt inclined to shout out, under the feeling
that far off as she was my feeble voice would be heard. On we flew
through the water at a rate which threatened every instant to tear the
canvas off the boat’s bottom, while the seas at the same time con-
stantly came on board and nearly swamped us. Time passed away;
the gloom of evening thickened around wus., Our hearts sank within
our bosoms. It seemed too probable that the stranger would pass
without observing us. We were again almost in despair, when the
boom of a gun came rolling over the water towards us. To our ears it
was the sweetest music, a sign that we were seen, and a promise, we
believed, that we should unot be deserted. On stood the man-of-war
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directly for us; but it had now grown so dark, that though we could
se¢ her from her greater bulk, we could scarcely hope that those on
board her could see us,. We had two serious dangers to avoid. If we
stood directly in her course, so rapidly was she going through the
water, she might run over us before we could possibly make ourselves
heard ; while, if we kept too much out of her way, she might pass us,
and we might miss her saltogether. Fortunately we succeeded in
getting our lantern lighted, and the captain sent me to hold it up
forward as soon a8 we drew near her. On she came; another minute
would decide our fate; when we saw her courses hauled up, her top-
gallant sails furled, and coming up on the wind, she hove to on the
larboard tack, scarcely a cable’s length from us. We stood on a little,
and then putting the boat about, we fetched up under her lee-quarter
and ran alongside. A rope was hove to us, and lights were shown
to enable us to get on board.

Our captain spoke a little French, though it was of a very free-and-
easy sort, I suspect. The brig proved to be, as he had thought, of
that nation; and such a jabbering and noise as saluted our ears I never
have in all my life heard on board of a man-of-war. However, they
wished to deal kindly by us. They at once sent us down ropes with
which the wounded men were hauled up, though there was great risk of
getting them hurt in the operation. When this was done, the rest of
us set to work to hand up all the more valuable things we had in the
boat,—not that the pirates had left ms much, by the by. While we
were thus engaged, a squall struck the brig, and almost laid her on her
beam-ends. We had just time to clamber up on board, when a sea
swamped the boat, which was directly afterwards cat adrift ; the helm
being then put up, the brig righted, and off she flew before the wind.
The squall was quickly over (we had reason to be grateful that we had
not been compelled to cucounter it in the boat), and the brig was once
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more brought ap on her course. We found that she was the Euryale,
of eighteen guns, and then bound for Smyrna. Though we would
rather have been put on shore at Cephalonia, we were certain of their
finding a vessel to carry us to Malta, if not home direct to England.

The French captain and officers treated us very kindly, and the
surgeon paid the greatest attention to the wounded; but though I have
been on board many a man-of-war since, I muast say that I never have
seen one in & worse state of discipline. One-half of the officers did not
know their duty, and the other halt did not do it; and the men did
just what they liked. They smoked and sang and danced the best part
of the day, while the officers played the fiddle or the gnitar, or gambled
with cards and dice, and very often danced and smoked with the men,
which at all events was not the way to gain their respect. The captain
was a very gentlemanly man, but had not been to sea since the war, and
could not then have known much about & ship, 80 he did nothing to
keep things right, and the great wonder to us was how he had managed
not to cast her away long before we got on board her,

We bhad no reason to complain. Both the officers and men treated
us very kindly, and were thoroughly good-natured. Since those days,
too, a very great change has taken place in the French navy. Their
officers are, as a rule, very gentlemanly men, and the crews are as
well disciplined as in oumr own service—indeed. should we unhappily
again come to blows, we shall find them the most formidable enemies
we have ever encountered.

We arrived at Smyrna without any adventure worthy of note.
Just as we entered the port, the Ellen brig, belonging to Messrs.
Dickson, Waddilove, and Burk, the owners of the Kite, came in also,
and we at once went on board her. Captain Mathews was her master;
he was one of the oldest and most trusted captains of the firm, and
acted as & sort of agent for them at foreign ports. Whatever he
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ordered was to be done. He counld send their vessels wherever he
thought best, and had full control, especially over the apprentices.
Thus Charley, Lla Motte, and I at once found ourselves under his
command. He was a good-natured, kind sort of & man, therefore I
had po reason to complain. We found lying there another brig
belonging to the same owners. She was called the Fate. 1t was the
intention of Captain Tooke to return home in the FEllen, and to take
os three apprentices with him, while of course the rest of the men
would be left to shift for themselves; but there is a true saying that
man proposes, but God disposes.

We soon recovered from our fatignes and hardships, and got into
fine health and spirits. The crews of the two brigs were allowed &
considerable amount of liberty, and did not fail to take advantage of
it. Altogether we had a good deal of fun on shore. Charley and I
were generally together. We bad not much money between us, but
we contrived to muster enough to hire a horse now and then; and
as we could not afford to have one apiece, we used to choose a long
backed old nag, which carried us both, and off we set in high glee
into the country. The grave old Turks looked on with astonishment,
and called ns mad Giaours, or some such name; and the little boys
nsed to throw stones at us, or spit as we passed, but we did not
care for that ; we only langhed at them, and rode on. Once we rode
into a village, and seeing an odd-looking building, we agreed that we
should like to have a look inside. We accordingly tied up our long-
backed horse to a tree, and as there was no one near of whom to ask
leave, in we walked. It was a building with a high dome, and lamps
burning, which hung down from the ceiling, and cartains, but there
was not much to see, after all. Presently some old gentlemen in odd
dresses appeared at the further end, and as soon as they saw us

standiug and looking as if we did not think much of the place, they made
4 -
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towards us with forions gestures, so we agreed that the sooner we
took our departure the better. When we turned to run, they came
on still faster, and as we bolted out of the mosque—for so we found
the building was called—they almost caught us. We ran to our
horse ; while Charley leaped on his back, I cast off the tow-rope, and
then he caunght my hand and helped me up behind him, and away we
galloped as hard as we could go through the village. The old gentle-
men could not run fast enough to overtake us, but they sang out at
the top of their voices to some men in the street, and they called out
to others, and very soon we had the whole population after us with
sticks in their hands, heaving stones at our heads, and shouting and
shrieking at us. Luckily the hubbub frightened the old horse, and he
went faster than he had done for many a day, and amid the barking
of dogs, the shouts of boys, the crying of children, and the shrieking
of women, we made our escape from the inhospitable community. 1
had a good thick stick with which I belaboured the poor beast to urge
him onward. After some time the Turks, seeing that they could not
overtake us, gave up the chase, and we agreed that we had better not
enter into their village till they had forgotten all about the circamstance.
When we got on board, we were told that we were very fortunate to
have escaped with our lives, as many KEnglishmen had been killed by
the Turks for a similar act of folly.

Two days after this, one of the Ellen’s men came on board, com-
plaining of being very ill. In a short time another said he felt very
queer, and both of them lay down on their chests and could eat no
food or keep their heads up. Before long, Captain Mathews camae
below, and finding that they both had something serionsly the matter
with them, sent on shore for an English doctor who resided at the
place.  After some time the doctor came, and told the men to tmrro
up their shirt-slesves and to show bin their arms.
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‘T thought so. said he, turning to the captain; ¢it is my unpleasant
duty to tell you that you have got the plague on board. We have
it bad enough on shore.’

I thought the captain would have fallen when he heard the news,
' The plagne!’ he gasped out. ¢ What is to be done, doctor ?’

‘Send the men on shore; purify your ship, and get to sea as soon
as you can,” was the answer.

But the plague is a conqueror not easily put down. Before night
two more men were seized, and the two first were corpses. The
captain of the Fate heard of what had happened, and sent his boats
alongside to inquire how we were doing, but with strict orders that
no one should come on board. No boat came the next day; the
plague had paid her a visit, and three of the crew were corpses. The
moans and shrieks of the poor fellows were very dreadiul when the
fever got to its height. One moment they might have been seen
walking the deck in high health and spirits, and the next they were
down with the malady and utterly unable to move. Sometimes three
or four hours finished their sufferings, and the instant the breath was
out of their bodies we were obliged to heave them overboard. One
after the other, the greater part of the crews of the two brigs sickened
and died. We three apprentices had escaped, and so had our captain
and Mr. Cole. The mate said he was not afraid of the plague or any
other complaint, as he had got something which would always keep it
away. Charley Iffley and I frequently asked him what it was. It was a
stuff in a bottle which he used to take with his grog, and we suspected
that he took it as an excuse for an extra glass of spirits. One cause why
he escaped catching the plague was, that he never was afraid of it,—
either he trusted to his specific, or felt sure that he should not catch
it; also, he never went on shore among the dirtv parts of the town
ke meb had irequented, and also livea separate 1row them on board
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At length my companion Charley got ill. We lads had been removed
to some temporary berths, put up in the hold, where we could have more
air than forward. One day after I had gone on shore with the captain
to bring off the doctor, not finding Charley on deck, I went down to
look for him. I found him in the berth tumbling about in bed and his
eyes staring wildly. |

“Ob, Will! T am going to die, and there’s one thing weighs so heavy
on my mind that I cannot die easy till I tell it to you!’ he exclaimed,
in a tone of anguish. ‘Just for my own pleasure I persuaded you to
come to sea, and ever since you have had nothing but danger and
trouble.  You'll forgive me, won't you? That's what I want to
know.’

I told him, of course, that I forgave him heartily; indeed, that I
bad never accused him of being the cause of the sufferings which I
had endured, in common with him and others. Then I told him that
he must not fancy that he was going to die just because he felt a little
ill, and that as the doctor was on board I would go and fetch him at
once.

The doctor came immediately, and, after examining him, applied
some very strong remedies. I followed him on deck to inquire whether
Charley really had the plague. ‘No doubt about it,’ was his reply;
¢ but if he drops into a sound sleep, I think he may throw it off without
further evil consequences.’

Anxiously I watched at the side of poor Charley’s bed. He talked a
little—then was silent—and I found that he slept. 1 did not dare to
leave his side lest any one should come into the berth and awake him.
Hour after hour I waited, till at last I sank back on the chest on
which I was sitting and fell fast asleep. When I awoke the sun was
shining down through the main hatchway into the berth. I heard

Charley’s voice. KAt was low but quiet
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‘I am qnite well now, Will,’ he said. ¢If the doctor, when he
comes, will let me get up, I think I could go about my duty without
difficulty.’

I was very glad to hear him speak in that way, but I told him that
his strength had not returned, and that he must remain quiet for a day
or two. Krom that moment, however, he got rapidly better, and in
a week was almost as well as ever. He was the last person seized with
the complaint on board the two brigs. On board the Fate, the master,
and mates, and half the crew died; and had not we and the other
survivors of the Kites crew arrived at Smyrna, it would have been
difficult to find hands to take her to sea. Captain Mathews, however,
directed Captain Tooke to take command of her, and sent Mr. Cole
a8 mate, with Charley Iffley and me, while most of our men shipped
on board her. I thought that we were to go home, but I found that
my summer cruise was to be a very much longer affair than I had
expected. Had I gone home then, I think that I should have followed
my kind grandmother’s wishes and given up the sea. Instead, howerver,
of returning to England, the brig was employed running from place
to place, wherever she could secure a freight. In that way I visited
nearly every part of the coast of the Mediterranean. Sometimes we
went up the Adriatic; then across to Alexandria; then to some port
in Greece, or to one in Italy; then up to Constantinople, and away
over to the ports on the northern coast of Africa. I saw a number
of strange people and strange sights, but have not now time to deseribe
them.

I wrote home several times to my grandmother and aunt, but, as I
was always moving about, I got no answers. I thought very likely
that my letters or their replies had been wrongly directed; still
I began to grow very anxious to hear what had become of the only
two relatives I had on earth, and whom alone I had really learned
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to love. After I had been out about a year 1 asked leave, if I could
find the chance to go home. The captain on this langhed at me, ang
reminded me that apprentices were not their own masters, and that
I must make up my mind to stay where I was till the owners wanted
the brig home,

Three years passed away so rapidly that I was astonished to find
how long I had been out in those seas. During all that time no
accident had happened, and I began to hope that I was not going
to suffer any further misfortunes in consequence of my rash oath, 1
expressed my feelings to Charley Iffley. He langhed at me, and said
that had nothing to do with the matter, that there was no great harm
in what I had said, and that, consequently, I counld not expect to be
punished for it. I thought differently. I knew that there was harm,
and felt that I might justly be punished. At first, after Charley had
recovered from the plague, he appeared to have become a thoughtful
and serious character, but unhappily he very soon fell off again, and
was now as reckless as ever. At length the order came for us to
return home, Merrily we tramped round at the capstan bars to a
jolly song, as we got in our anchor for the last time, and made sail
from the port of Leghorn. We passed the Straits of Gibraltar, and
with a smooth sea and southerly wind we had a quick run to the Liand’s
End, while our crew sang—

To England we with favouring gale

Our gallant ship up Channuel steer ;
While running under easy sail,

The snow-white western cliffs appeer.’
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Come in sight of Old England—Many a slip between the eup and the lip—The
thoughts of home—Effects of drunkenness—Breakers ahead-—Ship on shore—Saved
in a boat—The Scilly Isles—Advantage of losing my shoes—Boat lost—I am again
preserved—A night in a cave—Go in search of assistance— Hospitable reception
in the island—The old mate’s death—S8ail for Plymouth—Spring a leak—Loss of
the Ellen—The wave-tossed raft—Death of our companions,

Wz made the Land’s End one morning in the middle of March,
when a strong north-easterly gale sprung up in our teeth, and
threatened to drive us back again into the middle of the Atlantic.
After the bright sunny skies and blue waters of the South, how cold
and bleak and uninviting looked our native land! DBut yet most of us
had friends and relations whom we hoped to see, and whom we
believed would welcome us with warm hearts and kindly greetings;
and we pictured to ourselves the green fields, and the shady woods,
and the neat cottages, and picturesque lanes to be found inside those
rocky barriers, and we longed to be on shore. 'The captain was ag
sager a8 any of ns to reach home; so, the brig being close-haunled,
with two reefs in her topsails, we endeavoured to beat up so as to
get close under the land in Mount’s Bay. It was a long business,
though—tack and tack—no rest and wet jackets for all of us; but
what cared we for that? = We had an important object to gain.
Old England, our native land, was to windward. There we hoped
to find rest from our toils for a season; there each man hoped to
find what in bis imagination he had pictnred would bring him
pleasure, or happiness, or satisfaction of some sort. ['ve often
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thought how strange it is, that though men will toil, and labour, and
undergo all sorts of hardships, to obtain some worldly advantage,
gsome fancied fleeting good, and to avoid some slight ill or incon-
venience, how little trouble do they take to obtain perfect happiness
—eternal rest—and to avoid the most terrific, the most lamentable of
evils, the being cast out for ever from the presence of the great, the
glorious Creator of the universe, to dwell with the spirits of the lost.

I gave a short account of Captain Tooke and Mr. Cole, as they
appeared to me when I first joined the unfortunate Kite. They had
in no way altered. The captain was the same bold, daring seaman
as ever, without any religious principle to guide him; and though
his heart was not altogether hard or unkind, his manners were rough
and overbearing, and bhe was often harsh and unjust to those below
him, 1 have met numbers of merchant masters just like him from
the same cause. They are sent early to sea, without any proper
training, and without any right principles to guide them. If they are
sharp, clever lads, they soon are made mates, and before they have
learned to command themselves they are placed in command over
others. In most instances, their fathers, or relatives, or friends are
masters or owners of vessels, and are In a bhurry to get them
employed. The vessels are insured, so that if, through their careless-
pess or ignorance, the vessels are cast away, that matters little, they
consider. If the crew are lost, that is the fate of sailors. If the
master escapes, they can easily get him a new vessel; and as he has
learned a lesson of caution, he will be all the better master for some
time to come till the vessel is worn out, and then there will be no
great harm if she is lost also. 1 speak of things as they were ip
my day. I am glad to say that a very great improvement has taken
place of late years. |

Qur nld mate he]d the master in great awe and respect. This
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was fortunate, as it generally kept him sober; still the old man
never lost an opportanity of getting hold of his favourite liquor, and
he would seldom leave the bottle while a drop remained. However,
he generally contrived to get tipsy in harbour just before he was
going to bed, so that he could turn in and sleep off the effects; and
when now and then he was overtaken at sea, the men knew how to
manage bim; and, as he was good-natured and indulgent, they
generally contrived to conceal his state and save him from the anger
of the captain. Something of this sort had occurred the very day
we made the land. While the captain was on deck, he had gone into
the cabin, where, in an open locker, he had discovered two bottles
of rum. It was too tempting a prize not to be seized, and he
carried off both the bottles to his own cabin, carefully closing the
locker. The captain did not discover his loss. The old man went
on deck, but soon making an excuse to go below, broached one of
the bottles. He had made some progress through it before he was
recalled on deck, and the condition on which he was verging did not
then appear. The brig was kept beating away across the seas, the
wind shifting about and every now and then giving us a slant which
enabled us to creep up closer to the land. We continued gaining inch
by inch, showing the advantage of perseverance, till just about nightfall
we got fairly into Mount’s Bay. We thought ourselves very fortunate in
so doing, for just then a strong breeze which had before been blowing
grew into a downright heavy gale, against which we could not possibly
have contended. It seemed, however, to be veering round more to the
northward, and the captain, hoping that it would come round sufficiently
to the westward of north to enable us to stand up Channel, instead of
rupning in and bringing the ship to an anchor, determined to keep her
standing off and on the land during the night, that he might be enabled

{9 take immediste advantage of any change which might occur.
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As he had been on deck for many hours, he went at last below.
leaving the brig in charge of the mate. Now the old man found the
weather cold, and bethonght him of his bottles of rum. He knew the
importance of keeping sober on such an occasion especially, but he
thought that a little more rnm would do him no harm, and wounld make
him comfortable, at all events. He did not like to send for a bottle,
80 he went below himself to fetch it. It was his business to keep a
constant watch on the compass, so a3 to observe any change of wind.
He was not long gone below, that I remember. When he came on
deck, he brought a glass and a bottle, but he had brought the full
bottle instead of the half-emptied one. He asked Charley to bring
him a can of hot water. Of course the fire had long been out, and
there was none at that hour of the night. He stowed his glass and
bottle away in a pigeon-hole under the companion-hatch, but every
time he took a turn on deck he went back to it and had a taste of
the liquor. He very soon forgot that he had put no water to it.
This went on for some time till he sat himself down and forgot
another thing-—that was, that he was in charge of a vessel on a dark
pight, with a heavy gale blowing, and close in on a dangerous coast.
We had gone about several miles without any difficulty, when, as we
were once more standing in for the shore, a squall heavier than any
we had yet experienced struck the vessel and laid her over almost on
her beam-ends. At that moment the captain rnshed on deck with the
look of a half-frantic man. He cast one hurried glance forward.
* About ship! about ship ! down with the helm !’ he shrieked out in &
voice of terrific loudness.

¢ All right—no fear, cap’en,’ cried the old mate, staggering up to
him. ¢I’ve taken very good care of the barkie.’

At that instant a loud, grating, crushing sound was heard, and
the brig seemed to be about to spring over some obstacle in her
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way. Theu she stopped. Loud cries of horror arose from all hands,
and the watch below rushed on deck. All knew full well what had
occurred. The brig was on the rocks, and the sea, in dark masses
with snowy crests, came roaring up around us, threatening us with
instant destruction. What reply the captain made to the old man I
aare not repeat. DBefore I thought of anything else, I remembered
my own rash oath. ‘Am I doomed to cause the destruction of
every vessel I sail aboard?’ I said to myself, with a groan of
anguish, and a voice within me seemed to reply, ¢ Yes—that is to
be your fate; but leap overboard and end it, and you will
disappoint the malignity of the monarch of the tempest’ Happily
the prayers my good grandmother had taught me had not all been
forgotten. At that moment I uttered a prayer for mercy and
forgiveness, and 1 knew then for certainty that the instigation had
come from the evil one for the purpose of destroying me body and
soul. ‘O God, have mercy on me; do what i8 hest, I -cried.
Just then 1 was aroused by hearing the lond voice of the captain
ordering the crew to get out the long-boat. I hurried to lend a
hand at the work. It seemed, however, almost a hopeless under-
taking, so high ran the sea aronnd us. Fortunately the masts still
stood. We got the tackles hooked on to the yards, and, casting in
oars and boat-hook and sails, hoisted away with a will. The boat
swung clear of the side, and the moment she touched the water, the
old mate, with Charley and I, and the greater number of the men,
leaped into her. We were expecting the captain and the rest of the
crew to follow, when a heavy sea, with a terrific roar, came rolling
ap towards us. We heard shrieks and cries for help from our
shipmates. Both the masts went by the board, the boat narrowly
escaping being crushed by the mainmast, and the brig instantly began
to break up. We got out our oars, and pulled back the distance
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we had drifted, shouting out to the captain, and to any who might
have remained on board, but no reply reached us. Again and again
we shouted louder than ever, still there was no response. The old
mate sat like one stupefied; but the catastrophe his neglect had
caused had had the effect of sobering him. One of the men who
was more intelligent fhan the rest, and often had charge of the deck
at sea in the place of a second mate, said that he thought we had
struck on the Rundle Stone, which is near the shore, between
Mount's Bay and the Land’s End, though we ought to have been a
long way to the eastward of it.

We had hard work to keep our own near the wreck; but still we
did not like to pull away while there was a chance of picking up
any of those who might have remained on board. We did our best
to keep our eyes on it through the darkness, with the wind and
rain and spray dashing in our faces. Another huge sea came
rolling on. The crashing and tearing of the timbers reached our
ears, and the water which washed round us was covered with frag-
ments of the wreck, among which we ran a great risk of having the
boat stove in; but no voice was heard, nor could we see any one
clinging to them. We had now to abandon all hope of saving any
more of our unfortunate shipmates, and had to think of our own
safety. Just as we had come to this resolve, another sea rolled
towards the wreck, and when it passed over not a fragment of her
remained hanging together, We were in a sad plight. None of us
nad saved more than the clothes we had on our backs, and some of
the watch below had not had time even to put on all theirs. Ib
getting into the boat 1 had lost my shoes, which I thought a great
misfortune, as my feet felt very cold, and I fancied when I got or
shore that I should not be able to walk. We bent manfully to our
oarg, and tried to pull in for the shore; bnt the gale came down
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stronger than ever on us, and we could not help being conscions
that at all events we were making very little way. Still we per-
severed. @We hoped there might be a lull—indeed, we had nothing
else to do but to pull on. Bitter, however, was the disappointment
which awaited us when the morning broke, and we Ilooked out
eagerly for the land. Instead of being nearer we were much further
off (six or seven miles at least), and were still rapidly drifting away
to sea. The further we got off the land, the greater danger there
would be of the boat being swamped; besides, we had saved no
provisions, and we had the prospect of a fearful death staring us
in the face from hunger and thirst. The old mate had by this
time been sufficiently aroused to comprehend clearly the state of
affairs. As I have said, he was, when sober, & good seaman, and
thoroughly acquainted with the coast. As day drew on, it cleared a
little, and looking round, he made out the Scilly Islands directly to
leeward of us. e watched them earnestly for some time, and throw-
ing off his hat and putting back his grey hairs with his hand, he

sat upright, and exclaimed, ¢Never fear, my lads, we've got & good
port under our lee! I know the passage through the channel leading

to it. Trust to me, and I'll carry you safely there.’

Though after what had occurred we had no great confidence in him,
yet as none of us knew anything abount the islands, we had his
judgment and experience alone to trust to. So we watched our oppor-
tunity, and bringing the boat's head ecarefully round, pulled in the
direction he pointed out. A break in the clonds, through which the
sun gleamed forth glancing over the white foam-topped seas, showed
us the laud in bold relief against the black sky.

‘ Ah! there’s St. Martin’s and St. Mary’s Islands,” observed the old
man, ¢Ah! I know them well. Many's the time I've run between
them up Crow Sound. Let's see—what’s the time of day? There



- 68 WILL WEATHERHELM.

will be plenty of water over the bar. We shall soon have a glimpse
of the Crow rock, when we get in with the land; and if only the Big
Crow shows his head above water, we may cross the bar without fear
of breakers. Once through it, we shall soon be on shore at Grimsby,
and there are several people I know there who will give us all we
can want to make us comfortable.’

The Crow, to which old Cole alluded, is a somewhat curious rock at
the entrance of the Sound. It has three heads, called the Great
Crow, the Little Crow, and the Crow Foot. When the Great Crow is
even with the water’s edge there will be twenty-one feet of water on
the bar, when the second point appears there will be sixteen, and
when the Crow’s Foot is visible there will be ten feet only. These
are the sort of particulars which a good coast pilot has to keep in
his memory, with the appearance of the numberless landmarks on the
shore, and their distances one from the other.

As we drew near the entrance of the Sound, through which if we
passed we hoped all our misfortunes would end, the weather came on
to be very thick again, so that we could scarcely see a dozen yards
ahead. Still the mate seemed so sure of the passage that we steered
on without fear.

¢ Are you certain, gir, that we are heading in for the right channel?"
asked Wilson, the man I before spoke of, looking round over his
shoulder at the mass of foam which he saw leaping up just ahead of
us. ‘Round with her! round with her, lads!” he shouted, ¢ this isn't
the channel.’ |

¢ All right, all right,’ persisted the old mate. But it was all wrong.
A sea came roiling up, and hove us in among a mass of rocks over
which the breakers dashed with terrific fury. In vain we endeavoured
to pull round. Over went the boat, and we were all thrown here and
there, shrieking mn vaun for aid, among the foaming mass of brokeu
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waters. {1 struck out to keep my head above water if I could, and
in another instant found myself hove agairst a steep rock to which 1
clang with all the strength of despair. 1 had thought the loss of
my shoes a great misfortune. 1 now found it the cause of my pre-
servation. Had not my feet been naked, I never could have clung to
the slippery rock, or freed my legs from the tangled seaweed which
clung round them, I stroggled on—now a sea almost tore me off,
and then I made a spring, and scrambled and worked my way up,
not daring to look back to watch the following wave, or to observe
what had become of my companions. At length I reached the top of
the rock. It seemed an age to me, but I believe it was not a minute
from the time I first grasped hold of the rock till I was in compara
tive safety. Then I looked round for my companions in misfortune
Dreadful was the sight which met my eyes. There they were, still
struggling in the waves — now touching some slippery rock, and
hoping to work their way on to where I was, and then borne back
again by the hungry sea. In vain they struggled. I could afford
them no help. One by one, their heavy boots impeding all their
efforts, they sank down, and were hid to view beneath the waters
Two or three still remained alive, though at some little distance.
Oue I recognised as our old mate, the cause of our disaster. He
had contrived to kick off his shoes, and was swimming towards the
rock. Poor old man, he struggled hard for lifee. In a moment I
forgot all the mischief he had camsed, and considered how I might
help to save him. Undoing my neck-handkerchief, I fastened it t¢
another 1 had in my pocket, and secured the two to the sleeve of my
jacket. I watched him anxiously as he drew near, crying out to
encourage him. ‘Then I lowered the handkerchiefs, and as a sea
washed him up towards the rock he caught hold of them, and with
great care, lest we should both iall in, 1 helped him up the side of
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the rock. I had not time to say anything, for I saw another person
struggling in the water. 1 was afraid that he would never reach the
rock, for his strength seemed almost exhausted. I shouted to him.

He looked up. It was Charley Iffley. I own that I was now doubly
anxious for his safety. Just then an oar washed by him. He was
just able to grasp it. It enabled him to recover his strength, and
in a short time another sea drove him close up to the rock. 1 hove
the end of my handkerchief to him, he caught it; and the old mate
and I leaning over, hauled him, almost exhausted, out of the reach
of the sea. @We looked round. We were the only survivors out
of all the crew. 'The strong men had lost their lives. The oldest
and weakest, and the two youngest, had alone been saved. Whether
we should ultimately escape with our lives seemed, however, very
doubtful. There was barely space enough for us to sit clear out of
the wash of the sea; and should the tide be rising we might be
washed offi We found, however, that the tide was falling, and this
restored our hopes of being saved. As the tide ebbed, the water
got a good deal smoother, and the weather once more clearing, we
were able to consider our position and what was best to be done.
We judged that we werg three-quarters of a mile from the island of
St. Mary’s, but we could’ ‘make out no habitations, and we thought it
very probable night might come on before anybody would see us,
while we felt if we remained on the rock that we could scarcely hope
to survive.

We were already benumbed with the cold, and almost perishing
with hunger. ¢ We must try and reach the island,’ said Mr. Cole;
‘are you inclined to try it, lads?’ We of course said we were. He
looked at his watch, which being an old silver hunting one, was, in
gpite of the wet, still going, and found that it was two o’clock. ‘In
another haif bour we must make the attempt,” said be; ¢so, iads
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prepare a8 best you can. It won’t be an easy job. The time to
wait seemed very long. We watched the tide ebbing, and rock after
rock appearing. At last he said, * We cannot hope for a better oppor-
tunity than now. Il lead the way. Lend me a hand, lads, if 1
want it.

We promised him that we would, and slipping down the rock on
the land side a much greater distance than we had come up, we
found our feet touching the bottom. There was no sea to speak of,
so on we went pretty confidently. The old man advanced very
cautiously, but Charley Ifiley, thinking that we might move faster,
said he would go ahead. He did, and went head under also imme-
diately afterwards. He came up again directly, and struck out towards
the next rock. We took to swimming at once, to save the loss of
breath, and all reached the next rock without difficulty. After rest-
ing a little, we started again. We had no wish to remain longer
than we could help with & north-easterly gale blowing on us in the
month of March., The cold, too, was very bitter. Yet at the time
I fancy I scarcely thought about it. Thus on we went, sometimes
wading, sometimes swimming, and sometimes scrambling along the ledge
which the receding water had left baré, Often we had to assist each
other, and I believe none of us alone could have performed the task.
Once Mr. Cole was very nearly giving in, and twice Charley declared he
could not go on, and must stay on the rock where we were resting
till we conld send him aid. We 8oon showed him that the rock would
be covered long before assistance could reach him, and in another
instant he was as ready as either of us to proceed. Once I almost
gave in, but my companions roused me up, and again I set forward
with renewed strength.

It was not, howerer, till six o’clock in the evening that we reached

the shore, and a8 we found ourselves on dry land we staggered up
3
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the beach, and the old mate fell down on his knees, and in & way 1 did
not expect of him, thanked the Almighty for the mercy He had shown
us. It was a wild, desolate place, with only high rocks about on every
side, without trees, and no roads that we could discover to guide us
to any habitation. We went on a little way, and then the mate and
Charley said they could go no further. I also felt my strength almost
exhausted, but I knew that it would not do for all of us to give in,
80 I roused myself to exertion. That I might try and learn our
position before night completely overtook us, I climbed up to the top
of the highest rock I could find and looked around me. Not a habi-
tation or a sign of one could 1 discover, or a road or path of any
sort,—while wild heath, or sand, or rock stretched away on every
side, looking cold and bleak as well could be, in that dark, dreary
March evening. With this uncheering information I found my way
back to my companions. We could not attempt to move on in the
dark, so we looked about for some place where we might find shelter
during the night.

‘Oh, Will, I wish we had some food, though,’ said Charley; ‘I am
dying of hunger.’

So was I, and before moving further I returned to the beach, and
with my knife cut off a number of shell-fish from the rocks, and filled
my pockets with them. With this provision I returned to my com-
panions, and sat down by their sidee. We ate a few, which much
refreshed us, and Charley said he could go on, but the old mate
declared his inability to move further.

Accordingly, Charley and I hunted about in every direction, and at
last came on a shallow cave on the lee-side of a rock. The sand inside
was dry, and after being exposed so long to the cold wind we thought
the air warm, so we helped the old man into it, and placed him in the
warmest and driest spot we couid find out. He did not seem to care
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shout eating, but complained bitterly of thirst. Charley could na
longer move, so 1 went out to try and find some water. As I was
groping about, almost giving up the search in despair, I felt my foot
splash into a puddle. 1 knelt down. It was clear, pure water, and 1
drank as much as I required. How grateful I felt! 1 thought that
I had never tasted a more delicions draunght. I had saved my hat, and
filling it from the pool, 1 carried the water to my two companions.
We longed to be able to light a fire, but we had in the first place
no flint and steel to produce a flame, so of course it was not worth
while to search about for fuel. At last, finding I could do nothing
else for the comfort of my companions, I sat down beside them and
opened some more of the shell-fish, which we ate raw. They served
to stay our hunger, but I cannot say that eaten raw, without vinegar,
or pepper, or bread, they were particularly palatable.

We had promise of a dreary night, and this was only the com-
mencement. The poor old mate was very ill. Deprived of his usual
stimulants, he could badly support the cold and wet to which he
had been so long exposed. He began to shiver all over, and com-
plained of pains in every part of his body, Then he was silent, and
would do little more than groan terribly. At last his mind began to
wander ; he did not know where he was nor what had happened, and
he talked of strange scenes which had occurred long ago, and of
people he had known in his youth. 1 could not help listening with
much interest to what he said. By it I made out that he was by birth
a gentleman ; that he had gone to sea in the navy with every prospect
of rising in it, and that he had been in one or two actions in which
he had distinguished himself. But a change came over him. He had
begun by small degrees, just taking a nip now and then, till he had
become—and that very rapidly—a hard drinker. From that time all
his prospects in life were blighted. ¥From some misconduct he was
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dismissed the ship to which he belonged, ana soon afterwards, for
- 8imilar behaviour, the navy itself. Then he squandered away in vice
" and sensual indnlgence the whole of his patrimony, and at last went
to sea in the merchant service as the only means of obtaining support.

His career has been that of many young men who have begun life
with as fair prospects, and ruined them all from their own folly and
imprudence. Poor old man, when I beard all this, and feared that
he was dying, I could not help pitying him, and feeling still more sad
when I thought that the last act of his life was a strong evidence that
he had in no way reformed as he advanced in years.

At length he slept more quietly, and, overcome by weariness, I too
fell fast asleep. 1 did not awake till the sun was up and glancing on
the tops of the rocks before our cave, Charley awoke at the same
time, and began to rub his eyes and to wonder where he was. 'The
old mate was awake. There was a dull, cold look in his eye, and his
brow was wrinkled with pain. He groaned when I spoke to him, but
after a little time he aroused himself and spoke. He said that he could
not move a limb, much less walk; but he begged that Charley and
I would try and find our way to the nearest village and bring him
assistance. |

‘ Make baste, that’s good lads, said he, in a trembling voice; ‘my
days are numbered, I ifear; but 1 am pot fit to die, 1 don’t want te
die, and I would give all I own to save my life.

I did not want any pressing. I got up, and though my limbs were
stiff, after moving them about & little I found that I could walk.
Charley at first thought that he could not move, but cn making one
or two trials he discovered that he was able to accompany me. So
we set off together to try and find onr way to (irimsby, which the
mate told us was the nearest village he knew of.

After wandering about and missing our way, and having to sit
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down frequently from wecakness, we reached Grimsby. Our appear-
pnce excited a good deal of compassion among the people, who
came out of their houses to inquire about the wreck. The chiet
man of the place was a Mr. Adams; he took us into his house and
sent for shoes and clothing for us, and had us washed, and dressed
in fresh dry clothes, and put food before us. When I told him
about the old mate, he said that he knew the place, and that he
could not let us go back, but that he would send some men with a litter
who would bring him In much sooner than if we were to go for him.
He was as good as hig word, for not long after we had done breakfast
Mr. Cole appeared ; he seemed very ill, but he was able to take a little
food, and drink some spirits and water. He was put at once to bed,
and Mr. Adams sent over to St. Mary’s, the chief town in the island,
for a doctor to see him, The doctor came, and shook his head and
said that he saw very little prospect of hig recovery, All the time
we remained at Grimsby, we were treated with the greatest kindness.
We had the best of everything, comfortable beds, and nothing to do.
Charley and 1 sat up by turns by the side of the old man’s bed. He
grew worse and worse; we soon saw that his days were drawing to a

close.
A week passed away, and still he lingered on. 1 asked the doctor

if he did not think that he might recover.

¢ No; it is impossible,” he answered.

¢ Does he know, sir, that he is going to die?’ I asked.

‘ Every man knows that such will be his lot, one day or other,’ he
ceplied, ¢ though many try very hard to forget it.’

¢ Shall I tell him, sir, what you think?’ said I; for I could not
bear the idea of allowing the old man to go out of the world without
any preparation.

¢It will do bum mo harm,” said the ductor. “Af it would, 1 counld
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not allow it. My duty is to keep body and soul together as long as
I can.’

I thought even at the time that something more was to be done.
It was not, however, till many years afterwards that I discovered it
was far more important to prepare the soul for quitting the body,
than to detain it a few hours or days longer in its mortal frame, with
the risk of its losing all the future happiness it is so capable of
enjoying. When I went back to the old mate I told him that the
doctor thought he was in a very bad way, and that he would never
be on his feet again.

‘Well, Will,’ said he, ‘it’s & hard case; but I've known men as
ill as I am get well again, and 1 don’t know why I shouldn’t
recover.’ |

‘But if you don’t recover,—and the doctor, who ought to know,
thinks you won't,—wouldn’t it be well to prepare for death, sir?’ said
I boldly; for, having made up my mind to speak, I was not going
to be put off it by any fear of consequences. He was silent for a long
time,

‘T’ll think about it, he said at last.

He little thought how short a time he had to think about it. So it
is with a great number of people. They'll tell you that they will not
think about dying, but think whether they will make preparation for
death; and they go on thinking, till death itself cuts the matter short,
and the right preparations are never made. So it was with the poor
old mate. He said that he bhad no friends,—~no relations who would
care to hear of him,—and that be had no message to send to any one.

A [

He intended, however, to get well and to look after his own affairs.

In the evening he got worse. I suspected that he thought he was dying,
because he gave his watch to Mr. Adams, who bhad been so kind to us,
and divided a few shillings he had in his pockets between Charley and
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me. The next day he died. Though I had no respect for him, I
felt a blank as if I had lost an old friend. Charley and I saw the poor
old man buried, and then we agreed that it was time for us to be
looking out for a vessel to get back to our masters.

The next day a brig called the Mary Jane put into the harbour,
bound round from Bridgewater to London. Though I wanted to get
to Plymouth to see my grandmother and aunt, and Charley wished
to go to Hull, to stay with his widowed mother, as another chance
might not occur for some time, we shipped aboard her. Before going
we told Mr. Adams the name of the firm to which we were apprenticed,
that he might recover from them the sums he had expended on us;
but he replied, that he had taken care of us because it was right
to succour the distressed, and that he required no reward or repay-
ment. He was a good man, and I hope he enjoys his reward.

The desire to see my only relations grew stronger every day, and
I thought how happy I should feel if I could but get landed at
Plymouth, to run up and take them by surprise. This, however,
could nov be. When we reached London I found that the Mary
Jane, as soon ag she had discharged her cargo, was to sail again for
the westward; and as she this time was to touch at Plymouth, so the
captain said, I asked him to give me a passage. Ile replied, that as
I had behaved very well while with him he would, so I remained on
board. Here I parted from Charley, who got a berth on board a
vessel bound for Huli, where he wanted to go. We sailed, and I hoped
in a few days to have my long-wished-for desire gratified. When, how-
ever, we got abreast of the Isle of Wight, we met with a strong south-
westerly gale, which compelled us to run for shelter to the Mother-
bank. While lying there the captain received orders from his owners
not to touch at Plymouth, but to go on to Falmouth. This was a
great disappointment to me. Still { thought that 1 could easily get
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back from Falmouth to Plymouth, so that it would be wiser to stick
by the ship.

The old brig was not much of a sailer, but still, after ronning
through the Needles, we had & quick passage till we got a little to
the westward of the Eddystone. The captain, for some reason or other,
expecting a south-westerly breeze, had been giving the land a wide
berth, when the wind, instead of coming out of the south-west, blew
suddenly with terrific violence from the morth-east. The old tub of a
brig did her best to beat up towards the land, but without avail. A
squall took all her sails out of her, and away we went driving help-
lessly before it, as if we were in & hurry to get across the Atlantic.
Our master, Captain Stunt, though a good seaman, was nothing of a
navigator, and we could scarcely tell even where we were driving to.
The vessel also was old, and had seen & good deal of hard service,
Our condition, therefore, was very unsatisfactory. We had no quadrant
on board, and if we had possessed one there was no one to use it—
indeed, it was many days before the sun appeared, and all we knew
was that, by the course we had drifted and the rate we had gone, we
were & considerable distance from any land. Still the captain hoped,
when the weather moderated, to be able to beat back and get hold of
the Irish coast, as the phrase i8. At length the wind lulled a little,
and we once more made sail on the brig. We got on pretty well for
s few hours, when down came the gale once more on us, and before we
could shorten sail, & heavy sea struck the vessel, and she was turned
over on her beam-ends, a sea at the same time knocking our boats to
pieces and washing everything loose off the deck. There she lay like
a log, the water rushed into her hold, and every moment we expected
she would go down. Terror was depicted on every countenance. The
only person who remained cool and collected was the old master.

¢y lads, we must rut away the maste—there’s no help for it !’ he
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aang out in a clear voice. He himself appeared directly afterwards
with an axe in his hand, but it was some time before others could be
found. The first thing was to cut away the lee rigging and then the
weather, that the masts might fall clear of the hull. A few well-
directed strokes cut nearly through them, and with a crash the remain-
ing part broke off, and the vessel lay a dismasted hull amid the high-
leaping and foaming waves. She righted, however, and we had now
to hope that, if she weathered out the gale, some vessel might fall in
with us and tow the brig into harbour, or at all events take us off the
wreck. The next thing to be done was to rig the pumps to get the
vessel clear of the water which had washed into her. We all pumped
away with a will, for we knew that our lives depended on our exertions.
Pump as hard as we could, however, we found that we made no progress
in clearing the wreck of water. At last the mate went down to ascer-
tain the cause of this, In & few minutes he rushed on deck with a
look of dismay.
¢ What’s the matter, Ellis?’ asked the eaptain.

‘It’s all up with us, sir, answered the mate. ¢ A butt has started,
and it is my belief that the brig will not swim another half hour.’

‘ Then let us get some grog aboard, and die like men,” cried some
of the crew.

‘ Die like brutes, you mean, my lads!’ exclaimed the old master.
¢ No, no, we will have none of that. Let us see what we can do to save
our lives. What, do you call yourselves British seamen, and talk ot
giving in like cowards! Don’t you know that there’s ¢ a sweet little
cherub that sits up aloft” to take care of the life of poor Jack. That
means that God Almighty waiches over us, and wiil take care of those
who trust in Him.’

These remarks from the old man had a good deal of effect with the
sailors, * What is it you want us to do, sir?’ they asked.
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¢ Why, build a raft, my lads, and see if it won’t foat us.’

Encouraged by the spirited old man, we all set to work with a wilk
With our axes some of us cut up the deck and bulwarks, and collected
all the remaining spars, while the rest lashed them together. The mate
and a boy were employed meantime in collecting ail the provisions and
stores he could get at and in stowing them away in a couple of chests,
which formed the centre of our raft. In a very short time nearly every-
thing was ready. The raft was, however, so large that we could not
attempt to launch it, but we hoped that it would float when the brig
sank under us, We had all been so busy that we had not observed
how rapidly the vessel was sinking. Suddenly the old master gave a
loud shout, ¢ Now, my lads, now, my lads! to the raft, to the raft!’
Some of the men had gone forward to get hold of their clothes or some
money, or anything they could find, against his advice. Some of them
were seen at this moment leisurely coming up the fore hatchway, FEven
when he shouted to them they did not hurry themselves, any more than
sinners are apt to do when warned by their faithful pastors to flee from
the wrath to come. Mr. Ellis and I, with two other men, were near
him at the time. We leaped on to the raft as he spoke, and seizing
some oars which had been placed on it, we stood ready to shove it
clear of the wreck as she sank. The vessel gave a plunge forward.
The other men on deck rushed aft with frantic haste, but the waters
were around them before they could catch hold of the raft. The look
of horror on their countenances I cannot even now forget. One was
a little before the others : he clutched at one of the oars. With our
united strength we hauled him in., Then down went the brig. The cry
of our companions was quickly stifled. The raft rocked to and fro as
the wild seas tossed up fiercely round us. Now one came sweeping on.
¢ Hold on! hold on!’ shouted the old master. Onpe of our number aid
not attend to him. The sea pussed over the raft, almost plnding us
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When we looked up, the man was gone. Five of ns only remained
alive. How soon more of our number might be summoned from the
world, who could tell? I dare not dwell on the dreadiul thoughts which
passed through my mind. Was 1 truly under the ban of Heaven?
Was I to prove the destruction of every vessel I sailed aboard? Thig
was the fourth time I had been shipwrecked. *Oh, my oath! my
oath!’” I ejaculated. ¢Could I but retract it! DBut how is that
to be done?’ Uttered once, there it must remain engraven in the
book ef heaven. As I Ilay on that sea-tossed raft, in the middle
of the Atlantic, I pondered deeply of those things in my own
wild untutored way. Did but men remember always that every
word they utter, every thought to which they give expression, 1Iis
entered on a page never to be erased till the day of judgment,
how would it make them put a bridle on their tongues, how should
it make them watch over every wandering emotion of their minds,
and pray always Zor guidance and direction before they venture to
speak !

For several days the gale continued. We scarcely ventured to move
for fear of being washed away. Now the raft rose on the side of a sea
—now rocked on its summit—now sunk down into the trough, but still
was preserved from upsetting—had which event occurred, we must have
been inevitably lost. We had food in the chests, but we had little
inclination to taste it. Water was our great want. Our supply was
very scanty. DBy the master’s urgent advice, we took only sufficient at
a time to moisten our tongues. I'or & few days we bore this with
patience. Then the wind went down, and the sea grew calm, and the
hot sun came out and struck down on our unprotected heads. The
weather grew hotter and hotter. The men declared they could stand it
no longer. QOne seized the cask of water, and before the master could
prevent him, took & huge draught: then the others followed his example



84 WILL WEATHERHELM.

The mate for some time withstood the temptation, but at length he
yielded to it.

¢ Are we to die withont a prospect of prolonging existence, because
these men consume all the water?’ I said to myself, and taking the
cask, drew enough to quench my thirst. I offered it to the master.
‘Come, sir, said I, ‘take the water, it may revive you, and perhaps
to-morrow help may come.’

He could not withstand the appeal. Perhaps some men might have
done 8o, from a high sense of the necessity of adhering to a resolution
once formed. In two days we had not a drop of water left. Ther
came horrors unspeakable. Madness seized the poor mate. Before
he could be restrained, he leaped from the raft and sunk below the
waves. The other two men sickened. First one, then the -other died.
The captain, thongh the oldest of ali, kept his senses and his strength.
He was a calm, even-tempered, abstemious man. Still, as he sat on
the chest in the middle of the raft, of which he and I were the
only occupants, he spoke encouragingly and hopefully to me. I
listened, but could scarcely reply. I felt a sickness overcoming me.
I thought death was approaching. I sank dowa at his feet with &
total uncousciousness of my miserabie condition.
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My last thoughts had been, before I lost all consciousness, that death
was about to put an end to my sufferings. T remember then hearing a
rush of waters—a confused sound—rsattling of blocks—human voices—
cries and shrieks. I looked up—it was night. A dark object was
lowering above my head. I fancied it was a huge black rock, and
that it was going to fall down and crush me. ‘To what strange shore
have we drifted?’ I thought. I cried out with terror. ¢ Never fear,
my lad,’ said a voice. *¢It’s all right.” I found myself gently lifted
up in the arms of a person, and when I next opened my eyes, I dis-
covered that I was on the deck of a large ship and several people
standing round me. The light of a lantern fell on the face of one of
them. I looked hard at the person. Was it only fancy? I was certaia
that it was the countenance of Charley Iffliey. 1 pronounced his name.
He had not before recognised me.

‘ Why, Will Weatherhelm, how did you come out here?!’ he ex-
claimed, in & tone of surprise. DBut a gentleman, whom I found to be
a doctor, told him that he must not now talk to me, and that he would
find out all abount it by and by. |
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I was then carried below, and placed in a berth, and very kindly
treated. In a few days I was sufficiently recovered to go on deck. 1
was glad to see old Captain Stunt there also, looking well and fresh.
I found that we were on board a large West India trader, the Montezuma,
belonging to the firm to which I was apprenticed, Messrs. Dickson,
Waddilove, and Buck. 1 little knew what additional cause for gratitudt:
we had for our escape, for the ship coming on the raft at night while Mr.
Stunt was asleep, we were not observed till she actually grazed by it.
The noise awoke him, when he shouted out, and the ship bheing close-
hauled, and having little way, was immediately luffed up, and without
difficulty we were taken on board.

‘Well, Charley, how did you come to be on board the Montezuma?'
I asked.

‘ That question is very simply answered,” said he. ¢When I got
home I found that my uncles and aunts and all my first cousing looked
apon me as & very troublesome visitor, and hinted that the sooner I took
myself off to sea again the better. It is not comfortable to feel that
everybody is giving one the cold shoulder, so I begged to have a new
kit, and oftered to look out for a ship. It was wonderful how willingly
everybody worked, and how soon my outfit wus ready. My eldest uncle
hurried off to Mr. Dickson, and as they were just sending the Montezuma
to sea, and had room for an apprentice, I was immediately sent ou
board, and here I am. Now you know all about me. I thought I was
going to change and become a better character. 1 was sorry for many
things I had done, and if my relations had treated me kindly at first,
I think they would have found me very different to what I was. How
ever, give a dog a bad name and it sticks to him like pitch.’

‘But I am afraid, Charley, from what you have told me, that yon
gave yourself the bad name,” said I. ¢ You should not blame others.’

¢I do pnot, he answered. ¢ All I blame them for is, that they did



OUR CAPTAIN AND SECOND MATE. 8D

not soften their hearts toward me, and try to reform me. They might
huve done it, and 1 could bave loved some of them tenderly; but others
are harsh, stiff, cold, very good people, who have no sympathy for any
who do not think like themselves, and make no allowances for the follies
and weaknesses of those who have not had the advantages they have
enjoyed.” And Charley put his head between his hands and burst into
tears.

I was very glad to see this, It made me like him more than I had
ever before done. I have since often thought how very different many
young people would turn out if they were spoken to by their elders
with gentleness and kindness—if sympathy was shown them, and if
their faults were clearly pointed out.

Our owners were very respectable people, and understood their
business, so they were generally well served. Captain Horner, of the
Montezuma, was & good sailor. The crew conseguently looked up to
him, though he kept himself aloof from them. He was what the
world calls a very good sort of man, but as to his religion and
morals I was not able to form an opinion. It may seem strange
that 1, a young apprentice, should have thonght at all on the subject.
Perhaps, if those in command knew how completely their conduct
and bebaviour are canvassed by those under them, they would behave
very differently to what they do. Qur second mate, Josias Merton
by name, was a man worthy of remark. He was a very steady,
gerions-minded person, and yet full of life and fun. He prided him-
self on his knowledge of his profession in all its details, His heart
was kind and gentle, and he was at the same time brave and determined,
active and prompt in action. Ie never undertook what he did not be-
lieve, after due consideration, he could accomplish, and therefore seldom
failed in what he nndertook. Both Charley and I owed him much, for
he spared no pains te improve us and to instruct us in our profession
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As soon a8 I was well, I was placed in a watch and had begun to know
and to do my duty. The Atlantic afforded me the sight of many
objects to which I had been unaccustomed in the Mediterranean, 1
remember one night coming on deck, and after 1 had looked to se
what sail was set, and how the ship was steering, 1 cast my eyes over
the calm ocean. It was very dark. There was no moon, and clouds
obscured the stars. I gazed with amazement. The whole surface of
the deep, far as the eye counld reach, was lighted with brilliant flashes.
I bent over the side. The sea was alive with fish of every size and
shape. Some were leaping up, ever and anon, out of the water; others
were chasing their smaller brethren through it; others, again, rolled
over in it, or lay floating 1dly near, as if looking up with their bright
eyes to watch the ship, the invader of their liquid home. People talk
of the lack-lustre of a fish's eye. They are acquainted only with a
dead fish. Did they ever remark the keen, bright, diabolical eye of a
shark watching for his expected victim ? 1 know nothing in nature more
piercing, more dread-inspiring. Here were collected sharks, and pilot-
fish, and albicores, bonettas, dolphins, flying-fish, and numberless others,
for which old Mr. Stunt, to whom 1 applied, could give me no name,
The very depths of the ocean seemed to bave sent forth all their in-
habitants to watch our proceedings.

‘1 suppose that it is the shining copper on the ship’s hottom attracta
them,’” said the old man. *They take it to be some big light, I conclude.’
Whether he wag right or not I have never since heard any one give an
opinion.

The first place at which we touched was Bridgetown, in the island
of Barbadoes. I thought the Bay of Carlisle, with the capital Bridge-
town built round its shores, and the fertile valleys, and rich fields of
gugar-canpe, altogether a very lovely spot. The West India Islands are
divided into what are called the Windward and Leeward Islands. The
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wind, it must be understood, blows for nine months of the year from the
east. 'The most eastern islands are therefore called the Windward
Islands, and those in the western group the Lieeward Islands. Of all
the Caribbean Islands, Barbadoes is the most windward, and the
Havanpah the most leeward. We had to land cargo and passengers,
and to take in cargo at several islands. We commenced, therefore, at
the windward ones. In that way I became acquainted with a consides-
able portion of the West India Islands, and very beautiful places I saw
on them. The Montezuma was not long in getting a full cargo, and
then she prepared to return home. The last place at which we touched
was Kingston in Jamaica. At length, I thought to myself, I shall once
more see Old England, and satisfy my kind grandmother and Aunt
Bretta that I am still alive. I hope that I may leave this vessel without
her being shipwrecked, as has been the fate of every one I have yet
been on board. Just as this idea had crossed my mind the captain sent
for me, and said that he was going to leave Mr. Merton in charge of a
small schooner, which was to be employed in running between the
different islands to collect cargo to be ready for the return of the ship,
and that he wished me to remain.

‘You will be soon out of your indentures, and if you behave well,
a8 1 have no doubt you willy I will promise you a mate’s berth,’ he
added.

This was indeed more than I could have expected; and though 1
was disappointed in not going home, I thanked the captain very much
for his good opinion of me and kind intentions, and accepted his
offer. The Montesuma sailed for England, and I found myself form-
ing one of the crew of the Grogo schooner. We had a very pleasant
life of it, because the black slaves did all the hard work, taking in
and discharging cargo, and bringing water and wood off to us.

[ might fill pages with descriptions of the curious trees and plants
6
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and animals T saw in the West Indies. There is one, however, which
I must describe. I was asking Mr. Merton one day the meaning of
the name of our schooner. He laughed, and said that grogo is the
name of & big maggot which is found in the Cockarito palm or
cabbage tree. This maggot is the gruob of a large black beetle. It
grows to the length of four inches, and is as thick as a man's
thamb. Though its appearance is not very attractive, it is considered
a delicious treat by people in the West Indies, when well dressed,
and they declare that it has the flavour of all the spices of the East.
These maggots are only found in such cabbages as are in a state of
decay. The Cockarito palm often reaches fifty feet in height. In the
very top is found the most delicate cabbage enclosed in a green husk,
composed of several skins. 'These are pee'sed off, until the white
eabbage appears in long thin flakes, which taste very like the kernel
of a nut. The heart is the most delicate, and, being sweet and crisp,
is often used as a salad. 'The outside when boiled is considered far
superior to any Kuropean cabbage. One of the most important trees
in the West Indies is the plantain tree. It grows to the height of
about twenty feet, and throws out its leaves from the top of the
stem so as to look something like an wumbrella. The leaves when
fresh are of a shining sea-green colour, and have the appearance of
rich satin. When the young shoots come out, they split and hang
down in tatters. From the top grows a strong stalk about three
feet long, which bends down with the weight of its purple {ruit, each
of which is in shape like & calf’'s heart—a considerable number form
one bunch., KEach tree produces but one bunch at & time. The
plantain, when ripe, forms a delicious fruit, and when boiled or
roasted, it is used instead of potatoes. It forms a principal portion
of the food of the negroes. The cassava forms another important
article of the food of the blacks. The plant grows about four feet
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hich; the stem is of a grey colour, and divides near its top into

several green branches, from which spring red stalks with large leaves.
There are two species, the sweet and bitter cassava. The bitter is
excessively poisonous till exposed to the heat of fire. The root is like
a coarse potato. It is dried and then grated on a grater formed by
sharp pebbles stuck on a board, and the juice which remains is then
pressed out by means of an elastic basket, into which the grated root
18 stuffed. The farina thus produced is made into thin cakes and
baked. Tapioca is the finer portion of the farina.

I might, as I was saying, fill my pages with an account of the
wonderful productions of those fertile islands, of the value of which I
do not think even now my countrymen are fully aware. One curious
eircumstance 1 must mention in connection with them and my paternal
country, Shetland, though 1 did not hear it till very many years
afterwards. It shows how intimately the interests of distant parts of
the world are united. The slaves in the West Indies were supplied
by their masters with salt fish, which fish were caught by the
Shetlanders off their coasts. When the slaves were emancipated,
they refused any longer to eat the description of food which they
had been compelled to consume during their servitude, and the Shet-
land fish-dealers had not thought in the meantime of looking out for
fresh markets. The consequence was, they were ruined; the herring
boats were lalid up, and the fishermen had to go south in search of
employment.

However, that has nothing to do with my story. The Grogo was
very successful, and we were looking forward every day for the return
of the Montezuma. 1 could not help telling Mr. Merton one day of
my rash oath which I had made in the presence of my grandmother,
and how I had been wrecked in every vessel I had sailed in from the
time I came to sea. He tried to reason me out of the belief that ]
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was the canse of the loss of the vessels. He said the oath was
wicked, there was no doubt of that, but that others had lost their
lives and some their property, while I each time had suffered less
than anybody else. I saw the strength of his reasoning, but still I
was not convinced. I felt that I had deserved all the hardships ]
had endured, and I fully expected to be wrecked again. What
followed may seem very strange, All I can do is to give events as
they occurred. Two days after this we lay becalmed about ten miles
from the land off Port Morant, to the eastward of Kingston in
Jamaica. We had an old man of colour, who acted as pilot and
mate on board. He had been below asleep. At last he turned out
of his hot, stifling berth, and came on deck. He looked round the
horizon on every side.

‘* Captain,” said he, ‘1 wish we were safe in port. There’s some-
thing bad coming.’

‘ What is it, Billy ?’ asked Mr. Merton.

‘ A hurricane! was the answer.

The hurricane came. The spirit of the whirlwind rode triumphantly
through the air. Earth and ocean felt his power; trees were torn ap

by the roots; houses were overthrown; the water rose in huge waves
—-hissing, and foaming, and leaping madly around us. Qur topmasts
had been struck; every stitch of canvas closely furled, and everything

on deck securely lashed. The fierce blast of the tempest struck the
littl