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			Preface

			Upon my re­turn to the United States a few months ago, af­ter the ex­tra­or­di­nary se­ries of ad­ven­ture in the South Seas and else­where, of which an ac­count is given in the fol­low­ing pages, ac­ci­dent threw me into the so­ci­ety of sev­eral gen­tle­men in Rich­mond, VA, who felt deep in­ter­est in all mat­ters re­lat­ing to the re­gions I had vis­ited, and who were con­stantly urg­ing it upon me, as a duty, to give my nar­ra­tive to the pub­lic. I had sev­eral rea­sons, how­ever, for de­clin­ing to do so, some of which were of a na­ture al­to­gether pri­vate, and con­cern no per­son but my­self; oth­ers not so much so. One con­sid­er­a­tion which de­terred me was that, hav­ing kept no jour­nal dur­ing a greater por­tion of the time in which I was ab­sent, I feared I should not be able to write, from mere mem­ory, a state­ment so minute and con­nected as to have the ap­pear­ance of that truth it would re­ally pos­sess, bar­ring only the nat­u­ral and un­avoid­able ex­ag­ger­a­tion to which all of us are prone when de­tail­ing events which have had pow­er­ful in­flu­ence in ex­cit­ing the imag­i­na­tive fac­ul­ties. Another rea­son was, that the in­ci­dents to be nar­rated were of a na­ture so pos­i­tively mar­vel­lous that, un­sup­ported as my as­ser­tions must nec­es­sar­ily be (ex­cept by the ev­i­dence of a sin­gle in­di­vid­ual, and he a half­breed In­dian), I could only hope for be­lief among my fam­ily, and those of my friends who have had rea­son, through life, to put faith in my ve­rac­ity—the prob­a­bil­ity be­ing that the pub­lic at large would re­gard what I should put forth as merely an im­pu­dent and in­ge­nious fic­tion. A dis­trust in my own abil­i­ties as a writer was, nev­er­the­less, one of the prin­ci­pal causes which pre­vented me from com­ply­ing with the sug­ges­tions of my ad­vis­ers.

			Among those gen­tle­men in Vir­ginia who ex­pressed the great­est in­ter­est in my state­ment, more par­tic­u­larly in re­gard to that por­tion of it which re­lated to the Antarc­tic Ocean, was Mr. Poe, lately ed­i­tor of the South­ern Lit­er­ary Mes­sen­ger, a monthly mag­a­zine, pub­lished by Mr. Thomas W. White, in the city of Rich­mond. He strongly ad­vised me, among oth­ers, to pre­pare at once a full ac­count of what I had seen and un­der­gone, and trust to the shrewd­ness and com­mon sense of the pub­lic—in­sist­ing, with great plau­si­bil­ity, that how­ever roughly, as re­gards mere au­thor­ship, my book should be got up, its very un­couth­ness, if there were any, would give it all the bet­ter chance of be­ing re­ceived as truth.

			Notwith­stand­ing this rep­re­sen­ta­tion, I did not make up my mind to do as he sug­gested. He af­ter­ward pro­posed (find­ing that I would not stir in the mat­ter) that I should al­low him to draw up, in his own words, a nar­ra­tive of the ear­lier por­tion of my ad­ven­tures, from facts af­forded by my­self, pub­lish­ing it in the South­ern Mes­sen­ger un­der the garb of fic­tion. To this, per­ceiv­ing no ob­jec­tion, I con­sented, stip­u­lat­ing only that my real name should be re­tained. Two num­bers of the pre­tended fic­tion ap­peared, con­se­quently, in the Mes­sen­ger for Jan­uary and Fe­bru­ary (1837), and, in or­der that it might cer­tainly be re­garded as fic­tion, the name of Mr. Poe was af­fixed to the ar­ti­cles in the ta­ble of con­tents of the mag­a­zine.

			The man­ner in which this ruse was re­ceived has in­duced me at length to un­der­take a reg­u­lar com­pi­la­tion and pub­li­ca­tion of the ad­ven­tures in ques­tion; for I found that, in spite of the air of fa­ble which had been so in­ge­niously thrown around that por­tion of my state­ment which ap­peared in the Mes­sen­ger (with­out al­ter­ing or dis­tort­ing a sin­gle fact), the pub­lic were still not at all dis­posed to re­ceive it as fa­ble, and sev­eral let­ters were sent to Mr. P.’s ad­dress, dis­tinctly ex­press­ing a con­vic­tion to the con­trary. I thence con­cluded that the facts of my nar­ra­tive would prove of such a na­ture as to carry with them suf­fi­cient ev­i­dence of their own au­then­tic­ity, and that I had con­se­quently lit­tle to fear on the score of pop­u­lar in­credulity.

			This ex­posé be­ing made, it will be seen at once how much of what fol­lows I claim to be my own writ­ing; and it will also be un­der­stood that no fact is mis­rep­re­sented in the first few pages which were writ­ten by Mr. Poe. Even to those read­ers who have not seen the Mes­sen­ger, it will be un­nec­es­sary to point out where his por­tion ends and my own com­mences; the dif­fer­ence in point of style will be read­ily per­ceived.

			A. G. Pym.

			New York, July, 1838.

		
	
		
			The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket

		
	
		
			I

			My name is Arthur Gor­don Pym. My fa­ther was a re­spectable trader in sea-stores at Nan­tucket, where I was born. My ma­ter­nal grand­fa­ther was an at­tor­ney in good prac­tice. He was for­tu­nate in ev­ery­thing, and had spec­u­lated very suc­cess­fully in stocks of the Edgar­ton New Bank, as it was for­merly called. By these and other means he had man­aged to lay by a tol­er­a­ble sum of money. He was more at­tached to my­self, I be­lieve, than to any other per­son in the world, and I ex­pected to in­herit the most of his prop­erty at his death. He sent me, at six years of age, to the school of old Mr. Rick­etts, a gen­tle­man with only one arm and of ec­cen­tric man­ners—he is well known to al­most ev­ery per­son who has vis­ited New Bed­ford. I stayed at his school un­til I was six­teen, when I left him for Mr. E. Ron­ald’s acad­emy on the hill. Here I be­came in­ti­mate with the son of Mr. Barnard, a sea-cap­tain, who gen­er­ally sailed in the em­ploy of Lloyd and Vre­den­burgh—Mr. Barnard is also very well known in New Bed­ford, and has many re­la­tions, I am cer­tain, in Edgar­ton. His son was named Au­gus­tus, and he was nearly two years older than my­self. He had been on a whal­ing voy­age with his fa­ther in the John Don­ald­son, and was al­ways talk­ing to me of his ad­ven­tures in the South Pa­cific Ocean. I used fre­quently to go home with him, and re­main all day, and some­times all night. We oc­cu­pied the same bed, and he would be sure to keep me awake un­til al­most light, telling me sto­ries of the na­tives of the Is­land of Tinian, and other places he had vis­ited in his trav­els. At last I could not help be­ing in­ter­ested in what he said, and by de­grees I felt the great­est de­sire to go to sea. I owned a sail­boat called the Ariel, and worth about sev­enty-five dol­lars. She had a half-deck or cuddy, and was rigged sloop-fash­ion—I for­get her ton­nage, but she would hold ten per­sons with­out much crowd­ing. In this boat we were in the habit of go­ing on some of the mad­dest freaks in the world; and, when I now think of them, it ap­pears to me a thou­sand won­ders that I am alive to­day.

			I will re­late one of these ad­ven­tures by way of in­tro­duc­tion to a longer and more mo­men­tous nar­ra­tive. One night there was a party at Mr. Barnard’s, and both Au­gus­tus and my­self were not a lit­tle in­tox­i­cated to­ward the close of it. As usual, in such cases, I took part of his bed in pref­er­ence to go­ing home. He went to sleep, as I thought, very qui­etly (it be­ing near one when the party broke up), and with­out say­ing a word on his fa­vorite topic. It might have been half an hour from the time of our get­ting in bed, and I was just about fall­ing into a doze, when he sud­denly started up, and swore with a ter­ri­ble oath that he would not go to sleep for any Arthur Pym in Chris­ten­dom, when there was so glo­ri­ous a breeze from the south­west. I never was so as­ton­ished in my life, not know­ing what he in­tended, and think­ing that the wines and liquors he had drunk had set him en­tirely be­side him­self. He pro­ceeded to talk very coolly, how­ever, say­ing he knew that I sup­posed him in­tox­i­cated, but that he was never more sober in his life. He was only tired, he added, of ly­ing in bed on such a fine night like a dog, and was de­ter­mined to get up and dress, and go out on a frolic with the boat. I can hardly tell what pos­sessed me, but the words were no sooner out of his mouth than I felt a thrill of the great­est ex­cite­ment and plea­sure, and thought his mad idea one of the most de­light­ful and most rea­son­able things in the world. It was blow­ing al­most a gale, and the weather was very cold—it be­ing late in Oc­to­ber. I sprang out of bed, nev­er­the­less, in a kind of ec­stasy, and told him I was quite as brave as him­self, and quite as tired as he was of ly­ing in bed like a dog, and quite as ready for any fun or frolic as any Au­gus­tus Barnard in Nan­tucket.

			We lost no time in get­ting on our clothes and hur­ry­ing down to the boat. She was ly­ing at the old de­cayed wharf by the lum­ber­yard of Pankey & Co., and al­most thump­ing her side out against the rough logs. Au­gus­tus got into her and bailed her, for she was nearly half full of wa­ter. This be­ing done, we hoisted jib and main­sail, kept full, and started boldly out to sea.

			The wind, as I be­fore said, blew freshly from the south­west. The night was very clear and cold. Au­gus­tus had taken the helm, and I sta­tioned my­self by the mast, on the deck of the cuddy. We flew along at a great rate—nei­ther of us hav­ing said a word since cast­ing loose from the wharf. I now asked my com­pan­ion what course he in­tended to steer, and what time he thought it prob­a­ble we should get back. He whis­tled for a few min­utes, and then said crustily: “I am go­ing to sea—you may go home if you think proper.” Turn­ing my eyes upon him, I per­ceived at once that, in spite of his as­sumed non­cha­lance, he was greatly ag­i­tated. I could see him dis­tinctly by the light of the moon—his face was paler than any mar­ble, and his hand shook so ex­ces­sively that he could scarcely re­tain hold of the tiller. I found that some­thing had gone wrong, and be­came se­ri­ously alarmed. At this pe­riod I knew lit­tle about the man­age­ment of a boat, and was now de­pend­ing en­tirely upon the nau­ti­cal skill of my friend. The wind, too, had sud­denly in­creased, as we were fast get­ting out of the lee of the land—still I was ashamed to be­tray any trep­i­da­tion, and for al­most half an hour main­tained a res­o­lute si­lence. I could stand it no longer, how­ever, and spoke to Au­gus­tus about the pro­pri­ety of turn­ing back. As be­fore, it was nearly a minute be­fore he made an­swer, or took any no­tice of my sug­ges­tion. “By-and-by,” said he at length—“time enough—home by-and-by.” I had ex­pected a sim­i­lar re­ply, but there was some­thing in the tone of these words which filled me with an in­de­scrib­able feel­ing of dread. I again looked at the speaker at­ten­tively. His lips were per­fectly livid, and his knees shook so vi­o­lently to­gether that he seemed scarcely able to stand. “For God’s sake, Au­gus­tus,” I screamed, now heartily fright­ened, “what ails you?—what is the mat­ter?—what are you go­ing to do?” “Mat­ter!” he stam­mered, in the great­est ap­par­ent sur­prise, let­ting go the tiller at the same mo­ment, and fall­ing for­ward into the bot­tom of the boat—“mat­ter—why, noth­ing is the—mat­ter—go­ing home—d—d—don’t you see?” The whole truth now flashed upon me. I flew to him and raised him up. He was drunk—beastly drunk—he could no longer ei­ther stand, speak, or see. His eyes were per­fectly glazed; and as I let him go in the ex­trem­ity of my de­spair, he rolled like a mere log into the bilge-wa­ter, from which I had lifted him. It was ev­i­dent that, dur­ing the evening, he had drunk far more than I sus­pected, and that his con­duct in bed had been the re­sult of a highly-con­cen­trated state of in­tox­i­ca­tion—a state which, like mad­ness, fre­quently en­ables the vic­tim to im­i­tate the out­ward de­meanour of one in per­fect pos­ses­sion of his senses. The cool­ness of the night air, how­ever, had had its usual ef­fect—the men­tal en­ergy be­gan to yield be­fore its in­flu­ence—and the con­fused per­cep­tion which he no doubt then had of his per­ilous sit­u­a­tion had as­sisted in has­ten­ing the catas­tro­phe. He was now thor­oughly in­sen­si­ble, and there was no prob­a­bil­ity that he would be oth­er­wise for many hours.

			It is hardly pos­si­ble to con­ceive the ex­trem­ity of my ter­ror. The fumes of the wine lately taken had evap­o­rated, leav­ing me dou­bly timid and ir­res­o­lute. I knew that I was al­to­gether in­ca­pable of man­ag­ing the boat, and that a fierce wind and strong ebb tide were hur­ry­ing us to de­struc­tion. A storm was ev­i­dently gath­er­ing be­hind us; we had nei­ther com­pass nor pro­vi­sions; and it was clear that, if we held our present course, we should be out of sight of land be­fore day­break. Th­ese thoughts, with a crowd of oth­ers equally fear­ful, flashed through my mind with a be­wil­der­ing ra­pid­ity, and for some mo­ments par­a­lyzed me be­yond the pos­si­bil­ity of mak­ing any ex­er­tion. The boat was go­ing through the wa­ter at a ter­ri­ble rate—full be­fore the wind—no reef in ei­ther jib or main­sail—run­ning her bows com­pletely un­der the foam. It was a thou­sand won­ders she did not broach to—Au­gus­tus hav­ing let go the tiller, as I said be­fore, and I be­ing too much ag­i­tated to think of tak­ing it my­self. By good luck, how­ever, she kept steady, and grad­u­ally I re­cov­ered some de­gree of pres­ence of mind. Still the wind was in­creas­ing fear­fully, and when­ever we rose from a plunge for­ward, the sea be­hind fell comb­ing over our counter, and del­uged us with wa­ter. I was so ut­terly be­numbed, too, in ev­ery limb, as to be nearly un­con­scious of sen­sa­tion. At length I sum­moned up the res­o­lu­tion of de­spair, and rush­ing to the main­sail let it go by the run. As might have been ex­pected, it flew over the bows, and, get­ting drenched with wa­ter, car­ried away the mast short off by the board. This lat­ter ac­ci­dent alone saved me from in­stant de­struc­tion. Un­der the jib only, I now boomed along be­fore the wind, ship­ping heavy seas oc­ca­sion­ally over the counter, but re­lieved from the ter­ror of im­me­di­ate death. I took the helm, and breathed with greater free­dom as I found that there yet re­mained to us a chance of ul­ti­mate es­cape. Au­gus­tus still lay sense­less in the bot­tom of the boat; and as there was im­mi­nent dan­ger of his drown­ing (the wa­ter be­ing nearly a foot deep just where he fell), I con­trived to raise him par­tially up, and keep him in a sit­ting po­si­tion, by pass­ing a rope round his waist, and lash­ing it to a ring­bolt in the deck of the cuddy. Hav­ing thus ar­ranged ev­ery­thing as well as I could in my chilled and ag­i­tated con­di­tion, I rec­om­mended my­self to God, and made up my mind to bear what­ever might hap­pen with all the for­ti­tude in my power.

			Hardly had I come to this res­o­lu­tion, when, sud­denly, a loud and long scream or yell, as if from the throats of a thou­sand demons, seemed to per­vade the whole at­mos­phere around and above the boat. Never while I live shall I for­get the in­tense agony of ter­ror I ex­pe­ri­enced at that mo­ment. My hair stood erect on my head—I felt the blood con­geal­ing in my veins—my heart ceased ut­terly to beat, and with­out hav­ing once raised my eyes to learn the source of my alarm, I tum­bled head­long and in­sen­si­ble upon the body of my fallen com­pan­ion.

			I found my­self, upon re­viv­ing, in the cabin of a large whal­ing-ship (the Pen­guin) bound to Nan­tucket. Sev­eral per­sons were stand­ing over me, and Au­gus­tus, paler than death, was busily oc­cu­pied in chaf­ing my hands. Upon see­ing me open my eyes, his ex­cla­ma­tions of grat­i­tude and joy ex­cited al­ter­nate laugh­ter and tears from the rough-look­ing per­son­ages who were present. The mys­tery of our be­ing in ex­is­tence was now soon ex­plained. We had been run down by the whal­ing-ship, which was close-hauled, beat­ing up to Nan­tucket with ev­ery sail she could ven­ture to set, and con­se­quently run­ning al­most at right an­gles to our own course. Sev­eral men were on the look­out for­ward, but did not per­ceive our boat un­til it was an im­pos­si­bil­ity to avoid com­ing in con­tact—their shouts of warn­ing upon see­ing us were what so ter­ri­bly alarmed me. The huge ship, I was told, rode im­me­di­ately over us with as much ease as our own lit­tle ves­sel would have passed over a feather, and with­out the least per­cep­ti­ble im­ped­i­ment to her progress. Not a scream arose from the deck of the vic­tim—there was a slight grat­ing sound to be heard min­gling with the roar of wind and wa­ter, as the frail bark which was swal­lowed up rubbed for a mo­ment along the keel of her de­stroyer—but this was all. Think­ing our boat (which it will be re­mem­bered was dis­masted) some mere shell cut adrift as use­less, the cap­tain (Cap­tain E. T. V. Block, of New Lon­don) was for pro­ceed­ing on his course with­out trou­bling him­self fur­ther about the mat­ter. Luck­ily, there were two of the look­out who swore pos­i­tively to hav­ing seen some per­son at our helm, and rep­re­sented the pos­si­bil­ity of yet sav­ing him. A dis­cus­sion en­sued, when Block grew an­gry, and, af­ter a while, said that “it was no busi­ness of his to be eter­nally watch­ing for eggshells; that the ship should not put about for any such non­sense; and if there was a man run down, it was no­body’s fault but his own, he might drown and be dammed” or some lan­guage to that ef­fect. Hen­der­son, the first mate, now took the mat­ter up, be­ing justly in­dig­nant, as well as the whole ship’s crew, at a speech evinc­ing so base a de­gree of heart­less atroc­ity. He spoke plainly, see­ing him­self up­held by the men, told the cap­tain he con­sid­ered him a fit sub­ject for the gal­lows, and that he would dis­obey his or­ders if he were hanged for it the mo­ment he set his foot on shore. He strode aft, jostling Block (who turned pale and made no an­swer) on one side, and seiz­ing the helm, gave the word, in a firm voice, Hard-a-lee! The men flew to their posts, and the ship went clev­erly about. All this had oc­cu­pied nearly five min­utes, and it was sup­posed to be hardly within the bounds of pos­si­bil­ity that any in­di­vid­ual could be saved—al­low­ing any to have been on board the boat. Yet, as the reader has seen, both Au­gus­tus and my­self were res­cued; and our de­liv­er­ance seemed to have been brought about by two of those al­most in­con­ceiv­able pieces of good for­tune which are at­trib­uted by the wise and pi­ous to the spe­cial in­ter­fer­ence of Prov­i­dence.

			While the ship was yet in stays, the mate low­ered the jolly-boat and jumped into her with the very two men, I be­lieve, who spoke up as hav­ing seen me at the helm. They had just left the lee of the ves­sel (the moon still shin­ing brightly) when she made a long and heavy roll to wind­ward, and Hen­der­son, at the same mo­ment, start­ing up in his seat bawled out to his crew to back wa­ter. He would say noth­ing else—re­peat­ing his cry im­pa­tiently, back wa­ter! black wa­ter! The men put back as speed­ily as pos­si­ble, but by this time the ship had gone round, and got­ten fully un­der head­way, al­though all hands on board were mak­ing great ex­er­tions to take in sail. In de­spite of the dan­ger of the at­tempt, the mate clung to the main-chains as soon as they came within his reach. Another huge lurch now brought the star­board side of the ves­sel out of wa­ter nearly as far as her keel, when the cause of his anx­i­ety was ren­dered ob­vi­ous enough. The body of a man was seen to be af­fixed in the most sin­gu­lar man­ner to the smooth and shin­ing bot­tom (the Pen­guin was cop­pered and cop­per-fas­tened), and beat­ing vi­o­lently against it with ev­ery move­ment of the hull. After sev­eral in­ef­fec­tual ef­forts, made dur­ing the lurches of the ship, and at the im­mi­nent risk of swamp­ing the boat I was fi­nally dis­en­gaged from my per­ilous sit­u­a­tion and taken on board—for the body proved to be my own. It ap­peared that one of the tim­ber-bolts hav­ing started and bro­ken a pas­sage through the cop­per, it had ar­rested my progress as I passed un­der the ship, and fas­tened me in so ex­tra­or­di­nary a man­ner to her bot­tom. The head of the bolt had made its way through the col­lar of the green baize jacket I had on, and through the back part of my neck, forc­ing it­self out be­tween two sinews and just be­low the right ear. I was im­me­di­ately put to bed—al­though life seemed to be to­tally ex­tinct. There was no sur­geon on board. The cap­tain, how­ever, treated me with ev­ery at­ten­tion—to make amends, I pre­sume, in the eyes of his crew, for his atro­cious be­hav­iour in the pre­vi­ous por­tion of the ad­ven­ture.

			In the mean­time, Hen­der­son had again put off from the ship, al­though the wind was now blow­ing al­most a hur­ri­cane. He had not been gone many min­utes when he fell in with some frag­ments of our boat, and shortly af­ter­ward one of the men with him as­serted that he could dis­tin­guish a cry for help at in­ter­vals amid the roar­ing of the tem­pest. This in­duced the hardy sea­men to per­se­vere in their search for more than half an hour, al­though re­peated sig­nals to re­turn were made them by Cap­tain Block, and al­though ev­ery mo­ment on the wa­ter in so frail a boat was fraught to them with the most im­mi­nent and deadly peril. In­deed, it is nearly im­pos­si­ble to con­ceive how the small jolly they were in could have es­caped de­struc­tion for a sin­gle in­stant. She was built, how­ever, for the whal­ing ser­vice, and was fit­ted, as I have since had rea­son to be­lieve, with air-boxes, in the man­ner of some lifeboats used on the coast of Wales.

			After search­ing in vain for about the pe­riod of time just men­tioned, it was de­ter­mined to get back to the ship. They had scarcely made this re­solve when a fee­ble cry arose from a dark ob­ject that floated rapidly by. They pur­sued and soon over­took it. It proved to be the en­tire deck of the Ariel’s cuddy. Au­gus­tus was strug­gling near it, ap­par­ently in the last ag­o­nies. Upon get­ting hold of him it was found that he was at­tached by a rope to the float­ing tim­ber. This rope, it will be re­mem­bered, I had my­self tied around his waist, and made fast to a ring­bolt, for the pur­pose of keep­ing him in an up­right po­si­tion, and my so do­ing, it ap­peared, had been ul­ti­mately the means of pre­serv­ing his life. The Ariel was slightly put to­gether, and in go­ing down her frame nat­u­rally went to pieces; the deck of the cuddy, as might have been ex­pected, was lifted, by the force of the wa­ter rush­ing in, en­tirely from the main tim­bers, and floated (with other frag­ments, no doubt) to the sur­face—Au­gus­tus was buoyed up with it, and thus es­caped a ter­ri­ble death.

			It was more than an hour af­ter be­ing taken on board the Pen­guin be­fore he could give any ac­count of him­self, or be made to com­pre­hend the na­ture of the ac­ci­dent which had be­fallen our boat. At length he be­came thor­oughly aroused, and spoke much of his sen­sa­tions while in the wa­ter. Upon his first at­tain­ing any de­gree of con­scious­ness, he found him­self be­neath the sur­face, whirling round and round with in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­ity, and with a rope wrapped in three or four folds tightly about his neck. In an in­stant af­ter­ward he felt him­self go­ing rapidly up­ward, when, his head strik­ing vi­o­lently against a hard sub­stance, he again re­lapsed into in­sen­si­bil­ity. Upon once more re­viv­ing he was in fuller pos­ses­sion of his rea­son—this was still, how­ever, in the great­est de­gree clouded and con­fused. He now knew that some ac­ci­dent had oc­curred, and that he was in the wa­ter, al­though his mouth was above the sur­face, and he could breathe with some free­dom. Pos­si­bly, at this pe­riod the deck was drift­ing rapidly be­fore the wind, and draw­ing him af­ter it, as he floated upon his back. Of course, as long as he could have re­tained this po­si­tion, it would have been nearly im­pos­si­ble that he should be drowned. Presently a surge threw him di­rectly athwart the deck, and this post he en­deav­ored to main­tain, scream­ing at in­ter­vals for help. Just be­fore he was dis­cov­ered by Mr. Hen­der­son, he had been obliged to re­lax his hold through ex­haus­tion, and, fall­ing into the sea, had given him­self up for lost. Dur­ing the whole pe­riod of his strug­gles he had not the faintest rec­ol­lec­tion of the Ariel, nor of the mat­ters in con­nex­ion with the source of his dis­as­ter. A vague feel­ing of ter­ror and de­spair had taken en­tire pos­ses­sion of his fac­ul­ties. When he was fi­nally picked up, ev­ery power of his mind had failed him; and, as be­fore said, it was nearly an hour af­ter get­ting on board the Pen­guin be­fore he be­came fully aware of his con­di­tion. In re­gard to my­self—I was re­sus­ci­tated from a state bor­der­ing very nearly upon death (and af­ter ev­ery other means had been tried in vain for three hours and a half) by vig­or­ous fric­tion with flan­nels bathed in hot oil—a pro­ceed­ing sug­gested by Au­gus­tus. The wound in my neck, al­though of an ugly ap­pear­ance, proved of lit­tle real con­se­quence, and I soon re­cov­ered from its ef­fects.

			The Pen­guin got into port about nine o’clock in the morn­ing, af­ter en­coun­ter­ing one of the sever­est gales ever ex­pe­ri­enced off Nan­tucket. Both Au­gus­tus and my­self man­aged to ap­pear at Mr. Barnard’s in time for break­fast—which, luck­ily, was some­what late, ow­ing to the party over night. I sup­pose all at the ta­ble were too much fa­tigued them­selves to no­tice our jaded ap­pear­ance—of course, it would not have borne a very rigid scru­tiny. School­boys, how­ever, can ac­com­plish won­ders in the way of de­cep­tion, and I ver­ily be­lieve not one of our friends in Nan­tucket had the slight­est sus­pi­cion that the ter­ri­ble story told by some sailors in town of their hav­ing run down a ves­sel at sea and drowned some thirty or forty poor dev­ils, had ref­er­ence ei­ther to the Ariel, my com­pan­ion, or my­self. We two have since very fre­quently talked the mat­ter over—but never with­out a shud­der. In one of our con­ver­sa­tions Au­gus­tus frankly con­fessed to me, that in his whole life he had at no time ex­pe­ri­enced so ex­cru­ci­at­ing a sense of dis­may, as when on board our lit­tle boat he first dis­cov­ered the ex­tent of his in­tox­i­ca­tion, and felt him­self sink­ing be­neath its in­flu­ence.

		
	
		
			II

			In no af­fairs of mere prej­u­dice, pro or con, do we de­duce in­fer­ences with en­tire cer­tainty, even from the most sim­ple data. It might be sup­posed that a catas­tro­phe such as I have just re­lated would have ef­fec­tu­ally cooled my in­cip­i­ent pas­sion for the sea. On the con­trary, I never ex­pe­ri­enced a more ar­dent long­ing for the wild ad­ven­tures in­ci­dent to the life of a nav­i­ga­tor than within a week af­ter our mirac­u­lous de­liv­er­ance. This short pe­riod proved am­ply long enough to erase from my mem­ory the shad­ows, and bring out in vivid light all the plea­sur­ably ex­cit­ing points of color, all the pic­turesque­ness, of the late per­ilous ac­ci­dent. My con­ver­sa­tions with Au­gus­tus grew daily more fre­quent and more in­tensely full of in­ter­est. He had a man­ner of re­lat­ing his sto­ries of the ocean (more than one half of which I now sus­pect to have been sheer fab­ri­ca­tions) well adapted to have weight with one of my en­thu­si­as­tic tem­per­a­ment and some­what gloomy al­though glow­ing imag­i­na­tion. It is strange, too, that he most strongly en­listed my feel­ings in be­half of the life of a sea­man, when he de­picted his more ter­ri­ble mo­ments of suf­fer­ing and de­spair. For the bright side of the paint­ing I had a lim­ited sym­pa­thy. My vi­sions were of ship­wreck and famine; of death or cap­tiv­ity among bar­bar­ian hordes; of a life­time dragged out in sor­row and tears, upon some gray and des­o­late rock, in an ocean un­ap­proach­able and un­known. Such vi­sions or de­sires—for they amounted to de­sires—are com­mon, I have since been as­sured, to the whole nu­mer­ous race of the melan­choly among men—at the time of which I speak I re­garded them only as prophetic glimpses of a des­tiny which I felt my­self in a mea­sure bound to ful­fil. Au­gus­tus thor­oughly en­tered into my state of mind. It is prob­a­ble, in­deed, that our in­ti­mate com­mu­nion had re­sulted in a par­tial in­ter­change of char­ac­ter.

			About eigh­teen months af­ter the pe­riod of the Ariel’s dis­as­ter, the firm of Lloyd and Vre­den­burgh (a house con­nected in some man­ner with the Messieurs En­derby, I be­lieve, of Liver­pool) were en­gaged in re­pair­ing and fit­ting out the brig Gram­pus for a whal­ing voy­age. She was an old hulk, and scarcely sea­wor­thy when all was done to her that could be done. I hardly know why she was cho­sen in pref­er­ence to other good ves­sels be­long­ing to the same own­ers—but so it was. Mr. Barnard was ap­pointed to com­mand her, and Au­gus­tus was go­ing with him. While the brig was get­ting ready, he fre­quently urged upon me the ex­cel­lency of the op­por­tu­nity now of­fered for in­dulging my de­sire of travel. He found me by no means an un­will­ing lis­tener—yet the mat­ter could not be so eas­ily ar­ranged. My fa­ther made no di­rect op­po­si­tion; but my mother went into hys­ter­ics at the bare men­tion of the de­sign; and, more than all, my grand­fa­ther, from whom I ex­pected much, vowed to cut me off with a shilling if I should ever broach the sub­ject to him again. Th­ese dif­fi­cul­ties, how­ever, so far from abat­ing my de­sire, only added fuel to the flame. I de­ter­mined to go at all haz­ards; and, hav­ing made known my in­ten­tions to Au­gus­tus, we set about ar­rang­ing a plan by which it might be ac­com­plished. In the mean­time I for­bore speak­ing to any of my re­la­tions in re­gard to the voy­age, and, as I bus­ied my­self os­ten­si­bly with my usual stud­ies, it was sup­posed that I had aban­doned the de­sign. I have since fre­quently ex­am­ined my con­duct on this oc­ca­sion with sen­ti­ments of dis­plea­sure as well as of sur­prise. The in­tense hypocrisy I made use of for the fur­ther­ance of my project—an hypocrisy per­vad­ing ev­ery word and ac­tion of my life for so long a pe­riod of time—could only have been ren­dered tol­er­a­ble to my­self by the wild and burn­ing ex­pec­ta­tion with which I looked for­ward to the ful­fil­ment of my long-cher­ished vi­sions of travel.

			In pur­suance of my scheme of de­cep­tion, I was nec­es­sar­ily obliged to leave much to the man­age­ment of Au­gus­tus, who was em­ployed for the greater part of ev­ery day on board the Gram­pus, at­tend­ing to some ar­range­ments for his fa­ther in the cabin and cabin hold. At night, how­ever, we were sure to have a con­fer­ence and talk over our hopes. After nearly a month passed in this man­ner, with­out our hit­ting upon any plan we thought likely to suc­ceed, he told me at last that he had de­ter­mined upon ev­ery­thing nec­es­sary. I had a re­la­tion liv­ing in New Bed­ford, a Mr. Ross, at whose house I was in the habit of spend­ing oc­ca­sion­ally two or three weeks at a time. The brig was to sail about the mid­dle of June (June, 1827), and it was agreed that, a day or two be­fore her putting to sea, my fa­ther was to re­ceive a note, as usual, from Mr. Ross, ask­ing me to come over and spend a fort­night with Robert and Em­met (his sons). Au­gus­tus charged him­self with the in­dit­ing of this note and get­ting it de­liv­ered. Hav­ing set out as sup­posed, for New Bed­ford, I was then to re­port my­self to my com­pan­ion, who would con­trive a hid­ing-place for me in the Gram­pus. This hid­ing-place, he as­sured me, would be ren­dered suf­fi­ciently com­fort­able for a res­i­dence of many days, dur­ing which I was not to make my ap­pear­ance. When the brig had pro­ceeded so far on her course as to make any turn­ing back a mat­ter out of ques­tion, I should then, he said, be for­mally in­stalled in all the com­forts of the cabin; and as to his fa­ther, he would only laugh heartily at the joke. Ves­sels enough would be met with by which a let­ter might be sent home ex­plain­ing the ad­ven­ture to my par­ents.

			The mid­dle of June at length ar­rived, and ev­ery­thing had been ma­tured. The note was writ­ten and de­liv­ered, and on a Mon­day morn­ing I left the house for the New Bed­ford packet, as sup­posed. I went, how­ever, straight to Au­gus­tus, who was wait­ing for me at the cor­ner of a street. It had been our orig­i­nal plan that I should keep out of the way un­til dark, and then slip on board the brig; but, as there was now a thick fog in our fa­vor, it was agreed to lose no time in se­cret­ing me. Au­gus­tus led the way to the wharf, and I fol­lowed at a lit­tle dis­tance, en­veloped in a thick sea­man’s cloak, which he had brought with him, so that my per­son might not be eas­ily rec­og­nized. Just as we turned the sec­ond cor­ner, af­ter pass­ing Mr. Ed­mund’s well, who should ap­pear, stand­ing right in front of me, and look­ing me full in the face, but old Mr. Peter­son, my grand­fa­ther. “Why, bless my soul, Gor­don,” said he, af­ter a long pause, “why, why—whose dirty cloak is that you have on?” “Sir!” I replied, as­sum­ing, as well as I could, in the ex­i­gency of the mo­ment, an air of of­fended sur­prise, and talk­ing in the gruffest of all imag­in­able tones—“sir! you are a sum’mat mis­taken—my name, in the first place, bee’nt noth­ing at all like God­din, and I’d want you for to know bet­ter, you black­guard, than to call my new ober­coat a darty one.” For my life I could hardly re­frain from scream­ing with laugh­ter at the odd man­ner in which the old gen­tle­man re­ceived this hand­some re­buke. He started back two or three steps, turned first pale and then ex­ces­sively red, threw up his spec­ta­cles, then, putting them down, ran full tilt at me, with his um­brella up­lifted. He stopped short, how­ever, in his ca­reer, as if struck with a sud­den rec­ol­lec­tion; and presently, turn­ing round, hob­bled off down the street, shak­ing all the while with rage, and mut­ter­ing be­tween his teeth: “Won’t do—new glasses—thought it was Gor­don—d—d good-for-noth­ing salt wa­ter Long Tom.”

			After this nar­row es­cape we pro­ceeded with greater cau­tion, and ar­rived at our point of des­ti­na­tion in safety. There were only one or two of the hands on board, and these were busy for­ward, do­ing some­thing to the fore­cas­tle comb­ings. Cap­tain Barnard, we knew very well, was en­gaged at Lloyd and Vre­den­burgh’s, and would re­main there un­til late in the evening, so we had lit­tle to ap­pre­hend on his ac­count. Au­gus­tus went first up the ves­sel’s side, and in a short while I fol­lowed him, with­out be­ing no­ticed by the men at work. We pro­ceeded at once into the cabin, and found no per­son there. It was fit­ted up in the most com­fort­able style—a thing some­what un­usual in a whal­ing-ves­sel. There were four very ex­cel­lent state­rooms, with wide and con­ve­nient berths. There was also a large stove, I took no­tice, and a re­mark­ably thick and valu­able car­pet cov­er­ing the floor of both the cabin and state­rooms. The ceil­ing was full seven feet high, and, in short, ev­ery­thing ap­peared of a more roomy and agree­able na­ture than I had an­tic­i­pated. Au­gus­tus, how­ever, would al­low me but lit­tle time for ob­ser­va­tion, in­sist­ing upon the ne­ces­sity of my con­ceal­ing my­self as soon as pos­si­ble. He led the way into his own state­room, which was on the star­board side of the brig, and next to the bulk­heads. Upon en­ter­ing, he closed the door and bolted it. I thought I had never seen a nicer lit­tle room than the one in which I now found my­self. It was about ten feet long, and had only one berth, which, as I said be­fore, was wide and con­ve­nient. In that por­tion of the closet near­est the bulk­heads there was a space of four feet square, con­tain­ing a ta­ble, a chair, and a set of hang­ing shelves full of books, chiefly books of voy­ages and trav­els. There were many other lit­tle com­forts in the room, among which I ought not to for­get a kind of safe or re­frig­er­a­tor, in which Au­gus­tus pointed out to me a host of del­i­ca­cies, both in the eat­ing and drink­ing de­part­ment.

			He now pressed with his knuck­les upon a cer­tain spot of the car­pet in one cor­ner of the space just men­tioned, let­ting me know that a por­tion of the floor­ing, about six­teen inches square, had been neatly cut out and again ad­justed. As he pressed, this por­tion rose up at one end suf­fi­ciently to al­low the pas­sage of his fin­ger be­neath. In this man­ner he raised the mouth of the trap (to which the car­pet was still fas­tened by tacks), and I found that it led into the af­ter hold. He next lit a small ta­per by means of a phos­pho­rous match, and, plac­ing the light in a dark lantern, de­scended with it through the open­ing, bid­ding me fol­low. I did so, and he then pulled the cover upon the hole, by means of a nail driven into the un­der side—the car­pet, of course, re­sum­ing its orig­i­nal po­si­tion on the floor of the state­room, and all traces of the aper­ture be­ing con­cealed.

			The ta­per gave out so fee­ble a ray that it was with the great­est dif­fi­culty I could grope my way through the con­fused mass of lum­ber among which I now found my­self. By de­grees, how­ever, my eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to the gloom, and I pro­ceeded with less trou­ble, hold­ing on to the skirts of my friend’s coat. He brought me, at length, af­ter creep­ing and wind­ing through in­nu­mer­able nar­row pas­sages, to an iron­bound box, such as is used some­times for pack­ing fine earth­en­ware. It was nearly four feet high, and full six long, but very nar­row. Two large empty oil-casks lay on the top of it, and above these, again, a vast quan­tity of straw mat­ting, piled up as high as the floor of the cabin. In ev­ery other di­rec­tion around was wedged as closely as pos­si­ble, even up to the ceil­ing, a com­plete chaos of al­most ev­ery species of ship-fur­ni­ture, to­gether with a het­ero­ge­neous med­ley of crates, ham­pers, bar­rels, and bales, so that it seemed a mat­ter no less than mirac­u­lous that we had dis­cov­ered any pas­sage at all to the box. I af­ter­ward found that Au­gus­tus had pur­posely ar­ranged the stowage in this hold with a view to af­ford­ing me a thor­ough con­ceal­ment, hav­ing had only one as­sis­tant in the labour, a man not go­ing out in the brig.

			My com­pan­ion now showed me that one of the ends of the box could be re­moved at plea­sure. He slipped it aside and dis­played the in­te­rior, at which I was ex­ces­sively amused. A mat­tress from one of the cabin berths cov­ered the whole of its bot­tom, and it con­tained al­most ev­ery ar­ti­cle of mere com­fort which could be crowded into so small a space, al­low­ing me, at the same time, suf­fi­cient room for my ac­com­mo­da­tion, ei­ther in a sit­ting po­si­tion or ly­ing at full length. Among other things, there were some books, pen, ink, and pa­per, three blan­kets, a large jug full of wa­ter, a keg of sea-bis­cuit, three or four im­mense Bologna sausages, an enor­mous ham, a cold leg of roast mut­ton, and half a dozen bot­tles of cor­dials and liqueurs. I pro­ceeded im­me­di­ately to take pos­ses­sion of my lit­tle apart­ment, and this with feel­ings of higher sat­is­fac­tion, I am sure, than any monarch ever ex­pe­ri­enced upon en­ter­ing a new palace. Au­gus­tus now pointed out to me the method of fas­ten­ing the open end of the box, and then, hold­ing the ta­per close to the deck, showed me a piece of dark whip­cord ly­ing along it. This, he said, ex­tended from my hid­ing-place through­out all the nec­es­sary wind­ings among the lum­ber, to a nail which was driven into the deck of the hold, im­me­di­ately be­neath the trap­door lead­ing into his state­room. By means of this cord I should be en­abled read­ily to trace my way out with­out his guid­ance, pro­vided any un­looked-for ac­ci­dent should ren­der such a step nec­es­sary. He now took his de­par­ture, leav­ing with me the lantern, to­gether with a co­pi­ous sup­ply of ta­pers and phos­pho­rous, and promis­ing to pay me a visit as of­ten as he could con­trive to do so with­out ob­ser­va­tion. This was on the sev­en­teenth of June.

			I re­mained three days and nights (as nearly as I could guess) in my hid­ing-place with­out get­ting out of it at all, ex­cept twice for the pur­pose of stretch­ing my limbs by stand­ing erect be­tween two crates just op­po­site the open­ing. Dur­ing the whole pe­riod I saw noth­ing of Au­gus­tus; but this oc­ca­sioned me lit­tle un­easi­ness, as I knew the brig was ex­pected to put to sea ev­ery hour, and in the bus­tle he would not eas­ily find op­por­tu­ni­ties of com­ing down to me. At length I heard the trap open and shut, and presently he called in a low voice, ask­ing if all was well, and if there was any­thing I wanted. “Noth­ing,” I replied; “I am as com­fort­able as can be; when will the brig sail?” “She will be un­der weigh in less than half an hour,” he an­swered. “I came to let you know, and for fear you should be un­easy at my ab­sence. I shall not have a chance of com­ing down again for some time—per­haps for three or four days more. All is go­ing on right above­board. After I go up and close the trap, do you creep along by the whip­cord to where the nail is driven in. You will find my watch there—it may be use­ful to you, as you have no day­light to keep time by. I sup­pose you can’t tell how long you have been buried—only three days—this is the twen­ti­eth. I would bring the watch to your box, but am afraid of be­ing missed.” With this he went up.

			In about an hour af­ter he had gone I dis­tinctly felt the brig in mo­tion, and con­grat­u­lated my­self upon hav­ing at length fairly com­menced a voy­age. Sat­is­fied with this idea, I de­ter­mined to make my mind as easy as pos­si­ble, and await the course of events un­til I should be per­mit­ted to ex­change the box for the more roomy, al­though hardly more com­fort­able, ac­com­mo­da­tions of the cabin. My first care was to get the watch. Leav­ing the ta­per burn­ing, I groped along in the dark, fol­low­ing the cord through wind­ings in­nu­mer­able, in some of which I dis­cov­ered that, af­ter toil­ing a long dis­tance, I was brought back within a foot or two of a for­mer po­si­tion. At length I reached the nail, and se­cur­ing the ob­ject of my jour­ney, re­turned with it in safety. I now looked over the books which had been so thought­fully pro­vided, and se­lected the ex­pe­di­tion of Lewis and Clarke to the mouth of the Columbia. With this I amused my­self for some time, when, grow­ing sleepy, I ex­tin­guished the light with great care, and soon fell into a sound slum­ber.

			Upon awak­en­ing I felt strangely con­fused in mind, and some time elapsed be­fore I could bring to rec­ol­lec­tion all the var­i­ous cir­cum­stances of my sit­u­a­tion. By de­grees, how­ever, I re­mem­bered all. Strik­ing a light, I looked at the watch; but it was run down, and there were, con­se­quently, no means of de­ter­min­ing how long I slept. My limbs were greatly cramped, and I was forced to re­lieve them by stand­ing be­tween the crates. Presently feel­ing an al­most rav­en­ous ap­petite, I bethought my­self of the cold mut­ton, some of which I had eaten just be­fore go­ing to sleep, and found ex­cel­lent. What was my as­ton­ish­ment in dis­cov­er­ing it to be in a state of ab­so­lute pu­tre­fac­tion! This cir­cum­stance oc­ca­sioned me great dis­qui­etude; for, con­nect­ing it with the dis­or­der of mind I ex­pe­ri­enced upon awak­en­ing, I be­gan to sup­pose that I must have slept for an in­or­di­nately long pe­riod of time. The close at­mos­phere of the hold might have had some­thing to do with this, and might, in the end, be pro­duc­tive of the most se­ri­ous re­sults. My head ached ex­ces­sively; I fan­cied that I drew ev­ery breath with dif­fi­culty; and, in short, I was op­pressed with a mul­ti­tude of gloomy feel­ings. Still I could not ven­ture to make any dis­tur­bance by open­ing the trap or oth­er­wise, and, hav­ing wound up the watch, con­tented my­self as well as pos­si­ble.

			Through­out the whole of the next te­dious twenty-four hours no per­son came to my re­lief, and I could not help ac­cus­ing Au­gus­tus of the gross­est inat­ten­tion. What alarmed me chiefly was, that the wa­ter in my jug was re­duced to about half a pint, and I was suf­fer­ing much from thirst, hav­ing eaten freely of the Bologna sausages af­ter the loss of my mut­ton. I be­came very un­easy, and could no longer take any in­ter­est in my books. I was over­pow­ered, too, with a de­sire to sleep, yet trem­bled at the thought of in­dulging it, lest there might ex­ist some per­ni­cious in­flu­ence, like that of burn­ing char­coal, in the con­fined air of the hold. In the mean­time the roll of the brig told me that we were far in the main ocean, and a dull hum­ming sound, which reached my ears as if from an im­mense dis­tance, con­vinced me no or­di­nary gale was blow­ing. I could not imag­ine a rea­son for the ab­sence of Au­gus­tus. We were surely far enough ad­vanced on our voy­age to al­low of my go­ing up. Some ac­ci­dent might have hap­pened to him—but I could think of none which would ac­count for his suf­fer­ing me to re­main so long a pris­oner, ex­cept, in­deed, his hav­ing sud­denly died or fallen over­board, and upon this idea I could not dwell with any de­gree of pa­tience. It was pos­si­ble that we had been baf­fled by head winds, and were still in the near vicin­ity of Nan­tucket. This no­tion, how­ever, I was forced to aban­don; for such be­ing the case, the brig must have fre­quently gone about; and I was en­tirely sat­is­fied, from her con­tin­ual in­cli­na­tion to the lar­board, that she had been sail­ing all along with a steady breeze on her star­board quar­ter. Be­sides, grant­ing that we were still in the neigh­bor­hood of the is­land, why should not Au­gus­tus have vis­ited me and in­formed me of the cir­cum­stance? Pon­der­ing in this man­ner upon the dif­fi­cul­ties of my soli­tary and cheer­less con­di­tion, I re­solved to wait yet an­other twenty-four hours, when, if no re­lief were ob­tained, I would make my way to the trap, and en­deav­our ei­ther to hold a par­ley with my friend, or get at least a lit­tle fresh air through the open­ing, and a fur­ther sup­ply of wa­ter from the state­room. While oc­cu­pied with this thought, how­ever, I fell in spite of ev­ery ex­er­tion to the con­trary, into a state of pro­found sleep, or rather stu­por. My dreams were of the most ter­rific de­scrip­tion. Every species of calamity and hor­ror be­fell me. Among other mis­eries I was smoth­ered to death be­tween huge pil­lows, by demons of the most ghastly and fe­ro­cious as­pect. Im­mense ser­pents held me in their em­brace, and looked earnestly in my face with their fear­fully shin­ing eyes. Then deserts, lim­it­less, and of the most for­lorn and awe-in­spir­ing char­ac­ter, spread them­selves out be­fore me. Im­mensely tall trunks of trees, gray and leaf­less, rose up in end­less suc­ces­sion as far as the eye could reach. Their roots were con­cealed in wide-spread­ing morasses, whose dreary wa­ter lay in­tensely black, still, and al­to­gether ter­ri­ble, be­neath. And the strange trees seemed en­dowed with a hu­man vi­tal­ity, and wav­ing to and fro their skele­ton arms, were cry­ing to the silent wa­ters for mercy, in the shrill and pierc­ing ac­cents of the most acute agony and de­spair. The scene changed; and I stood, naked and alone, amidst the burn­ing sand-plains of Sa­hara. At my feet lay crouched a fierce lion of the trop­ics. Sud­denly his wild eyes opened and fell upon me. With a con­clu­sive bound he sprang to his feet, and laid bare his hor­ri­ble teeth. In an­other in­stant there burst from his red throat a roar like the thun­der of the fir­ma­ment, and I fell im­petu­ously to the earth. Sti­fling in a parox­ysm of ter­ror, I at last found my­self par­tially awake. My dream, then, was not all a dream. Now, at least, I was in pos­ses­sion of my senses. The paws of some huge and real mon­ster were press­ing heav­ily upon my bo­som—his hot breath was in my ear—and his white and ghastly fangs were gleam­ing upon me through the gloom.

			Had a thou­sand lives hung upon the move­ment of a limb or the ut­ter­ance of a syl­la­ble, I could have nei­ther stirred nor spo­ken. The beast, what­ever it was, re­tained his po­si­tion with­out at­tempt­ing any im­me­di­ate vi­o­lence, while I lay in an ut­terly help­less, and, I fan­cied, a dy­ing con­di­tion be­neath him. I felt that my pow­ers of body and mind were fast leav­ing me—in a word, that I was per­ish­ing, and per­ish­ing of sheer fright. My brain swam—I grew deadly sick—my vi­sion failed—even the glar­ing eye­balls above me grew dim. Mak­ing a last strong ef­fort, I at length breathed a faint ejac­u­la­tion to God, and re­signed my­self to die. The sound of my voice seemed to arouse all the la­tent fury of the an­i­mal. He pre­cip­i­tated him­self at full length upon my body; but what was my as­ton­ish­ment, when, with a long and low whine, he com­menced lick­ing my face and hands with the great­est ea­ger­ness, and with the most ex­trav­a­gant demon­stra­tion of af­fec­tion and joy! I was be­wil­dered, ut­terly lost in amaze­ment—but I could not for­get the pe­cu­liar whine of my New­found­land dog Tiger, and the odd man­ner of his ca­resses I well knew. It was he. I ex­pe­ri­enced a sud­den rush of blood to my tem­ples—a giddy and over­pow­er­ing sense of de­liv­er­ance and re­an­i­ma­tion. I rose hur­riedly from the mat­tress upon which I had been ly­ing, and, throw­ing my­self upon the neck of my faith­ful fol­lower and friend, re­lieved the long op­pres­sion of my bo­som in a flood of the most pas­sion­ate tears.

			As upon a for­mer oc­ca­sion my con­cep­tions were in a state of the great­est in­dis­tinct­ness and con­fu­sion af­ter leav­ing the mat­tress. For a long time I found it nearly im­pos­si­ble to con­nect any ideas; but, by very slow de­grees, my think­ing fac­ul­ties re­turned, and I again called to mem­ory the sev­eral in­ci­dents of my con­di­tion. For the pres­ence of Tiger I tried in vain to ac­count; and af­ter busy­ing my­self with a thou­sand dif­fer­ent con­jec­tures re­spect­ing him, was forced to con­tent my­self with re­joic­ing that he was with me to share my dreary soli­tude, and ren­der me com­fort by his ca­resses. Most peo­ple love their dogs—but for Tiger I had an af­fec­tion far more ar­dent than com­mon; and never, cer­tainly, did any crea­ture more truly de­serve it. For seven years he had been my in­sep­a­ra­ble com­pan­ion, and in a mul­ti­tude of in­stances had given ev­i­dence of all the no­ble qual­i­ties for which we value the an­i­mal. I had res­cued him, when a puppy, from the clutches of a ma­lig­nant lit­tle vil­lain in Nan­tucket who was lead­ing him, with a rope around his neck, to the wa­ter; and the grown dog re­paid the obli­ga­tion, about three years af­ter­ward, by sav­ing me from the blud­geon of a street rob­ber.

			Get­ting now hold of the watch, I found, upon ap­ply­ing it to my ear, that it had again run down; but at this I was not at all sur­prised, be­ing con­vinced, from the pe­cu­liar state of my feel­ings, that I had slept, as be­fore, for a very long pe­riod of time, how long, it was of course im­pos­si­ble to say. I was burn­ing up with fever, and my thirst was al­most in­tol­er­a­ble. I felt about the box for my lit­tle re­main­ing sup­ply of wa­ter, for I had no light, the ta­per hav­ing burnt to the socket of the lantern, and the phos­pho­rus-box not com­ing read­ily to hand. Upon find­ing the jug, how­ever, I dis­cov­ered it to be empty—Tiger, no doubt, hav­ing been tempted to drink it, as well as to de­vour the rem­nant of mut­ton, the bone of which lay, well picked, by the open­ing of the box. The spoiled meat I could well spare, but my heart sank as I thought of the wa­ter. I was fee­ble in the ex­treme—so much so that I shook all over, as with an ague, at the slight­est move­ment or ex­er­tion. To add to my trou­bles, the brig was pitch­ing and rolling with great vi­o­lence, and the oil-casks which lay upon my box were in mo­men­tary dan­ger of fall­ing down, so as to block up the only way of ingress or egress. I felt, also, ter­ri­ble suf­fer­ings from sea­sick­ness. Th­ese con­sid­er­a­tions de­ter­mined me to make my way, at all haz­ards, to the trap, and ob­tain im­me­di­ate re­lief, be­fore I should be in­ca­pac­i­tated from do­ing so al­to­gether. Hav­ing come to this re­solve, I again felt about for the phos­pho­rus-box and ta­pers. The for­mer I found af­ter some lit­tle trou­ble; but, not dis­cov­er­ing the ta­pers as soon as I had ex­pected (for I re­mem­bered very nearly the spot in which I had placed them), I gave up the search for the present, and bid­ding Tiger lie quiet, be­gan at once my jour­ney to­ward the trap.

			In this at­tempt my great fee­ble­ness be­came more than ever ap­par­ent. It was with the ut­most dif­fi­culty I could crawl along at all, and very fre­quently my limbs sank sud­denly from be­neath me; when, fall­ing pros­trate on my face, I would re­main for some min­utes in a state bor­der­ing on in­sen­si­bil­ity. Still I strug­gled for­ward by slow de­grees, dread­ing ev­ery mo­ment that I should swoon amid the nar­row and in­tri­cate wind­ings of the lum­ber, in which event I had noth­ing but death to ex­pect as the re­sult. At length, upon mak­ing a push for­ward with all the en­ergy I could com­mand, I struck my fore­head vi­o­lently against the sharp cor­ner of an iron­bound crate. The ac­ci­dent only stunned me for a few mo­ments; but I found, to my in­ex­press­ible grief, that the quick and vi­o­lent roll of the ves­sel had thrown the crate en­tirely across my path, so as ef­fec­tu­ally to block up the pas­sage. With my ut­most ex­er­tions I could not move it a sin­gle inch from its po­si­tion, it be­ing closely wedged in among the sur­round­ing boxes and ship-fur­ni­ture. It be­came nec­es­sary, there­fore, en­fee­bled as I was, ei­ther to leave the guid­ance of the whip­cord and seek out a new pas­sage, or to climb over the ob­sta­cle, and re­sume the path on the other side. The for­mer al­ter­na­tive pre­sented too many dif­fi­cul­ties and dan­gers to be thought of with­out a shud­der. In my present weak state of both mind and body, I should in­fal­li­bly lose my way if I at­tempted it, and per­ish mis­er­ably amid the dis­mal and dis­gust­ing labyrinths of the hold. I pro­ceeded, there­fore, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, to sum­mon up all my re­main­ing strength and for­ti­tude, and en­deav­our, as I best might, to clam­ber over the crate.

			Upon stand­ing erect, with this end in view, I found the un­der­tak­ing even a more se­ri­ous task than my fears had led me to imag­ine. On each side of the nar­row pas­sage arose a com­plete wall of var­i­ous heavy lum­ber, which the least blun­der on my part might be the means of bring­ing down upon my head; or, if this ac­ci­dent did not oc­cur, the path might be ef­fec­tu­ally blocked up against my re­turn by the de­scend­ing mass, as it was in front by the ob­sta­cle there. The crate it­self was a long and un­wieldy box, upon which no foothold could be ob­tained. In vain I at­tempted, by ev­ery means in my power, to reach the top, with the hope of be­ing thus en­abled to draw my­self up. Had I suc­ceeded in reach­ing it, it is cer­tain that my strength would have proved ut­terly in­ad­e­quate to the task of get­ting over, and it was bet­ter in ev­ery re­spect that I failed. At length, in a des­per­ate ef­fort to force the crate from its ground, I felt a strong vi­bra­tion in the side next me. I thrust my hand ea­gerly to the edge of the planks, and found that a very large one was loose. With my pock­etknife, which, luck­ily, I had with me, I suc­ceeded, af­ter great labour, in pry­ing it en­tirely off; and get­ting it through the aper­ture, dis­cov­ered, to my ex­ceed­ing joy, that there were no boards on the op­po­site side—in other words, that the top was want­ing, it be­ing the bot­tom through which I had forced my way. I now met with no im­por­tant dif­fi­culty in pro­ceed­ing along the line un­til I fi­nally reached the nail. With a beat­ing heart I stood erect, and with a gen­tle touch pressed against the cover of the trap. It did not rise as soon as I had ex­pected, and I pressed it with some­what more de­ter­mi­na­tion, still dread­ing lest some other per­son than Au­gus­tus might be in his state­room. The door, how­ever, to my as­ton­ish­ment, re­mained steady, and I be­came some­what un­easy, for I knew that it had for­merly re­quired but lit­tle or no ef­fort to re­move it. I pushed it strongly—it was nev­er­the­less firm: with all my strength—it still did not give way: with rage, with fury, with de­spair—it set at de­fi­ance my ut­most ef­forts; and it was ev­i­dent, from the un­yield­ing na­ture of the re­sis­tance, that the hole had ei­ther been dis­cov­ered and ef­fec­tu­ally nailed up, or that some im­mense weight had been placed upon it, which it was use­less to think of re­mov­ing.

			My sen­sa­tions were those of ex­treme hor­ror and dis­may. In vain I at­tempted to rea­son on the prob­a­ble cause of my be­ing thus en­tombed. I could sum­mon up no con­nected chain of re­flec­tion, and, sink­ing on the floor, gave way, un­re­sist­ingly, to the most gloomy imag­in­ings, in which the dread­ful deaths of thirst, famine, suf­fo­ca­tion, and pre­ma­ture in­ter­ment crowded upon me as the prom­i­nent dis­as­ters to be en­coun­tered. At length there re­turned to me some por­tion of pres­ence of mind. I arose, and felt with my fin­gers for the seams or cracks of the aper­ture. Hav­ing found them, I ex­am­ined them closely to as­cer­tain if they emit­ted any light from the state­room; but none was vis­i­ble. I then forced the blade of my penknife through them, un­til I met with some hard ob­sta­cle. Scrap­ing against it, I dis­cov­ered it to be a solid mass of iron, which, from its pe­cu­liar wavy feel as I passed the blade along it, I con­cluded to be a chain-ca­ble. The only course now left me was to re­trace my way to the box, and there ei­ther yield to my sad fate, or try so to tran­quil­ize my mind as to ad­mit of my ar­rang­ing some plan of es­cape. I im­me­di­ately set about the at­tempt, and suc­ceeded, af­ter in­nu­mer­able dif­fi­cul­ties, in get­ting back. As I sank, ut­terly ex­hausted, upon the mat­tress, Tiger threw him­self at full length by my side, and seemed as if de­sirous, by his ca­resses, of con­sol­ing me in my trou­bles, and urg­ing me to bear them with for­ti­tude.

			The sin­gu­lar­ity of his be­hav­ior at length forcibly ar­rested my at­ten­tion. After lick­ing my face and hands for some min­utes, he would sud­denly cease do­ing so, and ut­ter a low whine. Upon reach­ing out my hand to­ward him, I then in­vari­ably found him ly­ing on his back, with his paws up­lifted. This con­duct, so fre­quently re­peated, ap­peared strange, and I could in no man­ner ac­count for it. As the dog seemed dis­tressed, I con­cluded that he had re­ceived some in­jury; and, tak­ing his paws in my hands, I ex­am­ined them one by one, but found no sign of any hurt. I then sup­posed him hun­gry, and gave him a large piece of ham, which he de­voured with avid­ity—af­ter­ward, how­ever, re­sum­ing his ex­tra­or­di­nary ma­noeu­vres. I now imag­ined that he was suf­fer­ing, like my­self, the tor­ments of thirst, and was about adopt­ing this con­clu­sion as the true one, when the idea oc­curred to me that I had as yet only ex­am­ined his paws, and that there might pos­si­bly be a wound upon some por­tion of his body or head. The lat­ter I felt care­fully over, but found noth­ing. On pass­ing my hand, how­ever, along his back, I per­ceived a slight erec­tion of the hair ex­tend­ing com­pletely across it. Prob­ing this with my fin­ger, I dis­cov­ered a string, and trac­ing it up, found that it en­cir­cled the whole body. Upon a closer scru­tiny, I came across a small slip of what had the feel­ing of let­ter pa­per, through which the string had been fas­tened in such a man­ner as to bring it im­me­di­ately be­neath the left shoul­der of the an­i­mal.

		
	
		
			III

			The thought in­stantly oc­curred to me that the pa­per was a note from Au­gus­tus, and that some un­ac­count­able ac­ci­dent hav­ing hap­pened to pre­vent his re­liev­ing me from my dun­geon, he had de­vised this method of ac­quaint­ing me with the true state of af­fairs. Trem­bling with ea­ger­ness, I now com­menced an­other search for my phos­pho­rus matches and ta­pers. I had a con­fused rec­ol­lec­tion of hav­ing put them care­fully away just be­fore fall­ing asleep; and, in­deed, pre­vi­ously to my last jour­ney to the trap, I had been able to re­mem­ber the ex­act spot where I had de­posited them. But now I en­deav­ored in vain to call it to mind, and bus­ied my­self for a full hour in a fruit­less and vex­a­tious search for the miss­ing ar­ti­cles; never, surely, was there a more tan­ta­liz­ing state of anx­i­ety and sus­pense. At length, while grop­ing about, with my head close to the bal­last, near the open­ing of the box, and out­side of it, I per­ceived a faint glim­mer­ing of light in the di­rec­tion of the steer­age. Greatly sur­prised, I en­deav­ored to make my way to­ward it, as it ap­peared to be but a few feet from my po­si­tion. Scarcely had I moved with this in­ten­tion, when I lost sight of the glim­mer en­tirely, and, be­fore I could bring it into view again, was obliged to feel along by the box un­til I had ex­actly re­sumed my orig­i­nal sit­u­a­tion. Now, mov­ing my head with cau­tion to and fro, I found that, by pro­ceed­ing slowly, with great care, in an op­po­site di­rec­tion to that in which I had at first started, I was en­abled to draw near the light, still keep­ing it in view. Presently I came di­rectly upon it (hav­ing squeezed my way through in­nu­mer­able nar­row wind­ings), and found that it pro­ceeded from some frag­ments of my matches ly­ing in an empty bar­rel turned upon its side. I was won­der­ing how they came in such a place, when my hand fell upon two or three pieces of ta­per wax, which had been ev­i­dently mum­bled by the dog. I con­cluded at once that he had de­voured the whole of my sup­ply of can­dles, and I felt hope­less of be­ing ever able to read the note of Au­gus­tus. The small rem­nants of the wax were so mashed up among other rub­bish in the bar­rel, that I de­spaired of de­riv­ing any ser­vice from them, and left them as they were. The phos­pho­rus, of which there was only a speck or two, I gath­ered up as well as I could, and re­turned with it, af­ter much dif­fi­culty, to my box, where Tiger had all the while re­mained.

			What to do next I could not tell. The hold was so in­tensely dark that I could not see my hand, how­ever close I would hold it to my face. The white slip of pa­per could barely be dis­cerned, and not even that when I looked at it di­rectly; by turn­ing the ex­te­rior por­tions of the retina to­ward it—that is to say, by sur­vey­ing it slightly askance, I found that it be­came in some mea­sure per­cep­ti­ble. Thus the gloom of my prison may be imag­ined, and the note of my friend, if in­deed it were a note from him, seemed only likely to throw me into fur­ther trou­ble, by dis­qui­et­ing to no pur­pose my al­ready en­fee­bled and ag­i­tated mind. In vain I re­volved in my brain a mul­ti­tude of ab­surd ex­pe­di­ents for procur­ing light—such ex­pe­di­ents pre­cisely as a man in the per­turbed sleep oc­ca­sioned by opium would be apt to fall upon for a sim­i­lar pur­pose—each and all of which ap­pear by turns to the dreamer the most rea­son­able and the most pre­pos­ter­ous of con­cep­tions, just as the rea­son­ing or imag­i­na­tive fac­ul­ties flicker, al­ter­nately, one above the other. At last an idea oc­curred to me which seemed ra­tio­nal, and which gave me cause to won­der, very justly, that I had not en­ter­tained it be­fore. I placed the slip of pa­per on the back of a book, and, col­lect­ing the frag­ments of the phos­pho­rus matches which I had brought from the bar­rel, laid them to­gether upon the pa­per. I then, with the palm of my hand, rubbed the whole over quickly, yet steadily. A clear light dif­fused it­self im­me­di­ately through­out the whole sur­face; and had there been any writ­ing upon it, I should not have ex­pe­ri­enced the least dif­fi­culty, I am sure, in read­ing it. Not a syl­la­ble was there, how­ever—noth­ing but a dreary and un­sat­is­fac­tory blank; the il­lu­mi­na­tion died away in a few sec­onds, and my heart died away within me as it went.

			I have be­fore stated more than once that my in­tel­lect, for some pe­riod prior to this, had been in a con­di­tion nearly bor­der­ing on id­iocy. There were, to be sure, mo­men­tary in­ter­vals of per­fect san­ity, and, now and then, even of en­ergy; but these were few. It must be re­mem­bered that I had been, for many days cer­tainly, in­hal­ing the al­most pesti­len­tial at­mos­phere of a close hold in a whal­ing ves­sel, and for a long por­tion of that time but scant­ily sup­plied with wa­ter. For the last four­teen or fif­teen hours I had none—nor had I slept dur­ing that time. Salt pro­vi­sions of the most ex­cit­ing kind had been my chief, and, in­deed, since the loss of the mut­ton, my only sup­ply of food, with the ex­cep­tion of the sea-bis­cuit; and these lat­ter were ut­terly use­less to me, as they were too dry and hard to be swal­lowed in the swollen and parched con­di­tion of my throat. I was now in a high state of fever, and in ev­ery re­spect ex­ceed­ingly ill. This will ac­count for the fact that many mis­er­able hours of de­spon­dency elapsed af­ter my last ad­ven­ture with the phos­pho­rus, be­fore the thought sug­gested it­self that I had ex­am­ined only one side of the pa­per. I shall not at­tempt to de­scribe my feel­ings of rage (for I be­lieve I was more an­gry than any­thing else) when the egre­gious over­sight I had com­mit­ted flashed sud­denly upon my per­cep­tion. The blun­der it­self would have been unim­por­tant, had not my own folly and im­petu­os­ity ren­dered it oth­er­wise—in my dis­ap­point­ment at not find­ing some words upon the slip, I had child­ishly torn it in pieces and thrown it away, it was im­pos­si­ble to say where.

			From the worst part of this dilemma I was re­lieved by the sagac­ity of Tiger. Hav­ing got, af­ter a long search, a small piece of the note, I put it to the dog’s nose, and en­deav­ored to make him un­der­stand that he must bring me the rest of it. To my as­ton­ish­ment, (for I had taught him none of the usual tricks for which his breed are fa­mous,) he seemed to en­ter at once into my mean­ing, and, rum­mag­ing about for a few mo­ments, soon found an­other con­sid­er­able por­tion. Bring­ing me this, he paused awhile, and, rub­bing his nose against my hand, ap­peared to be wait­ing for my ap­proval of what he had done. I pat­ted him on the head, when he im­me­di­ately made off again. It was now some min­utes be­fore he came back—but when he did come, he brought with him a large slip, which proved to be all the pa­per miss­ing—it hav­ing been torn, it seems, only into three pieces. Luck­ily, I had no trou­ble in find­ing what few frag­ments of the phos­pho­rus were left—be­ing guided by the in­dis­tinct glow one or two of the par­ti­cles still emit­ted. My dif­fi­cul­ties had taught me the ne­ces­sity of cau­tion, and I now took time to re­flect upon what I was about to do. It was very prob­a­ble, I con­sid­ered, that some words were writ­ten upon that side of the pa­per which had not been ex­am­ined—but which side was that? Fit­ting the pieces to­gether gave me no clue in this re­spect, al­though it as­sured me that the words (if there were any) would be found all on one side, and con­nected in a proper man­ner, as writ­ten. There was the greater ne­ces­sity of as­cer­tain­ing the point in ques­tion be­yond a doubt, as the phos­pho­rus re­main­ing would be al­to­gether in­suf­fi­cient for a third at­tempt, should I fail in the one I was now about to make. I placed the pa­per on a book as be­fore, and sat for some min­utes thought­fully re­volv­ing the mat­ter over in my mind. At last I thought it barely pos­si­ble that the writ­ten side might have some un­even­ness on its sur­face, which a del­i­cate sense of feel­ing might en­able me to de­tect. I de­ter­mined to make the ex­per­i­ment and passed my fin­ger very care­fully over the side which first pre­sented it­self. Noth­ing, how­ever, was per­cep­ti­ble, and I turned the pa­per, ad­just­ing it on the book. I now again car­ried my fore­fin­ger cau­tiously along, when I was aware of an ex­ceed­ingly slight, but still dis­cern­able glow, which fol­lowed as it pro­ceeded. This, I knew, must arise from some very minute re­main­ing par­ti­cles of the phos­pho­rus with which I had cov­ered the pa­per in my pre­vi­ous at­tempt. The other, or un­der side, then, was that on which lay the writ­ing, if writ­ing there should fi­nally prove to be. Again I turned the note, and went to work as I had pre­vi­ously done. Hav­ing rubbed in the phos­pho­rus, a bril­liancy en­sued as be­fore—but this time sev­eral lines of MS in a large hand, and ap­par­ently in red ink, be­came dis­tinctly vis­i­ble. The glim­mer, al­though suf­fi­ciently bright, was but mo­men­tary. Still, had I not been too greatly ex­cited, there would have been am­ple time enough for me to pe­ruse the whole three sen­tences be­fore me—for I saw there were three. In my anx­i­ety, how­ever, to read all at once, I suc­ceeded only in read­ing the seven con­clud­ing words, which thus ap­peared—“blood—your life de­pends upon ly­ing close.”

			Had I been able to as­cer­tain the en­tire con­tents of the note—the full mean­ing of the ad­mo­ni­tion which my friend had thus at­tempted to con­vey, that ad­mo­ni­tion, even al­though it should have re­vealed a story of dis­as­ter the most un­speak­able, could not, I am firmly con­vinced, have im­bued my mind with one tithe of the har­row­ing and yet in­de­fin­able hor­ror with which I was in­spired by the frag­men­tary warn­ing thus re­ceived. And “blood,” too, that word of all words—so rife at all times with mys­tery, and suf­fer­ing, and ter­ror—how tre­bly full of im­port did it now ap­pear—how chilly and heav­ily (dis­jointed, as it thus was, from any fore­go­ing words to qual­ify or ren­der it dis­tinct) did its vague syl­la­bles fall, amid the deep gloom of my prison, into the in­ner­most re­cesses of my soul!

			Au­gus­tus had, un­doubt­edly, good rea­sons for wish­ing me to re­main con­cealed, and I formed a thou­sand sur­mises as to what they could be—but I could think of noth­ing af­ford­ing a sat­is­fac­tory so­lu­tion of the mys­tery. Just af­ter re­turn­ing from my last jour­ney to the trap, and be­fore my at­ten­tion had been oth­er­wise di­rected by the sin­gu­lar con­duct of Tiger, I had come to the res­o­lu­tion of mak­ing my­self heard at all events by those on board, or, if I could not suc­ceed in this di­rectly, of try­ing to cut my way through the or­lop deck. The half cer­tainty which I felt of be­ing able to ac­com­plish one of these two pur­poses in the last emer­gency, had given me courage (which I should not oth­er­wise have had) to en­dure the evils of my sit­u­a­tion. The few words I had been able to read, how­ever, had cut me off from these fi­nal re­sources, and I now, for the first time, felt all the mis­ery of my fate. In a parox­ysm of de­spair I threw my­self again upon the mat­tress, where, for about the pe­riod of a day and night, I lay in a kind of stu­por, re­lieved only by mo­men­tary in­ter­vals of rea­son and rec­ol­lec­tion.

			At length I once more arose, and bus­ied my­self in re­flec­tion upon the hor­rors which en­com­passed me. For an­other twenty-four hours it was barely pos­si­ble that I might ex­ist with­out wa­ter—for a longer time I could not do so. Dur­ing the first por­tion of my im­pris­on­ment I had made free use of the cor­dials with which Au­gus­tus had sup­plied me, but they only served to ex­cite fever, with­out in the least de­gree as­suag­ing thirst. I had now only about a gill left, and this was of a species of strong peach liqueur at which my stom­ach re­volted. The sausages were en­tirely con­sumed; of the ham noth­ing re­mained but a small piece of the skin; and all the bis­cuit, ex­cept a few frag­ments of one, had been eaten by Tiger. To add to my trou­bles, I found that my headache was in­creas­ing mo­men­tar­ily, and with it the species of delir­ium which had dis­tressed me more or less since my first fall­ing asleep. For some hours past it had been with the great­est dif­fi­culty I could breathe at all, and now each at­tempt at so do­ing was at­tended with the most de­press­ing spas­modic ac­tion of the chest. But there was still an­other and very dif­fer­ent source of dis­qui­etude, and one, in­deed, whose ha­rass­ing ter­rors had been the chief means of arous­ing me to ex­er­tion from my stu­por on the mat­tress. It arose from the de­meanor of the dog.

			I first ob­served an al­ter­ation in his con­duct while rub­bing in the phos­pho­rus on the pa­per in my last at­tempt. As I rubbed, he ran his nose against my hand with a slight snarl; but I was too greatly ex­cited at the time to pay much at­ten­tion to the cir­cum­stance. Soon af­ter­ward, it will be re­mem­bered, I threw my­self on the mat­tress, and fell into a species of lethargy. Presently I be­came aware of a sin­gu­lar hiss­ing sound close at my ears, and dis­cov­ered it to pro­ceed from Tiger, who was pant­ing and wheez­ing in a state of the great­est ap­par­ent ex­cite­ment, his eye­balls flash­ing fiercely through the gloom. I spoke to him, when he replied with a low growl, and then re­mained quiet. Presently I re­lapsed into my stu­por, from which I was again awak­ened in a sim­i­lar man­ner. This was re­peated three or four times, un­til fi­nally his be­hav­iour in­spired me with so great a de­gree of fear, that I be­came fully aroused. He was now ly­ing close by the door of the box, snarling fear­fully, al­though in a kind of un­der­tone, and grind­ing his teeth as if strongly con­vulsed. I had no doubt what­ever that the want of wa­ter or the con­fined at­mos­phere of the hold had driven him mad, and I was at a loss what course to pur­sue. I could not en­dure the thought of killing him, yet it seemed ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary for my own safety. I could dis­tinctly per­ceive his eyes fas­tened upon me with an ex­pres­sion of the most deadly an­i­mos­ity, and I ex­pected ev­ery in­stant that he would at­tack me. At last I could en­dure my ter­ri­ble sit­u­a­tion no longer, and de­ter­mined to make my way from the box at all haz­ards, and dis­patch him, if his op­po­si­tion should ren­der it nec­es­sary for me to do so. To get out, I had to pass di­rectly over his body, and he al­ready seemed to an­tic­i­pate my de­sign—miss­ing him­self upon his forelegs (as I per­ceived by the al­tered po­si­tion of his eyes), and dis­played the whole of his white fangs, which were eas­ily dis­cernible. I took the re­mains of the ham-skin, and the bot­tle con­tain­ing the liqueur, and se­cured them about my per­son, to­gether with a large carv­ing-knife which Au­gus­tus had left me—then, fold­ing my cloak around me as closely as pos­si­ble, I made a move­ment to­ward the mouth of the box. No sooner did I do this, than the dog sprang with a loud growl to­ward my throat. The whole weight of his body struck me on the right shoul­der, and I fell vi­o­lently to the left, while the en­raged an­i­mal passed en­tirely over me. I had fallen upon my knees, with my head buried among the blan­kets, and these pro­tected me from a sec­ond fu­ri­ous as­sault, dur­ing which I felt the sharp teeth press­ing vig­or­ously upon the woollen which en­veloped my neck—yet, luck­ily, with­out be­ing able to pen­e­trate all the folds. I was now be­neath the dog, and a few mo­ments would place me com­pletely in his power. De­s­pair gave me strength, and I rose boldly up, shak­ing him from me by main force, and drag­ging with me the blan­kets from the mat­tress. Th­ese I now threw over him, and be­fore he could ex­tri­cate him­self, I had got through the door and closed it ef­fec­tu­ally against his pur­suit. In this strug­gle, how­ever, I had been forced to drop the morsel of ham-skin, and I now found my whole stock of pro­vi­sions re­duced to a sin­gle gill of liqueur. As this re­flec­tion crossed my mind, I felt my­self ac­tu­ated by one of those fits of per­verse­ness which might be sup­posed to in­flu­ence a spoiled child in sim­i­lar cir­cum­stances, and, rais­ing the bot­tle to my lips, I drained it to the last drop, and dashed it fu­ri­ously upon the floor.

			Scarcely had the echo of the crash died away, when I heard my name pro­nounced in an ea­ger but sub­dued voice, is­su­ing from the di­rec­tion of the steer­age. So un­ex­pected was any­thing of the kind, and so in­tense was the emo­tion ex­cited within me by the sound, that I en­deav­oured in vain to re­ply. My pow­ers of speech to­tally failed, and in an agony of ter­ror lest my friend should con­clude me dead, and re­turn with­out at­tempt­ing to reach me, I stood up be­tween the crates near the door of the box, trem­bling con­vul­sively, and gasp­ing and strug­gling for ut­ter­ance. Had a thou­sand words de­pended upon a syl­la­ble, I could not have spo­ken it. There was a slight move­ment now au­di­ble among the lum­ber some­where for­ward of my sta­tion. The sound presently grew less dis­tinct, then again less so, and still less. Shall I ever for­get my feel­ings at this mo­ment? He was go­ing—my friend, my com­pan­ion, from whom I had a right to ex­pect so much—he was go­ing—he would aban­don me—he was gone! He would leave me to per­ish mis­er­ably, to ex­pire in the most hor­ri­ble and loathe­some of dun­geons—and one word, one lit­tle syl­la­ble, would save me—yet that sin­gle syl­la­ble I could not ut­ter! I felt, I am sure, more than ten thou­sand times the ag­o­nies of death it­self. My brain reeled, and I fell, deadly sick, against the end of the box.

			As I fell the carv­ing-knife was shaken out from the waist­band of my pan­taloons, and dropped with a rat­tling sound to the floor. Never did any strain of the rich­est melody come so sweetly to my ears! With the in­tens­est anx­i­ety I lis­tened to as­cer­tain the ef­fect of the noise upon Au­gus­tus—for I knew that the per­son who called my name could be no one but him­self. All was silent for some mo­ments. At length I again heard the word “Arthur!” re­peated in a low tone, and one full of hes­i­ta­tion. Re­viv­ing hope loos­ened at once my pow­ers of speech, and I now screamed at the top of my voice, “Au­gus­tus! oh, Au­gus­tus!” “Hush! for God’s sake be silent!” he replied, in a voice trem­bling with ag­i­ta­tion; “I will be with you im­me­di­ately—as soon as I can make my way through the hold.” For a long time I heard him mov­ing among the lum­ber, and ev­ery mo­ment seemed to me an age. At length I felt his hand upon my shoul­der, and he placed, at the same mo­ment, a bot­tle of wa­ter to my lips. Those only who have been sud­denly re­deemed from the jaws of the tomb, or who have known the in­suf­fer­able tor­ments of thirst un­der cir­cum­stances as ag­gra­vated as those which en­com­passed me in my dreary prison, can form any idea of the un­ut­ter­able trans­ports which that one long draught of the rich­est of all phys­i­cal lux­u­ries af­forded.

			When I had in some de­gree sat­is­fied my thirst, Au­gus­tus pro­duced from his pocket three or four boiled pota­toes, which I de­voured with the great­est avid­ity. He had brought with him a light in a dark lantern, and the grate­ful rays af­forded me scarcely less com­fort than the food and drink. But I was im­pa­tient to learn the cause of his pro­tracted ab­sence, and he pro­ceeded to re­count what had hap­pened on board dur­ing my in­car­cer­a­tion.

		
	
		
			IV

			The brig put to sea, as I had sup­posed, in about an hour af­ter he had left the watch. This was on the twen­ti­eth of June. It will be re­mem­bered that I had then been in the hold for three days; and, dur­ing this pe­riod, there was so con­stant a bus­tle on board, and so much run­ning to and fro, es­pe­cially in the cabin and state­rooms, that he had had no chance of vis­it­ing me with­out the risk of hav­ing the se­cret of the trap dis­cov­ered. When at length he did come, I had as­sured him that I was do­ing as well as pos­si­ble; and, there­fore, for the two next days he felt but lit­tle un­easi­ness on my ac­count—still, how­ever, watch­ing an op­por­tu­nity of go­ing down. It was not un­til the fourth day that he found one. Sev­eral times dur­ing this in­ter­val he had made up his mind to let his fa­ther know of the ad­ven­ture, and have me come up at once; but we were still within reach­ing dis­tance of Nan­tucket, and it was doubt­ful, from some ex­pres­sions which had es­caped Cap­tain Barnard, whether he would not im­me­di­ately put back if he dis­cov­ered me to be on board. Be­sides, upon think­ing the mat­ter over, Au­gus­tus, so he told me, could not imag­ine that I was in im­me­di­ate want, or that I would hes­i­tate, in such case, to make my­self heard at the trap. When, there­fore, he con­sid­ered ev­ery­thing he con­cluded to let me stay un­til he could meet with an op­por­tu­nity of vis­it­ing me un­ob­served. This, as I said be­fore, did not oc­cur un­til the fourth day af­ter his bring­ing me the watch, and the sev­enth since I had first en­tered the hold. He then went down with­out tak­ing with him any wa­ter or pro­vi­sions, in­tend­ing in the first place merely to call my at­ten­tion, and get me to come from the box to the trap—when he would go up to the state­room and thence hand me down a sup­ply. When he de­scended for this pur­pose he found that I was asleep, for it seems that I was snor­ing very loudly. From all the cal­cu­la­tions I can make on the sub­ject, this must have been the slum­ber into which I fell just af­ter my re­turn from the trap with the watch, and which, con­se­quently, must have lasted for more than three en­tire days and nights at the very least. Lat­terly, I have had rea­son both from my own ex­pe­ri­ence and the as­sur­ance of oth­ers, to be ac­quainted with the strong so­porific ef­fects of the stench aris­ing from old fish-oil when closely con­fined; and when I think of the con­di­tion of the hold in which I was im­pris­oned, and the long pe­riod dur­ing which the brig had been used as a whal­ing ves­sel, I am more in­clined to won­der that I awoke at all, af­ter once fall­ing asleep, than that I should have slept un­in­ter­rupt­edly for the pe­riod spec­i­fied above.

			Au­gus­tus called to me at first in a low voice and with­out clos­ing the trap—but I made him no re­ply. He then shut the trap, and spoke to me in a louder, and fi­nally in a very loud tone—still I con­tin­ued to snore. He was now at a loss what to do. It would take him some time to make his way through the lum­ber to my box, and in the mean­while his ab­sence would be no­ticed by Cap­tain Barnard, who had oc­ca­sion for his ser­vices ev­ery minute, in ar­rang­ing and copy­ing pa­pers con­nected with the busi­ness of the voy­age. He de­ter­mined, there­fore, upon re­flec­tion, to as­cend, and await an­other op­por­tu­nity of vis­it­ing me. He was the more eas­ily in­duced to this re­solve, as my slum­ber ap­peared to be of the most tran­quil na­ture, and he could not sup­pose that I had un­der­gone any in­con­ve­nience from my in­car­cer­a­tion. He had just made up his mind on these points when his at­ten­tion was ar­rested by an un­usual bus­tle, the sound of which pro­ceeded ap­par­ently from the cabin. He sprang through the trap as quickly as pos­si­ble, closed it, and threw open the door of his state­room. No sooner had he put his foot over the thresh­old than a pis­tol flashed in his face, and he was knocked down, at the same mo­ment, by a blow from a hand­spike.

			A strong hand held him on the cabin floor, with a tight grasp upon his throat; still he was able to see what was go­ing on around him. His fa­ther was tied hand and foot, and ly­ing along the steps of the com­pan­ion­way, with his head down, and a deep wound in the fore­head, from which the blood was flow­ing in a con­tin­ued stream. He spoke not a word, and was ap­par­ently dy­ing. Over him stood the first mate, eye­ing him with an ex­pres­sion of fiendish de­ri­sion, and de­lib­er­ately search­ing his pock­ets, from which he presently drew forth a large wal­let and a chronome­ter. Seven of the crew (among whom was the cook, a ne­gro) were rum­mag­ing the state­rooms on the lar­board for arms, where they soon equipped them­selves with mus­kets and am­mu­ni­tion. Be­sides Au­gus­tus and Cap­tain Barnard, there were nine men al­to­gether in the cabin, and these among the most ruf­fi­anly of the brig’s com­pany. The vil­lains now went upon deck, tak­ing my friend with them af­ter hav­ing se­cured his arms be­hind his back. They pro­ceeded straight to the fore­cas­tle, which was fas­tened down—two of the mu­ti­neers stand­ing by it with axes—two also at the main hatch. The mate called out in a loud voice: “Do you hear there be­low? tum­ble up with you, one by one—now, mark that—and no grum­bling!” It was some min­utes be­fore any­one ap­peared:—at last an English­man, who had shipped as a raw hand, came up, weep­ing piteously, and en­treat­ing the mate, in the most hum­ble man­ner, to spare his life. The only re­ply was a blow on the fore­head from an axe. The poor fel­low fell to the deck with­out a groan, and the black cook lifted him up in his arms as he would a child, and tossed him de­lib­er­ately into the sea. Hear­ing the blow and the plunge of the body, the men be­low could now be in­duced to ven­ture on deck nei­ther by threats nor prom­ises, un­til a propo­si­tion was made to smoke them out. A gen­eral rush then en­sued, and for a mo­ment it seemed pos­si­ble that the brig might be re­taken. The mu­ti­neers, how­ever, suc­ceeded at last in clos­ing the fore­cas­tle ef­fec­tu­ally be­fore more than six of their op­po­nents could get up. Th­ese six, find­ing them­selves so greatly out­num­bered and with­out arms, sub­mit­ted af­ter a brief strug­gle. The mate gave them fair words—no doubt with a view of in­duc­ing those be­low to yield, for they had no dif­fi­culty in hear­ing all that was said on deck. The re­sult proved his sagac­ity, no less than his di­a­bol­i­cal vil­lainy. All in the fore­cas­tle presently sig­ni­fied their in­ten­tion of sub­mit­ting, and, as­cend­ing one by one, were pin­ioned and then thrown on their backs, to­gether with the first six—there be­ing in all, of the crew who were not con­cerned in the mutiny, twenty-seven.

			A scene of the most hor­ri­ble butch­ery en­sued. The bound sea­men were dragged to the gang­way. Here the cook stood with an axe, strik­ing each vic­tim on the head as he was forced over the side of the ves­sel by the other mu­ti­neers. In this man­ner twenty-two per­ished, and Au­gus­tus had given him­self up for lost, ex­pect­ing ev­ery mo­ment his own turn to come next. But it seemed that the vil­lains were now ei­ther weary, or in some mea­sure dis­gusted with their bloody labour; for the four re­main­ing pris­on­ers, to­gether with my friend, who had been thrown on the deck with the rest, were respited while the mate sent be­low for rum, and the whole mur­der­ous party held a drunken carouse, which lasted un­til sun­set. They now fell to dis­put­ing in re­gard to the fate of the sur­vivors, who lay not more than four paces off, and could dis­tin­guish ev­ery word said. Upon some of the mu­ti­neers the liquor ap­peared to have a soft­en­ing ef­fect, for sev­eral voices were heard in fa­vor of re­leas­ing the cap­tives al­to­gether, on con­di­tion of join­ing the mutiny and shar­ing the prof­its. The black cook, how­ever (who in all re­spects was a per­fect de­mon, and who seemed to ex­ert as much in­flu­ence, if not more, than the mate him­self), would lis­ten to no propo­si­tion of the kind, and rose re­peat­edly for the pur­pose of re­sum­ing his work at the gang­way. For­tu­nately he was so far over­come by in­tox­i­ca­tion as to be eas­ily re­strained by the less blood­thirsty of the party, among whom was a line-man­ager, who went by the name of Dirk Peters. This man was the son of an In­dian squaw of the tribe of Up­sarokas, who live among the fast­nesses of the Black Hills, near the source of the Mis­souri. His fa­ther was a fur-trader, I be­lieve, or at least con­nected in some man­ner with the In­dian trad­ing-posts on Lewis river. Peter him­self was one of the most fe­ro­cious-look­ing men I ever be­held. He was short in stature, not more than four feet eight inches high, but his limbs were of Her­culean mould. His hands, es­pe­cially, were so enor­mously thick and broad as hardly to re­tain a hu­man shape. His arms, as well as legs, were bowed in the most sin­gu­lar man­ner, and ap­peared to pos­sess no flex­i­bil­ity what­ever. His head was equally de­formed, be­ing of im­mense size, with an in­den­ta­tion on the crown (like that on the head of most ne­groes), and en­tirely bald. To con­ceal this lat­ter de­fi­ciency, which did not pro­ceed from old age, he usu­ally wore a wig formed of any hair­like ma­te­rial which pre­sented it­self—oc­ca­sion­ally the skin of a Span­ish dog or Amer­i­can griz­zly bear. At the time spo­ken of, he had on a por­tion of one of these bearskins; and it added no lit­tle to the nat­u­ral fe­roc­ity of his coun­te­nance, which be­took of the Up­saroka char­ac­ter. The mouth ex­tended nearly from ear to ear, the lips were thin, and seemed, like some other por­tions of his frame, to be de­void of nat­u­ral pli­ancy, so that the rul­ing ex­pres­sion never var­ied un­der the in­flu­ence of any emo­tion what­ever. This rul­ing ex­pres­sion may be con­ceived when it is con­sid­ered that the teeth were ex­ceed­ingly long and pro­trud­ing, and never even par­tially cov­ered, in any in­stance, by the lips. To pass this man with a ca­sual glance, one might imag­ine him to be con­vulsed with laugh­ter, but a sec­ond look would in­duce a shud­der­ing ac­knowl­edg­ment, that if such an ex­pres­sion were in­dica­tive of mer­ri­ment, the mer­ri­ment must be that of a de­mon. Of this sin­gu­lar be­ing many anec­dotes were preva­lent among the sea­far­ing men of Nan­tucket. Th­ese anec­dotes went to prove his prodi­gious strength when un­der ex­cite­ment, and some of them had given rise to a doubt of his san­ity. But on board the Gram­pus, it seems, he was re­garded, at the time of the mutiny, with feel­ings more of de­ri­sion than of any­thing else. I have been thus par­tic­u­lar in speak­ing of Dirk Peters, be­cause, fe­ro­cious as he ap­peared, he proved the main in­stru­ment in pre­serv­ing the life of Au­gus­tus, and be­cause I shall have fre­quent oc­ca­sion to men­tion him here­after in the course of my nar­ra­tive—a nar­ra­tive, let me here say, which, in its lat­ter por­tions, will be found to in­clude in­ci­dents of a na­ture so en­tirely out of the range of hu­man ex­pe­ri­ence, and for this rea­son so far be­yond the lim­its of hu­man credulity, that I pro­ceed in ut­ter hope­less­ness of ob­tain­ing cre­dence for all that I shall tell, yet con­fi­dently trust­ing in time and pro­gress­ing sci­ence to ver­ify some of the most im­por­tant and most im­prob­a­ble of my state­ments.

			After much in­de­ci­sion and two or three vi­o­lent quar­rels, it was de­ter­mined at last that all the pris­on­ers (with the ex­cep­tion of Au­gus­tus, whom Peters in­sisted in a joc­u­lar man­ner upon keep­ing as his clerk) should be set adrift in one of the small­est whale­boats. The mate went down into the cabin to see if Cap­tain Barnard was still liv­ing—for, it will be re­mem­bered, he was left be­low when the mu­ti­neers came up. Presently the two made their ap­pear­ance, the cap­tain pale as death, but some­what re­cov­ered from the ef­fects of his wound. He spoke to the men in a voice hardly ar­tic­u­late, en­treated them not to set him adrift, but to re­turn to their duty, and promis­ing to land them wher­ever they chose, and to take no steps for bring­ing them to jus­tice. He might as well have spo­ken to the winds. Two of the ruf­fi­ans seized him by the arms and hurled him over the brig’s side into the boat, which had been low­ered while the mate went be­low. The four men who were ly­ing on the deck were then un­tied and or­dered to fol­low, which they did with­out at­tempt­ing any re­sis­tance—Au­gus­tus be­ing still left in his painful po­si­tion, al­though he strug­gled and prayed only for the poor sat­is­fac­tion of be­ing per­mit­ted to bid his fa­ther farewell. A hand­ful of sea-bis­cuit and a jug of wa­ter were now handed down; but nei­ther mast, sail, oar, nor com­pass. The boat was towed astern for a few min­utes, dur­ing which the mu­ti­neers held an­other con­sul­ta­tion—it was then fi­nally cut adrift. By this time night had come on—there were nei­ther moon nor stars vis­i­ble—and a short and ugly sea was run­ning, al­though there was no great deal of wind. The boat was in­stantly out of sight, and lit­tle hope could be en­ter­tained for the un­for­tu­nate suf­fer­ers who were in it. This event hap­pened, how­ever, in lat­i­tude 35° 30′ north, lon­gi­tude 61° 20′ west, and con­se­quently at no very great dis­tance from the Ber­muda Is­lands. Au­gus­tus there­fore en­deav­ored to con­sole him­self with the idea that the boat might ei­ther suc­ceed in reach­ing the land, or come suf­fi­ciently near to be fallen in with by ves­sels off the coast.

			All sail was now put upon the brig, and she con­tin­ued her orig­i­nal course to the south­west—the mu­ti­neers be­ing bent upon some pi­rat­i­cal ex­pe­di­tion, in which, from all that could be un­der­stood, a ship was to be in­ter­cepted on her way from the Cape Verd Is­lands to Porto Rico. No at­ten­tion was paid to Au­gus­tus, who was un­tied and suf­fered to go about any­where for­ward of the cabin com­pan­ion­way. Dirk Peters treated him with some de­gree of kind­ness, and on one oc­ca­sion saved him from the bru­tal­ity of the cook. His sit­u­a­tion was still one of the most pre­car­i­ous, as the men were con­tin­u­ally in­tox­i­cated, and there was no re­ly­ing upon their con­tin­ued good-hu­mor or care­less­ness in re­gard to him­self. His anx­i­ety on my ac­count be rep­re­sented, how­ever, as the most dis­tress­ing re­sult of his con­di­tion; and, in­deed, I had never rea­son to doubt the sin­cer­ity of his friend­ship. More than once he had re­solved to ac­quaint the mu­ti­neers with the se­cret of my be­ing on board, but was re­strained from so do­ing, partly through rec­ol­lec­tion of the atroc­i­ties he had al­ready be­held, and partly through a hope of be­ing able soon to bring me re­lief. For the lat­ter pur­pose he was con­stantly on the watch; but, in spite of the most con­stant vig­i­lance, three days elapsed af­ter the boat was cut adrift be­fore any chance oc­curred. At length, on the night of the third day, there came on a heavy blow from the east­ward, and all hands were called up to take in sail. Dur­ing the con­fu­sion which en­sued, he made his way be­low un­ob­served, and into the state­room. What was his grief and hor­ror in dis­cov­er­ing that the lat­ter had been ren­dered a place of de­posit for a va­ri­ety of sea-stores and ship-fur­ni­ture, and that sev­eral fath­oms of old chain-ca­ble, which had been stowed away be­neath the com­pan­ion-lad­der, had been dragged thence to make room for a chest, and were now ly­ing im­me­di­ately upon the trap! To re­move it with­out dis­cov­ery was im­pos­si­ble, and he re­turned on deck as quickly as he could. As he came up, the mate seized him by the throat, and de­mand­ing what he had been do­ing in the cabin, was about fling­ing him over the lar­board bul­wark, when his life was again pre­served through the in­ter­fer­ence of Dirk Peters. Au­gus­tus was now put in hand­cuffs (of which there were sev­eral pairs on board), and his feet lashed tightly to­gether. He was then taken into the steer­age, and thrown into a lower berth next to the fore­cas­tle bulk­heads, with the as­sur­ance that he should never put his foot on deck again “un­til the brig was no longer a brig.” This was the ex­pres­sion of the cook, who threw him into the berth—it is hardly pos­si­ble to say what pre­cise mean­ing in­tended by the phrase. The whole af­fair, how­ever, proved the ul­ti­mate means of my re­lief, as will presently ap­pear.

		
	
		
			V

			For some min­utes af­ter the cook had left the fore­cas­tle, Au­gus­tus aban­doned him­self to de­spair, never hop­ing to leave the berth alive. He now came to the res­o­lu­tion of ac­quaint­ing the first of the men who should come down with my sit­u­a­tion, think­ing it bet­ter to let me take my chance with the mu­ti­neers than per­ish of thirst in the hold—for it had been ten days since I was first im­pris­oned, and my jug of wa­ter was not a plen­ti­ful sup­ply even for four. As he was think­ing on this sub­ject, the idea came all at once into his head that it might be pos­si­ble to com­mu­ni­cate with me by the way of the main hold. In any other cir­cum­stances, the dif­fi­culty and haz­ard of the un­der­tak­ing would have pre­vented him from at­tempt­ing it; but now he had, at all events, lit­tle prospect of life, and con­se­quently lit­tle to lose, he bent his whole mind, there­fore, upon the task.

			His hand­cuffs were the first con­sid­er­a­tion. At first he saw no method of re­mov­ing them, and feared that he should thus be baf­fled in the very out­set; but upon a closer scru­tiny he dis­cov­ered that the irons could be slipped off and on at plea­sure, with very lit­tle ef­fort or in­con­ve­nience, merely by squeez­ing his hands through them—this species of man­a­cle be­ing al­to­gether in­ef­fec­tual in con­fin­ing young per­sons, in whom the smaller bones read­ily yield to pres­sure. He now un­tied his feet, and, leav­ing the cord in such a man­ner that it could eas­ily be read­justed in the event of any per­son’s com­ing down, pro­ceeded to ex­am­ine the bulk­head where it joined the berth. The par­ti­tion here was of soft pine board, an inch thick, and he saw that he should have lit­tle trou­ble in cut­ting his way through. A voice was now heard at the fore­cas­tle com­pan­ion­way, and he had just time to put his right hand into its hand­cuff (the left had not been re­moved) and to draw the rope in a slip­knot around his an­kle, when Dirk Peters came be­low, fol­lowed by Tiger, who im­me­di­ately leaped into the berth and lay down. The dog had been brought on board by Au­gus­tus, who knew my at­tach­ment to the an­i­mal, and thought it would give me plea­sure to have him with me dur­ing the voy­age. He went up to our house for him im­me­di­ately af­ter first tak­ing me into the hold, but did not think of men­tion­ing the cir­cum­stance upon his bring­ing the watch. Since the mutiny, Au­gus­tus had not seen him be­fore his ap­pear­ance with Dirk Peters, and had given him up for lost, sup­pos­ing him to have been thrown over­board by some of the ma­lig­nant vil­lains be­long­ing to the mate’s gang. It ap­peared af­ter­ward that he had crawled into a hole be­neath a whale­boat, from which, not hav­ing room to turn round, he could not ex­tri­cate him­self. Peters at last let him out, and, with a species of good feel­ing which my friend knew well how to ap­pre­ci­ate, had now brought him to him in the fore­cas­tle as a com­pan­ion, leav­ing at the same time some salt junk and pota­toes, with a can of wa­ter, he then went on deck, promis­ing to come down with some­thing more to eat on the next day.

			When he had gone, Au­gus­tus freed both hands from the man­a­cles and un­fas­tened his feet. He then turned down the head of the mat­tress on which he had been ly­ing, and with his penknife (for the ruf­fi­ans had not thought it worth while to search him) com­menced cut­ting vig­or­ously across one of the par­ti­tion planks, as closely as pos­si­ble to the floor of the berth. He chose to cut here, be­cause, if sud­denly in­ter­rupted, he would be able to con­ceal what had been done by let­ting the head of the mat­tress fall into its proper po­si­tion. For the re­main­der of the day, how­ever, no dis­tur­bance oc­curred, and by night he had com­pletely di­vided the plank. It should here be ob­served that none of the crew oc­cu­pied the fore­cas­tle as a sleep­ing-place, liv­ing al­to­gether in the cabin since the mutiny, drink­ing the wines and feast­ing on the sea-stores of Cap­tain Barnard, and giv­ing no more heed than was ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary to the nav­i­ga­tion of the brig. Th­ese cir­cum­stances proved for­tu­nate both for my­self and Au­gus­tus; for, had mat­ters been oth­er­wise, he would have found it im­pos­si­ble to reach me. As it was, he pro­ceeded with con­fi­dence in his de­sign. It was near day­break, how­ever, be­fore he com­pleted the sec­ond di­vi­sion of the board (which was about a foot above the first cut), thus mak­ing an aper­ture quite large enough to ad­mit his pas­sage through with fa­cil­ity to the main or­lop deck. Hav­ing got here, he made his way with but lit­tle trou­ble to the lower main hatch, al­though in so do­ing he had to scram­ble over tiers of oil-casks piled nearly as high as the up­per deck, there be­ing barely room enough left for his body. Upon reach­ing the hatch he found that Tiger had fol­lowed him be­low, squeez­ing be­tween two rows of the casks. It was now too late, how­ever, to at­tempt get­ting to me be­fore dawn, as the chief dif­fi­culty lay in pass­ing through the close stowage in the lower hold. He there­fore re­solved to re­turn, and wait till the next night. With this de­sign, he pro­ceeded to loosen the hatch, so that he might have as lit­tle de­ten­tion as pos­si­ble when he should come again. No sooner had he loos­ened it than Tiger sprang ea­gerly to the small open­ing pro­duced, snuffed for a mo­ment, and then ut­tered a long whine, scratch­ing at the same time, as if anx­ious to re­move the cov­er­ing with his paws. There could be no doubt, from his be­hav­iour, that he was aware of my be­ing in the hold, and Au­gus­tus thought it pos­si­ble that he would be able to get to me if he put him down. He now hit upon the ex­pe­di­ent of send­ing the note, as it was es­pe­cially de­sir­able that I should make no at­tempt at forc­ing my way out at least un­der ex­ist­ing cir­cum­stances, and there could be no cer­tainty of his get­ting to me him­self on the mor­row as he in­tended. After-events proved how for­tu­nate it was that the idea oc­curred to him as it did; for, had it not been for the re­ceipt of the note, I should un­doubt­edly have fallen upon some plan, how­ever des­per­ate, of alarm­ing the crew, and both our lives would most prob­a­bly have been sac­ri­ficed in con­se­quence.

			Hav­ing con­cluded to write, the dif­fi­culty was now to pro­cure the ma­te­ri­als for so do­ing. An old tooth­pick was soon made into a pen; and this by means of feel­ing al­to­gether, for the be­tween-decks was as dark as pitch. Paper enough was ob­tained from the back of a let­ter—a du­pli­cate of the forged let­ter from Mr. Ross. This had been the orig­i­nal draught; but the hand­writ­ing not be­ing suf­fi­ciently well im­i­tated, Au­gus­tus had writ­ten an­other, thrust­ing the first, by good for­tune, into his coat-pocket, where it was now most op­por­tunely dis­cov­ered. Ink alone was thus want­ing, and a sub­sti­tute was im­me­di­ately found for this by means of a slight in­ci­sion with the penknife on the back of a fin­ger just above the nail—a co­pi­ous flow of blood en­su­ing, as usual, from wounds in that vicin­ity. The note was now writ­ten, as well as it could be in the dark and un­der the cir­cum­stances. It briefly ex­plained that a mutiny had taken place; that Cap­tain Barnard was set adrift; and that I might ex­pect im­me­di­ate re­lief as far as pro­vi­sions were con­cerned, but must not ven­ture upon mak­ing any dis­tur­bance. It con­cluded with these words: “I have scrawled this with blood—your life de­pends upon ly­ing close.”

			This slip of pa­per be­ing tied upon the dog, he was now put down the hatch­way, and Au­gus­tus made the best of his way back to the fore­cas­tle, where he found no rea­son to be­lieve that any of the crew had been in his ab­sence. To con­ceal the hole in the par­ti­tion, he drove his knife in just above it, and hung up a pea-jacket which he found in the berth. His hand­cuffs were then re­placed, and also the rope around his an­kles.

			Th­ese ar­range­ments were scarcely com­pleted when Dirk Peters came be­low, very drunk, but in ex­cel­lent hu­mour, and bring­ing with him my friend’s al­lowance of pro­vi­sion for the day. This con­sisted of a dozen large Ir­ish pota­toes roasted, and a pitcher of wa­ter. He sat for some time on a chest by the berth, and talked freely about the mate and the gen­eral con­cerns of the brig. His de­meanour was ex­ceed­ingly capri­cious, and even grotesque. At one time Au­gus­tus was much alarmed by odd con­duct. At last, how­ever, he went on deck, mut­ter­ing a prom­ise to bring his pris­oner a good din­ner on the mor­row. Dur­ing the day two of the crew (har­poon­ers) came down, ac­com­pa­nied by the cook, all three in nearly the last stage of in­tox­i­ca­tion. Like Peters, they made no scru­ple of talk­ing un­re­servedly about their plans. It ap­peared that they were much di­vided among them­selves as to their ul­ti­mate course, agree­ing in no point, ex­cept the at­tack on the ship from the Cape Verd Is­lands, with which they were in hourly ex­pec­ta­tion of meet­ing. As far as could be as­cer­tained, the mutiny had not been brought about al­to­gether for the sake of booty; a pri­vate pique of the chief mate’s against Cap­tain Barnard hav­ing been the main in­sti­ga­tion. There now seemed to be two prin­ci­pal fac­tions among the crew—one headed by the mate, the other by the cook. The for­mer party were for seiz­ing the first suit­able ves­sel which should present it­self, and equip­ping it at some of the West In­dia Is­lands for a pi­rat­i­cal cruise. The lat­ter di­vi­sion, how­ever, which was the stronger, and in­cluded Dirk Peters among its par­ti­sans, were bent upon pur­su­ing the course orig­i­nally laid out for the brig into the South Pa­cific; there ei­ther to take whale, or act oth­er­wise, as cir­cum­stances should sug­gest. The rep­re­sen­ta­tions of Peters, who had fre­quently vis­ited these re­gions, had great weight, ap­par­ently, with the mu­ti­neers, wa­ver­ing, as they were, be­tween half-en­gen­dered no­tions of profit and plea­sure. He dwelt on the world of nov­elty and amuse­ment to be found among the in­nu­mer­able is­lands of the Pa­cific, on the per­fect se­cu­rity and free­dom from all re­straint to be en­joyed, but, more par­tic­u­larly, on the de­li­cious­ness of the cli­mate, on the abun­dant means of good liv­ing, and on the volup­tuous beauty of the women. As yet, noth­ing had been ab­so­lutely de­ter­mined upon; but the pic­tures of the hy­brid line-man­ager were tak­ing strong hold upon the ar­dent imag­i­na­tions of the sea­men, and there was ev­ery pos­si­bil­ity that his in­ten­tions would be fi­nally car­ried into ef­fect.

			The three men went away in about an hour, and no one else en­tered the fore­cas­tle all day. Au­gus­tus lay quiet un­til nearly night. He then freed him­self from the rope and irons, and pre­pared for his at­tempt. A bot­tle was found in one of the berths, and this he filled with wa­ter from the pitcher left by Peters, stor­ing his pock­ets at the same time with cold pota­toes. To his great joy he also came across a lantern, with a small piece of tal­low can­dle in it. This he could light at any mo­ment, as he had in his pos­ses­sion a box of phos­pho­rus matches. When it was quite dark, he got through the hole in the bulk­head, hav­ing taken the pre­cau­tion to ar­range the bed­clothes in the berth so as to con­vey the idea of a per­son cov­ered up. When through, he hung up the pea-jacket on his knife, as be­fore, to con­ceal the aper­ture—this ma­noeu­vre be­ing eas­ily ef­fected, as he did not read­just the piece of plank taken out un­til af­ter­ward. He was now on the main or­lop deck, and pro­ceeded to make his way, as be­fore, be­tween the up­per deck and the oil-casks to the main hatch­way. Hav­ing reached this, he lit the piece of can­dle, and de­scended, grop­ing with ex­treme dif­fi­culty among the com­pact stowage of the hold. In a few mo­ments he be­came alarmed at the in­suf­fer­able stench and the close­ness of the at­mos­phere. He could not think it pos­si­ble that I had sur­vived my con­fine­ment for so long a pe­riod breath­ing so op­pres­sive an air. He called my name re­peat­edly, but I made him no re­ply, and his ap­pre­hen­sions seemed thus to be con­firmed. The brig was rolling vi­o­lently, and there was so much noise in con­se­quence, that it was use­less to lis­ten for any weak sound, such as those of my breath­ing or snor­ing. He threw open the lantern, and held it as high as pos­si­ble, when­ever an op­por­tu­nity oc­curred, in or­der that, by ob­serv­ing the light, I might, if alive, be aware that suc­cor was ap­proach­ing. Still noth­ing was heard from me, and the sup­po­si­tion of my death be­gan to as­sume the char­ac­ter of cer­tainty. He de­ter­mined, nev­er­the­less, to force a pas­sage, if pos­si­ble, to the box, and at least as­cer­tain be­yond a doubt the truth of his sur­mises. He pushed on for some time in a most pitiable state of anx­i­ety, un­til, at length, he found the path­way ut­terly blocked up, and that there was no pos­si­bil­ity of mak­ing any far­ther way by the course in which he had set out. Over­come now by his feel­ings, he threw him­self among the lum­ber in de­spair, and wept like a child. It was at this pe­riod that he heard the crash oc­ca­sioned by the bot­tle which I had thrown down. For­tu­nate, in­deed, was it that the in­ci­dent oc­curred—for, upon this in­ci­dent, triv­ial as it ap­pears, the thread of my des­tiny de­pended. Many years elapsed, how­ever, be­fore I was aware of this fact. A nat­u­ral shame and re­gret for his weak­ness and in­de­ci­sion pre­vented Au­gus­tus from con­fid­ing to me at once what a more in­ti­mate and un­re­served com­mu­nion af­ter­ward in­duced him to re­veal. Upon find­ing his fur­ther progress in the hold im­peded by ob­sta­cles which he could not over­come, he had re­solved to aban­don his at­tempt at reach­ing me, and re­turn at once to the fore­cas­tle. Be­fore con­demn­ing him en­tirely on this head, the ha­rass­ing cir­cum­stances which em­bar­rassed him should be taken into con­sid­er­a­tion. The night was fast wear­ing away, and his ab­sence from the fore­cas­tle might be dis­cov­ered; and in­deed would nec­es­sar­ily be so, if he should fail to get back to the berth by day­break. His can­dle was ex­pir­ing in the socket, and there would be the great­est dif­fi­culty in re­trac­ing his way to the hatch­way in the dark. It must be al­lowed, too, that he had ev­ery good rea­son to be­lieve me dead; in which event no ben­e­fit could re­sult to me from his reach­ing the box, and a world of dan­ger would be en­coun­tered to no pur­pose by him­self. He had re­peat­edly called, and I had made him no an­swer. I had been now eleven days and nights with no more wa­ter than that con­tained in the jug which he had left with me—a sup­ply which it was not at all prob­a­ble I had hoarded in the be­gin­ning of my con­fine­ment, as I had ev­ery cause to ex­pect a speedy re­lease. The at­mos­phere of the hold, too, must have ap­peared to him, com­ing from the com­par­a­tively open air of the steer­age, of a na­ture ab­so­lutely poi­sonous, and by far more in­tol­er­a­ble than it had seemed to me upon my first tak­ing up my quar­ters in the box—the hatch­ways at that time hav­ing been con­stantly open for many months pre­vi­ous. Add to these con­sid­er­a­tions that of the scene of blood­shed and ter­ror so lately wit­nessed by my friend; his con­fine­ment, pri­va­tions, and nar­row es­capes from death, to­gether with the frail and equiv­o­cal ten­ure by which he still ex­isted—cir­cum­stances all so well cal­cu­lated to pros­trate ev­ery en­ergy of mind—and the reader will be eas­ily brought, as I have been, to re­gard his ap­par­ent fall­ing off in friend­ship and in faith with sen­ti­ments rather of sor­row than of anger.

			The crash of the bot­tle was dis­tinctly heard, yet Au­gus­tus was not sure that it pro­ceeded from the hold. The doubt, how­ever, was suf­fi­cient in­duce­ment to per­se­vere. He clam­bered up nearly to the or­lop deck by means of the stowage, and then, watch­ing for a lull in the pitch­ings of the ves­sel, he called out to me in as loud a tone as he could com­mand, re­gard­less, for the mo­ment, of be­ing over­heard by the crew. It will be re­mem­bered that on this oc­ca­sion the voice reached me, but I was so en­tirely over­come by vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion as to be in­ca­pable of re­ply. Con­fi­dent, now, that his worst ap­pre­hen­sions were well founded, he de­scended, with a view of get­ting back to the fore­cas­tle with­out loss of time. In his haste some small boxes were thrown down, the noise oc­ca­sioned by which I heard, as will be rec­ol­lected. He had made con­sid­er­able progress on his re­turn when the fall of the knife again caused him to hes­i­tate. He re­traced his steps im­me­di­ately, and, clam­ber­ing up the stowage a sec­ond time, called out my name, loudly as be­fore, hav­ing watched for a lull. This time I found voice to an­swer. Over­joyed at dis­cov­er­ing me to be still alive, he now re­solved to brave ev­ery dif­fi­culty and dan­ger in reach­ing me. Hav­ing ex­tri­cated him­self as quickly as pos­si­ble from the labyrinth of lum­ber by which he was hemmed in, he at length struck into an open­ing which promised bet­ter, and fi­nally, af­ter a se­ries of strug­gles, ar­rived at the box in a state of ut­ter ex­haus­tion.

		
	
		
			VI

			The lead­ing par­tic­u­lars of this nar­ra­tion were all that Au­gus­tus com­mu­ni­cated to me while we re­mained near the box. It was not un­til af­ter­ward that he en­tered fully into all the de­tails. He was ap­pre­hen­sive of be­ing missed, and I was wild with im­pa­tience to leave my de­tested place of con­fine­ment. We re­solved to make our way at once to the hole in the bulk­head, near which I was to re­main for the present, while he went through to re­con­noi­ter. To leave Tiger in the box was what nei­ther of us could en­dure to think of, yet, how to act oth­er­wise was the ques­tion. He now seemed to be per­fectly quiet, and we could not even dis­tin­guish the sound of his breath­ing upon ap­ply­ing our ears closely to the box. I was con­vinced that he was dead, and de­ter­mined to open the door. We found him ly­ing at full length, ap­par­ently in a deep stu­por, yet still alive. No time was to be lost, yet I could not bring my­self to aban­don an an­i­mal who had now been twice in­stru­men­tal in sav­ing my life, with­out some at­tempt at pre­serv­ing him. We there­fore dragged him along with us as well as we could, al­though with the great­est dif­fi­culty and fa­tigue; Au­gus­tus, dur­ing part of the time, be­ing forced to clam­ber over the im­ped­i­ments in our way with the huge dog in his arms—a feat to which the fee­ble­ness of my frame ren­dered me to­tally in­ad­e­quate. At length we suc­ceeded in reach­ing the hole, when Au­gus­tus got through, and Tiger was pushed in af­ter­ward. All was found to be safe, and we did not fail to re­turn sin­cere thanks to God for our de­liv­er­ance from the im­mi­nent dan­ger we had es­caped. For the present, it was agreed that I should re­main near the open­ing, through which my com­pan­ion could read­ily sup­ply me with a part of his daily pro­vi­sion, and where I could have the ad­van­tages of breath­ing an at­mos­phere com­par­a­tively pure.

			In ex­pla­na­tion of some por­tions of this nar­ra­tive, wherein I have spo­ken of the stowage of the brig, and which may ap­pear am­bigu­ous to some of my read­ers who may have seen a proper or reg­u­lar stowage, I must here state that the man­ner in which this most im­por­tant duty had been per formed on board the Gram­pus was a most shame­ful piece of ne­glect on the part of Cap­tain Barnard, who was by no means as care­ful or as ex­pe­ri­enced a sea­man as the haz­ardous na­ture of the ser­vice on which he was em­ployed would seem nec­es­sar­ily to de­mand. A proper stowage can­not be ac­com­plished in a care­less man­ner, and many most dis­as­trous ac­ci­dents, even within the lim­its of my own ex­pe­ri­ence, have arisen from ne­glect or ig­no­rance in this par­tic­u­lar. Coast­ing ves­sels, in the fre­quent hurry and bus­tle at­ten­dant upon tak­ing in or dis­charg­ing cargo, are the most li­able to mishap from the want of a proper at­ten­tion to stowage. The great point is to al­low no pos­si­bil­ity of the cargo or bal­last shift­ing po­si­tion even in the most vi­o­lent rollings of the ves­sel. With this end, great at­ten­tion must be paid, not only to the bulk taken in, but to the na­ture of the bulk, and whether there be a full or only a par­tial cargo. In most kinds of freight the stowage is ac­com­plished by means of a screw. Thus, in a load of to­bacco or flour, the whole is screwed so tightly into the hold of the ves­sel that the bar­rels or hogsheads, upon dis­charg­ing, are found to be com­pletely flat­tened, and take some time to re­gain their orig­i­nal shape. This screw­ing, how­ever, is re­sorted to prin­ci­pally with a view of ob­tain­ing more room in the hold; for in a full load of any such com­modi­ties as flour or to­bacco, there can be no dan­ger of any shift­ing what­ever, at least none from which in­con­ve­nience can re­sult. There have been in­stances, in­deed, where this method of screw­ing has re­sulted in the most lam­en­ta­ble con­se­quences, aris­ing from a cause al­to­gether dis­tinct from the dan­ger at­ten­dant upon a shift­ing of cargo. A load of cot­ton, for ex­am­ple, tightly screwed while in cer­tain con­di­tions, has been known, through the ex­pan­sion of its bulk, to rend a ves­sel asun­der at sea. There can be no doubt ei­ther that the same re­sult would en­sue in the case of to­bacco, while un­der­go­ing its usual course of fer­men­ta­tion, were it not for the in­ter­stices con­se­quent upon the ro­tun­dity of the hogsheads.

			It is when a par­tial cargo is re­ceived that dan­ger is chiefly to be ap­pre­hended from shift­ing, and that pre­cau­tions should be al­ways taken to guard against such mis­for­tune. Only those who have en­coun­tered a vi­o­lent gale of wind, or rather who have ex­pe­ri­enced the rolling of a ves­sel in a sud­den calm af­ter the gale, can form an idea of the tremen­dous force of the plunges, and of the con­se­quent ter­ri­ble im­pe­tus given to all loose ar­ti­cles in the ves­sel. It is then that the ne­ces­sity of a cau­tious stowage, when there is a par­tial cargo, be­comes ob­vi­ous. When ly­ing-to (es­pe­cially with a small bead sail), a ves­sel which is not prop­erly mod­elled in the bows is fre­quently thrown upon her beam-ends; this oc­cur­ring even ev­ery fif­teen or twenty min­utes upon an av­er­age, yet with­out any se­ri­ous con­se­quences re­sult­ing, pro­vided there be a proper stowage. If this, how­ever, has not been strictly at­tended to, in the first of these heavy lurches the whole of the cargo tum­bles over to the side of the ves­sel which lies upon the wa­ter, and, be­ing thus pre­vented from re­gain­ing her equi­lib­rium, as she would oth­er­wise nec­es­sar­ily do, she is cer­tain to fill in a few sec­onds and go down. It is not too much to say that at least one-half of the in­stances in which ves­sels have foundered in heavy gales at sea may be at­trib­uted to a shift­ing of cargo or of bal­last.

			When a par­tial cargo of any kind is taken on board, the whole, af­ter be­ing first stowed as com­pactly as may be, should be cov­ered with a layer of stout shift­ing-boards, ex­tend­ing com­pletely across the ves­sel. Upon these boards strong tem­po­rary stan­chions should be erected, reach­ing to the tim­bers above, and thus se­cur­ing ev­ery­thing in its place. In car­goes con­sist­ing of grain, or any sim­i­lar mat­ter, ad­di­tional pre­cau­tions are req­ui­site. A hold filled en­tirely with grain upon leav­ing port will be found not more than three fourths full upon reach­ing its des­ti­na­tion—this, too, al­though the freight, when mea­sured bushel by bushel by the con­signee, will over­run by a vast deal (on ac­count of the swelling of the grain) the quan­tity con­signed. This re­sult is oc­ca­sioned by set­tling dur­ing the voy­age, and is the more per­cep­ti­ble in pro­por­tion to the rough­ness of the weather ex­pe­ri­enced. If grain loosely thrown in a ves­sel, then, is ever so well se­cured by shift­ing-boards and stan­chions, it will be li­able to shift in a long pas­sage so greatly as to bring about the most dis­tress­ing calami­ties. To pre­vent these, ev­ery method should be em­ployed be­fore leav­ing port to set­tle the cargo as much as pos­si­ble; and for this there are many con­trivances, among which may be men­tioned the driv­ing of wedges into the grain. Even af­ter all this is done, and un­usual pains taken to se­cure the shift­ing-boards, no sea­man who knows what he is about will feel al­to­gether se­cure in a gale of any vi­o­lence with a cargo of grain on board, and, least of all, with a par­tial cargo. Yet there are hun­dreds of our coast­ing ves­sels, and, it is likely, many more from the ports of Europe, which sail daily with par­tial car­goes, even of the most dan­ger­ous species, and with­out any pre­cau­tion what­ever. The won­der is that no more ac­ci­dents oc­cur than do ac­tu­ally hap­pen. A lam­en­ta­ble in­stance of this heed­less­ness oc­curred to my knowl­edge in the case of Cap­tain Joel Rice of the schooner Fire­fly, which sailed from Rich­mond, Vir­ginia, to Madeira, with a cargo of corn, in the year 1825. The cap­tain had gone many voy­ages with­out se­ri­ous ac­ci­dent, al­though he was in the habit of pay­ing no at­ten­tion what­ever to his stowage, more than to se­cure it in the or­di­nary man­ner. He had never be­fore sailed with a cargo of grain, and on this oc­ca­sion had the corn thrown on board loosely, when it did not much more than half fill the ves­sel. For the first por­tion of the voy­age he met with noth­ing more than light breezes; but when within a day’s sail of Madeira there came on a strong gale from the N. N. E. which forced him to lie-to. He brought the schooner to the wind un­der a dou­ble-reefed fore­sail alone, when she rode as well as any ves­sel could be ex­pected to do, and shipped not a drop of wa­ter. Toward night the gale some­what abated, and she rolled with more un­steadi­ness than be­fore, but still did very well, un­til a heavy lurch threw her upon her beam-ends to star­board. The corn was then heard to shift bod­ily, the force of the move­ment burst­ing open the main hatch­way. The ves­sel went down like a shot. This hap­pened within hail of a small sloop from Madeira, which picked up one of the crew (the only per­son saved), and which rode out the gale in per­fect se­cu­rity, as in­deed a jolly boat might have done un­der proper man­age­ment.

			The stowage on board the Gram­pus was most clum­sily done, if stowage that could be called which was lit­tle bet­ter than a pro­mis­cu­ous hud­dling to­gether of oil-casks1 and ship fur­ni­ture. I have al­ready spo­ken of the con­di­tion of ar­ti­cles in the hold. On the or­lop deck there was space enough for my body (as I have stated) be­tween the oil-casks and the up­per deck; a space was left open around the main hatch­way; and sev­eral other large spa­ces were left in the stowage. Near the hole cut through the bulk­head by Au­gus­tus there was room enough for an en­tire cask, and in this space I found my­self com­fort­ably sit­u­ated for the present.

			By the time my friend had got safely into the berth, and read­justed his hand­cuffs and the rope, it was broad day­light. We had made a nar­row es­cape in­deed; for scarcely had he ar­ranged all mat­ters, when the mate came be­low, with Dirk Peters and the cook. They talked for some time about the ves­sel from the Cape Verds, and seemed to be ex­ces­sively anx­ious for her ap­pear­ance. At length the cook came to the berth in which Au­gus­tus was ly­ing, and seated him­self in it near the head. I could see and hear ev­ery­thing from my hid­ing-place, for the piece cut out had not been put back, and I was in mo­men­tary ex­pec­ta­tion that the ne­gro would fall against the pea-jacket, which was hung up to con­ceal the aper­ture, in which case all would have been dis­cov­ered, and our lives would, no doubt, have been in­stantly sac­ri­ficed. Our good for­tune pre­vailed, how­ever; and al­though he fre­quently touched it as the ves­sel rolled, he never pressed against it suf­fi­ciently to bring about a dis­cov­ery. The bot­tom of the jacket had been care­fully fas­tened to the bulk­head, so that the hole might not be seen by its swing­ing to one side. All this time Tiger was ly­ing in the foot of the berth, and ap­peared to have re­cov­ered in some mea­sure his fac­ul­ties, for I could see him oc­ca­sion­ally open his eyes and draw a long breath.

			After a few min­utes the mate and cook went above, leav­ing Dirk Peters be­hind, who, as soon as they were gone, came and sat him­self down in the place just oc­cu­pied by the mate. He be­gan to talk very so­cia­bly with Au­gus­tus, and we could now see that the greater part of his ap­par­ent in­tox­i­ca­tion, while the two oth­ers were with him, was a feint. He an­swered all my com­pan­ion’s ques­tions with per­fect free­dom; told him that he had no doubt of his fa­ther’s hav­ing been picked up, as there were no less than five sail in sight just be­fore sun­down on the day he was cut adrift; and used other lan­guage of a con­so­la­tory na­ture, which oc­ca­sioned me no less sur­prise than plea­sure. In­deed, I be­gan to en­ter­tain hopes, that through the in­stru­men­tal­ity of Peters we might be fi­nally en­abled to re­gain pos­ses­sion of the brig, and this idea I men­tioned to Au­gus­tus as soon as I found an op­por­tu­nity. He thought the mat­ter pos­si­ble, but urged the ne­ces­sity of the great­est cau­tion in mak­ing the at­tempt, as the con­duct of the hy­brid ap­peared to be in­sti­gated by the most ar­bi­trary caprice alone; and, in­deed, it was dif­fi­cult to say if he was at any mo­ment of sound mind. Peters went upon deck in about an hour, and did not re­turn again un­til noon, when he brought Au­gus­tus a plen­ti­ful sup­ply of junk beef and pud­ding. Of this, when we were left alone, I par­took heartily, with­out re­turn­ing through the hole. No one else came down into the fore­cas­tle dur­ing the day, and at night, I got into Au­gus­tus’ berth, where I slept soundly and sweetly un­til nearly day­break, when he awak­ened me upon hear­ing a stir upon deck, and I re­gained my hid­ing-place as quickly as pos­si­ble. When the day was fully broke, we found that Tiger had re­cov­ered his strength al­most en­tirely, and gave no in­di­ca­tions of hy­dropho­bia, drink­ing a lit­tle wa­ter that was of­fered him with great ap­par­ent ea­ger­ness. Dur­ing the day he re­gained all his for­mer vigour and ap­petite. His strange con­duct had been brought on, no doubt, by the dele­te­ri­ous qual­ity of the air of the hold, and had no con­nex­ion with ca­nine mad­ness. I could not suf­fi­ciently re­joice that I had per­sisted in bring­ing him with me from the box. This day was the thir­ti­eth of June, and the thir­teenth since the Gram­pus made sad from Nan­tucket.

			On the sec­ond of July the mate came be­low drunk as usual, and in an ex­ces­sively good-hu­mor. He came to Au­gus­tus’s berth, and, giv­ing him a slap on the back, asked him if he thought he could be­have him­self if he let him loose, and whether he would prom­ise not to be go­ing into the cabin again. To this, of course, my friend an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive, when the ruf­fian set him at lib­erty, af­ter mak­ing him drink from a flask of rum which he drew from his coat-pocket. Both now went on deck, and I did not see Au­gus­tus for about three hours. He then came be­low with the good news that he had ob­tained per­mis­sion to go about the brig as he pleased any­where for­ward of the main­mast, and that he had been or­dered to sleep, as usual, in the fore­cas­tle. He brought me, too, a good din­ner, and a plen­ti­ful sup­ply of wa­ter. The brig was still cruis­ing for the ves­sel from the Cape Verds, and a sail was now in sight, which was thought to be the one in ques­tion. As the events of the en­su­ing eight days were of lit­tle im­por­tance, and had no di­rect bear­ing upon the main in­ci­dents of my nar­ra­tive, I will here throw them into the form of a jour­nal, as I do not wish to omit them al­to­gether.

			July 3. Au­gus­tus fur­nished me with three blan­kets, with which I con­trived a com­fort­able bed in my hid­ing-place. No one came be­low, ex­cept my com­pan­ion, dur­ing the day. Tiger took his sta­tion in the berth just by the aper­ture, and slept heav­ily, as if not yet en­tirely re­cov­ered from the ef­fects of his sick­ness. Toward night a flaw of wind struck the brig be­fore sail could be taken in, and very nearly cap­sized her. The puff died away im­me­di­ately, how­ever, and no dam­age was done be­yond the split­ting of the fore­top­sail. Dirk Peters treated Au­gus­tus all this day with great kind­ness and en­tered into a long con­ver­sa­tion with him re­spect­ing the Pa­cific Ocean, and the is­lands he had vis­ited in that re­gion. He asked him whether he would not like to go with the mu­ti­neers on a kind of ex­plor­ing and plea­sure voy­age in those quar­ters, and said that the men were grad­u­ally com­ing over to the mate’s views. To this Au­gus­tus thought it best to re­ply that he would be glad to go on such an ad­ven­ture, since noth­ing bet­ter could be done, and that any­thing was prefer­able to a pi­rat­i­cal life.

			July 4th. The ves­sel in sight proved to be a small brig from Liver­pool, and was al­lowed to pass un­mo­lested. Au­gus­tus spent most of his time on deck, with a view of ob­tain­ing all the in­for­ma­tion in his power re­spect­ing the in­ten­tions of the mu­ti­neers. They had fre­quent and vi­o­lent quar­rels among them­selves, in one of which a har­pooner, Jim Bon­ner, was thrown over­board. The party of the mate was gain­ing ground. Jim Bon­ner be­longed to the cook’s gang, of which Peters was a par­ti­san.

			July 5th. About day­break there came on a stiff breeze from the west, which at noon fresh­ened into a gale, so that the brig could carry noth­ing more than her try­sail and fore­sail. In tak­ing in the fore­top­sail, Simms, one of the com­mon hands, and be­long­ing also to the cook’s gang, fell over­board, be­ing very much in liquor, and was drowned—no at­tempt be­ing made to save him. The whole num­ber of per­sons on board was now thir­teen, to wit: Dirk Peters; Sey­mour, the black cook; Jones, Greely, Hart­man Rogers; and Wil­liam Allen, all of the cook’s party; the mate, whose name I never learned; Ab­sa­lom Hicks; Wil­son; John Hunt; and Richard Parker, of the mate’s party—be­sides Au­gus­tus and my­self.

			July 6th. The gale lasted all this day, blow­ing in heavy squalls, ac­com­pa­nied with rain. The brig took in a good deal of wa­ter through her seams, and one of the pumps was kept con­tin­u­ally go­ing, Au­gus­tus be­ing forced to take his turn. Just at twi­light a large ship passed close by us, with­out hav­ing been dis­cov­ered un­til within hail. The ship was sup­posed to be the one for which the mu­ti­neers were on the look­out. The mate hailed her, but the re­ply was drowned in the roar­ing of the gale. At eleven, a sea was shipped amid­ships, which tore away a great por­tion of the lar­board bul­warks, and did some other slight dam­age. Toward morn­ing the weather mod­er­ated, and at sun­rise there was very lit­tle wind.

			July 7th. There was a heavy swell run­ning all this day, dur­ing which the brig, be­ing light, rolled ex­ces­sively, and many ar­ti­cles broke loose in the hold, as I could hear dis­tinctly from my hid­ing-place. I suf­fered a great deal from sea­sick­ness. Peters had a long con­ver­sa­tion this day with Au­gus­tus, and told him that two of his gang, Greely and Allen, had gone over to the mate, and were re­solved to turn pi­rates. He put sev­eral ques­tions to Au­gus­tus which he did not then ex­actly un­der­stand. Dur­ing a part of this evening the leak gained upon the ves­sel; and lit­tle could be done to rem­edy it, as it was oc­ca­sioned by the brigs strain­ing, and tak­ing in the wa­ter through her seams. A sail was thrummed, and got un­der the bows, which aided us in some mea­sure, so that we be­gan to gain upon the leak.

			July 8th. A light breeze sprang up at sun­rise from the east­ward, when the mate headed the brig to the south­west, with the in­ten­tion of mak­ing some of the West In­dia is­lands in pur­suance of his pi­rat­i­cal de­signs. No op­po­si­tion was made by Peters or the cook—at least none in the hear­ing of Au­gus­tus. All idea of tak­ing the ves­sel from the Cape Verds was aban­doned. The leak was now eas­ily kept un­der by one pump go­ing ev­ery three quar­ters of an hour. The sail was drawn from be­neath the bows. Spoke two small schooners dur­ing the day.

			July 9th. Fine weather. All hands em­ployed in re­pair­ing bul­warks. Peters had again a long con­ver­sa­tion with Au­gus­tus, and spoke more plainly than he had done hereto­fore. He said noth­ing should in­duce him to come into the mate’s views, and even hinted his in­ten­tion of tak­ing the brig out of his hands. He asked my friend if he could de­pend upon his aid in such case, to which Au­gus­tus said, “Yes,” with­out hes­i­ta­tion. Peters then said he would sound the oth­ers of his party upon the sub­ject, and went away. Dur­ing the re­main­der of the day Au­gus­tus had no op­por­tu­nity of speak­ing with him pri­vately.

		
	
		
			VII

			July 10. Spoke a brig from Rio, bound to Nor­folk. Weather hazy, with a light baf­fling wind from the east­ward. To­day Hart­man Rogers died, hav­ing been at­tacked on the eighth with spasms af­ter drink­ing a glass of grog. This man was of the cook’s party, and one upon whom Peters placed his main re­liance. He told Au­gus­tus that he be­lieved the mate had poi­soned him, and that he ex­pected, if he did not be on the look­out, his own turn would come shortly. There were now only him­self, Jones, and the cook be­long­ing to his own gang—on the other side there were five. He had spo­ken to Jones about tak­ing the com­mand from the mate; but the project hav­ing been coolly re­ceived, he had been de­terred from press­ing the mat­ter any fur­ther, or from say­ing any­thing to the cook. It was well, as it hap­pened, that he was so pru­dent, for in the af­ter­noon the cook ex­pressed his de­ter­mi­na­tion of sid­ing with the mate, and went over for­mally to that party; while Jones took an op­por­tu­nity of quar­relling with Peters, and hinted that he would let the mate know of the plan in ag­i­ta­tion. There was now, ev­i­dently, no time to be lost, and Peters ex­pressed his de­ter­mi­na­tion of at­tempt­ing to take the ves­sel at all haz­ards, pro­vided Au­gus­tus would lend him his aid. My friend at once as­sured him of his will­ing­ness to en­ter into any plan for that pur­pose, and, think­ing the op­por­tu­nity a favourable one, made known the fact of my be­ing on board. At this the hy­brid was not more as­ton­ished than de­lighted, as he had no re­liance what­ever upon Jones, whom he al­ready con­sid­ered as be­long­ing to the party of the mate. They went be­low im­me­di­ately, when Au­gus­tus called to me by name, and Peters and my­self were soon made ac­quainted. It was agreed that we should at­tempt to re­take the ves­sel upon the first good op­por­tu­nity, leav­ing Jones al­to­gether out of our coun­cils. In the event of suc­cess, we were to run the brig into the first port that of­fered, and de­liver her up. The de­ser­tion of his party had frus­trated Peters’ de­sign of go­ing into the Pa­cific—an ad­ven­ture which could not be ac­com­plished with­out a crew, and he de­pended upon ei­ther get­ting ac­quit­ted upon trial, on the score of in­san­ity (which he solemnly avowed had ac­tu­ated him in lend­ing his aid to the mutiny), or upon ob­tain­ing a par­don, if found guilty, through the rep­re­sen­ta­tions of Au­gus­tus and my­self. Our de­lib­er­a­tions were in­ter­rupted for the present by the cry of, “All hands take in sail,” and Peters and Au­gus­tus ran up on deck.

			As usual, the crew were nearly all drunk; and, be­fore sail could be prop­erly taken in, a vi­o­lent squall laid the brig on her beam-ends. By keep­ing her away, how­ever, she righted, hav­ing shipped a good deal of wa­ter. Scarcely was ev­ery­thing se­cure, when an­other squall took the ves­sel, and im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward an­other—no dam­age be­ing done. There was ev­ery ap­pear­ance of a gale of wind, which, in­deed, shortly came on, with great fury, from the north­ward and west­ward. All was made as snug as pos­si­ble, and we laid-to, as usual, un­der a close-reefed fore­sail. As night drew on, the wind in­creased in vi­o­lence, with a re­mark­ably heavy sea. Peters now came into the fore­cas­tle with Au­gus­tus, and we re­sumed our de­lib­er­a­tions.

			We agreed that no op­por­tu­nity could be more favourable than the present for car­ry­ing our de­signs into ef­fect, as an at­tempt at such a mo­ment would never be an­tic­i­pated. As the brig was snugly laid-to, there would be no ne­ces­sity of ma­noeu­vring her un­til good weather, when, if we suc­ceeded in our at­tempt, we might lib­er­ate one, or per­haps two of the men, to aid us in tak­ing her into port. The main dif­fi­culty was the great dis­pro­por­tion in our forces. There were only three of us, and in the cabin there were nine. All the arms on board, too, were in their pos­ses­sion, with the ex­cep­tion of a pair of small pis­tols which Peters had con­cealed about his per­son, and the large sea­man’s knife which he al­ways wore in the waist­band of his pan­taloons. From cer­tain in­di­ca­tions, too—such, for ex­am­ple, as there be­ing no such thing as an axe or a hand­spike ly­ing in their cus­tom­ary places—we be­gan to fear that the mate had his sus­pi­cions, at least in re­gard to Peters, and that he would let slip no op­por­tu­nity of get­ting rid of him. It was clear, in­deed, that what we should de­ter­mine to do could not be done too soon. Still the odds were too much against us to al­low of our pro­ceed­ing with­out the great­est cau­tion.

			Peters pro­posed that he should go up on deck, and en­ter into con­ver­sa­tion with the watch (Allen), when he would be able to throw him into the sea with­out trou­ble, and with­out mak­ing any dis­tur­bance, by seiz­ing a good op­por­tu­nity, that Au­gus­tus and my­self should then come up, and en­deav­our to pro­vide our­selves with some kind of weapons from the deck, and that we should then make a rush to­gether, and se­cure the com­pan­ion­way be­fore any op­po­si­tion could be of­fered. I ob­jected to this, be­cause I could not be­lieve that the mate (who was a cun­ning fel­low in all mat­ters which did not af­fect his su­per­sti­tious prej­u­dices) would suf­fer him­self to be so eas­ily en­trapped. The very fact of there be­ing a watch on deck at all was suf­fi­cient proof that he was upon the alert—it not be­ing usual ex­cept in ves­sels where dis­ci­pline is most rigidly en­forced, to sta­tion a watch on deck when a ves­sel is ly­ing-to in a gale of wind. As I ad­dress my­self prin­ci­pally, if not al­to­gether, to per­sons who have never been to sea, it may be as well to state the ex­act con­di­tion of a ves­sel un­der such cir­cum­stances. Ly­ing-to, or, in sea-par­lance, “lay­ing-to,” is a mea­sure re­sorted to for var­i­ous pur­poses, and ef­fected in var­i­ous man­ners. In mod­er­ate weather it is fre­quently done with a view of merely bring­ing the ves­sel to a stand­still, to wait for an­other ves­sel or any sim­i­lar ob­ject. If the ves­sel which lies-to is un­der full sail, the ma­noeu­vre is usu­ally ac­com­plished by throw­ing round some por­tion of her sails, so as to let the wind take them aback, when she be­comes sta­tion­ary. But we are now speak­ing of ly­ing-to in a gale of wind. This is done when the wind is ahead, and too vi­o­lent to ad­mit of car­ry­ing sail with­out dan­ger of cap­siz­ing; and some­times even when the wind is fair, but the sea too heavy for the ves­sel to be put be­fore it. If a ves­sel be suf­fered to scud be­fore the wind in a very heavy sea, much dam­age is usu­ally done her by the ship­ping of wa­ter over her stern, and some­times by the vi­o­lent plunges she makes for­ward. This ma­noeu­vre, then, is sel­dom re­sorted to in such case, un­less through ne­ces­sity. When the ves­sel is in a leaky con­di­tion she is of­ten put be­fore the wind even in the heav­i­est seas; for, when ly­ing-to, her seams are sure to be greatly opened by her vi­o­lent strain­ing, and it is not so much the case when scud­ding. Often, too, it be­comes nec­es­sary to scud a ves­sel, ei­ther when the blast is so ex­ceed­ingly fu­ri­ous as to tear in pieces the sail which is em­ployed with a view of bring­ing her head to the wind, or when, through the false mod­el­ling of the frame or other causes, this main ob­ject can­not be ef­fected.

			Ves­sels in a gale of wind are laid-to in dif­fer­ent man­ners, ac­cord­ing to their pe­cu­liar con­struc­tion. Some lie-to best un­der a fore­sail, and this, I be­lieve, is the sail most usu­ally em­ployed. Large square-rigged ves­sels have sails for the ex­press pur­pose, called storm-stay­sails. But the jib is oc­ca­sion­ally em­ployed by it­self—some­times the jib and fore­sail, or a dou­ble-reefed fore­sail, and not un­fre­quently the af­ter-sails, are made use of. Fore­top­sails are very of­ten found to an­swer the pur­pose bet­ter than any other species of sail. The Gram­pus was gen­er­ally laid-to un­der a close-reefed fore­sail.

			When a ves­sel is to be laid-to, her head is brought up to the wind just so nearly as to fill the sail un­der which she lies when hauled flat aft, that is, when brought di­ag­o­nally across the ves­sel. This be­ing done, the bows point within a few de­grees of the di­rec­tion from which the wind is­sues, and the wind­ward bow of course re­ceives the shock of the waves. In this sit­u­a­tion a good ves­sel will ride out a very heavy gale of wind with­out ship­ping a drop of wa­ter, and with­out any fur­ther at­ten­tion be­ing req­ui­site on the part of the crew. The helm is usu­ally lashed down, but this is al­to­gether un­nec­es­sary (ex­cept on ac­count of the noise it makes when loose), for the rud­der has no ef­fect upon the ves­sel when ly­ing-to. In­deed, the helm had far bet­ter be left loose than lashed very fast, for the rud­der is apt to be torn off by heavy seas if there be no room for the helm to play. As long as the sail holds, a well mod­elled ves­sel will main­tain her sit­u­a­tion, and ride ev­ery sea, as if in­stinct with life and rea­son. If the vi­o­lence of the wind, how­ever, should tear the sail into pieces (a feat which it re­quires a per­fect hur­ri­cane to ac­com­plish un­der or­di­nary cir­cum­stances), there is then im­mi­nent dan­ger. The ves­sel falls off from the wind, and, com­ing broad­side to the sea, is com­pletely at its mercy: the only re­source in this case is to put her qui­etly be­fore the wind, let­ting her scud un­til some other sail can be set. Some ves­sels will lie-to un­der no sail what­ever, but such are not to be trusted at sea.

			But to re­turn from this di­gres­sion. It had never been cus­tom­ary with the mate to have any watch on deck when ly­ing-to in a gale of wind, and the fact that he had now one, cou­pled with the cir­cum­stance of the miss­ing axes and hand­spikes, fully con­vinced us that the crew were too well on the watch to be taken by sur­prise in the man­ner Peters had sug­gested. Some­thing, how­ever, was to be done, and that with as lit­tle de­lay as prac­ti­ca­ble, for there could be no doubt that a sus­pi­cion hav­ing been once en­ter­tained against Peters, he would be sac­ri­ficed upon the ear­li­est oc­ca­sion, and one would cer­tainly be ei­ther found or made upon the break­ing of the gale.

			Au­gus­tus now sug­gested that if Peters could con­trive to re­move, un­der any pre­text, the piece of chain-ca­ble which lay over the trap in the state­room, we might pos­si­bly be able to come upon them un­awares by means of the hold; but a lit­tle re­flec­tion con­vinced us that the ves­sel rolled and pitched too vi­o­lently for any at­tempt of that na­ture.

			By good for­tune I at length hit upon the idea of work­ing upon the su­per­sti­tious ter­rors and guilty con­science of the mate. It will be re­mem­bered that one of the crew, Hart­man Rogers, had died dur­ing the morn­ing, hav­ing been at­tacked two days be­fore with spasms af­ter drink­ing some spir­its and wa­ter. Peters had ex­pressed to us his opin­ion that this man had been poi­soned by the mate, and for this be­lief he had rea­sons, so he said, which were in­con­tro­vert­ible, but which he could not be pre­vailed upon to ex­plain to us—this way­ward re­fusal be­ing only in keep­ing with other points of his sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter. But whether or not he had any bet­ter grounds for sus­pect­ing the mate than we had our­selves, we were eas­ily led to fall in with his sus­pi­cion, and de­ter­mined to act ac­cord­ingly.

			Rogers had died about eleven in the forenoon, in vi­o­lent con­vul­sions; and the corpse pre­sented in a few min­utes af­ter death one of the most hor­rid and loath­some spec­ta­cles I ever re­mem­ber to have seen. The stom­ach was swollen im­mensely, like that of a man who has been drowned and lain un­der wa­ter for many weeks. The hands were in the same con­di­tion, while the face was shrunken, shriv­elled, and of a chalky white­ness, ex­cept where re­lieved by two or three glar­ing red blotches like those oc­ca­sioned by the erysipelas: one of these blotches ex­tended di­ag­o­nally across the face, com­pletely cov­er­ing up an eye as if with a band of red vel­vet. In this dis­gust­ing con­di­tion the body had been brought up from the cabin at noon to be thrown over­board, when the mate get­ting a glimpse of it (for he now saw it for the first time), and be­ing ei­ther touched with re­morse for his crime or struck with ter­ror at so hor­ri­ble a sight, or­dered the men to sew the body up in its ham­mock, and al­low it the usual rites of sea-burial. Hav­ing given these di­rec­tions, he went be­low, as if to avoid any fur­ther sight of his vic­tim. While prepa­ra­tions were mak­ing to obey his or­ders, the gale came on with great fury, and the de­sign was aban­doned for the present. The corpse, left to it­self, was washed into the lar­board scup­pers, where it still lay at the time of which I speak, floun­der­ing about with the fu­ri­ous lurches of the brig.

			Hav­ing ar­ranged our plan, we set about putting it in ex­e­cu­tion as speed­ily as pos­si­ble. Peters went upon deck, and, as he had an­tic­i­pated, was im­me­di­ately ac­costed by Allen, who ap­peared to be sta­tioned more as a watch upon the fore­cas­tle than for any other pur­pose. The fate of this vil­lain, how­ever, was speed­ily and silently de­cided; for Peters, ap­proach­ing him in a care­less man­ner, as if about to ad­dress him, seized him by the throat, and, be­fore he could ut­ter a sin­gle cry, tossed him over the bul­warks. He then called to us, and we came up. Our first pre­cau­tion was to look about for some­thing with which to arm our­selves, and in do­ing this we had to pro­ceed with great care, for it was im­pos­si­ble to stand on deck an in­stant with­out hold­ing fast, and vi­o­lent seas broke over the ves­sel at ev­ery plunge for­ward. It was in­dis­pens­able, too, that we should be quick in our op­er­a­tions, for ev­ery minute we ex­pected the mate to be up to set the pumps go­ing, as it was ev­i­dent the brig must be tak­ing in wa­ter very fast. After search­ing about for some time, we could find noth­ing more fit for our pur­pose than the two pump-han­dles, one of which Au­gus­tus took, and I the other. Hav­ing se­cured these, we stripped off the shirt of the corpse and dropped the body over­board. Peters and my­self then went be­low, leav­ing Au­gus­tus to watch upon deck, where he took his sta­tion just where Allen had been placed, and with his back to the cabin com­pan­ion­way, so that, if any of the mates gang should come up, he might sup­pose it was the watch.

			As soon as I got be­low I com­menced dis­guis­ing my­self so as to rep­re­sent the corpse of Rogers. The shirt which we had taken from the body aided us very much, for it was of sin­gu­lar form and char­ac­ter, and eas­ily rec­og­niz­able—a kind of smock, which the de­ceased wore over his other cloth­ing. It was a blue stock­inett, with large white stripes run­ning across. Hav­ing put this on, I pro­ceeded to equip my­self with a false stom­ach, in im­i­ta­tion of the hor­ri­ble de­for­mity of the swollen corpse. This was soon ef­fected by means of stuff­ing with some bed­clothes. I then gave the same ap­pear­ance to my hands by draw­ing on a pair of white woollen mit­tens, and fill­ing them in with any kind of rags that of­fered them­selves. Peters then ar­ranged my face, first rub­bing it well over with white chalk, and af­ter­ward blotch­ing it with blood, which he took from a cut in his fin­ger. The streak across the eye was not for­got­ten and pre­sented a most shock­ing ap­pear­ance.

		
	
		
			VIII

			As I viewed my­self in a frag­ment of look­ing-glass which hung up in the cabin, and by the dim light of a kind of bat­tle-lantern, I was so im­pressed with a sense of vague awe at my ap­pear­ance, and at the rec­ol­lec­tion of the ter­rific re­al­ity which I was thus rep­re­sent­ing, that I was seized with a vi­o­lent tremour, and could scarcely sum­mon res­o­lu­tion to go on with my part. It was nec­es­sary, how­ever, to act with de­ci­sion, and Peters and my­self went upon deck.

			We there found ev­ery­thing safe, and, keep­ing close to the bul­warks, the three of us crept to the cabin com­pan­ion­way. It was only par­tially closed, pre­cau­tions hav­ing been taken to pre­vent its be­ing sud­denly pushed to from with­out, by means of plac­ing bil­lets of wood on the up­per step so as to in­ter­fere with the shut­ting. We found no dif­fi­culty in get­ting a full view of the in­te­rior of the cabin through the cracks where the hinges were placed. It now proved to have been very for­tu­nate for us that we had not at­tempted to take them by sur­prise, for they were ev­i­dently on the alert. Only one was asleep, and he ly­ing just at the foot of the com­pan­ion-lad­der, with a mus­ket by his side. The rest were seated on sev­eral mat­tresses, which had been taken from the berths and thrown on the floor. They were en­gaged in earnest con­ver­sa­tion; and al­though they had been carous­ing, as ap­peared from two empty jugs, with some tin tum­blers which lay about, they were not as much in­tox­i­cated as usual. All had knives, one or two of them pis­tols, and a great many mus­kets were ly­ing in a berth close at hand.

			We lis­tened to their con­ver­sa­tion for some time be­fore we could make up our minds how to act, hav­ing as yet re­solved on noth­ing de­ter­mi­nate, ex­cept that we would at­tempt to par­a­lyze their ex­er­tions, when we should at­tack them, by means of the ap­pari­tion of Rogers. They were dis­cussing their pi­rat­i­cal plans, in which all we could hear dis­tinctly was, that they would unite with the crew of a schooner Hor­net, and, if pos­si­ble, get the schooner her­self into their pos­ses­sion prepara­tory to some at­tempt on a large scale, the par­tic­u­lars of which could not be made out by ei­ther of us.

			One of the men spoke of Peters, when the mate replied to him in a low voice which could not be dis­tin­guished, and af­ter­ward added more loudly, that “he could not un­der­stand his be­ing so much for­ward with the cap­tain’s brat in the fore­cas­tle, and he thought the sooner both of them were over­board the bet­ter.” To this no an­swer was made, but we could eas­ily per­ceive that the hint was well re­ceived by the whole party, and more par­tic­u­larly by Jones. At this pe­riod I was ex­ces­sively ag­i­tated, the more so as I could see that nei­ther Au­gus­tus nor Peters could de­ter­mine how to act. I made up my mind, how­ever, to sell my life as dearly as pos­si­ble, and not to suf­fer my­self to be over­come by any feel­ings of trep­i­da­tion.

			The tremen­dous noise made by the roar­ing of the wind in the rig­ging, and the wash­ing of the sea over the deck, pre­vented us from hear­ing what was said, ex­cept dur­ing mo­men­tary lulls. In one of these, we all dis­tinctly heard the mate tell one of the men to “go for­ward, have an eye upon them, for he wanted no such se­cret do­ings on board the brig.” It was well for us that the pitch­ing of the ves­sel at this mo­ment was so vi­o­lent as to pre­vent this or­der from be­ing car­ried into in­stant ex­e­cu­tion. The cook got up from his mat­tress to go for us, when a tremen­dous lurch, which I thought would carry away the masts, threw him head­long against one of the lar­board state­room doors, burst­ing it open, and cre­at­ing a good deal of other con­fu­sion. Luck­ily, nei­ther of our party was thrown from his po­si­tion, and we had time to make a pre­cip­i­tate re­treat to the fore­cas­tle, and ar­range a hur­ried plan of ac­tion be­fore the mes­sen­ger made his ap­pear­ance, or rather be­fore he put his head out of the com­pan­ion-hatch, for he did not come on deck. From this sta­tion he could not no­tice the ab­sence of Allen, and he ac­cord­ingly bawled out, as if to him, re­peat­ing the or­ders of the mate. Peters cried out, “Ay, ay,” in a dis­guised voice, and the cook im­me­di­ately went be­low, with­out en­ter­tain­ing a sus­pi­cion that all was not right.

			My two com­pan­ions now pro­ceeded boldly aft and down into the cabin, Peters clos­ing the door af­ter him in the same man­ner he had found it. The mate re­ceived them with feigned cor­dial­ity, and told Au­gus­tus that, since he had be­haved him­self so well of late, he might take up his quar­ters in the cabin and be one of them for the fu­ture. He then poured him out a tum­bler half full of rum, and made him drink it. All this I saw and heard, for I fol­lowed my friends to the cabin as soon as the door was shut, and took up my old point of ob­ser­va­tion. I had brought with me the two pump-han­dles, one of which I se­cured near the com­pan­ion­way, to be ready for use when re­quired.

			I now stead­ied my­self as well as pos­si­ble so as to have a good view of all that was pass­ing within, and en­deav­oured to nerve my­self to the task of de­scend­ing among the mu­ti­neers when Peters should make a sig­nal to me, as agreed upon. Presently he con­trived to turn the con­ver­sa­tion upon the bloody deeds of the mutiny, and by de­grees led the men to talk of the thou­sand su­per­sti­tions which are so uni­ver­sally cur­rent among sea­men. I could not make out all that was said, but I could plainly see the ef­fects of the con­ver­sa­tion in the coun­te­nances of those present. The mate was ev­i­dently much ag­i­tated, and presently, when some­one men­tioned the ter­rific ap­pear­ance of Rogers’ corpse, I thought he was upon the point of swoon­ing. Peters now asked him if he did not think it would be bet­ter to have the body thrown over­board at once as it was too hor­ri­ble a sight to see it floun­der­ing about in the scup­pers. At this the vil­lain ab­so­lutely gasped for breath, and turned his head slowly round upon his com­pan­ions, as if im­plor­ing some­one to go up and per­form the task. No one, how­ever, stirred, and it was quite ev­i­dent that the whole party were wound up to the high­est pitch of ner­vous ex­cite­ment. Peters now made me the sig­nal. I im­me­di­ately threw open the door of the com­pan­ion­way, and, de­scend­ing, with­out ut­ter­ing a syl­la­ble, stood erect in the midst of the party.

			The in­tense ef­fect pro­duced by this sud­den ap­pari­tion is not at all to be won­dered at when the var­i­ous cir­cum­stances are taken into con­sid­er­a­tion. Usu­ally, in cases of a sim­i­lar na­ture, there is left in the mind of the spec­ta­tor some glim­mer­ing of doubt as to the re­al­ity of the vi­sion be­fore his eyes; a de­gree of hope, how­ever fee­ble, that he is the vic­tim of chi­canery, and that the ap­pari­tion is not ac­tu­ally a vis­i­tant from the old world of shad­ows. It is not too much to say that such rem­nants of doubt have been at the bot­tom of al­most ev­ery such vis­i­ta­tion, and that the ap­palling hor­ror which has some­times been brought about, is to be at­trib­uted, even in the cases most in point, and where most suf­fer­ing has been ex­pe­ri­enced, more to a kind of an­tic­i­pa­tive hor­ror, lest the ap­pari­tion might pos­si­bly be real, than to an un­wa­ver­ing be­lief in its re­al­ity. But, in the present in­stance, it will be seen im­me­di­ately, that in the minds of the mu­ti­neers there was not even the shadow of a ba­sis upon which to rest a doubt that the ap­pari­tion of Rogers was in­deed a re­viv­i­fi­ca­tion of his dis­gust­ing corpse, or at least its spir­i­tual im­age. The iso­lated sit­u­a­tion of the brig, with its en­tire in­ac­ces­si­bil­ity on ac­count of the gale, con­fined the ap­par­ently pos­si­ble means of de­cep­tion within such nar­row and def­i­nite lim­its, that they must have thought them­selves en­abled to sur­vey them all at a glance. They had now been at sea twenty-four days, with­out hold­ing more than a speak­ing com­mu­ni­ca­tion with any ves­sel what­ever. The whole of the crew, too—at least all whom they had the most re­mote rea­son for sus­pect­ing to be on board—were as­sem­bled in the cabin, with the ex­cep­tion of Allen, the watch; and his gi­gan­tic stature (he was six feet six inches high) was too fa­mil­iar in their eyes to per­mit the no­tion that he was the ap­pari­tion be­fore them to en­ter their minds even for an in­stant. Add to these con­sid­er­a­tions the awe-in­spir­ing na­ture of the tem­pest, and that of the con­ver­sa­tion brought about by Peters; the deep im­pres­sion which the loath­some­ness of the ac­tual corpse had made in the morn­ing upon the imag­i­na­tions of the men; the ex­cel­lence of the im­i­ta­tion in my per­son, and the un­cer­tain and wa­ver­ing light in which they be­held me, as the glare of the cabin lantern, swing­ing vi­o­lently to and fro, fell du­bi­ously and fit­fully upon my fig­ure, and there will be no rea­son to won­der that the de­cep­tion had even more than the en­tire ef­fect which we had an­tic­i­pated. The mate sprang up from the mat­tress on which he was ly­ing, and, with­out ut­ter­ing a syl­la­ble, fell back, stone dead, upon the cabin floor, and was hurled to the lee­ward like a log by a heavy roll of the brig. Of the re­main­ing seven, there were but three who had at first any de­gree of pres­ence of mind. The four oth­ers sat for some time rooted ap­par­ently to the floor, the most pitiable ob­jects of hor­ror and ut­ter de­spair my eyes ever en­coun­tered. The only op­po­si­tion we ex­pe­ri­enced at all was from the cook, John Hunt, and Richard Parker; but they made but a fee­ble and ir­res­o­lute de­fence. The two for­mer were shot in­stantly by Peters, and I felled Parker with a blow on the head from the pump-han­dle which I had brought with me. In the mean­time, Au­gus­tus seized one of the mus­kets ly­ing on the floor and shot an­other mu­ti­neer Wil­son through the breast. There were now but three re­main­ing; but by this time they had be­come aroused from their lethargy, and per­haps be­gan to see that a de­cep­tion had been prac­tised upon them, for they fought with great res­o­lu­tion and fury, and, but for the im­mense mus­cu­lar strength of Peters, might have ul­ti­mately got the bet­ter of us. Th­ese three men were—Jones, Greely, and Ab­solom Hicks. Jones had thrown Au­gus­tus to the floor, stabbed him in sev­eral places along the right arm, and would no doubt have soon dis­patched him (as nei­ther Peters nor my­self could im­me­di­ately get rid of our own an­tag­o­nists), had it not been for the timely aid of a friend, upon whose as­sis­tance we, surely, had never de­pended. This friend was no other than Tiger. With a low growl, he bounded into the cabin, at a most crit­i­cal mo­ment for Au­gus­tus, and throw­ing him­self upon Jones, pinned him to the floor in an in­stant. My friend, how­ever, was now too much in­jured to ren­der us any aid what­ever, and I was so en­cum­bered with my dis­guise that I could do but lit­tle. The dog would not leave his hold upon the throat of Jones—Peters, nev­er­the­less, was far more than a match for the two men who re­mained, and would, no doubt, have dis­patched them sooner, had it not been for the nar­row space in which he had to act, and the tremen­dous lurches of the ves­sel. Presently he was en­abled to get hold of a heavy stool, sev­eral of which lay about the floor. With this he beat out the brains of Greely as he was in the act of dis­charg­ing a mus­ket at me, and im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward a roll of the brig throw­ing him in con­tact with Hicks, he seized him by the throat, and, by dint of sheer strength, stran­gled him in­stan­ta­neously. Thus, in far less time than I have taken to tell it, we found our­selves mas­ters of the brig.

			The only per­son of our op­po­nents who was left alive was Richard Parker. This man, it will be re­mem­bered, I had knocked down with a blow from the pump-han­dle at the com­mence­ment of the at­tack. He now lay mo­tion­less by the door of the shat­tered state­room; but, upon Peters touch­ing him with his foot, he spoke, and en­treated for mercy. His head was only slightly cut, and oth­er­wise he had re­ceived no in­jury, hav­ing been merely stunned by the blow. He now got up, and, for the present, we se­cured his hands be­hind his back. The dog was still growl­ing over Jones; but, upon ex­am­i­na­tion, we found him com­pletely dead, the blood is­su­ing in a stream from a deep wound in the throat, in­flicted, no doubt, by the sharp teeth of the an­i­mal.

			It was now about one o’clock in the morn­ing, and the wind was still blow­ing tremen­dously. The brig ev­i­dently laboured much more than usual, and it be­came ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that some­thing should be done with a view of eas­ing her in some mea­sure. At al­most ev­ery roll to lee­ward she shipped a sea, sev­eral of which came par­tially down into the cabin dur­ing our scuf­fle, the hatch­way hav­ing been left open by my­self when I de­scended. The en­tire range of bul­warks to lar­board had been swept away, as well as the ca­boose, to­gether with the jolly­boat from the counter. The creak­ing and work­ing of the main­mast, too, gave in­di­ca­tion that it was nearly sprung. To make room for more stowage in the af­ter­hold, the heel of this mast had been stepped be­tween decks (a very rep­re­hen­si­ble prac­tice, oc­ca­sion­ally re­sorted to by ig­no­rant ship­builders), so that it was in im­mi­nent dan­ger of work­ing from its step. But, to crown all our dif­fi­cul­ties, we plummed the well, and found no less than seven feet of wa­ter.

			Leav­ing the bod­ies of the crew ly­ing in the cabin, we got to work im­me­di­ately at the pumps—Parker, of course, be­ing set at lib­erty to as­sist us in the labour. Au­gus­tus’s arm was bound up as well as we could ef­fect it, and he did what he could, but that was not much. How­ever, we found that we could just man­age to keep the leak from gain­ing upon us by hav­ing one pump con­stantly go­ing. As there were only four of us, this was se­vere labour; but we en­deav­oured to keep up our spir­its, and looked anx­iously for day­break, when we hoped to lighten the brig by cut­ting away the main­mast.

			In this man­ner we passed a night of ter­ri­ble anx­i­ety and fa­tigue, and, when the day at length broke, the gale had nei­ther abated in the least, nor were there any signs of its abat­ing. We now dragged the bod­ies on deck and threw them over­board. Our next care was to get rid of the main­mast. The nec­es­sary prepa­ra­tions hav­ing been made, Peters cut away at the mast (hav­ing found axes in the cabin), while the rest of us stood by the stays and lan­yards. As the brig gave a tremen­dous lee-lurch, the word was given to cut away the weather-lan­yards, which be­ing done, the whole mass of wood and rig­ging plunged into the sea, clear of the brig, and with­out do­ing any ma­te­rial in­jury. We now found that the ves­sel did not labour quite as much as be­fore, but our sit­u­a­tion was still ex­ceed­ingly pre­car­i­ous, and in spite of the ut­most ex­er­tions, we could not gain upon the leak with­out the aid of both pumps. The lit­tle as­sis­tance which Au­gus­tus could ren­der us was not re­ally of any im­por­tance. To add to our dis­tress, a heavy sea, strik­ing the brig to the wind­ward, threw her off sev­eral points from the wind, and, be­fore she could re­gain her po­si­tion, an­other broke com­pletely over her, and hurled her full upon her beam-ends. The bal­last now shifted in a mass to lee­ward (the stowage had been knock­ing about per­fectly at ran­dom for some time), and for a few mo­ments we thought noth­ing could save us from cap­siz­ing. Presently, how­ever, we par­tially righted; but the bal­last still re­tain­ing its place to lar­board, we lay so much along that it was use­less to think of work­ing the pumps, which in­deed we could not have done much longer in any case, as our hands were en­tirely raw with the ex­ces­sive labour we had un­der­gone, and were bleed­ing in the most hor­ri­ble man­ner.

			Con­trary to Parker’s ad­vice, we now pro­ceeded to cut away the fore­mast, and at length ac­com­plished it af­ter much dif­fi­culty, ow­ing to the po­si­tion in which we lay. In go­ing over­board the wreck took with it the bowsprit, and left us a com­plete hulk.

			So far we had had rea­son to re­joice in the es­cape of our long­boat, which had re­ceived no dam­age from any of the huge seas which had come on board. But we had not long to con­grat­u­late our­selves; for the fore­mast hav­ing gone, and, of course, the fore­sail with it, by which the brig had been stead­ied, ev­ery sea now made a com­plete breach over us, and in five min­utes our deck was swept from stern to stern, the long­boat and star­board bul­warks torn off, and even the wind­lass shat­tered into frag­ments. It was, in­deed, hardly pos­si­ble for us to be in a more pitiable con­di­tion.

			At noon there seemed to be some slight ap­pear­ance of the gale’s abat­ing, but in this we were sadly dis­ap­pointed, for it only lulled for a few min­utes to blow with re­dou­bled fury. About four in the af­ter­noon it was ut­terly im­pos­si­ble to stand up against the vi­o­lence of the blast; and, as the night closed in upon us, I had not a shadow of hope that the ves­sel would hold to­gether un­til morn­ing.

			By mid­night we had set­tled very deep in the wa­ter, which was now up to the or­lop deck. The rud­der went soon af­ter­ward, the sea which tore it away lift­ing the af­ter por­tion of the brig en­tirely from the wa­ter, against which she thumped in her de­scent with such a con­cus­sion as would be oc­ca­sioned by go­ing ashore. We had all cal­cu­lated that the rud­der would hold its own to the last, as it was un­usu­ally strong, be­ing rigged as I have never seen one rigged ei­ther be­fore or since. Down its main tim­ber there ran a suc­ces­sion of stout iron hooks, and oth­ers in the same man­ner down the stern­post. Through these hooks there ex­tended a very thick wrought-iron rod, the rud­der be­ing thus held to the stern­post and swing­ing freely on the rod. The tremen­dous force of the sea which tore it off may be es­ti­mated by the fact, that the hooks in the stern­post, which ran en­tirely through it, be­ing clinched on the in­side, were drawn ev­ery one of them com­pletely out of the solid wood.

			We had scarcely time to draw breath af­ter the vi­o­lence of this shock, when one of the most tremen­dous waves I had then ever known broke right on board of us, sweep­ing the com­pan­ion­way clear off, burst­ing in the hatch­ways, and fill­ing ev­ery inch of the ves­sel with wa­ter.

		
	
		
			IX

			Luck­ily, just be­fore night, all four of us had lashed our­selves firmly to the frag­ments of the wind­lass, ly­ing in this man­ner as flat upon the deck as pos­si­ble. This pre­cau­tion alone saved us from de­struc­tion. As it was, we were all more or less stunned by the im­mense weight of wa­ter which tum­bled upon us, and which did not roll from above us un­til we were nearly ex­hausted. As soon as I could re­cover breath, I called aloud to my com­pan­ions. Au­gus­tus alone replied, say­ing: “It is all over with us, and may God have mercy upon our souls!” By-and-by both the oth­ers were en­abled to speak, when they ex­horted us to take courage, as there was still hope; it be­ing im­pos­si­ble, from the na­ture of the cargo, that the brig could go down, and there be­ing ev­ery chance that the gale would blow over by the morn­ing. Th­ese words in­spired me with new life; for, strange as it may seem, al­though it was ob­vi­ous that a ves­sel with a cargo of empty oil-casks would not sink, I had been hith­erto so con­fused in mind as to have over­looked this con­sid­er­a­tion al­to­gether; and the dan­ger which I had for some time re­garded as the most im­mi­nent was that of founder­ing. As hope re­vived within me, I made use of ev­ery op­por­tu­nity to strengthen the lash­ings which held me to the re­mains of the wind­lass, and in this oc­cu­pa­tion I soon dis­cov­ered that my com­pan­ions were also busy. The night was as dark as it could pos­si­bly be, and the hor­ri­ble shriek­ing din and con­fu­sion which sur­rounded us it is use­less to at­tempt de­scrib­ing. Our deck lay level with the sea, or rather we were en­cir­cled with a tow­er­ing ridge of foam, a por­tion of which swept over us ev­ery in­stant. It is not too much to say that our heads were not fairly out of the wa­ter more than one sec­ond in three. Although we lay close to­gether, no one of us could see the other, or, in­deed, any por­tion of the brig it­self, upon which we were so tem­pes­tu­ously hurled about. At in­ter­vals we called one to the other, thus en­deav­our­ing to keep alive hope, and ren­der con­so­la­tion and en­cour­age­ment to such of us as stood most in need of it. The fee­ble con­di­tion of Au­gus­tus made him an ob­ject of so­lic­i­tude with us all; and as, from the lac­er­ated con­di­tion of his right arm, it must have been im­pos­si­ble for him to se­cure his lash­ings with any de­gree of firm­ness, we were in mo­men­tary ex­pec­ta­tion of find­ing that he had gone over­board—yet to ren­der him aid was a thing al­to­gether out of the ques­tion. For­tu­nately, his sta­tion was more se­cure than that of any of the rest of us; for the up­per part of his body ly­ing just be­neath a por­tion of the shat­tered wind­lass, the seas, as they tum­bled in upon him, were greatly bro­ken in their vi­o­lence. In any other sit­u­a­tion than this (into which he had been ac­ci­den­tally thrown af­ter hav­ing lashed him­self in a very ex­posed spot) he must in­evitably have per­ished be­fore morn­ing. Owing to the brig’s ly­ing so much along, we were all less li­able to be washed off than oth­er­wise would have been the case. The heel, as I have be­fore stated, was to lar­board, about one half of the deck be­ing con­stantly un­der wa­ter. The seas, there­fore, which struck us to star­board were much bro­ken, by the ves­sel’s side, only reach­ing us in frag­ments as we lay flat on our faces; while those which came from lar­board be­ing what are called back­wa­ter seas, and ob­tain­ing lit­tle hold upon us on ac­count of our pos­ture, had not suf­fi­cient force to drag us from our fas­ten­ings.

			In this fright­ful sit­u­a­tion we lay un­til the day broke so as to show us more fully the hor­rors which sur­rounded us. The brig was a mere log, rolling about at the mercy of ev­ery wave; the gale was upon the in­crease, if any­thing, blow­ing in­deed a com­plete hur­ri­cane, and there ap­peared to us no earthly prospect of de­liv­er­ance. For sev­eral hours we held on in si­lence, ex­pect­ing ev­ery mo­ment that our lash­ings would ei­ther give way, that the re­mains of the wind­lass would go by the board, or that some of the huge seas, which roared in ev­ery di­rec­tion around us and above us, would drive the hulk so far be­neath the wa­ter that we should be drowned be­fore it could re­gain the sur­face. By the mercy of God, how­ever, we were pre­served from these im­mi­nent dan­gers, and about mid­day were cheered by the light of the blessed sun. Shortly af­ter­ward we could per­ceive a sen­si­ble diminu­tion in the force of the wind, when, now for the first time since the lat­ter part of the evening be­fore, Au­gus­tus spoke, ask­ing Peters, who lay clos­est to him, if he thought there was any pos­si­bil­ity of our be­ing saved. As no re­ply was at first made to this ques­tion, we all con­cluded that the hy­brid had been drowned where he lay; but presently, to our great joy, he spoke, al­though very fee­bly, say­ing that he was in great pain, be­ing so cut by the tight­ness of his lash­ings across the stom­ach, that he must ei­ther find means of loos­en­ing them or per­ish, as it was im­pos­si­ble that he could en­dure his mis­ery much longer. This oc­ca­sioned us great dis­tress, as it was al­to­gether use­less to think of aid­ing him in any man­ner while the sea con­tin­ued wash­ing over us as it did. We ex­horted him to bear his suf­fer­ings with for­ti­tude, and promised to seize the first op­por­tu­nity which should of­fer it­self to re­lieve him. He replied that it would soon be too late; that it would be all over with him be­fore we could help him; and then, af­ter moan­ing for some min­utes, lay silent, when we con­cluded that he had per­ished.

			As the evening drew on, the sea had fallen so much that scarcely more than one wave broke over the hulk from wind­ward in the course of five min­utes, and the wind had abated a great deal, al­though still blow­ing a se­vere gale. I had not heard any of my com­pan­ions speak for hours, and now called to Au­gus­tus. He replied, al­though very fee­bly, so that I could not dis­tin­guish what he said. I then spoke to Peters and to Parker, nei­ther of whom re­turned any an­swer.

			Shortly af­ter this pe­riod I fell into a state of par­tial in­sen­si­bil­ity, dur­ing which the most pleas­ing im­ages floated in my imag­i­na­tion; such as green trees, wav­ing mead­ows of ripe grain, pro­ces­sions of danc­ing girls, troops of cav­alry, and other phan­tasies. I now re­mem­ber that, in all which passed be­fore my mind’s eye, mo­tion was a pre­dom­i­nant idea. Thus, I never fan­cied any sta­tion­ary ob­ject, such as a house, a moun­tain, or any­thing of that kind; but wind­mills, ships, large birds, bal­loons, peo­ple on horse­back, car­riages driv­ing fu­ri­ously, and sim­i­lar mov­ing ob­jects, pre­sented them­selves in end­less suc­ces­sion. When I re­cov­ered from this state, the sun was, as near as I could guess, an hour high. I had the great­est dif­fi­culty in bring­ing to rec­ol­lec­tion the var­i­ous cir­cum­stances con­nected with my sit­u­a­tion, and for some time re­mained firmly con­vinced that I was still in the hold of the brig, near the box, and that the body of Parker was that of Tiger.

			When I at length com­pletely came to my senses, I found that the wind blew no more than a mod­er­ate breeze, and that the sea was com­par­a­tively calm; so much so that it only washed over the brig amid­ships. My left arm had bro­ken loose from its lash­ings, and was much cut about the el­bow; my right was en­tirely be­numbed, and the hand and wrist swollen prodi­giously by the pres­sure of the rope, which had worked from the shoul­der down­ward. I was also in great pain from an­other rope which went about my waist, and had been drawn to an in­suf­fer­able de­gree of tight­ness. Look­ing round upon my com­pan­ions, I saw that Peters still lived, al­though a thick line was pulled so forcibly around his loins as to give him the ap­pear­ance of be­ing cut nearly in two; as I stirred, he made a fee­ble mo­tion to me with his hand, point­ing to the rope. Au­gus­tus gave no in­di­ca­tion of life what­ever, and was bent nearly dou­ble across a splin­ter of the wind­lass. Parker spoke to me when he saw me mov­ing, and asked me if I had not suf­fi­cient strength to re­lease him from his sit­u­a­tion, say­ing that if I would sum­mon up what spir­its I could, and con­trive to un­tie him, we might yet save our lives; but that oth­er­wise we must all per­ish. I told him to take courage, and I would en­deavor to free him. Feel­ing in my pan­taloons’ pocket, I got hold of my penknife, and, af­ter sev­eral in­ef­fec­tual at­tempts, at length suc­ceeded in open­ing it. I then, with my left hand, man­aged to free my right from its fas­ten­ings, and af­ter­ward cut the other ropes which held me. Upon at­tempt­ing, how­ever, to move from my po­si­tion, I found that my legs failed me al­to­gether, and that I could not get up; nei­ther could I move my right arm in any di­rec­tion. Upon men­tion­ing this to Parker, he ad­vised me to lie quiet for a few min­utes, hold­ing on to the wind­lass with my left hand, so as to al­low time for the blood to cir­cu­late. Do­ing this, the numb­ness presently be­gan to die away so that I could move first one of my legs, and then the other, and, shortly af­ter­ward I re­gained the par­tial use of my right arm. I now crawled with great cau­tion to­ward Parker, with­out get­ting on my legs, and soon cut loose all the lash­ings about him, when, af­ter a short de­lay, he also re­cov­ered the par­tial use of his limbs. We now lost no time in get­ting loose the rope from Peters. It had cut a deep gash through the waist­band of his woollen pan­taloons, and through two shirts, and made its way into his groin, from which the blood flowed out co­pi­ously as we re­moved the cordage. No sooner had we re­moved it, how­ever, than he spoke, and seemed to ex­pe­ri­ence in­stant re­lief—be­ing able to move with much greater ease than ei­ther Parker or my­self—this was no doubt ow­ing to the dis­charge of blood.

			We had lit­tle hopes that Au­gus­tus would re­cover, as he evinced no signs of life; but, upon get­ting to him, we dis­cov­ered that he had merely swooned from the loss of blood, the ban­dages we had placed around his wounded arm hav­ing been torn off by the wa­ter; none of the ropes which held him to the wind­lass were drawn suf­fi­ciently tight to oc­ca­sion his death. Hav­ing re­lieved him from the fas­ten­ings, and got him clear of the bro­ken wood about the wind­lass, we se­cured him in a dry place to wind­ward, with his head some­what lower than his body, and all three of us bus­ied our­selves in chaf­ing his limbs. In about half an hour he came to him­self, al­though it was not un­til the next morn­ing that he gave signs of rec­og­niz­ing any of us, or had suf­fi­cient strength to speak. By the time we had thus got clear of our lash­ings it was quite dark, and it be­gan to cloud up, so that we were again in the great­est agony lest it should come on to blow hard, in which event noth­ing could have saved us from per­ish­ing, ex­hausted as we were. By good for­tune it con­tin­ued very mod­er­ate dur­ing the night, the sea sub­sid­ing ev­ery minute, which gave us great hopes of ul­ti­mate preser­va­tion. A gen­tle breeze still blew from the N. W., but the weather was not at all cold. Au­gus­tus was lashed care­fully to wind­ward in such a man­ner as to pre­vent him from slip­ping over­board with the rolls of the ves­sel, as he was still too weak to hold on at all. For our­selves there was no such ne­ces­sity. We sat close to­gether, sup­port­ing each other with the aid of the bro­ken ropes about the wind­lass, and de­vis­ing meth­ods of es­cape from our fright­ful sit­u­a­tion. We de­rived much com­fort from tak­ing off our clothes and wring­ing the wa­ter from them. When we put them on af­ter this, they felt re­mark­ably warm and pleas­ant, and served to in­vig­o­rate us in no lit­tle de­gree. We helped Au­gus­tus off with his, and wrung them for him, when he ex­pe­ri­enced the same com­fort.

			Our chief suf­fer­ings were now those of hunger and thirst, and when we looked for­ward to the means of re­lief in this re­spect, our hearts sunk within us, and we were in­duced to re­gret that we had es­caped the less dread­ful per­ils of the sea. We en­deav­oured, how­ever, to con­sole our­selves with the hope of be­ing speed­ily picked up by some ves­sel and en­cour­aged each other to bear with for­ti­tude the evils that might hap­pen.

			The morn­ing of the four­teenth at length dawned, and the weather still con­tin­ued clear and pleas­ant, with a steady but very light breeze from the N. W. The sea was now quite smooth, and as, from some cause which we could not de­ter­mine, the brig did not lie so much along as she had done be­fore, the deck was com­par­a­tively dry, and we could move about with free­dom. We had now been bet­ter than three en­tire days and nights with­out ei­ther food or drink, and it be­came ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that we should make an at­tempt to get up some­thing from be­low. As the brig was com­pletely full of wa­ter, we went to this work de­spon­dently, and with but lit­tle ex­pec­ta­tion of be­ing able to ob­tain any­thing. We made a kind of drag by driv­ing some nails which we broke out from the re­mains of the com­pan­ion-hatch into two pieces of wood. Ty­ing these across each other, and fas­ten­ing them to the end of a rope, we threw them into the cabin, and dragged them to and fro, in the faint hope of be­ing thus able to en­tan­gle some ar­ti­cle which might be of use to us for food, or which might at least ren­der us as­sis­tance in get­ting it. We spent the greater part of the morn­ing in this labour with­out ef­fect, fish­ing up noth­ing more than a few bed­clothes, which were read­ily caught by the nails. In­deed, our con­trivance was so very clumsy that any greater suc­cess was hardly to be an­tic­i­pated.

			We now tried the fore­cas­tle, but equally in vain, and were upon the brink of de­spair, when Peters pro­posed that we should fas­ten a rope to his body, and let him make an at­tempt to get up some­thing by div­ing into the cabin. This propo­si­tion we hailed with all the de­light which re­viv­ing hope could in­spire. He pro­ceeded im­me­di­ately to strip off his clothes with the ex­cep­tion of his pan­taloons; and a strong rope was then care­fully fas­tened around his mid­dle, be­ing brought up over his shoul­ders in such a man­ner that there was no pos­si­bil­ity of its slip­ping. The un­der­tak­ing was one of great dif­fi­culty and dan­ger; for, as we could hardly ex­pect to find much, if any, pro­vi­sion in the cabin it­self, it was nec­es­sary that the diver, af­ter let­ting him­self down, should make a turn to the right, and pro­ceed un­der wa­ter a dis­tance of ten or twelve feet, in a nar­row pas­sage, to the store­room, and re­turn, with­out draw­ing breath.

			Every­thing be­ing ready, Peters now de­scended in the cabin, go­ing down the com­pan­ion-lad­der un­til the wa­ter reached his chin. He then plunged in, head first, turn­ing to the right as he plunged, and en­deav­our­ing to make his way to the store­room. In this first at­tempt, how­ever, he was al­to­gether un­suc­cess­ful. In less than half a minute af­ter his go­ing down we felt the rope jerked vi­o­lently (the sig­nal we had agreed upon when he de­sired to be drawn up). We ac­cord­ingly drew him up in­stantly, but so in­cau­tiously as to bruise him badly against the lad­der. He had brought noth­ing with him, and had been un­able to pen­e­trate more than a very lit­tle way into the pas­sage, ow­ing to the con­stant ex­er­tions he found it nec­es­sary to make in or­der to keep him­self from float­ing up against the deck. Upon get­ting out he was very much ex­hausted, and had to rest full fif­teen min­utes be­fore he could again ven­ture to de­scend.

			The sec­ond at­tempt met with even worse suc­cess; for he re­mained so long un­der wa­ter with­out giv­ing the sig­nal, that, be­com­ing alarmed for his safety, we drew him out with­out it, and found that he was al­most at the last gasp, hav­ing, as he said, re­peat­edly jerked at the rope with­out our feel­ing it. This was prob­a­bly ow­ing to a por­tion of it hav­ing be­come en­tan­gled in the balustrade at the foot of the lad­der. This balustrade was, in­deed, so much in the way, that we de­ter­mined to re­move it, if pos­si­ble, be­fore pro­ceed­ing with our de­sign. As we had no means of get­ting it away ex­cept by main force, we all de­scended into the wa­ter as far as we could on the lad­der, and giv­ing a pull against it with our united strength, suc­ceeded in break­ing it down.

			The third at­tempt was equally un­suc­cess­ful with the two first, and it now be­came ev­i­dent that noth­ing could be done in this man­ner with­out the aid of some weight with which the diver might steady him­self, and keep to the floor of the cabin while mak­ing his search. For a long time we looked about in vain for some­thing which might an­swer this pur­pose; but at length, to our great joy, we dis­cov­ered one of the weather-forechains so loose that we had not the least dif­fi­culty in wrench­ing it off. Hav­ing fas­tened this se­curely to one of his an­kles, Peters now made his fourth de­scent into the cabin, and this time suc­ceeded in mak­ing his way to the door of the stew­ard’s room. To his in­ex­press­ible grief, how­ever, he found it locked, and was obliged to re­turn with­out ef­fect­ing an en­trance, as, with the great­est ex­er­tion, he could re­main un­der wa­ter not more, at the ut­most ex­tent, than a sin­gle minute. Our af­fairs now looked gloomy in­deed, and nei­ther Au­gus­tus nor my­self could re­frain from burst­ing into tears, as we thought of the host of dif­fi­cul­ties which en­com­passed us, and the slight prob­a­bil­ity which ex­isted of our fi­nally mak­ing an es­cape. But this weak­ness was not of long du­ra­tion. Throw­ing our­selves on our knees to God, we im­plored His aid in the many dan­gers which be­set us; and arose with re­newed hope and vigor to think what could yet be done by mor­tal means to­ward ac­com­plish­ing our de­liv­er­ance.

		
	
		
			X

			Shortly af­ter­ward an in­ci­dent oc­curred which I am in­duced to look upon as more in­tensely pro­duc­tive of emo­tion, as far more re­plete with the ex­tremes first of de­light and then of hor­ror, than even any of the thou­sand chances which af­ter­ward be­fell me in nine long years, crowded with events of the most star­tling and, in many cases, of the most un­con­ceived and un­con­ceiv­able char­ac­ter. We were ly­ing on the deck near the com­pan­ion­way, and de­bat­ing the pos­si­bil­ity of yet mak­ing our way into the store­room, when, look­ing to­ward Au­gus­tus, who lay fronting my­self, I per­ceived that he had be­come all at once deadly pale, and that his lips were quiv­er­ing in the most sin­gu­lar and un­ac­count­able man­ner. Greatly alarmed, I spoke to him, but he made me no re­ply, and I was be­gin­ning to think that he was sud­denly taken ill, when I took no­tice of his eyes, which were glar­ing ap­par­ently at some ob­ject be­hind me. I turned my head, and shall never for­get the ec­static joy which thrilled through ev­ery par­ti­cle of my frame, when I per­ceived a large brig bear­ing down upon us, and not more than a cou­ple of miles off. I sprung to my feet as if a mus­ket bul­let had sud­denly struck me to the heart; and, stretch­ing out my arms in the di­rec­tion of the ves­sel, stood in this man­ner, mo­tion­less, and un­able to ar­tic­u­late a syl­la­ble. Peters and Parker were equally af­fected, al­though in dif­fer­ent ways. The for­mer danced about the deck like a mad­man, ut­ter­ing the most ex­trav­a­gant rhodomon­tades, in­ter­min­gled with howls and im­pre­ca­tions, while the lat­ter burst into tears, and con­tin­ued for many min­utes weep­ing like a child.

			The ves­sel in sight was a large her­maph­ro­dite brig, of a Dutch build, and painted black, with a tawdry gilt fig­ure­head. She had ev­i­dently seen a good deal of rough weather, and, we sup­posed, had suf­fered much in the gale which had proved so dis­as­trous to our­selves; for her fore­top­mast was gone, and some of her star­board bul­warks. When we first saw her, she was, as I have al­ready said, about two miles off and to wind­ward, bear­ing down upon us. The breeze was very gen­tle, and what as­ton­ished us chiefly was, that she had no other sails set than her fore­mast and main­sail, with a fly­ing jib—of course she came down but slowly, and our im­pa­tience amounted nearly to phrensy. The awk­ward man­ner in which she steered, too, was re­marked by all of us, even ex­cited as we were. She yawed about so con­sid­er­ably, that once or twice we thought it im­pos­si­ble she could see us, or imag­ined that, hav­ing seen us, and dis­cov­ered no per­son on board, she was about to tack and make off in an­other di­rec­tion. Upon each of these oc­ca­sions we screamed and shouted at the top of our voices, when the stranger would ap­pear to change for a mo­ment her in­ten­tion, and again hold on to­ward us—this sin­gu­lar con­duct be­ing re­peated two or three times, so that at last we could think of no other man­ner of ac­count­ing for it than by sup­pos­ing the helms­man to be in liquor.

			No per­son was seen upon her decks un­til she ar­rived within about a quar­ter of a mile of us. We then saw three sea­men, whom by their dress we took to be Hol­lan­ders. Two of these were ly­ing on some old sails near the fore­cas­tle, and the third, who ap­peared to be look­ing at us with great cu­rios­ity, was lean­ing over the star­board bow near the bowsprit. This last was a stout and tall man, with a very dark skin. He seemed by his man­ner to be en­cour­ag­ing us to have pa­tience, nod­ding to us in a cheer­ful al­though rather odd way, and smil­ing con­stantly, so as to dis­play a set of the most bril­liantly white teeth. As his ves­sel drew nearer, we saw a red flan­nel cap which he had on fall from his head into the wa­ter; but of this he took lit­tle or no no­tice, con­tin­u­ing his odd smiles and ges­tic­u­la­tions. I re­late these things and cir­cum­stances minutely, and I re­late them, it must be un­der­stood, pre­cisely as they ap­peared to us.

			The brig came on slowly, and now more steadily than be­fore, and—I can­not speak calmly of this event—our hearts leaped up wildly within us, and we poured out our whole souls in shouts and thanks­giv­ing to God for the com­plete, un­ex­pected, and glo­ri­ous de­liv­er­ance that was so pal­pa­bly at hand. Of a sud­den, and all at once, there came wafted over the ocean from the strange ves­sel (which was now close upon us) a smell, a stench, such as the whole world has no name for—no con­cep­tion of—hellish—ut­terly suf­fo­cat­ing—in­suf­fer­able, in­con­ceiv­able. I gasped for breath, and turn­ing to my com­pan­ions, per­ceived that they were paler than mar­ble. But we had now no time left for ques­tion or sur­mise—the brig was within fifty feet of us, and it seemed to be her in­ten­tion to run un­der our counter, that we might board her with­out putting out a boat. We rushed aft, when, sud­denly, a wide yaw threw her off full five or six points from the course she had been run­ning, and, as she passed un­der our stern at the dis­tance of about twenty feet, we had a full view of her decks. Shall I ever for­get the triple hor­ror of that spec­ta­cle? Twenty-five or thirty hu­man bod­ies, among whom were sev­eral fe­males, lay scat­tered about be­tween the counter and the gal­ley in the last and most loath­some state of pu­tre­fac­tion. We plainly saw that not a soul lived in that fated ves­sel! Yet we could not help shout­ing to the dead for help! Yes, long and loudly did we beg, in the agony of the mo­ment, that those silent and dis­gust­ing im­ages would stay for us, would not aban­don us to be­come like them, would re­ceive us among their goodly com­pany! We were rav­ing with hor­ror and de­spair—thor­oughly mad through the an­guish of our griev­ous dis­ap­point­ment.

			As our first loud yell of ter­ror broke forth, it was replied to by some­thing, from near the bowsprit of the stranger, so closely re­sem­bling the scream of a hu­man voice that the nicest ear might have been star­tled and de­ceived. At this in­stant an­other sud­den yaw brought the re­gion of the fore­cas­tle for a mo­ment into view, and we be­held at once the ori­gin of the sound. We saw the tall stout fig­ure still lean­ing on the bul­wark, and still nod­ding his head to and fro, but his face was now turned from us so that we could not be­hold it. His arms were ex­tended over the rail, and the palms of his hands fell out­ward. His knees were lodged upon a stout rope, tightly stretched, and reach­ing from the heel of the bowsprit to a cat­head. On his back, from which a por­tion of the shirt had been torn, leav­ing it bare, there sat a huge seag­ull, busily gorg­ing it­self with the hor­ri­ble flesh, its bill and talons deep buried, and its white plumage spat­tered all over with blood. As the brig moved far­ther round so as to bring us close in view, the bird, with much ap­par­ent dif­fi­culty, drew out its crim­soned head, and, af­ter eye­ing us for a mo­ment as if stu­pe­fied, arose lazily from the body upon which it had been feast­ing, and, fly­ing di­rectly above our deck, hov­ered there a while with a por­tion of clot­ted and liver-like sub­stance in its beak. The hor­rid morsel dropped at length with a sullen splash im­me­di­ately at the feet of Parker. May God for­give me, but now, for the first time, there flashed through my mind a thought, a thought which I will not men­tion, and I felt my­self mak­ing a step to­ward the en­san­guined spot. I looked up­ward, and the eyes of Au­gus­tus met my own with a de­gree of in­tense and ea­ger mean­ing which im­me­di­ately brought me to my senses. I sprang for­ward quickly, and, with a deep shud­der, threw the fright­ful thing into the sea.

			The body from which it had been taken, rest­ing as it did upon the rope, had been eas­ily swayed to and fro by the ex­er­tions of the car­niv­o­rous bird, and it was this mo­tion which had at first im­pressed us with the be­lief of its be­ing alive. As the gull re­lieved it of its weight, it swung round and fell par­tially over, so that the face was fully dis­cov­ered. Never, surely, was any ob­ject so ter­ri­bly full of awe! The eyes were gone, and the whole flesh around the mouth, leav­ing the teeth ut­terly naked. This, then, was the smile which had cheered us on to hope! this the—but I for­bear. The brig, as I have al­ready told, passed un­der our stern, and made its way slowly but steadily to lee­ward. With her and with her ter­ri­ble crew went all our gay vi­sions of de­liv­er­ance and joy. De­lib­er­ately as she went by, we might pos­si­bly have found means of board­ing her, had not our sud­den dis­ap­point­ment and the ap­palling na­ture of the dis­cov­ery which ac­com­pa­nied it laid en­tirely pros­trate ev­ery ac­tive fac­ulty of mind and body. We had seen and felt, but we could nei­ther think nor act, un­til, alas! too late. How much our in­tel­lects had been weak­ened by this in­ci­dent may be es­ti­mated by the fact, that when the ves­sel had pro­ceeded so far that we could per­ceive no more than the half of her hull, the propo­si­tion was se­ri­ously en­ter­tained of at­tempt­ing to over­take her by swim­ming!

			I have, since this pe­riod, vainly en­deav­oured to ob­tain some clue to the hideous un­cer­tainty which en­veloped the fate of the stranger. Her build and gen­eral ap­pear­ance, as I have be­fore stated, led us to the be­lief that she was a Dutch trader, and the dresses of the crew also sus­tained this opin­ion. We might have eas­ily seen the name upon her stern, and, in­deed, taken other ob­ser­va­tions, which would have guided us in mak­ing out her char­ac­ter; but the in­tense ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment blinded us to ev­ery­thing of that na­ture. From the saf­fron-like hue of such of the corpses as were not en­tirely de­cayed, we con­cluded that the whole of her com­pany had per­ished by the yel­low fever, or some other vir­u­lent dis­ease of the same fear­ful kind. If such were the case (and I know not what else to imag­ine), death, to judge from the po­si­tions of the bod­ies, must have come upon them in a man­ner aw­fully sud­den and over­whelm­ing, in a way to­tally dis­tinct from that which gen­er­ally char­ac­ter­izes even the most deadly pesti­lences with which mankind are ac­quainted. It is pos­si­ble, in­deed, that poi­son, ac­ci­den­tally in­tro­duced into some of their sea-stores, may have brought about the dis­as­ter, or that the eat­ing of some un­known ven­omous species of fish, or other ma­rine an­i­mal, or oceanic bird, might have in­duced it—but it is ut­terly use­less to form con­jec­tures where all is in­volved, and will, no doubt, re­main for­ever in­volved, in the most ap­palling and un­fath­omable mys­tery.

		
	
		
			XI

			We spent the re­main­der of the day in a con­di­tion of stupid lethargy, gaz­ing af­ter the re­treat­ing ves­sel un­til the dark­ness, hid­ing her from our sight, re­called us in some mea­sure to our senses. The pangs of hunger and thirst then re­turned, ab­sorb­ing all other cares and con­sid­er­a­tions. Noth­ing, how­ever, could be done un­til the morn­ing, and, se­cur­ing our­selves as well as pos­si­ble, we en­deav­oured to snatch a lit­tle re­pose. In this I suc­ceeded be­yond my ex­pec­ta­tions, sleep­ing un­til my com­pan­ions, who had not been so for­tu­nate, aroused me at day­break to re­new our at­tempts at get­ting up pro­vi­sions from the hull.

			It was now a dead calm, with the sea as smooth as have ever known it—the weather warm and pleas­ant. The brig was out of sight. We com­menced our op­er­a­tions by wrench­ing off, with some trou­ble, an­other of the forechains; and hav­ing fas­tened both to Peters’ feet, he again made an en­deav­our to reach the door of the store­room, think­ing it pos­si­ble that he might be able to force it open, pro­vided he could get at it in suf­fi­cient time; and this he hoped to do, as the hulk lay much more steadily than be­fore.

			He suc­ceeded very quickly in reach­ing the door, when, loos­en­ing one of the chains from his an­kle, he made ev­ery ex­er­tion to force the pas­sage with it, but in vain, the frame­work of the room be­ing far stronger than was an­tic­i­pated. He was quite ex­hausted with his long stay un­der wa­ter, and it be­came ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that some other one of us should take his place. For this ser­vice Parker im­me­di­ately vol­un­teered; but, af­ter mak­ing three in­ef­fec­tual ef­forts, found that he could never even suc­ceed in get­ting near the door. The con­di­tion of Au­gus­tus’s wounded arm ren­dered it use­less for him to at­tempt go­ing down, as he would be un­able to force the room open should he reach it, and it ac­cord­ingly now de­volved upon me to ex­ert my­self for our com­mon de­liv­er­ance.

			Peters had left one of the chains in the pas­sage, and I found, upon plung­ing in, that I had not suf­fi­cient bal­ance to keep me firmly down. I de­ter­mined, there­fore, to at­tempt no more, in my first ef­fort, than merely to re­cover the other chain. In grop­ing along the floor of the pas­sage for this, I felt a hard sub­stance, which I im­me­di­ately grasped, not hav­ing time to as­cer­tain what it was, but re­turn­ing and as­cend­ing in­stantly to the sur­face. The prize proved to be a bot­tle, and our joy may be con­ceived when I say that it was found to be full of port wine. Giv­ing thanks to God for this timely and cheer­ing as­sis­tance, we im­me­di­ately drew the cork with my penknife, and, each tak­ing a mod­er­ate sup, felt the most in­de­scrib­able com­fort from the warmth, strength, and spir­its with which it in­spired us. We then care­fully recorked the bot­tle, and, by means of a hand­ker­chief, swung it in such a man­ner that there was no pos­si­bil­ity of its get­ting bro­ken.

			Hav­ing rested a while af­ter this for­tu­nate dis­cov­ery, I again de­scended, and now re­cov­ered the chain, with which I in­stantly came up. I then fas­tened it on and went down for the third time, when I be­came fully sat­is­fied that no ex­er­tions what­ever, in that sit­u­a­tion, would en­able me to force open the door of the store­room. I there­fore re­turned in de­spair.

			There seemed now to be no longer any room for hope, and I could per­ceive in the coun­te­nances of my com­pan­ions that they had made up their minds to per­ish. The wine had ev­i­dently pro­duced in them a species of delir­ium, which, per­haps, I had been pre­vented from feel­ing by the im­mer­sion I had un­der­gone since drink­ing it. They talked in­co­her­ently, and about mat­ters un­con­nected with our con­di­tion, Peters re­peat­edly ask­ing me ques­tions about Nan­tucket. Au­gus­tus, too, I re­mem­ber, ap­proached me with a se­ri­ous air, and re­quested me to lend him a pocket-comb, as his hair was full of fish-scales, and he wished to get them out be­fore go­ing on shore. Parker ap­peared some­what less af­fected, and urged me to dive at ran­dom into the cabin, and bring up any ar­ti­cle which might come to hand. To this I con­sented, and, in the first at­tempt, af­ter stay­ing un­der a full minute, brought up a small leather trunk be­long­ing to Cap­tain Barnard. This was im­me­di­ately opened in the faint hope that it might con­tain some­thing to eat or drink. We found noth­ing, how­ever, ex­cept a box of ra­zors and two linen shirts. I now went down again, and re­turned with­out any suc­cess. As my head came above wa­ter I heard a crash on deck, and, upon get­ting up, saw that my com­pan­ions had un­grate­fully taken ad­van­tage of my ab­sence to drink the re­main­der of the wine, hav­ing let the bot­tle fall in the en­deav­our to re­place it be­fore I saw them. I re­mon­strated with them on the heart­less­ness of their con­duct, when Au­gus­tus burst into tears. The other two en­deav­oured to laugh the mat­ter off as a joke, but I hope never again to be­hold laugh­ter of such a species: the dis­tor­tion of coun­te­nance was ab­so­lutely fright­ful. In­deed, it was ap­par­ent that the stim­u­lus, in the empty state of their stom­achs, had taken in­stant and vi­o­lent ef­fect, and that they were all ex­ceed­ingly in­tox­i­cated. With great dif­fi­culty I pre­vailed upon them to lie down, when they fell very soon into a heavy slum­ber, ac­com­pa­nied with loud ster­torous breath­ing.

			I now found my­self, as it were, alone in the brig, and my re­flec­tions, to be sure, were of the most fear­ful and gloomy na­ture. No prospect of­fered it­self to my view but a lin­ger­ing death by famine, or, at the best, by be­ing over­whelmed in the first gale which should spring up, for in our present ex­hausted con­di­tion we could have no hope of liv­ing through an­other.

			The gnaw­ing hunger which I now ex­pe­ri­enced was nearly in­sup­port­able, and I felt my­self ca­pa­ble of go­ing to any lengths in or­der to ap­pease it. With my knife I cut off a small por­tion of the leather trunk, and en­deav­oured to eat it, but found it ut­terly im­pos­si­ble to swal­low a sin­gle morsel, al­though I fan­cied that some lit­tle al­le­vi­a­tion of my suf­fer­ing was ob­tained by chew­ing small pieces of it and spit­ting them out. Toward night my com­pan­ions awoke, one by one, each in an in­de­scrib­able state of weak­ness and hor­ror, brought on by the wine, whose fumes had now evap­o­rated. They shook as if with a vi­o­lent ague, and ut­tered the most lam­en­ta­ble cries for wa­ter. Their con­di­tion af­fected me in the most lively de­gree, at the same time caus­ing me to re­joice in the for­tu­nate train of cir­cum­stances which had pre­vented me from in­dulging in the wine, and con­se­quently from shar­ing their melan­choly and most dis­tress­ing sen­sa­tions. Their con­duct, how­ever, gave me great un­easi­ness and alarm; for it was ev­i­dent that, un­less some favourable change took place, they could af­ford me no as­sis­tance in pro­vid­ing for our com­mon safety. I had not yet aban­doned all idea be­ing able to get up some­thing from be­low; but the at­tempt could not pos­si­bly be re­sumed un­til some one of them was suf­fi­ciently mas­ter of him­self to aid me by hold­ing the end of the rope while I went down. Parker ap­peared to be some­what more in pos­ses­sion of his senses than the oth­ers, and I en­deav­oured, by ev­ery means in my power, to rouse him. Think­ing that a plunge in the sea­wa­ter might have a ben­e­fi­cial ef­fect, I con­trived to fas­ten the end of a rope around his body, and then, lead­ing him to the com­pan­ion­way (he re­main­ing quite pas­sive all the while), pushed him in, and im­me­di­ately drew him out. I had good rea­son to con­grat­u­late my­self upon hav­ing made this ex­per­i­ment; for he ap­peared much re­vived and in­vig­o­rated, and, upon get­ting out, asked me, in a ra­tio­nal man­ner, why I had so served him. Hav­ing ex­plained my ob­ject, he ex­pressed him­self in­debted to me, and said that he felt greatly bet­ter from the im­mer­sion, af­ter­ward con­vers­ing sen­si­bly upon our sit­u­a­tion. We then re­solved to treat Au­gus­tus and Peters in the same way, which we im­me­di­ately did, when they both ex­pe­ri­enced much ben­e­fit from the shock. This idea of sud­den im­mer­sion had been sug­gested to me by read­ing in some med­i­cal work the good ef­fect of the shower-bath in a case where the pa­tient was suf­fer­ing from ma­nia a potu.

			Find­ing that I could now trust my com­pan­ions to hold the end of the rope, I again made three or four plunges into the cabin, al­though it was now quite dark, and a gen­tle but long swell from the north­ward ren­dered the hulk some­what un­steady. In the course of these at­tempts I suc­ceeded in bring­ing up two case-knives, a three-gal­lon jug, empty, and a blan­ket, but noth­ing which could serve us for food. I con­tin­ued my ef­forts, af­ter get­ting these ar­ti­cles, un­til I was com­pletely ex­hausted, but brought up noth­ing else. Dur­ing the night Parker and Peters oc­cu­pied them­selves by turns in the same man­ner; but noth­ing com­ing to hand, we now gave up this at­tempt in de­spair, con­clud­ing that we were ex­haust­ing our­selves in vain.

			We passed the re­main­der of this night in a state of the most in­tense men­tal and bod­ily an­guish that can pos­si­bly be imag­ined. The morn­ing of the six­teenth at length dawned, and we looked ea­gerly around the hori­zon for re­lief, but to no pur­pose. The sea was still smooth, with only a long swell from the north­ward, as on yes­ter­day. This was the sixth day since we had tasted ei­ther food or drink, with the ex­cep­tion of the bot­tle of port wine, and it was clear that we could hold out but a very lit­tle while longer un­less some­thing could be ob­tained. I never saw be­fore, nor wish to see again, hu­man be­ings so ut­terly ema­ci­ated as Peters and Au­gus­tus. Had I met them on shore in their present con­di­tion I should not have had the slight­est sus­pi­cion that I had ever be­held them. Their coun­te­nances were to­tally changed in char­ac­ter, so that I could not bring my­self to be­lieve them re­ally the same in­di­vid­u­als with whom I had been in com­pany but a few days be­fore. Parker, al­though sadly re­duced, and so fee­ble that he could not raise his head from his bo­som, was not so far gone as the other two. He suf­fered with great pa­tience, mak­ing no com­plaint, and en­deav­our­ing to in­spire us with hope in ev­ery man­ner he could de­vise. For my­self, al­though at the com­mence­ment of the voy­age I had been in bad health, and was at all times of a del­i­cate con­sti­tu­tion, I suf­fered less than any of us, be­ing much less re­duced in frame, and re­tain­ing my pow­ers of mind in a sur­pris­ing de­gree, while the rest were com­pletely pros­trated in in­tel­lect, and seemed to be brought to a species of sec­ond child­hood, gen­er­ally sim­per­ing in their ex­pres­sions, with id­i­otic smiles, and ut­ter­ing the most ab­surd plat­i­tudes. At in­ter­vals, how­ever, they would ap­pear to re­vive sud­denly, as if in­spired all at once with a con­scious­ness of their con­di­tion, when they would spring upon their feet in a mo­men­tary flash of vigour, and speak, for a short pe­riod, of their prospects, in a man­ner al­to­gether ra­tio­nal, al­though full of the most in­tense de­spair. It is pos­si­ble, how­ever, that my com­pan­ions may have en­ter­tained the same opin­ion of their own con­di­tion as I did of mine, and that I may have un­wit­tingly been guilty of the same ex­trav­a­gances and im­be­cil­i­ties as them­selves—this is a mat­ter which can­not be de­ter­mined.

			About noon Parker de­clared that he saw land off the lar­board quar­ter, and it was with the ut­most dif­fi­culty I could re­strain him from plung­ing into the sea with the view of swim­ming to­ward it. Peters and Au­gus­tus took lit­tle no­tice of what he said, be­ing ap­par­ently wrapped up in moody con­tem­pla­tion. Upon look­ing in the di­rec­tion pointed out, I could not per­ceive the faintest ap­pear­ance of the shore—in­deed, I was too well aware that we were far from any land to in­dulge in a hope of that na­ture. It was a long time, nev­er­the­less, be­fore I could con­vince Parker of his mis­take. He then burst into a flood of tears, weep­ing like a child, with loud cries and sobs, for two or three hours, when be­com­ing ex­hausted, he fell asleep.

			Peters and Au­gus­tus now made sev­eral in­ef­fec­tual ef­forts to swal­low por­tions of the leather. I ad­vised them to chew it and spit it out; but they were too ex­ces­sively de­bil­i­tated to be able to fol­low my ad­vice. I con­tin­ued to chew pieces of it at in­ter­vals, and found some re­lief from so do­ing; my chief dis­tress was for wa­ter, and I was only pre­vented from tak­ing a draught from the sea by re­mem­ber­ing the hor­ri­ble con­se­quences which thus have re­sulted to oth­ers who were sim­i­larly sit­u­ated with our­selves.

			The day wore on in this man­ner, when I sud­denly dis­cov­ered a sail to the east­ward, and on our lar­board bow. She ap­peared to be a large ship, and was com­ing nearly athwart us, be­ing prob­a­bly twelve or fif­teen miles dis­tant. None of my com­pan­ions had as yet dis­cov­ered her, and I for­bore to tell them of her for the present, lest we might again be dis­ap­pointed of re­lief. At length upon her get­ting nearer, I saw dis­tinctly that she was head­ing im­me­di­ately for us, with her light sails filled. I could now con­tain my­self no longer, and pointed her out to my fel­low-suf­fer­ers. They im­me­di­ately sprang to their feet, again in­dulging in the most ex­trav­a­gant demon­stra­tions of joy, weep­ing, laugh­ing in an id­i­otic man­ner, jump­ing, stamp­ing upon the deck, tear­ing their hair, and pray­ing and curs­ing by turns. I was so af­fected by their con­duct, as well as by what I con­sid­ered a sure prospect of de­liv­er­ance, that I could not re­frain from join­ing in with their mad­ness, and gave way to the im­pulses of my grat­i­tude and ec­stasy by ly­ing and rolling on the deck, clap­ping my hands, shout­ing, and other sim­i­lar acts, un­til I was sud­denly called to my rec­ol­lec­tion, and once more to the ex­treme hu­man mis­ery and de­spair, by per­ceiv­ing the ship all at once with her stern fully pre­sented to­ward us, and steer­ing in a di­rec­tion nearly op­po­site to that in which I had at first per­ceived her.

			It was some time be­fore I could in­duce my poor com­pan­ions to be­lieve that this sad re­verse in our prospects had ac­tu­ally taken place. They replied to all my as­ser­tions with a stare and a ges­ture im­ply­ing that they were not to be de­ceived by such mis­rep­re­sen­ta­tions. The con­duct of Au­gus­tus most sen­si­bly af­fected me. In spite of all I could say or do to the con­trary, he per­sisted in say­ing that the ship was rapidly near­ing us, and in mak­ing prepa­ra­tions to go on board of her. Some sea­weed float­ing by the brig, he main­tained that it was the ship’s boat, and en­deav­oured to throw him­self upon it, howl­ing and shriek­ing in the most heartrend­ing man­ner, when I forcibly re­strained him from thus cast­ing him­self into the sea.

			Hav­ing be­come in some de­gree paci­fied, we con­tin­ued to watch the ship un­til we fi­nally lost sight of her, the weather be­com­ing hazy, with a light breeze spring­ing up. As soon as she was en­tirely gone, Parker turned sud­denly to­ward me with an ex­pres­sion of coun­te­nance which made me shud­der. There was about him an air of self-pos­ses­sion which I had not no­ticed in him un­til now, and be­fore he opened his lips my heart told me what he would say. He pro­posed, in a few words, that one of us should die to pre­serve the ex­is­tence of the oth­ers.

		
	
		
			XII

			I had for some time past, dwelt upon the prospect of our be­ing re­duced to this last hor­ri­ble ex­trem­ity, and had se­cretly made up my mind to suf­fer death in any shape or un­der any cir­cum­stances rather than re­sort to such a course. Nor was this res­o­lu­tion in any de­gree weak­ened by the present in­ten­sity of hunger un­der which I laboured. The propo­si­tion had not been heard by ei­ther Peters or Au­gus­tus. I there­fore took Parker aside; and men­tally pray­ing to God for power to dis­suade him from the hor­ri­ble pur­pose he en­ter­tained, I ex­pos­tu­lated with him for a long time, and in the most sup­pli­cat­ing man­ner, beg­ging him in the name of ev­ery­thing which he held sa­cred, and urg­ing him by ev­ery species of ar­gu­ment which the ex­trem­ity of the case sug­gested, to aban­don the idea, and not to men­tion it to ei­ther of the other two.

			He heard all I said with­out at­tempt­ing to con­tro­vert any of my ar­gu­ments, and I had be­gun to hope that he would be pre­vailed upon to do as I de­sired. But when I had ceased speak­ing, he said that he knew very well all I had said was true, and that to re­sort to such a course was the most hor­ri­ble al­ter­na­tive which could en­ter into the mind of man; but that he had now held out as long as hu­man na­ture could be sus­tained; that it was un­nec­es­sary for all to per­ish, when, by the death of one, it was pos­si­ble, and even prob­a­ble, that the rest might be fi­nally pre­served; adding that I might save my­self the trou­ble of try­ing to turn him from his pur­pose, his mind hav­ing been thor­oughly made up on the sub­ject even be­fore the ap­pear­ance of the ship, and that only her heav­ing in sight had pre­vented him from men­tion­ing his in­ten­tion at an ear­lier pe­riod.

			I now begged him, if he would not be pre­vailed upon to aban­don his de­sign, at least to de­fer it for an­other day, when some ves­sel might come to our re­lief; again re­it­er­at­ing ev­ery ar­gu­ment I could de­vise, and which I thought likely to have in­flu­ence with one of his rough na­ture. He said, in re­ply, that he had not spo­ken un­til the very last pos­si­ble mo­ment, that he could ex­ist no longer with­out sus­te­nance of some kind, and that there­fore in an­other day his sug­ges­tion would be too late, as re­garded him­self at least.

			Find­ing that he was not to be moved by any­thing I could say in a mild tone, I now as­sumed a dif­fer­ent de­meanor, and told him that he must be aware I had suf­fered less than any of us from our calami­ties; that my health and strength, con­se­quently, were at that mo­ment far bet­ter than his own, or than that ei­ther of Peters or Au­gus­tus; in short, that I was in a con­di­tion to have my own way by force if I found it nec­es­sary; and that if he at­tempted in any man­ner to ac­quaint the oth­ers with his bloody and can­ni­bal de­signs, I would not hes­i­tate to throw him into the sea. Upon this he im­me­di­ately seized me by the throat, and draw­ing a knife, made sev­eral in­ef­fec­tual ef­forts to stab me in the stom­ach; an atroc­ity which his ex­ces­sive de­bil­ity alone pre­vented him from ac­com­plish­ing. In the mean­time, be­ing roused to a high pitch of anger, I forced him to the ves­sel’s side, with the full in­ten­tion of throw­ing him over­board. He was saved from his fate, how­ever, by the in­ter­fer­ence of Peters, who now ap­proached and sep­a­rated us, ask­ing the cause of the dis­tur­bance. This Parker told be­fore I could find means in any man­ner to pre­vent him.

			The ef­fect of his words was even more ter­ri­ble than what I had an­tic­i­pated. Both Au­gus­tus and Peters, who, it seems, had long se­cretly en­ter­tained the same fear­ful idea which Parker had been merely the first to broach, joined with him in his de­sign and in­sisted upon its im­me­di­ately be­ing car­ried into ef­fect. I had cal­cu­lated that one at least of the two for­mer would be found still pos­sessed of suf­fi­cient strength of mind to side with my­self in re­sist­ing any at­tempt to ex­e­cute so dread­ful a pur­pose, and, with the aid of ei­ther one of them, I had no fear of be­ing able to pre­vent its ac­com­plish­ment. Be­ing dis­ap­pointed in this ex­pec­ta­tion, it be­came ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that I should at­tend to my own safety, as a fur­ther re­sis­tance on my part might pos­si­bly be con­sid­ered by men in their fright­ful con­di­tion a suf­fi­cient ex­cuse for re­fus­ing me fair play in the tragedy that I knew would speed­ily be en­acted.

			I now told them I was will­ing to sub­mit to the pro­posal, merely re­quest­ing a de­lay of about one hour, in or­der that the fog which had gath­ered around us might have an op­por­tu­nity of lift­ing, when it was pos­si­ble that the ship we had seen might be again in sight. After great dif­fi­culty I ob­tained from them a prom­ise to wait thus long; and, as I had an­tic­i­pated (a breeze rapidly com­ing in), the fog lifted be­fore the hour had ex­pired, when, no ves­sel ap­pear­ing in sight, we pre­pared to draw lots.

			It is with ex­treme re­luc­tance that I dwell upon the ap­palling scene which en­sued; a scene which, with its mi­nut­est de­tails, no af­ter events have been able to ef­face in the slight­est de­gree from my mem­ory, and whose stern rec­ol­lec­tion will em­bit­ter ev­ery fu­ture mo­ment of my ex­is­tence. Let me run over this por­tion of my nar­ra­tive with as much haste as the na­ture of the events to be spo­ken of will per­mit. The only method we could de­vise for the ter­rific lot­tery, in which we were to take each a chance, was that of draw­ing straws. Small splin­ters of wood were made to an­swer our pur­pose, and it was agreed that I should be the holder. I re­tired to one end of the hulk, while my poor com­pan­ions silently took up their sta­tion in the other with their backs turned to­ward me. The bit­ter­est anx­i­ety which I en­dured at any pe­riod of this fear­ful drama was while I oc­cu­pied my­self in the ar­range­ment of the lots. There are few con­di­tions into which man can pos­si­bly fall where he will not feel a deep in­ter­est in the preser­va­tion of his ex­is­tence; an in­ter­est mo­men­tar­ily in­creas­ing with the frail­ness of the ten­ure by which that ex­is­tence may be held. But now that the silent, def­i­nite, and stern na­ture of the busi­ness in which I was en­gaged (so dif­fer­ent from the tu­mul­tuous dan­gers of the storm or the grad­u­ally ap­proach­ing hor­rors of famine) al­lowed me to re­flect on the few chances I had of es­cap­ing the most ap­palling of deaths—a death for the most ap­palling of pur­poses—ev­ery par­ti­cle of that en­ergy which had so long buoyed me up de­parted like feath­ers be­fore the wind, leav­ing me a help­less prey to the most ab­ject and pitiable ter­ror. I could not, at first, even sum­mon up suf­fi­cient strength to tear and fit to­gether the small splin­ters of wood, my fin­gers ab­so­lutely re­fus­ing their of­fice, and my knees knock­ing vi­o­lently against each other. My mind ran over rapidly a thou­sand ab­surd projects by which to avoid be­com­ing a part­ner in the aw­ful spec­u­la­tion. I thought of fall­ing on my knees to my com­pan­ions, and en­treat­ing them to let me es­cape this ne­ces­sity; of sud­denly rush­ing upon them, and, by putting one of them to death, of ren­der­ing the de­ci­sion by lot use­less—in short, of ev­ery­thing but of go­ing through with the mat­ter I had in hand. At last, af­ter wast­ing a long time in this im­be­cile con­duct, I was re­called to my senses by the voice of Parker, who urged me to re­lieve them at once from the ter­ri­ble anx­i­ety they were en­dur­ing. Even then I could not bring my­self to ar­range the splin­ters upon the spot, but thought over ev­ery species of fi­nesse by which I could trick some one of my fel­low-suf­fer­ers to draw the short straw, as it had been agreed that who­ever drew the short­est of four splin­ters from my hand was to die for the preser­va­tion of the rest. Be­fore any­one con­demn me for this ap­par­ent heart­less­ness, let him be placed in a sit­u­a­tion pre­cisely sim­i­lar to my own.

			At length de­lay was no longer pos­si­ble, and, with a heart al­most burst­ing from my bo­som, I ad­vanced to the re­gion of the fore­cas­tle, where my com­pan­ions were await­ing me. I held out my hand with the splin­ters, and Peters im­me­di­ately drew. He was free—his, at least, was not the short­est; and there was now an­other chance against my es­cape. I sum­moned up all my strength, and passed the lots to Au­gus­tus. He also drew im­me­di­ately, and he also was free; and now, whether I should live or die, the chances were no more than pre­cisely even. At this mo­ment all the fierce­ness of the tiger pos­sessed my bo­som, and I felt to­ward my poor fel­low-crea­ture, Parker, the most in­tense, the most di­a­bol­i­cal ha­tred. But the feel­ing did not last; and, at length, with a con­vul­sive shud­der and closed eyes, I held out the two re­main­ing splin­ters to­ward him. It was fully five min­utes be­fore he could sum­mon res­o­lu­tion to draw, dur­ing which pe­riod of heartrend­ing sus­pense I never once opened my eyes. Presently one of the two lots was quickly drawn from my hand. The de­ci­sion was then over, yet I knew not whether it was for me or against me. No one spoke, and still I dared not sat­isfy my­self by look­ing at the splin­ter I held. Peters at length took me by the hand, and I forced my­self to look up, when I im­me­di­ately saw by the coun­te­nance of Parker that I was safe, and that he it was who had been doomed to suf­fer. Gasp­ing for breath, I fell sense­less to the deck.

			I re­cov­ered from my swoon in time to be­hold the con­sum­ma­tion of the tragedy in the death of him who had been chiefly in­stru­men­tal in bring­ing it about. He made no re­sis­tance what­ever, and was stabbed in the back by Peters, when he fell in­stantly dead. I must not dwell upon the fear­ful repast which im­me­di­ately en­sued. Such things may be imag­ined, but words have no power to im­press the mind with the ex­quis­ite hor­ror of their re­al­ity. Let it suf­fice to say that, hav­ing in some mea­sure ap­peased the rag­ing thirst which con­sumed us by the blood of the vic­tim, and hav­ing by com­mon con­sent taken off the hands, feet, and head, throw­ing them to­gether with the en­trails, into the sea, we de­voured the rest of the body, piece­meal, dur­ing the four ever mem­o­rable days of the sev­en­teenth, eigh­teenth, nine­teenth, and twen­ti­eth of the month.

			On the nine­teenth, there com­ing on a smart shower which lasted fif­teen or twenty min­utes, we con­trived to catch some wa­ter by means of a sheet which had been fished up from the cabin by our drag just af­ter the gale. The quan­tity we took in all did not amount to more than half a gal­lon; but even this scanty al­lowance sup­plied us with com­par­a­tive strength and hope.

			On the twenty-first we were again re­duced to the last ne­ces­sity. The weather still re­mained warm and pleas­ant, with oc­ca­sional fogs and light breezes, most usu­ally from N. to W.

			On the twenty-sec­ond, as we were sit­ting close hud­dled to­gether, gloomily re­volv­ing over our lam­en­ta­ble con­di­tion, there flashed through my mind all at once an idea which in­spired me with a bright gleam of hope. I re­mem­bered that, when the fore­mast had been cut away, Peters, be­ing in the wind­ward chains, passed one of the axes into my hand, re­quest­ing me to put it, if pos­si­ble, in a place of se­cu­rity, and that a few min­utes be­fore the last heavy sea struck the brig and filled her I had taken this axe into the fore­cas­tle and laid it in one of the lar­board berths. I now thought it pos­si­ble that, by get­ting at this axe, we might cut through the deck over the store­room, and thus read­ily sup­ply our­selves with pro­vi­sions.

			When I com­mu­ni­cated this ob­ject to my com­pan­ions, they ut­tered a fee­ble shout of joy, and we all pro­ceeded forth­with to the fore­cas­tle. The dif­fi­culty of de­scend­ing here was greater than that of go­ing down in the cabin, the open­ing be­ing much smaller, for it will be re­mem­bered that the whole frame­work about the cabin com­pan­ion-hatch had been car­ried away, whereas the fore­cas­tle-way, be­ing a sim­ple hatch of only about three feet square, had re­mained un­in­jured. I did not hes­i­tate, how­ever, to at­tempt the de­scent; and a rope be­ing fas­tened round my body as be­fore, I plunged boldly in, feet fore­most, made my way quickly to the berth, and at the first at­tempt brought up the axe. It was hailed with the most ec­static joy and tri­umph, and the ease with which it had been ob­tained was re­garded as an omen of our ul­ti­mate preser­va­tion.

			We now com­menced cut­ting at the deck with all the en­ergy of rekin­dled hope, Peters and my­self tak­ing the axe by turns, Au­gus­tus’s wounded arm not per­mit­ting him to aid us in any de­gree. As we were still so fee­ble as to be scarcely able to stand un­sup­ported, and could con­se­quently work but a minute or two with­out rest­ing, it soon be­came ev­i­dent that many long hours would be nec­es­sary to ac­com­plish our task—that is, to cut an open­ing suf­fi­ciently large to ad­mit of a free ac­cess to the store­room. This con­sid­er­a­tion, how­ever, did not dis­cour­age us; and, work­ing all night by the light of the moon, we suc­ceeded in ef­fect­ing our pur­pose by day­break on the morn­ing of the twenty-third.

			Peters now vol­un­teered to go down; and, hav­ing made all ar­range­ments as be­fore, he de­scended, and soon re­turned bring­ing up with him a small jar, which, to our great joy, proved to be full of olives. Hav­ing shared these among us, and de­voured them with the great­est avid­ity, we pro­ceeded to let him down again. This time he suc­ceeded be­yond our ut­most ex­pec­ta­tions, re­turn­ing in­stantly with a large ham and a bot­tle of Madeira wine. Of the lat­ter we each took a mod­er­ate sup, hav­ing learned by ex­pe­ri­ence the per­ni­cious con­se­quences of in­dulging too freely. The ham, ex­cept about two pounds near the bone, was not in a con­di­tion to be eaten, hav­ing been en­tirely spoiled by the salt wa­ter. The sound part was di­vided among us. Peters and Au­gus­tus, not be­ing able to re­strain their ap­petite, swal­lowed theirs upon the in­stant; but I was more cau­tious, and ate but a small por­tion of mine, dread­ing the thirst which I knew would en­sue. We now rested a while from our labors, which had been in­tol­er­a­bly se­vere.

			By noon, feel­ing some­what strength­ened and re­freshed, we again re­newed our at­tempt at get­ting up pro­vi­sions, Peters and my­self go­ing down al­ter­nately, and al­ways with more or less suc­cess, un­til sun­down. Dur­ing this in­ter­val we had the good for­tune to bring up, al­to­gether, four more small jars of olives, an­other ham, a car­boy con­tain­ing nearly three gal­lons of ex­cel­lent Cape Madeira wine, and, what gave us still more de­light, a small tor­toise of the Gal­li­pago breed, sev­eral of which had been taken on board by Cap­tain Barnard, as the Gram­pus was leav­ing port, from the schooner Mary Pitts, just re­turned from a seal­ing voy­age in the Pa­cific.

			In a sub­se­quent por­tion of this nar­ra­tive I shall have fre­quent oc­ca­sion to men­tion this species of tor­toise. It is found prin­ci­pally, as most of my read­ers may know, in the group of is­lands called the Gal­li­pa­gos, which, in­deed, de­rive their name from the an­i­mal—the Span­ish word Gal­li­pago mean­ing a fresh­wa­ter ter­rapin. From the pe­cu­liar­ity of their shape and ac­tion they have been some­times called the ele­phant tor­toise. They are fre­quently found of an enor­mous size. I have my­self seen sev­eral which would weigh from twelve to fif­teen hun­dred pounds, al­though I do not re­mem­ber that any nav­i­ga­tor speaks of hav­ing seen them weigh­ing more than eight hun­dred. Their ap­pear­ance is sin­gu­lar, and even dis­gust­ing. Their steps are very slow, mea­sured, and heavy, their bod­ies be­ing car­ried about a foot from the ground. Their neck is long, and ex­ceed­ingly slen­der, from eigh­teen inches to two feet is a very com­mon length, and I killed one, where the dis­tance from the shoul­der to the ex­trem­ity of the head was no less than three feet ten inches. The head has a strik­ing re­sem­blance to that of a ser­pent. They can ex­ist with­out food for an al­most in­cred­i­ble length of time, in­stances hav­ing been known where they have been thrown into the hold of a ves­sel and lain two years with­out nour­ish­ment of any kind—be­ing as fat, and, in ev­ery re­spect, in as good or­der at the ex­pi­ra­tion of the time as when they were first put in. In one par­tic­u­lar these ex­tra­or­di­nary an­i­mals bear a re­sem­blance to the drom­e­dary, or camel of the desert. In a bag at the root of the neck they carry with them a con­stant sup­ply of wa­ter. In some in­stances, upon killing them af­ter a full year’s de­pri­va­tion of all nour­ish­ment, as much as three gal­lons of per­fectly sweet and fresh wa­ter have been found in their bags. Their food is chiefly wild pars­ley and cel­ery, with purslain, sea-kelp, and prickly pears, upon which lat­ter veg­etable they thrive won­der­fully, a great quan­tity of it be­ing usu­ally found on the hill­sides near the shore wher­ever the an­i­mal it­self is dis­cov­ered. They are ex­cel­lent and highly nu­tri­tious food, and have, no doubt, been the means of pre­serv­ing the lives of thou­sands of sea­men em­ployed in the whale-fish­ery and other pur­suits in the Pa­cific.

			The one which we had the good for­tune to bring up from the store­room was not of a large size, weigh­ing prob­a­bly sixty-five or sev­enty pounds. It was a fe­male, and in ex­cel­lent con­di­tion, be­ing ex­ceed­ingly fat, and hav­ing more than a quart of limpid and sweet wa­ter in its bag. This was in­deed a trea­sure; and, fall­ing on our knees with one ac­cord, we re­turned fer­vent thanks to God for so sea­son­able a re­lief.

			We had great dif­fi­culty in get­ting the an­i­mal up through the open­ing, as its strug­gles were fierce and its strength prodi­gious. It was upon the point of mak­ing its es­cape from Peter’s grasp, and slip­ping back into the wa­ter, when Au­gus­tus, throw­ing a rope with a slip­knot around its throat, held it up in this man­ner un­til I jumped into the hole by the side of Peters, and as­sisted him in lift­ing it out.

			The wa­ter we drew care­fully from the bag into the jug; which, it will be re­mem­bered, had been brought up be­fore from the cabin. Hav­ing done this, we broke off the neck of a bot­tle so as to form, with the cork, a kind of glass, hold­ing not quite half a gill. We then each drank one of these mea­sures full, and re­solved to limit our­selves to this quan­tity per day as long as it should hold out.

			Dur­ing the last two or three days, the weather hav­ing been dry and pleas­ant, the bed­ding we had ob­tained from the cabin, as well as our cloth­ing, had be­come thor­oughly dry, so that we passed this night (that of the twenty-third) in com­par­a­tive com­fort, en­joy­ing a tran­quil re­pose, af­ter hav­ing supped plen­ti­fully on olives and ham, with a small al­lowance of the wine. Be­ing afraid of los­ing some of our stores over­board dur­ing the night, in the event of a breeze spring­ing up, we se­cured them as well as pos­si­ble with cordage to the frag­ments of the wind­lass. Our tor­toise, which we were anx­ious to pre­serve alive as long as we could, we threw on its back, and oth­er­wise care­fully fas­tened.

		
	
		
			XIII

			July 24. This morn­ing saw us won­der­fully re­cruited in spir­its and strength. Notwith­stand­ing the per­ilous sit­u­a­tion in which we were still placed, ig­no­rant of our po­si­tion, al­though cer­tainly at a great dis­tance from land, with­out more food than would last us for a fort­night even with great care, al­most en­tirely with­out wa­ter, and float­ing about at the mercy of ev­ery wind and wave on the mer­est wreck in the world, still the in­fin­itely more ter­ri­ble dis­tresses and dan­gers from which we had so lately and so prov­i­den­tially been de­liv­ered caused us to re­gard what we now en­dured as but lit­tle more than an or­di­nary evil—so strictly com­par­a­tive is ei­ther good or ill.

			At sun­rise we were pre­par­ing to re­new our at­tempts at get­ting up some­thing from the store­room, when, a smart shower com­ing on, with some light­ning, we turn our at­ten­tion to the catch­ing of wa­ter by means of the sheet we had used be­fore for this pur­pose. We had no other means of col­lect­ing the rain than by hold­ing the sheet spread out with one of the forechain-plates in the mid­dle of it. The wa­ter, thus con­ducted to the cen­ter, was drained through into our jug. We had nearly filled it in this man­ner, when, a heavy squall com­ing on from the north­ward, obliged us to de­sist, as the hulk be­gan once more to roll so vi­o­lently that we could no longer keep our feet. We now went for­ward, and, lash­ing our­selves se­curely to the rem­nant of the wind­lass as be­fore, awaited the event with far more calm­ness than could have been an­tic­i­pated or would have been imag­ined pos­si­ble un­der the cir­cum­stances. At noon the wind had fresh­ened into a two-reef breeze, and by night into a stiff gale, ac­com­pa­nied with a tremen­dously heavy swell. Ex­pe­ri­ence hav­ing taught us, how­ever, the best method of ar­rang­ing our lash­ings, we weath­ered this dreary night in tol­er­a­ble se­cu­rity, al­though thor­oughly drenched at al­most ev­ery in­stant by the sea, and in mo­men­tary dread of be­ing washed off. For­tu­nately, the weather was so warm as to ren­der the wa­ter rather grate­ful than oth­er­wise.

			July 25. This morn­ing the gale had di­min­ished to a mere ten-knot breeze, and the sea had gone down with it so con­sid­er­ably that we were able to keep our­selves dry upon the deck. To our great grief, how­ever, we found that two jars of our olives, as well as the whole of our ham, had been washed over­board, in spite of the care­ful man­ner in which they had been fas­tened. We de­ter­mined not to kill the tor­toise as yet, and con­tented our­selves for the present with a break­fast on a few of the olives, and a mea­sure of wa­ter each, which lat­ter we mixed half and half, with wine, find­ing great re­lief and strength from the mix­ture, with­out the dis­tress­ing in­tox­i­ca­tion which had en­sued upon drink­ing the port. The sea was still far too rough for the re­newal of our ef­forts at get­ting up pro­vi­sion from the store­room. Sev­eral ar­ti­cles, of no im­por­tance to us in our present sit­u­a­tion, floated up through the open­ing dur­ing the day, and were im­me­di­ately washed over­board. We also now ob­served that the hulk lay more along than ever, so that we could not stand an in­stant with­out lash­ing our­selves. On this ac­count we passed a gloomy and un­com­fort­able day. At noon the sun ap­peared to be nearly ver­ti­cal, and we had no doubt that we had been driven down by the long suc­ces­sion of north­ward and north­west­erly winds into the near vicin­ity of the equa­tor. Toward evening we saw sev­eral sharks, and were some­what alarmed by the au­da­cious man­ner in which an enor­mously large one ap­proached us. At one time, a lurch throw­ing the deck very far be­neath the wa­ter, the mon­ster ac­tu­ally swam in upon us, floun­der­ing for some mo­ments just over the com­pan­ion-hatch, and strik­ing Peters vi­o­lently with his tail. A heavy sea at length hurled him over­board, much to our re­lief. In mod­er­ate weather we might have eas­ily cap­tured him.

			July 26. This morn­ing, the wind hav­ing greatly abated, and the sea not be­ing very rough, we de­ter­mined to re­new our ex­er­tions in the store­room. After a great deal of hard la­bor dur­ing the whole day, we found that noth­ing fur­ther was to be ex­pected from this quar­ter, the par­ti­tions of the room hav­ing been stove dur­ing the night, and its con­tents swept into the hold. This dis­cov­ery, as may be sup­posed, filled us with de­spair.

			July 27. The sea nearly smooth, with a light wind, and still from the north­ward and west­ward. The sun com­ing out hotly in the af­ter­noon, we oc­cu­pied our­selves in dry­ing our clothes. Found great re­lief from thirst, and much com­fort oth­er­wise, by bathing in the sea; in this, how­ever, we were forced to use great cau­tion, be­ing afraid of sharks, sev­eral of which were seen swim­ming around the brig dur­ing the day.

			July 28. Good weather still. The brig now be­gan to lie along so alarm­ingly that we feared she would even­tu­ally roll bot­tom up. Pre­pared our­selves as well as we could for this emer­gency, lash­ing our tor­toise, wa­ter­jug, and two re­main­ing jars of olives as far as pos­si­ble over to the wind­ward, plac­ing them out­side the hull be­low the main-chains. The sea very smooth all day, with lit­tle or no wind.

			July 29. A con­tin­u­ance of the same weather. Au­gus­tus’s wounded arm be­gan to evince symp­toms of mor­ti­fi­ca­tion. He com­plained of drowsi­ness and ex­ces­sive thirst, but no acute pain. Noth­ing could be done for his re­lief be­yond rub­bing his wounds with a lit­tle of the vine­gar from the olives, and from this no ben­e­fit seemed to be ex­pe­ri­enced. We did ev­ery­thing in our power for his com­fort, and tre­bled his al­lowance of wa­ter.

			July 30. An ex­ces­sively hot day, with no wind. An enor­mous shark kept close by the hulk dur­ing the whole of the forenoon. We made sev­eral un­suc­cess­ful at­tempts to cap­ture him by means of a noose. Au­gus­tus much worse, and ev­i­dently sink­ing as much from want of proper nour­ish­ment as from the ef­fect of his wounds. He con­stantly prayed to be re­lieved from his suf­fer­ings, wish­ing for noth­ing but death. This evening we ate the last of our olives, and found the wa­ter in our jug so pu­trid that we could not swal­low it at all with­out the ad­di­tion of wine. Deter­mined to kill our tor­toise in the morn­ing.

			July 31. After a night of ex­ces­sive anx­i­ety and fa­tigue, ow­ing to the po­si­tion of the hulk, we set about killing and cut­ting up our tor­toise. He proved to be much smaller than we had sup­posed, al­though in good con­di­tion—the whole meat about him not amount­ing to more than ten pounds. With a view of pre­serv­ing a por­tion of this as long as pos­si­ble, we cut it into fine pieces, and filled with them our three re­main­ing olive jars and the wine-bot­tle (all of which had been kept), pour­ing in af­ter­ward the vine­gar from the olives. In this man­ner we put away about three pounds of the tor­toise, in­tend­ing not to touch it un­til we had con­sumed the rest. We con­cluded to re­strict our­selves to about four ounces of the meat per day; the whole would thus last us thir­teen days. A brisk shower, with se­vere thun­der and light­ning, came on about dusk, but lasted so short a time that we only suc­ceeded in catch­ing about half a pint of wa­ter. The whole of this, by com­mon con­sent, was given to Au­gus­tus, who now ap­peared to be in the last ex­trem­ity. He drank the wa­ter from the sheet as we caught it (we hold­ing it above him as he lay so as to let it run into his mouth), for we had now noth­ing left ca­pa­ble of hold­ing wa­ter, un­less we had cho­sen to empty out our wine from the car­boy, or the stale wa­ter from the jug. Either of these ex­pe­di­ents would have been re­sorted to had the shower lasted.

			The suf­ferer seemed to de­rive but lit­tle ben­e­fit from the draught. His arm was com­pletely black from the wrist to the shoul­der, and his feet were like ice. We ex­pected ev­ery mo­ment to see him breathe his last. He was fright­fully ema­ci­ated; so much so that, al­though he weighed a hun­dred and twenty-seven pounds upon his leav­ing Nan­tucket, he now did not weigh more than forty or fifty at the far­thest. His eyes were sunk far in his head, be­ing scarcely per­cep­ti­ble, and the skin of his cheeks hung so loosely as to pre­vent his mas­ti­cat­ing any food, or even swal­low­ing any liq­uid, with­out great dif­fi­culty.

			Au­gust 1. A con­tin­u­ance of the same calm weather, with an op­pres­sively hot sun. Suf­fered ex­ceed­ingly from thirst, the wa­ter in the jug be­ing ab­so­lutely pu­trid and swarm­ing with ver­min. We con­trived, nev­er­the­less, to swal­low a por­tion of it by mix­ing it with wine; our thirst, how­ever, was but lit­tle abated. We found more re­lief by bathing in the sea, but could not avail our­selves of this ex­pe­di­ent ex­cept at long in­ter­vals, on ac­count of the con­tin­ual pres­ence of sharks. We now saw clearly that Au­gus­tus could not be saved; that he was ev­i­dently dy­ing. We could do noth­ing to re­lieve his suf­fer­ings, which ap­peared to be great. About twelve o’clock he ex­pired in strong con­vul­sions, and with­out hav­ing spo­ken for sev­eral hours. His death filled us with the most gloomy fore­bod­ings, and had so great an ef­fect upon our spir­its that we sat mo­tion­less by the corpse dur­ing the whole day, and never ad­dressed each other ex­cept in a whis­per. It was not un­til some time af­ter dark that we took courage to get up and throw the body over­board. It was then loath­some be­yond ex­pres­sion, and so far de­cayed that, as Peters at­tempted to lift it, an en­tire leg came off in his grasp. As the mass of pu­tre­fac­tion slipped over the ves­sel’s side into the wa­ter, the glare of phos­phoric light with which it was sur­rounded plainly dis­cov­ered to us seven or eight large sharks, the clash­ing of whose hor­ri­ble teeth, as their prey was torn to pieces among them, might have been heard at the dis­tance of a mile. We shrunk within our­selves in the ex­trem­ity of hor­ror at the sound.

			Au­gust 2. The same fear­fully calm and hot weather. The dawn found us in a state of pitiable de­jec­tion as well as bod­ily ex­haus­tion. The wa­ter in the jug was now ab­so­lutely use­less, be­ing a thick gelati­nous mass; noth­ing but fright­ful-look­ing worms min­gled with slime. We threw it out, and washed the jug well in the sea, af­ter­ward pour­ing a lit­tle vine­gar in it from our bot­tles of pick­led tor­toise. Our thirst could now scarcely be en­dured, and we tried in vain to re­lieve it by wine, which seemed only to add fuel to the flame, and ex­cited us to a high de­gree of in­tox­i­ca­tion. We af­ter­ward en­deav­oured to re­lieve our suf­fer­ings by mix­ing the wine with sea­wa­ter; but this in­stantly brought about the most vi­o­lent retch­ings, so that we never again at­tempted it. Dur­ing the whole day we anx­iously sought an op­por­tu­nity of bathing, but to no pur­pose; for the hulk was now en­tirely be­sieged on all sides with sharks—no doubt the iden­ti­cal mon­sters who had de­voured our poor com­pan­ion on the evening be­fore, and who were in mo­men­tary ex­pec­ta­tion of an­other sim­i­lar feast. This cir­cum­stance oc­ca­sioned us the most bit­ter re­gret and filled us with the most de­press­ing and melan­choly fore­bod­ings. We had ex­pe­ri­enced in­de­scrib­able re­lief in bathing, and to have this re­source cut off in so fright­ful a man­ner was more than we could bear. Nor, in­deed, were we al­to­gether free from the ap­pre­hen­sion of im­me­di­ate dan­ger, for the least slip or false move­ment would have thrown us at once within reach of those vo­ra­cious fish, who fre­quently thrust them­selves di­rectly upon us, swim­ming up to lee­ward. No shouts or ex­er­tions on our part seemed to alarm them. Even when one of the largest was struck with an axe by Peters and much wounded, he per­sisted in his at­tempts to push in where we were. A cloud came up at dusk, but, to our ex­treme an­guish, passed over with­out dis­charg­ing it­self. It is quite im­pos­si­ble to con­ceive our suf­fer­ings from thirst at this pe­riod. We passed a sleep­less night, both on this ac­count and through dread of the sharks.

			Au­gust 3. No prospect of re­lief, and the brig ly­ing still more and more along, so that now we could not main­tain a foot­ing upon deck at all. Busied our­selves in se­cur­ing our wine and tor­toise-meat, so that we might not lose them in the event of our rolling over. Got out two stout spikes from the forechains, and, by means of the axe, drove them into the hull to wind­ward within a cou­ple of feet of the wa­ter, this not be­ing very far from the keel, as we were nearly upon our beam-ends. To these spikes we now lashed our pro­vi­sions, as be­ing more se­cure than their for­mer po­si­tion be­neath the chains. Suf­fered great agony from thirst dur­ing the whole day—no chance of bathing on ac­count of the sharks, which never left us for a mo­ment. Found it im­pos­si­ble to sleep.

			Au­gust 4. A lit­tle be­fore day­break we per­ceived that the hulk was heel­ing over, and aroused our­selves to pre­vent be­ing thrown off by the move­ment. At first the roll was slow and grad­ual, and we con­trived to clam­ber over to wind­ward very well, hav­ing taken the pre­cau­tion to leave ropes hang­ing from the spikes we had driven in for the pro­vi­sion. But we had not cal­cu­lated suf­fi­ciently upon the ac­cel­er­a­tion of the im­pe­tus; for, presently the heel be­came too vi­o­lent to al­low of our keep­ing pace with it; and, be­fore ei­ther of us knew what was to hap­pen, we found our­selves hurled fu­ri­ously into the sea, and strug­gling sev­eral fath­oms be­neath the sur­face, with the huge hull im­me­di­ately above us.

			In go­ing un­der the wa­ter I had been obliged to let go my hold upon the rope; and find­ing that I was com­pletely be­neath the ves­sel, and my strength nearly ex­hausted, I scarcely made a strug­gle for life, and re­signed my­self, in a few sec­onds, to die. But here again I was de­ceived, not hav­ing taken into con­sid­er­a­tion the nat­u­ral re­bound of the hull to wind­ward. The whirl of the wa­ter up­ward, which the ves­sel oc­ca­sioned in rolling par­tially back, brought me to the sur­face still more vi­o­lently than I had been plunged be­neath. Upon com­ing up I found my­self about twenty yards from the hulk, as near as I could judge. She was ly­ing keel up, rock­ing fu­ri­ously from side to side, and the sea in all di­rec­tions around was much ag­i­tated, and full of strong whirlpools. I could see noth­ing of Peters. An oil-cask was float­ing within a few feet of me, and var­i­ous other ar­ti­cles from the brig were scat­tered about.

			My prin­ci­pal ter­ror was now on ac­count of the sharks, which I knew to be in my vicin­ity. In or­der to de­ter these, if pos­si­ble, from ap­proach­ing me, I splashed the wa­ter vig­or­ously with both hands and feet as I swam to­wards the hulk, cre­at­ing a body of foam. I have no doubt that to this ex­pe­di­ent, sim­ple as it was, I was in­debted for my preser­va­tion; for the sea all round the brig, just be­fore her rolling over, was so crowded with these mon­sters, that I must have been, and re­ally was, in ac­tual con­tact with some of them dur­ing my progress. By great good for­tune, how­ever, I reached the side of the ves­sel in safety, al­though so ut­terly weak­ened by the vi­o­lent ex­er­tion I had used that I should never have been able to get upon it but for the timely as­sis­tance of Peters, who, now, to my great joy, made his ap­pear­ance (hav­ing scram­bled up to the keel from the op­po­site side of the hull), and threw me the end of a rope—one of those which had been at­tached to the spikes.

			Hav­ing barely es­caped this dan­ger, our at­ten­tion was now di­rected to the dread­ful im­mi­nency of an­other—that of ab­so­lute star­va­tion. Our whole stock of pro­vi­sion had been swept over­board in spite of all our care in se­cur­ing it; and see­ing no longer the re­motest pos­si­bil­ity of ob­tain­ing more, we gave way both of us to de­spair, weep­ing aloud like chil­dren, and nei­ther of us at­tempt­ing to of­fer con­so­la­tion to the other. Such weak­ness can scarcely be con­ceived, and to those who have never been sim­i­larly sit­u­ated will, no doubt, ap­pear un­nat­u­ral; but it must be re­mem­bered that our in­tel­lects were so en­tirely dis­or­dered by the long course of pri­va­tion and ter­ror to which we had been sub­jected, that we could not justly be con­sid­ered, at that pe­riod, in the light of ra­tio­nal be­ings. In sub­se­quent per­ils, nearly as great, if not greater, I bore up with for­ti­tude against all the evils of my sit­u­a­tion, and Peters, it will be seen, evinced a sto­ical phi­los­o­phy nearly as in­cred­i­ble as his present child­like supine­ness and im­be­cil­ity—the men­tal con­di­tion made the dif­fer­ence.

			The over­turn­ing of the brig, even with the con­se­quent loss of the wine and tur­tle, would not, in fact, have ren­dered our sit­u­a­tion more de­plorable than be­fore, ex­cept for the dis­ap­pear­ance of the bed­clothes by which we had been hith­erto en­abled to catch rain­wa­ter, and of the jug in which we had kept it when caught; for we found the whole bot­tom, from within two or three feet of the bends as far as the keel, to­gether with the keel it­self, thickly cov­ered with large bar­na­cles, which proved to be ex­cel­lent and highly nu­tri­tious food. Thus, in two im­por­tant re­spects, the ac­ci­dent we had so greatly dreaded proved to be a ben­e­fit rather than an in­jury; it had opened to us a sup­ply of pro­vi­sions which we could not have ex­hausted, us­ing it mod­er­ately, in a month; and it had greatly con­trib­uted to our com­fort as re­gards po­si­tion, we be­ing much more at ease, and in in­fin­itely less dan­ger, than be­fore.

			The dif­fi­culty, how­ever, of now ob­tain­ing wa­ter blinded us to all the ben­e­fits of the change in our con­di­tion. That we might be ready to avail our­selves, as far as pos­si­ble, of any shower which might fall we took off our shirts, to make use of them as we had of the sheets—not hop­ing, of course, to get more in this way, even un­der the most fa­vor­able cir­cum­stances, than half a gill at a time. No signs of a cloud ap­peared dur­ing the day, and the ag­o­nies of our thirst were nearly in­tol­er­a­ble. At night, Peters ob­tained about an hour’s dis­turbed sleep, but my in­tense suf­fer­ings would not per­mit me to close my eyes for a sin­gle mo­ment.

			Au­gust 5. To­day, a gen­tle breeze spring­ing up car­ried us through a vast quan­tity of sea­weed, among which we were so for­tu­nate as to find eleven small crabs, which af­forded us sev­eral de­li­cious meals. Their shells be­ing quite soft, we ate them en­tire, and found that they ir­ri­tated our thirst far less than the bar­na­cles. See­ing no trace of sharks among the sea­weed, we also ven­tured to bathe, and re­mained in the wa­ter for four or five hours, dur­ing which we ex­pe­ri­enced a very sen­si­ble diminu­tion of our thirst. Were greatly re­freshed, and spent the night some­what more com­fort­ably than be­fore, both of us snatch­ing a lit­tle sleep.

			Au­gust 6. This day we were blessed by a brisk and con­tin­ual rain, last­ing from about noon un­til af­ter dark. Bit­terly did we now re­gret the loss of our jug and car­boy; for, in spite of the lit­tle means we had of catch­ing the wa­ter, we might have filled one, if not both of them. As it was, we con­trived to sat­isfy the crav­ings of thirst by suf­fer­ing the shirts to be­come sat­u­rated, and then wring­ing them so as to let the grate­ful fluid trickle into our mouths. In this oc­cu­pa­tion we passed the en­tire day.

			Au­gust 7. Just at day­break we both at the same in­stant de­scried a sail to the east­ward, and ev­i­dently com­ing to­wards us! We hailed the glo­ri­ous sight with a long, al­though fee­ble shout of rap­ture; and be­gan in­stantly to make ev­ery sig­nal in our power, by flar­ing the shirts in the air, leap­ing as high as our weak con­di­tion would per­mit, and even by hal­loo­ing with all the strength of our lungs, al­though the ves­sel could not have been less than fif­teen miles dis­tant. How­ever, she still con­tin­ued to near our hulk, and we felt that, if she but held her present course, she must even­tu­ally come so close as to per­ceive us. In about an hour af­ter we first dis­cov­ered her, we could clearly see the peo­ple on her decks. She was a long, low, and rak­ish-look­ing top­sail schooner, with a black ball in her fore­top­sail, and had, ap­par­ently, a full crew. We now be­came alarmed, for we could hardly imag­ine it pos­si­ble that she did not ob­serve us, and were ap­pre­hen­sive that she meant to leave us to per­ish as we were—an act of fiendish bar­bar­ity, which, how­ever in­cred­i­ble it may ap­pear, has been re­peat­edly per­pet­u­ated at sea, un­der cir­cum­stances very nearly sim­i­lar, and by be­ings who were re­garded as be­long­ing to the hu­man species.2 In this in­stance, how­ever, by the mercy of God, we were des­tined to be most hap­pily de­ceived; for, presently we were aware of a sud­den com­mo­tion on the deck of the stranger, who im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward ran up a Bri­tish flag, and, haul­ing her wind, bore up di­rectly upon us. In half an hour more we found our­selves in her cabin. She proved to be the Jane Guy, of Liver­pool, Cap­tain Guy, bound on a seal­ing and trad­ing voy­age to the South Seas and Pa­cific.

		
	
		
			XIV

			The Jane Guy was a fine-look­ing top­sail schooner of a hun­dred and eighty tons bur­den. She was un­usu­ally sharp in the bows, and on a wind, in mod­er­ate weather, the fastest sailer I have ever seen. Her qual­i­ties, how­ever, as a rough sea-boat, were not so good, and her draught of wa­ter was by far too great for the trade to which she was des­tined. For this pe­cu­liar ser­vice, a larger ves­sel, and one of a light pro­por­tion­ate draught, is de­sir­able—say a ves­sel of from three hun­dred to three hun­dred and fifty tons. She should be bark-rigged, and in other re­spects of a dif­fer­ent con­struc­tion from the usual South Sea ships. It is ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that she should be well armed. She should have, say ten or twelve twelve-pound car­ronades, and two or three long twelves, with brass blun­der­busses, and wa­ter­tight arm-chests for each top. Her an­chors and ca­bles should be of far greater strength than is re­quired for any other species of trade, and, above all, her crew should be nu­mer­ous and ef­fi­cient—not less, for such a ves­sel as I have de­scribed, than fifty or sixty able-bod­ied men. The Jane Guy had a crew of thirty-five, all able sea­men, be­sides the cap­tain and mate, but she was not al­to­gether as well armed or oth­er­wise equipped, as a nav­i­ga­tor ac­quainted with the dif­fi­cul­ties and dan­gers of the trade could have de­sired.

			Cap­tain Guy was a gen­tle­man of great ur­ban­ity of man­ner, and of con­sid­er­able ex­pe­ri­ence in the south­ern traf­fic, to which he had de­voted a great por­tion of his life. He was de­fi­cient, how­ever, in en­ergy, and, con­se­quently, in that spirit of en­ter­prise which is here so ab­so­lutely req­ui­site. He was part owner of the ves­sel in which he sailed, and was in­vested with dis­cre­tionary pow­ers to cruise in the South Seas for any cargo which might come most read­ily to hand. He had on board, as usual in such voy­ages, beads, look­ing-glasses, tin­der-works, axes, hatch­ets, saws, adzes, planes, chis­els, gouges, gim­lets, files, spoke­shaves, rasps, ham­mers, nails, knives, scis­sors, ra­zors, nee­dles, thread, crock­ery-ware, cal­ico, trin­kets, and other sim­i­lar ar­ti­cles.

			The schooner sailed from Liver­pool on the tenth of July, crossed the Tropic of Cancer on the twenty-fifth, in lon­gi­tude twenty de­grees west, and reached Sal, one of the Cape Verd is­lands, on the twenty-ninth, where she took in salt and other nec­es­saries for the voy­age. On the third of Au­gust, she left the Cape Verds and steered south­west, stretch­ing over to­ward the coast of Brazil, so as to cross the equa­tor be­tween the merid­i­ans of twenty-eight and thirty de­grees west lon­gi­tude. This is the course usu­ally taken by ves­sels bound from Europe to the Cape of Good Hope, or by that route to the East Indies. By pro­ceed­ing thus they avoid the calms and strong con­trary cur­rents which con­tin­u­ally pre­vail on the coast of Guinea, while, in the end, it is found to be the short­est track, as west­erly winds are never want­ing af­ter­ward by which to reach the Cape. It was Cap­tain Guy’s in­ten­tion to make his first stop­page at Ker­gue­len’s Land—I hardly know for what rea­son. On the day we were picked up the schooner was off Cape St. Roque, in lon­gi­tude thirty-one de­grees west; so that, when found, we had drifted prob­a­bly, from north to south, not less than five-and-twenty de­grees!

			On board the Jane Guy we were treated with all the kind­ness our dis­tressed sit­u­a­tion de­manded. In about a fort­night, dur­ing which time we con­tin­ued steer­ing to the south­east, with gen­tle breezes and fine weather, both Peters and my­self re­cov­ered en­tirely from the ef­fects of our late pri­va­tion and dread­ful suf­fer­ings, and we be­gan to re­mem­ber what had passed rather as a fright­ful dream from which we had been hap­pily awak­ened, than as events which had taken place in sober and naked re­al­ity. I have since found that this species of par­tial obliv­ion is usu­ally brought about by sud­den tran­si­tion, whether from joy to sor­row or from sor­row to joy—the de­gree of for­get­ful­ness be­ing pro­por­tioned to the de­gree of dif­fer­ence in the ex­change. Thus, in my own case, I now feel it im­pos­si­ble to re­al­ize the full ex­tent of the mis­ery which I en­dured dur­ing the days spent upon the hulk. The in­ci­dents are re­mem­bered, but not the feel­ings which the in­ci­dents elicited at the time of their oc­cur­rence. I only know, that when they did oc­cur, I then thought hu­man na­ture could sus­tain noth­ing more of agony.

			We con­tin­ued our voy­age for some weeks with­out any in­ci­dents of greater mo­ment than the oc­ca­sional meet­ing with whal­ing-ships, and more fre­quently with the black or right whale, so called in con­tradis­tinc­tion to the sper­ma­ceti. Th­ese, how­ever, were chiefly found south of the twenty-fifth par­al­lel. On the six­teenth of Septem­ber, be­ing in the vicin­ity of the Cape of Good Hope, the schooner en­coun­tered her first gale of any vi­o­lence since leav­ing Liver­pool. In this neigh­bor­hood, but more fre­quently to the south and east of the promon­tory (we were to the west­ward), nav­i­ga­tors have of­ten to con­tend with storms from the north­ward, which rage with great fury. They al­ways bring with them a heavy sea, and one of their most dan­ger­ous fea­tures is the in­stan­ta­neous chop­ping round of the wind, an oc­cur­rence al­most cer­tain to take place dur­ing the great­est force of the gale. A per­fect hur­ri­cane will be blow­ing at one mo­ment from the north­ward or north­east, and in the next not a breath of wind will be felt in that di­rec­tion, while from the south­west it will come out all at once with a vi­o­lence al­most in­con­ceiv­able. A bright spot to the south­ward is the sure fore­run­ner of the change, and ves­sels are thus en­abled to take the proper pre­cau­tions.

			It was about six in the morn­ing when the blow came on with a white squall, and, as usual, from the north­ward. By eight it had in­creased very much, and brought down upon us one of the most tremen­dous seas I had then ever be­held. Every­thing had been made as snug as pos­si­ble, but the schooner laboured ex­ces­sively, and gave ev­i­dence of her bad qual­i­ties as a seaboat, pitch­ing her fore­cas­tle un­der at ev­ery plunge and with the great­est dif­fi­culty strug­gling up from one wave be­fore she was buried in an­other. Just be­fore sun­set the bright spot for which we had been on the look­out made its ap­pear­ance in the south­west, and in an hour af­ter­ward we per­ceived the lit­tle head­sail we car­ried flap­ping list­lessly against the mast. In two min­utes more, in spite of ev­ery prepa­ra­tion, we were hurled on our beam-ends, as if by magic, and a per­fect wilder­ness of foam made a clear breach over us as we lay. The blow from the south­west, how­ever, luck­ily proved to be noth­ing more than a squall, and we had the good for­tune to right the ves­sel with­out the loss of a spar. A heavy cross sea gave us great trou­ble for a few hours af­ter this, but to­ward morn­ing we found our­selves in nearly as good con­di­tion as be­fore the gale. Cap­tain Guy con­sid­ered that he had made an es­cape lit­tle less than mirac­u­lous.

			On the thir­teenth of Oc­to­ber we came in sight of Prince Ed­ward’s Is­land, in lat­i­tude 46° 53′ S., lon­gi­tude 37° 46′ E. Two days af­ter­ward we found our­selves near Posses­sion Is­land, and presently passed the is­lands of Crozet, in lat­i­tude 42° 59′ S., lon­gi­tude 48° E. On the eigh­teenth we made Ker­gue­len’s or Deso­la­tion Is­land, in the South­ern In­dian Ocean, and came to an­chor in Christ­mas Har­bour, hav­ing four fath­oms of wa­ter.

			This is­land, or rather group of is­lands, bears south­east from the Cape of Good Hope, and is dis­tant there­from nearly eight hun­dred leagues. It was first dis­cov­ered in 1772, by the Baron de Ker­gulen, or Ker­gue­len, a French­man, who, think­ing the land to form a por­tion of an ex­ten­sive south­ern con­ti­nent car­ried home in­for­ma­tion to that ef­fect, which pro­duced much ex­cite­ment at the time. The gov­ern­ment, tak­ing the mat­ter up, sent the baron back in the fol­low­ing year for the pur­pose of giv­ing his new dis­cov­ery a crit­i­cal ex­am­i­na­tion, when the mis­take was dis­cov­ered. In 1777, Cap­tain Cook fell in with the same group, and gave to the prin­ci­pal one the name of Deso­la­tion Is­land, a ti­tle which it cer­tainly well de­serves. Upon ap­proach­ing the land, how­ever, the nav­i­ga­tor might be in­duced to sup­pose oth­er­wise, as the sides of most of the hills, from Septem­ber to March, are clothed with very bril­liant ver­dure. This de­ceit­ful ap­pear­ance is caused by a small plant re­sem­bling sax­ifrage, which is abun­dant, grow­ing in large patches on a species of crum­bling moss. Be­sides this plant there is scarcely a sign of veg­e­ta­tion on the is­land, if we ex­cept some coarse rank grass near the har­bor, some lichen, and a shrub which bears re­sem­blance to a cab­bage shoot­ing into seed, and which has a bit­ter and acrid taste.

			The face of the coun­try is hilly, al­though none of the hills can be called lofty. Their tops are per­pet­u­ally cov­ered with snow. There are sev­eral har­bors, of which Christ­mas Har­bour is the most con­ve­nient. It is the first to be met with on the north­east side of the is­land af­ter pass­ing Cape Fran­cois, which forms the north­ern shore, and, by its pe­cu­liar shape, serves to dis­tin­guish the har­bour. Its pro­ject­ing point ter­mi­nates in a high rock, through which is a large hole, form­ing a nat­u­ral arch. The en­trance is in lat­i­tude 48° 40′ S., lon­gi­tude 69° 6′ E. Pass­ing in here, good an­chor­age may be found un­der the shel­ter of sev­eral small is­lands, which form a suf­fi­cient pro­tec­tion from all east­erly winds. Pro­ceed­ing on east­wardly from this an­chor­age you come to Wasp Bay, at the head of the har­bour. This is a small basin, com­pletely land­locked, into which you can go with four fath­oms, and find an­chor­age in from ten to three, hard clay bot­tom. A ship might lie here with her best bower ahead all the year round with­out risk. To the west­ward, at the head of Wasp Bay, is a small stream of ex­cel­lent wa­ter, eas­ily pro­cured.

			Some seal of the fur and hair species are still to be found on Ker­gue­len’s Is­land, and sea ele­phants abound. The feath­ered tribes are dis­cov­ered in great num­bers. Pen­guins are very plenty, and of these there are four dif­fer­ent kinds. The royal pen­guin, so called from its size and beau­ti­ful plumage, is the largest. The up­per part of the body is usu­ally gray, some­times of a lilac tint; the un­der por­tion of the purest white imag­in­able. The head is of a glossy and most bril­liant black, the feet also. The chief beauty of plumage, how­ever, con­sists in two broad stripes of a gold color, which pass along from the head to the breast. The bill is long, and ei­ther pink or bright scar­let. Th­ese birds walk erect; with a stately car­riage. They carry their heads high with their wings droop­ing like two arms, and, as their tails project from their body in a line with the legs, the re­sem­blance to a hu­man fig­ure is very strik­ing, and would be apt to de­ceive the spec­ta­tor at a ca­sual glance or in the gloom of the evening. The royal pen­guins which we met with on Ker­gue­len’s Land were rather larger than a goose. The other kinds are the mac­a­roni, the jack­ass, and the rook­ery pen­guin. Th­ese are much smaller, less beau­ti­ful in plumage, and dif­fer­ent in other re­spects.

			Be­sides the pen­guin many other birds are here to be found, among which may be men­tioned sea-hens, blue pe­terels, teal, ducks, Port Eg­mont hens, shags, Cape pi­geons, the nelly, sea swal­lows, terns, sea gulls, Mother Carey’s chick­ens, Mother Carey’s geese, or the great pe­terel, and, lastly, the al­ba­tross.

			The great pe­terel is as large as the com­mon al­ba­tross, and is car­niv­o­rous. It is fre­quently called the break-bones, or os­prey pe­terel. They are not at all shy, and, when prop­erly cooked, are palat­able food. In fly­ing they some­times sail very close to the sur­face of the wa­ter, with the wings ex­panded, with­out ap­pear­ing to move them in the least de­gree, or make any ex­er­tion with them what­ever.

			The al­ba­tross is one of the largest and fiercest of the South Sea birds. It is of the gull species, and takes its prey on the wing, never com­ing on land ex­cept for the pur­pose of breed­ing. Between this bird and the pen­guin the most sin­gu­lar friend­ship ex­ists. Their nests are con­structed with great uni­for­mity upon a plan con­certed be­tween the two species—that of the al­ba­tross be­ing placed in the cen­ter of a lit­tle square formed by the nests of four pen­guins. Nav­i­ga­tors have agreed in call­ing an as­sem­blage of such en­camp­ments a rook­ery. Th­ese rook­eries have been of­ten de­scribed, but as my read­ers may not all have seen these de­scrip­tions, and as I shall have oc­ca­sion here­after to speak of the pen­guin and al­ba­tross, it will not be amiss to say some­thing here of their mode of build­ing and liv­ing.

			When the sea­son for in­cu­ba­tion ar­rives, the birds as­sem­ble in vast num­bers, and for some days ap­pear to be de­lib­er­at­ing upon the proper course to be pur­sued. At length they pro­ceed to ac­tion. A level piece of ground is se­lected, of suit­able ex­tent, usu­ally com­pris­ing three or four acres, and sit­u­ated as near the sea as pos­si­ble, be­ing still be­yond its reach. The spot is cho­sen with ref­er­ence to its even­ness of sur­face, and that is pre­ferred which is the least en­cum­bered with stones. This mat­ter be­ing ar­ranged, the birds pro­ceed, with one ac­cord, and ac­tu­ated ap­par­ently by one mind, to trace out, with math­e­mat­i­cal ac­cu­racy, ei­ther a square or other par­al­lel­o­gram, as may best suit the na­ture of the ground, and of just suf­fi­cient size to ac­com­mo­date eas­ily all the birds as­sem­bled, and no more—in this par­tic­u­lar seem­ing de­ter­mined upon pre­vent­ing the ac­cess of fu­ture strag­glers who have not par­tic­i­pated in the la­bor of the en­camp­ment. One side of the place thus marked out runs par­al­lel with the wa­ter’s edge, and is left open for ingress or egress.

			Hav­ing de­fined the lim­its of the rook­ery, the colony now be­gin to clear it of ev­ery species of rub­bish, pick­ing up stone by stone, and car­ry­ing them out­side of the lines, and close by them, so as to form a wall on the three in­land sides. Just within this wall a per­fectly level and smooth walk is formed, from six to eight feet wide, and ex­tend­ing around the en­camp­ment—thus serv­ing the pur­pose of a gen­eral prom­e­nade.

			The next process is to par­ti­tion out the whole area into small squares ex­actly equal in size. This is done by form­ing nar­row paths, very smooth, and cross­ing each other at right an­gles through­out the en­tire ex­tent of the rook­ery. At each in­ter­sec­tion of these paths the nest of an al­ba­tross is con­structed, and a pen­guin’s nest in the cen­ter of each square—thus ev­ery pen­guin is sur­rounded by four al­ba­trosses, and each al­ba­tross by a like num­ber of pen­guins. The pen­guin’s nest con­sists of a hole in the earth, very shal­low, be­ing only just of suf­fi­cient depth to keep her sin­gle egg from rolling. The al­ba­tross is some­what less sim­ple in her ar­range­ments, erect­ing a hillock about a foot high and two in di­am­e­ter. This is made of earth, sea­weed, and shells. On its sum­mit she builds her nest.

			The birds take es­pe­cial care never to leave their nests un­oc­cu­pied for an in­stant dur­ing the pe­riod of in­cu­ba­tion, or, in­deed, un­til the young prog­eny are suf­fi­ciently strong to take care of them­selves. While the male is ab­sent at sea in search of food, the fe­male re­mains on duty, and it is only upon the re­turn of her part­ner that she ven­tures abroad. The eggs are never left un­cov­ered at all—while one bird leaves the nest the other nestling in by its side. This pre­cau­tion is ren­dered nec­es­sary by the thiev­ing propen­si­ties preva­lent in the rook­ery, the in­hab­i­tants mak­ing no scru­ple to pur­loin each other’s eggs at ev­ery good op­por­tu­nity.

			Although there are some rook­eries in which the pen­guin and al­ba­tross are the sole pop­u­la­tion, yet in most of them a va­ri­ety of oceanic birds are to be met with, en­joy­ing all the priv­i­leges of cit­i­zen­ship, and scat­ter­ing their nests here and there, wher­ever they can find room, never in­ter­fer­ing, how­ever, with the sta­tions of the larger species. The ap­pear­ance of such en­camp­ments, when seen from a dis­tance, is ex­ceed­ingly sin­gu­lar. The whole at­mos­phere just above the set­tle­ment is dark­ened with the im­mense num­ber of the al­ba­tross (min­gled with the smaller tribes) which are con­tin­u­ally hov­er­ing over it, ei­ther go­ing to the ocean or re­turn­ing home. At the same time a crowd of pen­guins are to be ob­served, some pass­ing to and fro in the nar­row al­leys, and some march­ing with the mil­i­tary strut so pe­cu­liar to them, around the gen­eral prom­e­nade ground which en­cir­cles the rook­ery. In short, sur­vey it as we will, noth­ing can be more as­ton­ish­ing than the spirit of re­flec­tion evinced by these feath­ered be­ings, and noth­ing surely can be bet­ter cal­cu­lated to elicit re­flec­tion in ev­ery well-reg­u­lated hu­man in­tel­lect.

			On the morn­ing af­ter our ar­rival in Christ­mas Har­bour the chief mate, Mr. Pat­ter­son, took the boats, and (al­though it was some­what early in the sea­son) went in search of seal, leav­ing the cap­tain and a young re­la­tion of his on a point of bar­ren land to the west­ward, they hav­ing some busi­ness, whose na­ture I could not as­cer­tain, to trans­act in the in­te­rior of the is­land. Cap­tain Guy took with him a bot­tle, in which was a sealed let­ter, and made his way from the point on which he was set on shore to­ward one of the high­est peaks in the place. It is prob­a­ble that his de­sign was to leave the let­ter on that height for some ves­sel which he ex­pected to come af­ter him. As soon as we lost sight of him we pro­ceeded (Peters and my­self be­ing in the mate’s boat) on our cruise around the coast, look­ing for seal. In this busi­ness we were oc­cu­pied about three weeks, ex­am­in­ing with great care ev­ery nook and cor­ner, not only of Ker­gue­len’s Land, but of the sev­eral small is­lands in the vicin­ity. Our labours, how­ever, were not crowned with any im­por­tant suc­cess. We saw a great many fur seal, but they were ex­ceed­ingly shy, and with the great­est ex­er­tions, we could only pro­cure three hun­dred and fifty skins in all. Sea ele­phants were abun­dant, es­pe­cially on the west­ern coast of the main­land, but of these we killed only twenty, and this with great dif­fi­culty. On the smaller is­lands we dis­cov­ered a good many of the hair seal, but did not mo­lest them. We re­turned to the schooner: on the eleventh, where we found Cap­tain Guy and his nephew, who gave a very bad ac­count of the in­te­rior, rep­re­sent­ing it as one of the most dreary and ut­terly bar­ren coun­tries in the world. They had re­mained two nights on the is­land, ow­ing to some mis­un­der­stand­ing, on the part of the sec­ond mate, in re­gard to the send­ing a jolly­boat from the schooner to take them off.

		
	
		
			XV

			On the twelfth we made sail from Christ­mas Har­bour re­trac­ing our way to the west­ward, and leav­ing Mar­ion’s Is­land, one of Crozet’s group, on the lar­board. We af­ter­ward passed Prince Ed­ward’s Is­land, leav­ing it also on our left, then, steer­ing more to the north­ward, made, in fif­teen days, the is­lands of Tris­tan d’Acunha, in lat­i­tude 37° 8′ S, lon­gi­tude 12° 8′ W.

			This group, now so well known, and which con­sists of three cir­cu­lar is­lands, was first dis­cov­ered by the Por­tuguese, and was vis­ited af­ter­ward by the Dutch in 1643, and by the French in 1767. The three is­lands to­gether form a tri­an­gle, and are dis­tant from each other about ten miles, there be­ing fine open pas­sages be­tween. The land in all of them is very high, es­pe­cially in Tris­tan d’Acunha, prop­erly so called. This is the largest of the group, be­ing fif­teen miles in cir­cum­fer­ence, and so el­e­vated that it can be seen in clear weather at the dis­tance of eighty or ninety miles. A part of the land to­ward the north rises more than a thou­sand feet per­pen­dic­u­larly from the sea. A table­land at this height ex­tends back nearly to the cen­ter of the is­land, and from this table­land arises a lofty cone like that of Tener­iffe. The lower half of this cone is clothed with trees of good size, but the up­per re­gion is bar­ren rock, usu­ally hid­den among the clouds, and cov­ered with snow dur­ing the greater part of the year. There are no shoals or other dan­gers about the is­land, the shores be­ing re­mark­ably bold and the wa­ter deep. On the north­west­ern coast is a bay, with a beach of black sand where a land­ing with boats can be eas­ily ef­fected, pro­vided there be a southerly wind. Plenty of ex­cel­lent wa­ter may here be read­ily pro­cured; also cod and other fish may be taken with hook and line.

			The next is­land in point of size, and the most west­wardly of the group, is that called the Inac­ces­si­ble. Its pre­cise sit­u­a­tion is 37° 17′ S. lat­i­tude, lon­gi­tude 12° 24′ W. It is seven or eight miles in cir­cum­fer­ence, and on all sides presents a for­bid­ding and pre­cip­i­tous as­pect. Its top is per­fectly flat, and the whole re­gion is ster­ile, noth­ing grow­ing upon it ex­cept a few stunted shrubs.

			Nightin­gale Is­land, the small­est and most southerly, is in lat­i­tude 37° 26′ S., lon­gi­tude 12° 12′ W. Off its south­ern ex­trem­ity is a high ledge of rocky islets; a few also of a sim­i­lar ap­pear­ance are seen to the north­east. The ground is ir­reg­u­lar and ster­ile, and a deep val­ley par­tially sep­a­rates it.

			The shores of these is­lands abound, in the proper sea­son, with sea li­ons, sea ele­phants, the hair and fur seal, to­gether with a great va­ri­ety of oceanic birds. Whales are also plenty in their vicin­ity. Owing to the ease with which these var­i­ous an­i­mals were here for­merly taken, the group has been much vis­ited since its dis­cov­ery. The Dutch and French fre­quented it at a very early pe­riod. In 1790, Cap­tain Pat­ten, of the ship In­dus­try, of Philadel­phia, made Tris­tan d’Acunha, where he re­mained seven months (from Au­gust, 1790, to April, 1791) for the pur­pose of col­lect­ing seal­skins. In this time he gath­ered no less than five thou­sand six hun­dred, and says that he would have had no dif­fi­culty in load­ing a large ship with oil in three weeks. Upon his ar­rival he found no quadrupeds, with the ex­cep­tion of a few wild goats; the is­land now abounds with all our most valu­able do­mes­tic an­i­mals, which have been in­tro­duced by sub­se­quent nav­i­ga­tors.

			I be­lieve it was not long af­ter Cap­tain Pat­ten’s visit that Cap­tain Colquhoun, of the Amer­i­can brig Bet­sey, touched at the largest of the is­lands for the pur­pose of re­fresh­ment. He planted onions, pota­toes, cab­bages, and a great many other veg­eta­bles, an abun­dance of all which is now to be met with.

			In 1811, a Cap­tain Hay­wood, in the Nereus, vis­ited Tris­tan. He found there three Amer­i­cans, who were re­sid­ing upon the is­land to pre­pare seal­skins and oil. One of these men was named Jonathan Lam­bert, and he called him­self the sov­er­eign of the coun­try. He had cleared and cul­ti­vated about sixty acres of land, and turned his at­ten­tion to rais­ing the cof­fee-plant and sug­ar­cane, with which he had been fur­nished by the Amer­i­can Min­is­ter at Rio Janeiro. This set­tle­ment, how­ever, was fi­nally aban­doned, and in 1817 the is­lands were taken pos­ses­sion of by the Bri­tish Govern­ment, who sent a de­tach­ment for that pur­pose from the Cape of Good Hope. They did not, how­ever, re­tain them long; but, upon the evac­u­a­tion of the coun­try as a Bri­tish pos­ses­sion, two or three English fam­i­lies took up their res­i­dence there in­de­pen­dently of the Govern­ment. On the twenty-fifth of March, 1824, the Ber­wick, Cap­tain Jef­frey, from Lon­don to Van Diemen’s Land, ar­rived at the place, where they found an English­man of the name of Glass, for­merly a cor­po­ral in the Bri­tish ar­tillery. He claimed to be supreme gov­er­nor of the is­lands, and had un­der his con­trol twenty-one men and three women. He gave a very favourable ac­count of the salubrity of the cli­mate and of the pro­duc­tive­ness of the soil. The pop­u­la­tion oc­cu­pied them­selves chiefly in col­lect­ing seal­skins and sea ele­phant oil, with which they traded to the Cape of Good Hope, Glass own­ing a small schooner. At the pe­riod of our ar­rival the gov­er­nor was still a res­i­dent, but his lit­tle com­mu­nity had mul­ti­plied, there be­ing fifty-six per­sons upon Tris­tan, be­sides a smaller set­tle­ment of seven on Nightin­gale Is­land. We had no dif­fi­culty in procur­ing al­most ev­ery kind of re­fresh­ment which we re­quired—sheep, hogs, bul­locks, rab­bits, poul­try, goats, fish in great va­ri­ety, and veg­eta­bles were abun­dant. Hav­ing come to an­chor close in with the large is­land, in eigh­teen fath­oms, we took all we wanted on board very con­ve­niently. Cap­tain Guy also pur­chased of Glass five hun­dred seal­skins and some ivory. We re­mained here a week, dur­ing which the pre­vail­ing winds were from the north­ward and west­ward, and the weather some­what hazy. On the fifth of Novem­ber we made sail to the south­ward and west­ward, with the in­ten­tion of hav­ing a thor­ough search for a group of is­lands called the Auro­ras, re­spect­ing whose ex­is­tence a great di­ver­sity of opin­ion has ex­isted.

			Th­ese is­lands are said to have been dis­cov­ered as early as 1762, by the com­man­der of the ship Aurora. In 1790, Cap­tain Manuel de Oyarvido,, in the ship Princess, be­long­ing to the Royal Philip­pine Com­pany, sailed, as he as­serts, di­rectly among them. In 1794, the Span­ish corvette Atre­v­ida went with the de­ter­mi­na­tion of as­cer­tain­ing their pre­cise sit­u­a­tion, and, in a pa­per pub­lished by the Royal Hy­dro­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety of Madrid in the year 1809, the fol­low­ing lan­guage is used re­spect­ing this ex­pe­di­tion: “The corvette Atre­v­ida prac­tised, in their im­me­di­ate vicin­ity, from the twenty-first to the twenty-sev­enth of Jan­uary, all the nec­es­sary ob­ser­va­tions, and mea­sured by chronome­ters the dif­fer­ence of lon­gi­tude be­tween these is­lands and the port of Soledad in the Manil­las. The is­lands are three, they are very nearly in the same merid­ian; the cen­ter one is rather low, and the other two may be seen at nine leagues’ dis­tance.” The ob­ser­va­tions made on board the Atre­v­ida give the fol­low­ing re­sults as the pre­cise sit­u­a­tion of each is­land. The most north­ern is in lat­i­tude 52° 37′ 24″ S., lon­gi­tude 47°, 43′ 15″ W.; the mid­dle one in lat­i­tude 53° 2′ 40″ S., lon­gi­tude 47° 55′ 15″ W.; and the most south­ern in lat­i­tude 53° 15′ 22″ S., lon­gi­tude 47° 57′ 15″ W.

			On the twenty-sev­enth of Jan­uary, 1820, Cap­tain James Wed­del, of the Bri­tish navy, sailed from Staten Land also in search of the Auro­ras. He re­ports that, hav­ing made the most dili­gent search and passed not only im­me­di­ately over the spots in­di­cated by the com­man­der of the Atre­v­ida, but in ev­ery di­rec­tion through­out the vicin­ity of these spots, he could dis­cover no in­di­ca­tion of land. Th­ese con­flict­ing state­ments have in­duced other nav­i­ga­tors to look out for the is­lands; and, strange to say, while some have sailed through ev­ery inch of sea where they are sup­posed to lie with­out find­ing them, there have been not a few who de­clare pos­i­tively that they have seen them; and even been close in with their shores. It was Cap­tain Guy’s in­ten­tion to make ev­ery ex­er­tion within his power to set­tle the ques­tion so oddly in dis­pute.3

			We kept on our course, be­tween the south and west, with vari­able weather, un­til the twen­ti­eth of the month, when we found our­selves on the de­bated ground, be­ing in lat­i­tude 53° 15′ S., lon­gi­tude 47° 58′ W.—that is to say, very nearly upon the spot in­di­cated as the sit­u­a­tion of the most south­ern of the group. Not per­ceiv­ing any sign of land, we con­tin­ued to the west­ward of the par­al­lel of fifty-three de­grees south, as far as the merid­ian of fifty de­grees west. We then stood to the north as far as the par­al­lel of fifty-two de­grees south, when we turned to the east­ward, and kept our par­al­lel by dou­ble al­ti­tudes, morn­ing and evening, and merid­ian al­ti­tudes of the plan­ets and moon. Hav­ing thus gone east­wardly to the merid­ian of the west­ern coast of Ge­or­gia, we kept that merid­ian un­til we were in the lat­i­tude from which we set out. We then took di­ag­o­nal cour­ses through­out the en­tire ex­tent of sea cir­cum­scribed, keep­ing a look­out con­stantly at the mast­head, and re­peat­ing our ex­am­i­na­tion with the great­est care for a pe­riod of three weeks, dur­ing which the weather was re­mark­ably pleas­ant and fair, with no haze what­so­ever. Of course we were thor­oughly sat­is­fied that, what­ever is­lands might have ex­isted in this vicin­ity at any for­mer pe­riod, no ves­tige of them re­mained at the present day. Since my re­turn home I find that the same ground was traced over, with equal care, in 1822, by Cap­tain John­son, of the Amer­i­can schooner Henry, and by Cap­tain Mor­rell in the Amer­i­can schooner Wasp—in both cases with the same re­sult as in our own.

		
	
		
			XVI

			It had been Cap­tain Guy’s orig­i­nal in­ten­tion, af­ter sat­is­fy­ing him­self about the Auro­ras, to pro­ceed through the Strait of Mag­el­lan, and up along the west­ern coast of Patag­o­nia; but in­for­ma­tion re­ceived at Tris­tan d’Acunha in­duced him to steer to the south­ward, in the hope of fall­ing in with some small is­lands said to lie about the par­al­lel of 60° S., lon­gi­tude 41° 20′ W. In the event of his not dis­cov­er­ing these lands, he de­signed, should the sea­son prove favourable, to push on to­ward the pole. Ac­cord­ingly, on the twelfth of De­cem­ber, we made sail in that di­rec­tion. On the eigh­teenth we found our­selves about the sta­tion in­di­cated by Glass, and cruised for three days in that neigh­bor­hood with­out find­ing any traces of the is­lands he had men­tioned. On the twenty-first, the weather be­ing un­usu­ally pleas­ant, we again made sail to the south­ward, with the res­o­lu­tion of pen­e­trat­ing in that course as far as pos­si­ble. Be­fore en­ter­ing upon this por­tion of my nar­ra­tive, it may be as well, for the in­for­ma­tion of those read­ers who have paid lit­tle at­ten­tion to the progress of dis­cov­ery in these re­gions, to give some brief ac­count of the very few at­tempts at reach­ing the south­ern pole which have hith­erto been made.

			That of Cap­tain Cook was the first of which we have any dis­tinct ac­count. In 1772 he sailed to the south in the Res­o­lu­tion, ac­com­pa­nied by Lieu­tenant Furneaux in the Ad­ven­ture. In De­cem­ber he found him­self as far as the fifty-eighth par­al­lel of south lat­i­tude, and in lon­gi­tude 26° 57′ E. Here he met with nar­row fields of ice, about eight or ten inches thick, and run­ning north­west and south­east. This ice was in large cakes, and usu­ally it was packed so closely that the ves­sel had great dif­fi­culty in forc­ing a pas­sage. At this pe­riod Cap­tain Cook sup­posed, from the vast num­ber of birds to be seen, and from other in­di­ca­tions, that he was in the near vicin­ity of land. He kept on to the south­ward, the weather be­ing ex­ceed­ingly cold, un­til he reached the sixty-fourth par­al­lel, in lon­gi­tude 38° 14′ E.. Here he had mild weather, with gen­tle breezes, for five days, the ther­mome­ter be­ing at thirty-six. In Jan­uary, 1773, the ves­sels crossed the Antarc­tic cir­cle, but did not suc­ceed in pen­e­trat­ing much far­ther; for upon reach­ing lat­i­tude 67° 15′ they found all far­ther progress im­peded by an im­mense body of ice, ex­tend­ing all along the south­ern hori­zon as far as the eye could reach. This ice was of ev­ery va­ri­ety—and some large floes of it, miles in ex­tent, formed a com­pact mass, ris­ing eigh­teen or twenty feet above the wa­ter. It be­ing late in the sea­son, and no hope en­ter­tained of round­ing these ob­struc­tions, Cap­tain Cook now re­luc­tantly turned to the north­ward.

			In the Novem­ber fol­low­ing he re­newed his search in the Antarc­tic. In lat­i­tude 59° 40′ he met with a strong cur­rent set­ting to the south­ward. In De­cem­ber, when the ves­sels were in lat­i­tude 67° 31′, lon­gi­tude 142° 54′ W., the cold was ex­ces­sive, with heavy gales and fog. Here also birds were abun­dant; the al­ba­tross, the pen­guin, and the pe­terel es­pe­cially. In lat­i­tude 70° 23′ some large is­lands of ice were en­coun­tered, and shortly af­ter­ward the clouds to the south­ward were ob­served to be of a snowy white­ness, in­di­cat­ing the vicin­ity of field ice. In lat­i­tude 71° 10′, lon­gi­tude 106° 54′ W., the nav­i­ga­tors were stopped, as be­fore, by an im­mense frozen ex­panse, which filled the whole area of the south­ern hori­zon. The north­ern edge of this ex­panse was ragged and bro­ken, so firmly wedged to­gether as to be ut­terly im­pas­si­ble, and ex­tend­ing about a mile to the south­ward. Be­hind it the frozen sur­face was com­par­a­tively smooth for some dis­tance, un­til ter­mi­nated in the ex­treme back­ground by gi­gan­tic ranges of ice moun­tains, the one tow­er­ing above the other. Cap­tain Cook con­cluded that this vast field reached the south­ern pole or was joined to a con­ti­nent. Mr. J. N. Reynolds, whose great ex­er­tions and per­se­ver­ance have at length suc­ceeded in get­ting set on foot a na­tional ex­pe­di­tion, partly for the pur­pose of ex­plor­ing these re­gions, thus speaks of the at­tempt of the Res­o­lu­tion. “We are not sur­prised that Cap­tain Cook was un­able to go be­yond 71° 10′, but we are as­ton­ished that he did at­tain that point on the merid­ian of 106° 54′ west lon­gi­tude. Palmer’s Land lies south of the Shet­land, lat­i­tude sixty-four de­grees, and tends to the south­ward and west­ward far­ther than any nav­i­ga­tor has yet pen­e­trated. Cook was stand­ing for this land when his progress was ar­rested by the ice; which, we ap­pre­hend, must al­ways be the case in that point, and so early in the sea­son as the sixth of Jan­uary—and we should not be sur­prised if a por­tion of the icy moun­tains de­scribed was at­tached to the main body of Palmer’s Land, or to some other por­tions of land ly­ing far­ther to the south­ward and west­ward.”

			In 1803, Cap­tains Kreutzen­stern and Lisi­ausky were dis­patched by Alexan­der of Rus­sia for the pur­pose of cir­cum­nav­i­gat­ing the globe. In en­deav­our­ing to get south, they made no far­ther than 59° 58′, in lon­gi­tude 70° 15′ W. They here met with strong cur­rents set­ting east­wardly. Whales were abun­dant, but they saw no ice. In re­gard to this voy­age, Mr. Reynolds ob­serves that, if Kreutzen­stern had ar­rived where he did ear­lier in the sea­son, he must have en­coun­tered ice—it was March when he reached the lat­i­tude spec­i­fied. The winds, pre­vail­ing, as they do, from the south­ward and west­ward, had car­ried the floes, aided by cur­rents, into that icy re­gion bounded on the north by Ge­or­gia, east by Sand­wich Land and the South Orkneys, and west by the South Shet­land is­lands.

			In 1822, Cap­tain James Wed­dell, of the Bri­tish navy, with two very small ves­sels, pen­e­trated far­ther to the south than any pre­vi­ous nav­i­ga­tor, and this, too, with­out en­coun­ter­ing ex­tra­or­di­nary dif­fi­cul­ties. He states that al­though he was fre­quently hemmed in by ice be­fore reach­ing the sev­enty-sec­ond par­al­lel, yet, upon at­tain­ing it, not a par­ti­cle was to be dis­cov­ered, and that, upon ar­riv­ing at the lat­i­tude of 74° 15′, no fields, and only three is­lands of ice were vis­i­ble. It is some­what re­mark­able that, al­though vast flocks of birds were seen, and other usual in­di­ca­tions of land, and al­though, south of the Shet­lands, un­known coasts were ob­served from the mast­head tend­ing south­wardly, Wed­dell dis­cour­ages the idea of land ex­ist­ing in the po­lar re­gions of the south.

			On the 11th of Jan­uary, 1823, Cap­tain Ben­jamin Mor­rell, of the Amer­i­can schooner Wasp, sailed from Ker­gue­len’s Land with a view of pen­e­trat­ing as far south as pos­si­ble. On the first of Fe­bru­ary he found him­self in lat­i­tude 64° 52′ S., lon­gi­tude 118° 27′ E. The fol­low­ing pas­sage is ex­tracted from his jour­nal of that date. “The wind soon fresh­ened to an eleven-knot breeze, and we em­braced this op­por­tu­nity of mak­ing to the west; be­ing how­ever con­vinced that the far­ther we went south be­yond lat­i­tude sixty-four de­grees, the less ice was to be ap­pre­hended, we steered a lit­tle to the south­ward, un­til we crossed the Antarc­tic cir­cle, and were in lat­i­tude 69° 15′ E. In this lat­i­tude there was no field ice, and very few ice is­lands in sight.”

			Un­der the date of March four­teenth I find also this en­try. “The sea was now en­tirely free of field ice, and there were not more than a dozen ice is­lands in sight. At the same time the tem­per­a­ture of the air and wa­ter was at least thir­teen de­grees higher (more mild) than we had ever found it be­tween the par­al­lels of sixty and sixty-two south. We were now in lat­i­tude 70° 14′ S., and the tem­per­a­ture of the air was forty-seven, and that of the wa­ter forty-four. In this sit­u­a­tion I found the vari­a­tion to be 14° 27′ east­erly, per az­imuth. … I have sev­eral times passed within the Antarc­tic cir­cle, on dif­fer­ent merid­i­ans, and have uni­formly found the tem­per­a­ture, both of the air and the wa­ter, to be­come more and more mild the far­ther I ad­vanced be­yond the sixty-fifth de­gree of south lat­i­tude, and that the vari­a­tion de­creases in the same pro­por­tion. While north of this lat­i­tude, say be­tween sixty and sixty-five south, we fre­quently had great dif­fi­culty in find­ing a pas­sage for the ves­sel be­tween the im­mense and al­most in­nu­mer­able ice is­lands, some of which were from one to two miles in cir­cum­fer­ence, and more than five hun­dred feet above the sur­face of the wa­ter.”

			Be­ing nearly des­ti­tute of fuel and wa­ter, and with­out proper in­stru­ments, it be­ing also late in the sea­son, Cap­tain Mor­rell was now obliged to put back, with­out at­tempt­ing any fur­ther progress to the west­ward, al­though an en­tirely open, sea lay be­fore him. He ex­presses the opin­ion that, had not these over­rul­ing con­sid­er­a­tions obliged him to re­treat, he could have pen­e­trated, if not to the pole it­self, at least to the eighty-fifth par­al­lel. I have given his ideas re­spect­ing these mat­ters some­what at length, that the reader may have an op­por­tu­nity of see­ing how far they were borne out by my own sub­se­quent ex­pe­ri­ence.

			In 1831, Cap­tain Briscoe, in the em­ploy of the Messieurs En­derby, whale-ship own­ers of Lon­don, sailed in the brig Lively for the South Seas, ac­com­pa­nied by the cut­ter Tula. On the twenty-eighth of Fe­bru­ary, be­ing in lat­i­tude 66° 30′ S., lon­gi­tude 47° 31′ E., he de­scried land, and “clearly dis­cov­ered through the snow the black peaks of a range of moun­tains run­ning E. S. E.” He re­mained in this neigh­bour­hood dur­ing the whole of the fol­low­ing month, but was un­able to ap­proach the coast nearer than within ten leagues, ow­ing to the bois­ter­ous state of the weather. Find­ing it im­pos­si­ble to make fur­ther dis­cov­ery dur­ing this sea­son, he re­turned north­ward to win­ter in Van Diemen’s Land.

			In the be­gin­ning of 1832 he again pro­ceeded south­wardly, and on the fourth of Fe­bru­ary was seen to the south­east in lat­i­tude 67° 15′ lon­gi­tude 69° 29′ W. This was soon found to be an is­land near the head­land of the coun­try he had first dis­cov­ered. On the twenty-first of the month he suc­ceeded in land­ing on the lat­ter, and took pos­ses­sion of it in the name of Wil­liam IV, call­ing it Ade­laide’s Is­land, in hon­our of the English queen. Th­ese par­tic­u­lars be­ing made known to the Royal Geo­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety of Lon­don, the con­clu­sion was drawn by that body “that there is a con­tin­u­ous tract of land ex­tend­ing from 47° 30′ E. to 69° 29′ W. lon­gi­tude, run­ning the par­al­lel of from sixty-six to sixty-seven de­grees south lat­i­tude.” In re­spect to this con­clu­sion Mr. Reynolds ob­serves: “In the cor­rect­ness of it we by no means con­cur; nor do the dis­cov­er­ies of Briscoe war­rant any such in­dif­fer­ence. It was within these lim­its that Wed­del pro­ceeded south on a merid­ian to the east of Ge­or­gia, Sand­wich Land, and the South Orkney and Shet­land is­lands.” My own ex­pe­ri­ence will be found to tes­tify most di­rectly to the fal­sity of the con­clu­sion ar­rived at by the so­ci­ety.

			Th­ese are the prin­ci­pal at­tempts which have been made at pen­e­trat­ing to a high south­ern lat­i­tude, and it will now be seen that there re­mained, pre­vi­ous to the voy­age of the Jane, nearly three hun­dred de­grees of lon­gi­tude in which the Antarc­tic cir­cle had not been crossed at all. Of course a wide field lay be­fore us for dis­cov­ery, and it was with feel­ings of most in­tense in­ter­est that I heard Cap­tain Guy ex­press his res­o­lu­tion of push­ing boldly to the south­ward.

		
	
		
			XVII

			We kept our course south­wardly for four days af­ter giv­ing up the search for Glass’s is­lands, with­out meet­ing with any ice at all. On the twenty-sixth, at noon, we were in lat­i­tude 63° 23′ S., lon­gi­tude 41° 25′ W. We now saw sev­eral large ice is­lands, and a floe of field ice, not, how­ever, of any great ex­tent. The winds gen­er­ally blew from the south­east, or the north­east, but were very light. When­ever we had a west­erly wind, which was sel­dom, it was in­vari­ably at­tended with a rain squall. Every day we had more or less snow. The ther­mome­ter, on the twenty-sev­enth stood at thirty-five.

			Jan­uary 1, 1828. This day we found our­selves com­pletely hemmed in by the ice, and our prospects looked cheer­less in­deed. A strong gale blew, dur­ing the whole forenoon, from the north­east, and drove large cakes of the drift against the rud­der and counter with such vi­o­lence that we all trem­bled for the con­se­quences. Toward evening, the gale still blow­ing with fury, a large field in front sep­a­rated, and we were en­abled, by car­ry­ing a press of sail to force a pas­sage through the smaller flakes into some open wa­ter be­yond. As we ap­proached this space we took in sail by de­grees, and hav­ing at length got clear, lay-to un­der a sin­gle reefed fore­sail.

			Jan­uary 2. We had now tol­er­a­bly pleas­ant weather. At noon we found our­selves in lat­i­tude 69° 10′ S, lon­gi­tude 42° 20′ W, hav­ing crossed the Antarc­tic cir­cle. Very lit­tle ice was to be seen to the south­ward, al­though large fields of it lay be­hind us. This day we rigged some sound­ing gear, us­ing a large iron pot ca­pa­ble of hold­ing twenty gal­lons, and a line of two hun­dred fath­oms. We found the cur­rent set­ting to the north, about a quar­ter of a mile per hour. The tem­per­a­ture of the air was now about thirty-three. Here we found the vari­a­tion to be 14° 28′ east­erly, per az­imuth.

			Jan­uary 5. We had still held on to the south­ward with­out any very great im­ped­i­ments. On this morn­ing, how­ever, be­ing in lat­i­tude 73° 15′ E., lon­gi­tude 42° 10′ W, we were again brought to a stand by an im­mense ex­panse of firm ice. We saw, nev­er­the­less, much open wa­ter to the south­ward, and felt no doubt of be­ing able to reach it even­tu­ally. Stand­ing to the east­ward along the edge of the floe, we at length came to a pas­sage of about a mile in width, through which we warped our way by sun­down. The sea in which we now were was thickly cov­ered with ice is­lands, but had no field ice, and we pushed on boldly as be­fore. The cold did not seem to in­crease, al­though we had snow very fre­quently, and now and then hail squalls of great vi­o­lence. Im­mense flocks of the al­ba­tross flew over the schooner this day, go­ing from south­east to north­west.

			Jan­uary 7. The sea still re­mained pretty well open, so that we had no dif­fi­culty in hold­ing on our course. To the west­ward we saw some ice­bergs of in­cred­i­ble size, and in the af­ter­noon passed very near one whose sum­mit could not have been less than four hun­dred fath­oms from the sur­face of the ocean. Its girth was prob­a­bly, at the base, three-quar­ters of a league, and sev­eral streams of wa­ter were run­ning from crevices in its sides. We re­mained in sight of this is­land two days, and then only lost it in a fog.

			Jan­uary 10. Early this morn­ing we had the mis­for­tune to lose a man over­board. He was an Amer­i­can named Peter Vre­den­burgh, a na­tive of New York, and was one of the most valu­able hands on board the schooner. In go­ing over the bows his foot slipped, and he fell be­tween two cakes of ice, never ris­ing again. At noon of this day we were in lat­i­tude 78° 30′, lon­gi­tude 40° 15′ W. The cold was now ex­ces­sive, and we had hail squalls con­tin­u­ally from the north­ward and east­ward. In this di­rec­tion also we saw sev­eral more im­mense ice­bergs, and the whole hori­zon to the east­ward ap­peared to be blocked up with field ice, ris­ing in tiers, one mass above the other. Some drift­wood floated by dur­ing the evening, and a great quan­tity of birds flew over, among which were nel­lies, pe­terels, al­ba­trosses, and a large bird of a bril­liant blue plumage. The vari­a­tion here, per az­imuth, was less than it had been pre­vi­ously to our pass­ing the Antarc­tic cir­cle.

			Jan­uary 12. Our pas­sage to the south again looked doubt­ful, as noth­ing was to be seen in the di­rec­tion of the pole but one ap­par­ently lim­it­less floe, backed by ab­so­lute moun­tains of ragged ice, one precipice of which arose frown­ingly above the other. We stood to the west­ward un­til the four­teenth, in the hope of find­ing an en­trance.

			Jan­uary 14. This morn­ing we reached the west­ern ex­trem­ity of the field which had im­peded us, and, weath­er­ing it, came to an open sea, with­out a par­ti­cle of ice. Upon sound­ing with two hun­dred fath­oms, we here found a cur­rent set­ting south­wardly at the rate of half a mile per hour. The tem­per­a­ture of the air was forty-seven, that of the wa­ter thirty-four. We now sailed to the south­ward with­out meet­ing any in­ter­rup­tion of mo­ment un­til the six­teenth, when, at noon, we were in lat­i­tude 81° 21′, lon­gi­tude 42° W. We here again sounded, and found a cur­rent set­ting still south­wardly, and at the rate of three quar­ters of a mile per hour. The vari­a­tion per az­imuth had di­min­ished, and the tem­per­a­ture of the air was mild and pleas­ant, the ther­mome­ter be­ing as high as fifty-one. At this pe­riod not a par­ti­cle of ice was to be dis­cov­ered. All hands on board now felt cer­tain of at­tain­ing the pole.

			Jan­uary 17. This day was full of in­ci­dent. In­nu­mer­able flights of birds flew over us from the south­ward, and sev­eral were shot from the deck, one of them, a species of pel­i­can, proved to be ex­cel­lent eat­ing. About mid­day a small floe of ice was seen from the mast­head off the lar­board bow, and upon it there ap­peared to be some large an­i­mal. As the weather was good and nearly calm, Cap­tain Guy or­dered out two of the boats to see what it was. Dirk Peters and my­self ac­com­pa­nied the mate in the larger boat. Upon com­ing up with the floe, we per­ceived that it was in the pos­ses­sion of a gi­gan­tic crea­ture of the race of the Arc­tic bear, but far ex­ceed­ing in size the largest of these an­i­mals. Be­ing well armed, we made no scru­ple of at­tack­ing it at once. Sev­eral shots were fired in quick suc­ces­sion, the most of which took ef­fect, ap­par­ently, in the head and body. Noth­ing dis­cour­aged, how­ever, the mon­ster threw him­self from the ice, and swam with open jaws, to the boat in which were Peters and my­self. Owing to the con­fu­sion which en­sued among us at this un­ex­pected turn of the ad­ven­ture, no per­son was ready im­me­di­ately with a sec­ond shot, and the bear had ac­tu­ally suc­ceeded in get­ting half his vast bulk across our gun­wale, and seiz­ing one of the men by the small of his back, be­fore any ef­fi­cient means were taken to re­pel him. In this ex­trem­ity noth­ing but the prompt­ness and agility of Peters saved us from de­struc­tion. Leap­ing upon the back of the huge beast, he plunged the blade of a knife be­hind the neck, reach­ing the spinal mar­row at a blow. The brute tum­bled into the sea life­less, and with­out a strug­gle, rolling over Peters as he fell. The lat­ter soon re­cov­ered him­self, and a rope be­ing thrown him, he se­cured the car­cass be­fore en­ter­ing the boat. We then re­turned in tri­umph to the schooner, tow­ing our tro­phy be­hind us. This bear, upon ad­mea­sure­ment, proved to be full fif­teen feet in his great­est length. His wool was per­fectly white, and very coarse, curl­ing tightly. The eyes were of a blood red, and larger than those of the Arc­tic bear, the snout also more rounded, rather re­sem­bling the snout of the bull­dog. The meat was ten­der, but ex­ces­sively rank and fishy, al­though the men de­voured it with avid­ity, and de­clared it ex­cel­lent eat­ing.

			Scarcely had we got our prize along­side, when the man at the mast­head gave the joy­ful shout of “land on the star­board bow!” All hands were now upon the alert, and, a breeze spring­ing up very op­por­tunely from the north­ward and east­ward, we were soon close in with the coast. It proved to be a low rocky islet, of about a league in cir­cum­fer­ence, and al­to­gether des­ti­tute of veg­e­ta­tion, if we ex­cept a species of prickly pear. In ap­proach­ing it from the north­ward, a sin­gu­lar ledge of rock is seen pro­ject­ing into the sea, and bear­ing a strong re­sem­blance to corded bales of cot­ton. Around this ledge to the west­ward is a small bay, at the bot­tom of which our boats ef­fected a con­ve­nient land­ing.

			It did not take us long to ex­plore ev­ery por­tion of the is­land, but, with one ex­cep­tion, we found noth­ing wor­thy of our ob­ser­va­tion. In the south­ern ex­trem­ity, we picked up near the shore, half buried in a pile of loose stones, a piece of wood, which seemed to have formed the prow of a ca­noe. There had been ev­i­dently some at­tempt at carv­ing upon it, and Cap­tain Guy fan­cied that he made out the fig­ure of a tor­toise, but the re­sem­blance did not strike me very forcibly. Be­sides this prow, if such it were, we found no other to­ken that any liv­ing crea­ture had ever been here be­fore. Around the coast we dis­cov­ered oc­ca­sional small floes of ice—but these were very few. The ex­act sit­u­a­tion of the islet (to which Cap­tain Guy gave the name of Ben­net’s Islet, in hon­our of his part­ner in the own­er­ship of the schooner) is 82° 50′ S. lat­i­tude, 42° 20′ W. lon­gi­tude.

			We had now ad­vanced to the south­ward more than eight de­grees far­ther than any pre­vi­ous nav­i­ga­tors, and the sea still lay per­fectly open be­fore us. We found, too, that the vari­a­tion uni­formly de­creased as we pro­ceeded, and, what was still more sur­pris­ing, that the tem­per­a­ture of the air, and lat­terly of the wa­ter, be­came milder. The weather might even be called pleas­ant, and we had a steady but very gen­tle breeze al­ways from some north­ern point of the com­pass. The sky was usu­ally clear, with now and then a slight ap­pear­ance of thin vapour in the south­ern hori­zon—this, how­ever, was in­vari­ably of brief du­ra­tion. Two dif­fi­cul­ties alone pre­sented them­selves to our view; we were get­ting short of fuel, and symp­toms of scurvy had oc­curred among sev­eral of the crew. Th­ese con­sid­er­a­tions be­gan to im­press upon Cap­tain Guy the ne­ces­sity of re­turn­ing, and he spoke of it fre­quently. For my own part, con­fi­dent as I was of soon ar­riv­ing at land of some de­scrip­tion upon the course we were pur­su­ing, and hav­ing ev­ery rea­son to be­lieve, from present ap­pear­ances, that we should not find it the ster­ile soil met with in the higher Arc­tic lat­i­tudes, I warmly pressed upon him the ex­pe­di­ency of per­se­ver­ing, at least for a few days longer, in the di­rec­tion we were now hold­ing. So tempt­ing an op­por­tu­nity of solv­ing the great prob­lem in re­gard to an Antarc­tic con­ti­nent had never yet been af­forded to man, and I con­fess that I felt my­self burst­ing with in­dig­na­tion at the timid and ill-timed sug­ges­tions of our com­man­der. I be­lieve, in­deed, that what I could not re­frain from say­ing to him on this head had the ef­fect of in­duc­ing him to push on. While, there­fore, I can­not but lament the most un­for­tu­nate and bloody events which im­me­di­ately arose from my ad­vice, I must still be al­lowed to feel some de­gree of grat­i­fi­ca­tion at hav­ing been in­stru­men­tal, how­ever re­motely, in open­ing to the eye of sci­ence one of the most in­tensely ex­cit­ing se­crets which has ever en­grossed its at­ten­tion.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Jan­uary 18. This morn­ing4 we con­tin­ued to the south­ward, with the same pleas­ant weather as be­fore. The sea was en­tirely smooth, the air tol­er­a­bly warm and from the north­east, the tem­per­a­ture of the wa­ter fifty-three. We now again got our sound­ing-gear in or­der, and, with a hun­dred and fifty fath­oms of line, found the cur­rent set­ting to­ward the pole at the rate of a mile an hour. This con­stant ten­dency to the south­ward, both in the wind and cur­rent, caused some de­gree of spec­u­la­tion, and even of alarm, in dif­fer­ent quar­ters of the schooner, and I saw dis­tinctly that no lit­tle im­pres­sion had been made upon the mind of Cap­tain Guy. He was ex­ceed­ingly sen­si­tive to ridicule, how­ever, and I fi­nally suc­ceeded in laugh­ing him out of his ap­pre­hen­sions. The vari­a­tion was now very triv­ial. In the course of the day we saw sev­eral large whales of the right species, and in­nu­mer­able flights of the al­ba­tross passed over the ves­sel. We also picked up a bush, full of red berries, like those of the hawthorn, and the car­cass of a sin­gu­lar-look­ing land-an­i­mal. It was three feet in length, and but six inches in height, with four very short legs, the feet armed with long claws of a bril­liant scar­let, and re­sem­bling coral in sub­stance. The body was cov­ered with a straight silky hair, per­fectly white. The tail was peaked like that of a rat, and about a foot and a half long. The head re­sem­bled a cat’s, with the ex­cep­tion of the ears—these were flopped like the ears of a dog. The teeth were of the same bril­liant scar­let as the claws.

			Jan­uary 19. To­day, be­ing in lat­i­tude 83° 20′, lon­gi­tude 43° 5′ W. (the sea be­ing of an ex­traor­di­nar­ily dark color), we again saw land from the mast­head, and, upon a closer scru­tiny, found it to be one of a group of very large is­lands. The shore was pre­cip­i­tous, and the in­te­rior seemed to be well wooded, a cir­cum­stance which oc­ca­sioned us great joy. In about four hours from our first dis­cov­er­ing the land we came to an­chor in ten fath­oms, sandy bot­tom, a league from the coast, as a high surf, with strong rip­ples here and there, ren­dered a nearer ap­proach of doubt­ful ex­pe­di­ency. The two largest boats were now or­dered out, and a party, well armed (among whom were Peters and my­self), pro­ceeded to look for an open­ing in the reef which ap­peared to en­cir­cle the is­land. After search­ing about for some time, we dis­cov­ered an in­let, which we were en­ter­ing, when we saw four large ca­noes put off from the shore, filled with men who seemed to be well armed. We waited for them to come up, and, as they moved with great ra­pid­ity, they were soon within hail. Cap­tain Guy now held up a white hand­ker­chief on the blade of an oar, when the strangers made a full stop, and com­menced a loud jab­ber­ing all at once, in­ter­min­gled with oc­ca­sional shouts, in which we could dis­tin­guish the words Anamoo-moo! and Lama-Lama! They con­tin­ued this for at least half an hour, dur­ing which we had a good op­por­tu­nity of ob­serv­ing their ap­pear­ance.

			In the four ca­noes, which might have been fifty feet long and five broad, there were a hun­dred and ten sav­ages in all. They were about the or­di­nary stature of Euro­peans, but of a more mus­cu­lar and brawny frame. Their com­plex­ion a jet black, with thick and long woolly hair. They were clothed in skins of an un­known black an­i­mal, shaggy and silky, and made to fit the body with some de­gree of skill, the hair be­ing in­side, ex­cept where turned out about the neck, wrists, and an­kles. Their arms con­sisted prin­ci­pally of clubs, of a dark, and ap­par­ently very heavy wood. Some spears, how­ever, were ob­served among them, headed with flint, and a few slings. The bot­toms of the ca­noes were full of black stones about the size of a large egg.

			When they had con­cluded their ha­rangue (for it was clear they in­tended their jab­ber­ing for such), one of them who seemed to be the chief stood up in the prow of his ca­noe, and made signs for us to bring our boats along­side of him. This hint we pre­tended not to un­der­stand, think­ing it the wiser plan to main­tain, if pos­si­ble, the in­ter­val be­tween us, as their num­ber more than quadru­pled our own. Find­ing this to be the case, the chief or­dered the three other ca­noes to hold back, while he ad­vanced to­ward us with his own. As soon as he came up with us he leaped on board the largest of our boats, and seated him­self by the side of Cap­tain Guy, point­ing at the same time to the schooner, and re­peat­ing the word Anamoo-moo! and Lama-Lama! We now put back to the ves­sel, the four ca­noes fol­low­ing at a lit­tle dis­tance.

			Upon get­ting along­side, the chief evinced symp­toms of ex­treme sur­prise and de­light, clap­ping his hands, slap­ping his thighs and breast, and laugh­ing ob­streper­ously. His fol­low­ers be­hind joined in his mer­ri­ment, and for some min­utes the din was so ex­ces­sive as to be ab­so­lutely deaf­en­ing. Quiet be­ing at length re­stored, Cap­tain Guy or­dered the boats to be hoisted up, as a nec­es­sary pre­cau­tion, and gave the chief (whose name we soon found to be Too-wit) to un­der­stand that we could ad­mit no more than twenty of his men on deck at one time. With this ar­range­ment he ap­peared per­fectly sat­is­fied, and gave some di­rec­tions to the ca­noes, when one of them ap­proached, the rest re­main­ing about fifty yards off. Twenty of the sav­ages now got on board, and pro­ceeded to ram­ble over ev­ery part of the deck, and scram­ble about among the rig­ging, mak­ing them­selves much at home, and ex­am­in­ing ev­ery ar­ti­cle with great in­quis­i­tive­ness.

			It was quite ev­i­dent that they had never be­fore seen any of the white race—from whose com­plex­ion, in­deed, they ap­peared to re­coil. They be­lieved the Jane to be a liv­ing crea­ture, and seemed to be afraid of hurt­ing it with the points of their spears, care­fully turn­ing them up. Our crew were much amused with the con­duct of Too-wit in one in­stance. The cook was split­ting some wood near the gal­ley, and, by ac­ci­dent, struck his axe into the deck, mak­ing a gash of con­sid­er­able depth. The chief im­me­di­ately ran up, and push­ing the cook on one side rather roughly, com­menced a half whine, half howl, strongly in­dica­tive of sym­pa­thy in what he con­sid­ered the suf­fer­ings of the schooner, pat­ting and smooth­ing the gash with his hand, and wash­ing it from a bucket of sea­wa­ter which stood by. This was a de­gree of ig­no­rance for which we were not pre­pared, and for my part I could not help think­ing some of it af­fected.

			When the vis­i­tors had sat­is­fied, as well as they could, their cu­rios­ity in re­gard to our up­per works, they were ad­mit­ted be­low, when their amaze­ment ex­ceeded all bounds. Their as­ton­ish­ment now ap­peared to be far too deep for words, for they roamed about in si­lence, bro­ken only by low ejac­u­la­tions. The arms af­forded them much food for spec­u­la­tion, and they were suf­fered to han­dle and ex­am­ine them at leisure. I do not be­lieve that they had the least sus­pi­cion of their ac­tual use, but rather took them for idols, see­ing the care we had of them, and the at­ten­tion with which we watched their move­ments while han­dling them. At the great guns their won­der was re­dou­bled. They ap­proached them with ev­ery mark of the pro­found­est rev­er­ence and awe, but for­bore to ex­am­ine them minutely. There were two large mir­rors in the cabin, and here was the acme of their amaze­ment. Too-wit was the first to ap­proach them, and he had got in the mid­dle of the cabin, with his face to one and his back to the other, be­fore he fairly per­ceived them. Upon rais­ing his eyes and see­ing his re­flected self in the glass, I thought the sav­age would go mad; but, upon turn­ing short round to make a re­treat, and be­hold­ing him­self a sec­ond time in the op­po­site di­rec­tion, I was afraid he would ex­pire upon the spot. No per­sua­sion could pre­vail upon him to take an­other look; throw­ing him­self upon the floor, with his face buried in his hands, he re­mained thus un­til we were obliged to drag him upon deck.

			The whole of the sav­ages were ad­mit­ted on board in this man­ner, twenty at a time, Too-wit be­ing suf­fered to re­main dur­ing the en­tire pe­riod. We saw no dis­po­si­tion to thiev­ery among them, nor did we miss a sin­gle ar­ti­cle af­ter their de­par­ture. Through­out the whole of their visit they evinced the most friendly man­ner. There were, how­ever, some points in their de­meanour which we found it im­pos­si­ble to un­der­stand; for ex­am­ple, we could not get them to ap­proach sev­eral very harm­less ob­jects—such as the schooner’s sails, an egg, an open book, or a pan of flour. We en­deav­oured to as­cer­tain if they had among them any ar­ti­cles which might be turned to ac­count in the way of traf­fic, but found great dif­fi­culty in be­ing com­pre­hended. We made out, nev­er­the­less, what greatly as­ton­ished us, that the is­lands abounded in the large tor­toise of the Gal­li­pa­gos, one of which we saw in the ca­noe of Too-wit. We saw also some biche de mer in the hands of one of the sav­ages, who was greed­ily de­vour­ing it in its nat­u­ral state. Th­ese anom­alies—for they were such when con­sid­ered in re­gard to the lat­i­tude—in­duced Cap­tain Guy to wish for a thor­ough in­ves­ti­ga­tion of the coun­try, in the hope of mak­ing a prof­itable spec­u­la­tion in his dis­cov­ery. For my own part, anx­ious as I was to know some­thing more of these is­lands, I was still more earnestly bent on pros­e­cut­ing the voy­age to the south­ward with­out de­lay. We had now fine weather, but there was no telling how long it would last; and be­ing al­ready in the eighty-fourth par­al­lel, with an open sea be­fore us, a cur­rent set­ting strongly to the south­ward, and the wind fair, I could not lis­ten with any pa­tience to a propo­si­tion of stop­ping longer than was ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary for the health of the crew and the tak­ing on board a proper sup­ply of fuel and fresh pro­vi­sions. I rep­re­sented to the cap­tain that we might eas­ily make this group on our re­turn, and win­ter here in the event of be­ing blocked up by the ice. He at length came into my views (for in some way, hardly known to my­self, I had ac­quired much in­flu­ence over him), and it was fi­nally re­solved that, even in the event of our find­ing biche de mer, we should only stay here a week to re­cruit, and then push on to the south­ward while we might. Ac­cord­ingly we made ev­ery nec­es­sary prepa­ra­tion, and, un­der the guid­ance of Too-wit, got the Jane through the reef in safety, com­ing to an­chor about a mile from the shore, in an ex­cel­lent bay, com­pletely land­locked, on the south­east­ern coast of the main is­land, and in ten fath­oms of wa­ter, black sandy bot­tom. At the head of this bay there were three fine springs (we were told) of good wa­ter, and we saw abun­dance of wood in the vicin­ity. The four ca­noes fol­lowed us in, keep­ing, how­ever, at a re­spect­ful dis­tance. Too-wit him­self re­mained on board, and, upon our drop­ping an­chor, in­vited us to ac­com­pany him on shore, and visit his vil­lage in the in­te­rior. To this Cap­tain Guy con­sented; and ten sav­ages be­ing left on board as hostages, a party of us, twelve in all, got in readi­ness to at­tend the chief. We took care to be well armed, yet with­out evinc­ing any dis­trust. The schooner had her guns run out, her board­ing-net­tings up, and ev­ery other proper pre­cau­tion was taken to guard against sur­prise. Direc­tions were left with the chief mate to ad­mit no per­son on board dur­ing our ab­sence, and, in the event of our not ap­pear­ing in twelve hours, to send the cut­ter, with a swivel, around the is­land in search of us.

			At ev­ery step we took in­land the con­vic­tion forced it­self upon us that we were in a coun­try dif­fer­ing es­sen­tially from any hith­erto vis­ited by civ­i­lized men. We saw noth­ing with which we had been for­merly con­ver­sant. The trees re­sem­bled no growth of ei­ther the tor­rid, the tem­per­ate, of the north­ern frigid zones, and were al­to­gether un­like those of the lower south­ern lat­i­tudes we had al­ready tra­versed. The very rocks were novel in their mass, their color, and their strat­i­fi­ca­tion; and the streams them­selves, ut­terly in­cred­i­ble as it may ap­pear, had so lit­tle in com­mon with those of other cli­mates, that we were scrupu­lous of tast­ing them, and, in­deed, had dif­fi­culty in bring­ing our­selves to be­lieve that their qual­i­ties were purely those of na­ture. At a small brook which crossed our path (the first we had reached) Too-wit and his at­ten­dants halted to drink. On ac­count of the sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter of the wa­ter, we re­fused to taste it, sup­pos­ing it to be pol­luted; and it was not un­til some time af­ter­ward we came to un­der­stand that such was the ap­pear­ance of the streams through­out the whole group. I am at a loss to give a dis­tinct idea of the na­ture of this liq­uid, and can­not do so with­out many words. Although it flowed with ra­pid­ity in all de­cliv­i­ties where com­mon wa­ter would do so, yet never, ex­cept when fall­ing in a cas­cade, had it the cus­tom­ary ap­pear­ance of lim­pid­ity. It was, nev­er­the­less, in point of fact, as per­fectly limpid as any lime­stone wa­ter in ex­is­tence, the dif­fer­ence be­ing only in ap­pear­ance. At first sight, and es­pe­cially in cases where lit­tle de­cliv­ity was found, it bore re­sem­blance, as re­gards con­sis­tency, to a thick in­fu­sion of gum ara­bic in com­mon wa­ter. But this was only the least re­mark­able of its ex­tra­or­di­nary qual­i­ties. It was not col­or­less, nor was it of any one uni­form color—pre­sent­ing to the eye, as it flowed, ev­ery pos­si­ble shade of pur­ple; like the hues of a change­able silk. This vari­a­tion in shade was pro­duced in a man­ner which ex­cited as pro­found as­ton­ish­ment in the minds of our party as the mir­ror had done in the case of Too-wit. Upon col­lect­ing a bas­in­ful, and al­low­ing it to set­tle thor­oughly, we per­ceived that the whole mass of liq­uid was made up of a num­ber of dis­tinct veins, each of a dis­tinct hue; that these veins did not com­min­gle; and that their co­he­sion was per­fect in re­gard to their own par­ti­cles among them­selves, and im­per­fect in re­gard to neigh­bour­ing veins. Upon pass­ing the blade of a knife athwart the veins, the wa­ter closed over it im­me­di­ately, as with us, and also, in with­draw­ing it, all traces of the pas­sage of the knife were in­stantly oblit­er­ated. If, how­ever, the blade was passed down ac­cu­rately be­tween the two veins, a per­fect sep­a­ra­tion was ef­fected, which the power of co­he­sion did not im­me­di­ately rec­tify. The phe­nom­ena of this wa­ter formed the first def­i­nite link in that vast chain of ap­par­ent mir­a­cles with which I was des­tined to be at length en­cir­cled.

		
	
		
			XIX

			We were nearly three hours in reach­ing the vil­lage, it be­ing more than nine miles in the in­te­rior, and the path ly­ing through a rugged coun­try. As we passed along, the party of Too-wit (the whole hun­dred and ten sav­ages of the ca­noes) was mo­men­tar­ily strength­ened by smaller de­tach­ments, of from two to six or seven, which joined us, as if by ac­ci­dent, at dif­fer­ent turns of the road. There ap­peared so much of sys­tem in this that I could not help feel­ing dis­trust, and I spoke to Cap­tain Guy of my ap­pre­hen­sions. It was now too late, how­ever, to re­cede, and we con­cluded that our best se­cu­rity lay in evinc­ing a per­fect con­fi­dence in the good faith of Too-wit. We ac­cord­ingly went on, keep­ing a wary eye upon the ma­noeu­vres of the sav­ages, and not per­mit­ting them to di­vide our num­bers by push­ing in be­tween. In this way, pass­ing through a pre­cip­i­tous ravine, we at length reached what we were told was the only col­lec­tion of habi­ta­tions upon the is­land. As we came in sight of them, the chief set up a shout, and fre­quently re­peated the word klock-klock, which we sup­posed to be the name of the vil­lage, or per­haps the generic name for vil­lages.

			The dwellings were of the most mis­er­able de­scrip­tion imag­in­able, and, un­like those of even the low­est of the sav­age races with which mankind are ac­quainted, were of no uni­form plan. Some of them (and these we found be­longed to the Wam­poos or Yam­poos, the great men of the land) con­sisted of a tree cut down at about four feet from the root, with a large black skin thrown over it, and hang­ing in loose folds upon the ground. Un­der this the sav­age nes­tled. Others were formed by means of rough limbs of trees, with the with­ered fo­liage upon them, made to re­cline, at an an­gle of forty-five de­grees, against a bank of clay, heaped up, with­out reg­u­lar form, to the height of five or six feet. Others, again, were mere holes dug in the earth per­pen­dic­u­larly, and cov­ered over with sim­i­lar branches, these be­ing re­moved when the ten­ant was about to en­ter, and pulled on again when he had en­tered. A few were built among the forked limbs of trees as they stood, the up­per limbs be­ing par­tially cut through, so as to bend over upon the lower, thus form­ing thicker shel­ter from the weather. The greater num­ber, how­ever, con­sisted of small shal­low cav­erns, ap­par­ently scratched in the face of a pre­cip­i­tous ledge of dark stone, re­sem­bling fuller’s earth, with which three sides of the vil­lage were bounded. At the door of each of these prim­i­tive cav­erns was a small rock, which the ten­ant care­fully placed be­fore the en­trance upon leav­ing his res­i­dence, for what pur­pose I could not as­cer­tain, as the stone it­self was never of suf­fi­cient size to close up more than a third of the open­ing.

			This vil­lage, if it were wor­thy of the name, lay in a val­ley of some depth, and could only be ap­proached from the south­ward, the pre­cip­i­tous ledge of which I have al­ready spo­ken cut­ting off all ac­cess in other di­rec­tions. Through the mid­dle of the val­ley ran a brawl­ing stream of the same mag­i­cal-look­ing wa­ter which has been de­scribed. We saw sev­eral strange an­i­mals about the dwellings, all ap­pear­ing to be thor­oughly do­mes­ti­cated. The largest of these crea­tures re­sem­bled our com­mon hog in the struc­ture of the body and snout; the tail, how­ever, was bushy, and the legs slen­der as those of the an­te­lope. Its mo­tion was ex­ceed­ingly awk­ward and in­de­ci­sive, and we never saw it at­tempt to run. We no­ticed also sev­eral an­i­mals very sim­i­lar in ap­pear­ance, but of a greater length of body, and cov­ered with a black wool. There were a great va­ri­ety of tame fowls run­ning about, and these seemed to con­sti­tute the chief food of the na­tives. To our as­ton­ish­ment we saw black al­ba­tross among these birds in a state of en­tire do­mes­ti­ca­tion, go­ing to sea pe­ri­od­i­cally for food, but al­ways re­turn­ing to the vil­lage as a home, and us­ing the south­ern shore in the vicin­ity as a place of in­cu­ba­tion. There they were joined by their friends the pel­i­cans as usual, but these lat­ter never fol­lowed them to the dwellings of the sav­ages. Among the other kinds of tame fowls were ducks, dif­fer­ing very lit­tle from the can­vass-back of our own coun­try, black gan­nets, and a large bird not un­like the buz­zard in ap­pear­ance, but not car­niv­o­rous. Of fish there seemed to be a great abun­dance. We saw, dur­ing our visit, a quan­tity of dried salmon, rock cod, blue dol­phins, mack­erel, black­fish, skate, con­ger eels, ele­phant­fish, mul­lets, soles, par­rot­fish, leather-jack­ets, gurnards, hake, floun­ders, para­cu­tas, and in­nu­mer­able other va­ri­eties. We no­ticed, too, that most of them were sim­i­lar to the fish about the group of Lord Auck­land Is­lands, in a lat­i­tude as low as fifty-one de­grees south. The Gal­li­pago tor­toise was also very plen­ti­ful. We saw but few wild an­i­mals, and none of a large size, or of a species with which we were fa­mil­iar. One or two ser­pents of a for­mi­da­ble as­pect crossed our path, but the na­tives paid them lit­tle at­ten­tion, and we con­cluded that they were not ven­omous.

			As we ap­proached the vil­lage with Too-wit and his party, a vast crowd of the peo­ple rushed out to meet us, with loud shouts, among which we could only dis­tin­guish the ev­er­last­ing Anamoo-moo! and Lama-Lama! We were much sur­prised at per­ceiv­ing that, with one or two ex­cep­tions, these new com­ers were en­tirely naked, and skins be­ing used only by the men of the ca­noes. All the weapons of the coun­try seemed also to be in the pos­ses­sion of the lat­ter, for there was no ap­pear­ance of any among the vil­lagers. There were a great many women and chil­dren, the for­mer not al­to­gether want­ing in what might be termed per­sonal beauty. They were straight, tall, and well formed, with a grace and free­dom of car­riage not to be found in civ­i­lized so­ci­ety. Their lips, how­ever, like those of the men, were thick and clumsy, so that, even when laugh­ing, the teeth were never dis­closed. Their hair was of a finer tex­ture than that of the males. Among these naked vil­lagers there might have been ten or twelve who were clothed, like the party of Too-wit, in dresses of black skin, and armed with lances and heavy clubs. Th­ese ap­peared to have great in­flu­ence among the rest, and were al­ways ad­dressed by the ti­tle Wam­poo. Th­ese, too, were the ten­ants of the black skin palaces. That of Too-wit was sit­u­ated in the cen­ter of the vil­lage, and was much larger and some­what bet­ter con­structed than oth­ers of its kind. The tree which formed its sup­port was cut off at a dis­tance of twelve feet or there­abouts from the root, and there were sev­eral branches left just be­low the cut, these serv­ing to ex­tend the cov­er­ing, and in this way pre­vent its flap­ping about the trunk. The cov­er­ing, too, which con­sisted of four very large skins fas­tened to­gether with wooden skew­ers, was se­cured at the bot­tom with pegs driven through it and into the ground. The floor was strewed with a quan­tity of dry leaves by way of car­pet.

			To this hut we were con­ducted with great solem­nity, and as many of the na­tives crowded in af­ter us as pos­si­ble. Too-wit seated him­self on the leaves, and made signs that we should fol­low his ex­am­ple. This we did, and presently found our­selves in a sit­u­a­tion pe­cu­liarly un­com­fort­able, if not in­deed crit­i­cal. We were on the ground, twelve in num­ber, with the sav­ages, as many as forty, sit­ting on their hams so closely around us that, if any dis­tur­bance had arisen, we should have found it im­pos­si­ble to make use of our arms, or in­deed to have risen to our feet. The pres­sure was not only in­side the tent, but out­side, where prob­a­bly was ev­ery in­di­vid­ual on the whole is­land, the crowd be­ing pre­vented from tram­pling us to death only by the in­ces­sant ex­er­tions and vo­cif­er­a­tions of Too-wit. Our chief se­cu­rity lay, how­ever, in the pres­ence of Too-wit him­self among us, and we re­solved to stick by him closely, as the best chance of ex­tri­cat­ing our­selves from the dilemma, sac­ri­fic­ing him im­me­di­ately upon the first ap­pear­ance of hos­tile de­sign.

			After some trou­ble a cer­tain de­gree of quiet was re­stored, when the chief ad­dressed us in a speech of great length, and very nearly re­sem­bling the one de­liv­ered in the ca­noes, with the ex­cep­tion that the Anamoo-moos! were now some­what more stren­u­ously in­sisted upon than the Lama-La­mas! We lis­tened in pro­found si­lence un­til the con­clu­sion of this ha­rangue, when Cap­tain Guy replied by as­sur­ing the chief of his eter­nal friend­ship and good­will, con­clud­ing what he had to say be a present of sev­eral strings of blue beads and a knife. At the for­mer the monarch, much to our sur­prise, turned up his nose with some ex­pres­sion of con­tempt, but the knife gave him the most un­lim­ited sat­is­fac­tion, and he im­me­di­ately or­dered din­ner. This was handed into the tent over the heads of the at­ten­dants, and con­sisted of the pal­pi­tat­ing en­trails of a spe­cials of un­known an­i­mal, prob­a­bly one of the slim-legged hogs which we had ob­served in our ap­proach to the vil­lage. See­ing us at a loss how to pro­ceed, he be­gan, by way of set­ting us an ex­am­ple, to de­vour yard af­ter yard of the en­tic­ing food, un­til we could pos­i­tively stand it no longer, and evinced such man­i­fest symp­toms of re­bel­lion of stom­ach as in­spired his majesty with a de­gree of as­ton­ish­ment only in­fe­rior to that brought about by the look­ing-glasses. We de­clined, how­ever, par­tak­ing of the del­i­ca­cies be­fore us, and en­deav­oured to make him un­der­stand that we had no ap­petite what­ever, hav­ing just fin­ished a hearty de­je­uner.

			When the monarch had made an end of his meal, we com­menced a se­ries of cross-ques­tion­ing in ev­ery in­ge­nious man­ner we could de­vise, with a view of dis­cov­er­ing what were the chief pro­duc­tions of the coun­try, and whether any of them might be turned to profit. At length he seemed to have some idea of our mean­ing, and of­fered to ac­com­pany us to a part of coast where he as­sured us the biche de mer (point­ing to a spec­i­men of that an­i­mal) was to be found in great abun­dance. We were glad of this early op­por­tu­nity of es­cap­ing from the op­pres­sion of the crowd, and sig­ni­fied our ea­ger­ness to pro­ceed. We now left the tent, and, ac­com­pa­nied by the whole pop­u­la­tion of the vil­lage, fol­lowed the chief to the south­east­ern ex­trem­ity of the is­land, nor far from the bay where our ves­sel lay at an­chor. We waited here for about an hour, un­til the four ca­noes were brought around by some of the sav­ages to our sta­tion. The whole of our party then get­ting into one of them, we were pad­dled along the edge of the reef be­fore men­tioned, and of an­other still far­ther out, where we saw a far greater quan­tity of biche de mer than the old­est sea­men among us had ever seen in those groups of the lower lat­i­tudes most cel­e­brated for this ar­ti­cle of com­merce. We stayed near these reefs only long enough to sat­isfy our­selves that we could eas­ily load a dozen ves­sels with the an­i­mal if nec­es­sary, when we were taken along­side the schooner, and parted with Too-wit, af­ter ob­tain­ing from him a prom­ise that he would bring us, in the course of twenty-four hours, as many of the can­vass-back ducks and Gal­li­pago tor­toises as his ca­noes would hold. In the whole of this ad­ven­ture we saw noth­ing in the de­meanour of the na­tives cal­cu­lated to cre­ate sus­pi­cion, with the sin­gle ex­cep­tion of the sys­tem­atic man­ner in which their party was strength­ened dur­ing our route from the schooner to the vil­lage.

		
	
		
			XX

			The chief was as good as his word, and we were soon plen­ti­fully sup­plied with fresh pro­vi­sions. We found the tor­toises as fine as we had ever seen, and the ducks sur­passed our best species of wild fowl, be­ing ex­ceed­ingly ten­der, juicy, and well-flavoured. Be­sides these, the sav­ages brought us, upon our mak­ing them com­pre­hend our wishes, a vast quan­tity of brown cel­ery and scurvy grass, with a ca­noe-load of fresh fish and some dried. The cel­ery was a treat in­deed, and the scurvy grass proved of in­cal­cu­la­ble ben­e­fit in restor­ing those of our men who had shown symp­toms of dis­ease. In a very short time we had not a sin­gle per­son on the sick-list. We had also plenty of other kinds of fresh pro­vi­sions, among which may be men­tioned a species of shell­fish re­sem­bling the mus­sel in shape, but with the taste of an oys­ter. Shrimps, too, and prawns were abun­dant, and al­ba­tross and other birds’ eggs with dark shells. We took in, too, a plen­ti­ful stock of the flesh of the hog which I have men­tioned be­fore. Most of the men found it a palat­able food, but I thought it fishy and oth­er­wise dis­agree­able. In re­turn for these good things we pre­sented the na­tives with blue beads, brass trin­kets, nails, knives, and pieces of red cloth, they be­ing fully de­lighted in the ex­change. We es­tab­lished a reg­u­lar mar­ket on shore, just un­der the guns of the schooner, where our bar­ter­ings were car­ried on with ev­ery ap­pear­ance of good faith, and a de­gree of or­der which their con­duct at the vil­lage of Klock-klock had not led us to ex­pect from the sav­ages.

			Mat­ters went on thus very am­i­ca­bly for sev­eral days, dur­ing which par­ties of the na­tives were fre­quently on board the schooner, and par­ties of our men fre­quently on shore, mak­ing long ex­cur­sions into the in­te­rior, and re­ceiv­ing no mo­lesta­tion what­ever. Find­ing the ease with which the ves­sel might be loaded with biche de mer, ow­ing to the friendly dis­po­si­tion of the is­landers, and the readi­ness with which they would ren­der us as­sis­tance in col­lect­ing it, Cap­tain Guy re­solved to en­ter into ne­go­ti­a­tions with Too-wit for the erec­tion of suit­able houses in which to cure the ar­ti­cle, and for the ser­vices of him­self and tribe in gath­er­ing as much as pos­si­ble, while he him­self took ad­van­tage of the fine weather to pros­e­cute his voy­age to the south­ward. Upon men­tion­ing this project to the chief he seemed very will­ing to en­ter into an agree­ment. A bar­gain was ac­cord­ingly struck, per­fectly sat­is­fac­tory to both par­ties, by which it was ar­ranged that, af­ter mak­ing the nec­es­sary prepa­ra­tions, such as lay­ing off the proper grounds, erect­ing a por­tion of the build­ings, and do­ing some other work in which the whole of our crew would be re­quired, the schooner should pro­ceed on her route, leav­ing three of her men on the is­land to su­per­in­tend the ful­fil­ment of the project, and in­struct the na­tives in dry­ing the biche de mer. In re­gard to terms, these were made to de­pend upon the ex­er­tions of the sav­ages in our ab­sence. They were to re­ceive a stip­u­lated quan­tity of blue beads, knives, red cloth, and so forth, for ev­ery cer­tain num­ber of piculs of the biche de mer which should be ready on our re­turn.

			A de­scrip­tion of the na­ture of this im­por­tant ar­ti­cle of com­merce, and the method of pre­par­ing it, may prove of some in­ter­est to my read­ers, and I can find no more suit­able place than this for in­tro­duc­ing an ac­count of it. The fol­low­ing com­pre­hen­sive no­tice of the sub­stance is taken from a mod­ern his­tory of a voy­age to the South Seas.

			“It is that mol­lusca from the In­dian Seas which is known to com­merce by the French name bouche de mer (a nice morsel from the sea). If I am not much mis­taken, the cel­e­brated Cu­vier calls it gas­teropeda pul­monifera. It is abun­dantly gath­ered in the coasts of the Pa­cific is­lands, and gath­ered es­pe­cially for the Chi­nese mar­ket, where it com­mands a great price, per­haps as much as their much-talked-of ed­i­ble birds’ nests, which are prop­erly made up of the gelati­nous mat­ter picked up by a species of swal­low from the body of these mol­lus­cae. They have no shell, no legs, nor any prom­i­nent part, ex­cept an ab­sorb­ing and an ex­cre­tory, op­po­site or­gans; but, by their elas­tic wings, like cater­pil­lars or worms, they creep in shal­low wa­ters, in which, when low, they can be seen by a kind of swal­low, the sharp bill of which, in­serted in the soft an­i­mal, draws a gummy and fil­a­men­tous sub­stance, which, by dry­ing, can be wrought into the solid walls of their nest. Hence the name of gas­teropeda pul­monifera.

			“This mol­lusca is ob­long, and of dif­fer­ent sizes, from three to eigh­teen inches in length; and I have seen a few that were not less than two feet long. They were nearly round, a lit­tle flat­tish on one side, which lies next to the bot­tom of the sea; and they are from one to eight inches thick. They crawl up into shal­low wa­ter at par­tic­u­lar sea­sons of the year, prob­a­bly for the pur­pose of gen­der­ing, as we of­ten find them in pairs. It is when the sun has the most power on the wa­ter, ren­der­ing it tepid, that they ap­proach the shore; and they of­ten go up into places so shal­low that, on the tide’s re­ced­ing, they are left dry, ex­posed to the beat of the sun. But they do not bring forth their young in shal­low wa­ter, as we never see any of their prog­eny, and full-grown ones are al­ways ob­served com­ing in from deep wa­ter. They feed prin­ci­pally on that class of zoophytes which pro­duce the coral.

			“The biche de mer is gen­er­ally taken in three or four feet of wa­ter; af­ter which they are brought on shore, and split at one end with a knife, the in­ci­sion be­ing one inch or more, ac­cord­ing to the size of the mol­lusca. Through this open­ing the en­trails are forced out by pres­sure, and they are much like those of any other small ten­ant of the deep. The ar­ti­cle is then washed, and af­ter­ward boiled to a cer­tain de­gree, which must not be too much or too lit­tle. They are then buried in the ground for four hours, then boiled again for a short time, af­ter which they are dried, ei­ther by the fire or the sun. Those cured by the sun are worth the most; but where one picul (133⅓ lbs.) can be cured that way, I can cure thirty piculs by the fire. When once prop­erly cured, they can be kept in a dry place for two or three years with­out any risk; but they should be ex­am­ined once in ev­ery few months, say four times a year, to see if any damp­ness is likely to af­fect them.

			“The Chi­nese, as be­fore stated, con­sider biche de mer a very great lux­ury, be­liev­ing that it won­der­fully strength­ens and nour­ishes the sys­tem, and re­news the ex­hausted sys­tem of the im­mod­er­ate volup­tuary. The first qual­ity com­mands a high price in Can­ton, be­ing worth ninety dol­lars a picul; the sec­ond qual­ity, sev­enty-five dol­lars; the third, fifty dol­lars; the fourth, thirty dol­lars; the fifth, twenty dol­lars; the sixth, twelve dol­lars; the sev­enth, eight dol­lars; and the eighth, four dol­lars; small car­goes, how­ever, will of­ten bring more in Manilla, Sin­ga­pore, and Batavia.”

			An agree­ment hav­ing been thus en­tered into, we pro­ceeded im­me­di­ately to land ev­ery­thing nec­es­sary for pre­par­ing the build­ings and clear­ing the ground. A large flat space near the east­ern shore of the bay was se­lected, where there was plenty of both wood and wa­ter, and within a con­ve­nient dis­tance of the prin­ci­pal reefs on which the biche de mer was to be pro­cured. We now all set to work in good earnest, and soon, to the great as­ton­ish­ment of the sav­ages, had felled a suf­fi­cient num­ber of trees for our pur­pose, get­ting them quickly in or­der for the frame­work of the houses, which in two or three days were so far un­der way that we could safely trust the rest of the work to the three men whom we in­tended to leave be­hind. Th­ese were John Car­son, Al­fred Har­ris, and ——— Peter­son (all na­tives of Lon­don, I be­lieve), who vol­un­teered their ser­vices in this re­spect.

			By the last of the month we had ev­ery­thing in readi­ness for de­par­ture. We had agreed, how­ever, to pay a for­mal visit of leave-tak­ing to the vil­lage, and Too-wit in­sisted so per­ti­na­ciously upon our keep­ing the prom­ise that we did not think it ad­vis­able to run the risk of of­fend­ing him by a fi­nal re­fusal. I be­lieve that not one of us had at this time the slight­est sus­pi­cion of the good faith of the sav­ages. They had uni­formly be­haved with the great­est deco­rum, aid­ing us with alacrity in our work, of­fer­ing us their com­modi­ties, fre­quently with­out price, and never, in any in­stance, pil­fer­ing a sin­gle ar­ti­cle, al­though the high value they set upon the goods we had with us was ev­i­dent by the ex­trav­a­gant demon­stra­tions of joy al­ways man­i­fested upon our mak­ing them a present. The women es­pe­cially were most oblig­ing in ev­ery re­spect, and, upon the whole, we should have been the most sus­pi­cious of hu­man be­ings had we en­ter­tained a sin­gle thought of per­fidy on the part of a peo­ple who treated us so well. A very short while suf­ficed to prove that this ap­par­ent kind­ness of dis­po­si­tion was only the re­sult of a deeply laid plan for our de­struc­tion, and that the is­landers for whom we en­ter­tained such in­or­di­nate feel­ings of es­teem, were among the most bar­barous, sub­tle, and blood­thirsty wretches that ever con­tam­i­nated the face of the globe.

			It was on the first of Fe­bru­ary that we went on shore for the pur­pose of vis­it­ing the vil­lage. Although, as said be­fore, we en­ter­tained not the slight­est sus­pi­cion, still no proper pre­cau­tion was ne­glected. Six men were left in the schooner, with in­struc­tions to per­mit none of the sav­ages to ap­proach the ves­sel dur­ing our ab­sence, un­der any pre­tence what­ever, and to re­main con­stantly on deck. The board­ing-net­tings were up, the guns dou­ble-shot­ted with grape and can­is­ter, and the swivels loaded with can­is­ters of mus­ket-balls. She lay, with her an­chor apeak, about a mile from the shore, and no ca­noe could ap­proach her in any di­rec­tion with­out be­ing dis­tinctly seen and ex­posed to the full fire of our swivels im­me­di­ately.

			The six men be­ing left on board, our shore-party con­sisted of thirty-two per­sons in all. We were armed to the teeth, hav­ing with us mus­kets, pis­tols, and cut­lasses; be­sides, each had a long kind of sea­man’s knife, some­what re­sem­bling the bowie knife now so much used through­out our west­ern and south­ern coun­try. A hun­dred of the black skin war­riors met us at the land­ing for the pur­pose of ac­com­pa­ny­ing us on our way. We no­ticed, how­ever, with some sur­prise, that they were now en­tirely with­out arms; and, upon ques­tion­ing Too-wit in re­la­tion to this cir­cum­stance, he merely an­swered that Mat­tee non we pa pa si—mean­ing that there was no need of arms where all were broth­ers. We took this in good part, and pro­ceeded.

			We had passed the spring and rivulet of which I be­fore spoke, and were now en­ter­ing upon a nar­row gorge lead­ing through the chain of soap­stone hills among which the vil­lage was sit­u­ated. This gorge was very rocky and un­even, so much so that it was with no lit­tle dif­fi­culty we scram­bled through it on our first visit to Klock-klock. The whole length of the ravine might have been a mile and a half, or prob­a­bly two miles. It wound in ev­ery pos­si­ble di­rec­tion through the hills (hav­ing ap­par­ently formed, at some re­mote pe­riod, the bed of a tor­rent), in no in­stance pro­ceed­ing more than twenty yards with­out an abrupt turn. The sides of this dell would have av­er­aged, I am sure, sev­enty or eighty feet in per­pen­dic­u­lar al­ti­tude through­out the whole of their ex­tent, and in some por­tions they arose to an as­ton­ish­ing height, over­shad­ow­ing the pass so com­pletely that but lit­tle of the light of day could pen­e­trate. The gen­eral width was about forty feet, and oc­ca­sion­ally it di­min­ished so as not to al­low the pas­sage of more than five or six per­sons abreast. In short, there could be no place in the world bet­ter adapted for the con­sum­ma­tion of an am­bus­cade, and it was no more than nat­u­ral that we should look care­fully to our arms as we en­tered upon it. When I now think of our egre­gious folly, the chief sub­ject of as­ton­ish­ment seems to be, that we should have ever ven­tured, un­der any cir­cum­stances, so com­pletely into the power of un­known sav­ages as to per­mit them to march both be­fore and be­hind us in our progress through this ravine. Yet such was the or­der we blindly took up, trust­ing fool­ishly to the force of our party, the un­armed con­di­tion of Too-wit and his men, the cer­tain ef­fi­cacy of our firearms (whose ef­fect was yet a se­cret to the na­tives), and, more than all, to the long-sus­tained pre­ten­sion of friend­ship kept up by these in­fa­mous wretches. Five or six of them went on be­fore, as if to lead the way, os­ten­ta­tiously busy­ing them­selves in re­mov­ing the larger stones and rub­bish from the path. Next came our own party. We walked closely to­gether, tak­ing care only to pre­vent sep­a­ra­tion. Be­hind fol­lowed the main body of the sav­ages, ob­serv­ing un­usual or­der and deco­rum.

			Dirk Peters, a man named Wil­son Allen, and my­self were on the right of our com­pan­ions, ex­am­in­ing, as we went along, the sin­gu­lar strat­i­fi­ca­tion of the precipice which over­hung us. A fis­sure in the soft rock at­tracted our at­ten­tion. It was about wide enough for one per­son to en­ter with­out squeez­ing, and ex­tended back into the hill some eigh­teen or twenty feet in a straight course, slop­ing af­ter­ward to the left. The height of the open­ing, is far as we could see into it from the main gorge, was per­haps sixty or sev­enty feet. There were one or two stunted shrubs grow­ing from the crevices, bear­ing a species of fil­bert which I felt some cu­rios­ity to ex­am­ine, and pushed in briskly for that pur­pose, gath­er­ing five or six of the nuts at a grasp, and then hastily re­treat­ing. As I turned, I found that Peters and Allen had fol­lowed me. I de­sired them to go back, as there was not room for two per­sons to pass, say­ing they should have some of my nuts. They ac­cord­ingly turned, and were scram­bling back, Allen be­ing close to the mouth of the fis­sure, when I was sud­denly aware of a con­cus­sion re­sem­bling noth­ing I had ever be­fore ex­pe­ri­enced, and which im­pressed me with a vague con­cep­tion, if in­deed I then thought of any­thing, that the whole foun­da­tions of the solid globe were sud­denly rent asun­der, and that the day of uni­ver­sal dis­so­lu­tion was at hand.

		
	
		
			XXI

			As soon as I could col­lect my scat­tered senses, I found my­self nearly suf­fo­cated, and grov­el­ling in ut­ter dark­ness among a quan­tity of loose earth, which was also fall­ing upon me heav­ily in ev­ery di­rec­tion, threat­en­ing to bury me en­tirely. Hor­ri­bly alarmed at this idea, I strug­gled to gain my feet, and at last suc­ceeded. I then re­mained mo­tion­less for some mo­ments, en­deav­our­ing to con­ceive what had hap­pened to me, and where I was. Presently I heard a deep groan just at my ear, and af­ter­ward the smoth­ered voice of Peters call­ing to me for aid in the name of God. I scram­bled one or two paces for­ward, when I fell di­rectly over the head and shoul­ders of my com­pan­ion, who, I soon dis­cov­ered, was buried in a loose mass of earth as far as his mid­dle, and strug­gling des­per­ately to free him­self from the pres­sure. I tore the dirt from around him with all the en­ergy I could com­mand, and at length suc­ceeded in get­ting him out.

			As soon as we suf­fi­ciently re­cov­ered from our fright and sur­prise to be ca­pa­ble of con­vers­ing ra­tio­nally, we both came to the con­clu­sion that the walls of the fis­sure in which we had ven­tured had, by some con­vul­sion of na­ture, or prob­a­bly from their own weight, caved in over­head, and that we were con­se­quently lost for­ever, be­ing thus en­tombed alive. For a long time we gave up supinely to the most in­tense agony and de­spair, such as can­not be ad­e­quately imag­ined by those who have never been in a sim­i­lar po­si­tion. I firmly be­lieved that no in­ci­dent ever oc­cur­ring in the course of hu­man events is more adapted to in­spire the supreme­ness of men­tal and bod­ily dis­tress than a case like our own, of liv­ing in­hu­ma­tion. The black­ness of dark­ness which en­velops the vic­tim, the ter­rific op­pres­sion of lungs, the sti­fling fumes from the damp earth, unite with the ghastly con­sid­er­a­tions that we are be­yond the re­motest con­fines of hope, and that such is the al­lot­ted por­tion of the dead, to carry into the hu­man heart a de­gree of ap­palling awe and hor­ror not to be tol­er­ated—never to be con­ceived.

			At length Peters pro­posed that we should en­deav­our to as­cer­tain pre­cisely the ex­tent of our calamity, and grope about our prison; it be­ing barely pos­si­ble, he ob­served, that some open­ing might yet be left us for es­cape. I caught ea­gerly at this hope, and, arous­ing my­self to ex­er­tion, at­tempted to force my way through the loose earth. Hardly had I ad­vanced a sin­gle step be­fore a glim­mer of light be­came per­cep­ti­ble, enough to con­vince me that, at all events, we should not im­me­di­ately per­ish for want of air. We now took some de­gree of heart, and en­cour­aged each other to hope for the best. Hav­ing scram­bled over a bank of rub­bish which im­peded our far­ther progress in the di­rec­tion of the light, we found less dif­fi­culty in ad­vanc­ing and also ex­pe­ri­enced some re­lief from the ex­ces­sive op­pres­sion of lungs which had tor­mented us. Presently we were en­abled to ob­tain a glimpse of the ob­jects around, and dis­cov­ered that we were near the ex­trem­ity of the straight por­tion of the fis­sure, where it made a turn to the left. A few strug­gles more, and we reached the bend, when to our in­ex­press­ible joy, there ap­peared a long seam or crack ex­tend­ing up­ward a vast dis­tance, gen­er­ally at an an­gle of about forty-five de­grees, al­though some­times much more pre­cip­i­tous. We could not see through the whole ex­tent of this open­ing; but, as a good deal of light came down it, we had lit­tle doubt of find­ing at the top of it (if we could by any means reach the top) a clear pas­sage into the open air.

			I now called to mind that three of us had en­tered the fis­sure from the main gorge, and that our com­pan­ion, Allen, was still miss­ing; we de­ter­mined at once to re­trace our steps and look for him. After a long search, and much dan­ger from the far­ther cav­ing in of the earth above us, Peters at length cried out to me that he had hold of our com­pan­ion’s foot, and that his whole body was deeply buried be­neath the rub­bish be­yond the pos­si­bil­ity of ex­tri­cat­ing him. I soon found that what he said was too true, and that, of course, life had been long ex­tinct. With sor­row­ful hearts, there­fore, we left the corpse to its fate, and again made our way to the bend.

			The breadth of the seam was barely suf­fi­cient to ad­mit us, and, af­ter one or two in­ef­fec­tual ef­forts at get­ting up, we be­gan once more to de­spair. I have be­fore said that the chain of hills through which ran the main gorge was com­posed of a species of soft rock re­sem­bling soap­stone. The sides of the cleft we were now at­tempt­ing to as­cend were of the same ma­te­rial, and so ex­ces­sively slip­pery, be­ing wet, that we could get but lit­tle foothold upon them even in their least pre­cip­i­tous parts; in some places, where the as­cent was nearly per­pen­dic­u­lar, the dif­fi­culty was, of course, much ag­gra­vated; and, in­deed, for some time we thought in­sur­mount­able. We took courage, how­ever, from de­spair, and what, by dint of cut­ting steps in the soft stone with our bowie knives, and swing­ing at the risk of our lives, to small pro­ject­ing points of a harder species of slaty rock which now and then pro­truded from the gen­eral mass, we at length reached a nat­u­ral plat­form, from which was per­cep­ti­ble a patch of blue sky, at the ex­trem­ity of a thickly-wooded ravine. Look­ing back now, with some­what more leisure, at the pas­sage through which we had thus far pro­ceeded, we clearly saw from the ap­pear­ance of its sides, that it was of late for­ma­tion, and we con­cluded that the con­cus­sion, what­ever it was, which had so un­ex­pect­edly over­whelmed us, had also, at the same mo­ment, laid open this path for es­cape. Be­ing quite ex­hausted with ex­er­tion, and in­deed, so weak that we were scarcely able to stand or ar­tic­u­late, Peters now pro­posed that we should en­deav­our to bring our com­pan­ions to the res­cue by fir­ing the pis­tols which still re­mained in our gir­dles—the mus­kets as well as cut­lasses had been lost among the loose earth at the bot­tom of the chasm. Sub­se­quent events proved that, had we fired, we should have sorely re­pented it, but luck­ily a half sus­pi­cion of foul play had by this time arisen in my mind, and we for­bore to let the sav­ages know of our where­abouts.

			After hav­ing re­posed for about an hour, we pushed on slowly up the ravine, and had gone no great way be­fore we heard a suc­ces­sion of tremen­dous yells. At length we reached what might be called the sur­face of the ground; for our path hith­erto, since leav­ing the plat­form, had lain be­neath an arch­way of high rock and fo­liage, at a vast dis­tance over­head. With great cau­tion we stole to a nar­row open­ing, through which we had a clear sight of the sur­round­ing coun­try, when the whole dread­ful se­cret of the con­cus­sion broke upon us in one mo­ment and at one view.

			The spot from which we looked was not far from the sum­mit of the high­est peak in the range of the soap­stone hills. The gorge in which our party of thirty-two had en­tered ran within fifty feet to the left of us. But, for at least one hun­dred yards, the chan­nel or bed of this gorge was en­tirely filled up with the chaotic ru­ins of more than a mil­lion tons of earth and stone that had been ar­ti­fi­cially tum­bled within it. The means by which the vast mass had been pre­cip­i­tated were not more sim­ple than ev­i­dent, for sure traces of the mur­der­ous work were yet re­main­ing. In sev­eral spots along the top of the east­ern side of the gorge (we were now on the west­ern) might be seen stakes of wood driven into the earth. In these spots the earth had not given way, but through­out the whole ex­tent of the face of the precipice from which the mass had fallen, it was clear, from marks left in the soil re­sem­bling those made by the drill of the rock blaster, that stakes sim­i­lar to those we saw stand­ing had been in­serted, at not more than a yard apart, for the length of per­haps three hun­dred feet, and rang­ing at about ten feet back from the edge of the gulf. Strong cords of grape vine were at­tached to the stakes still re­main­ing on the hill, and it was ev­i­dent that such cords had also been at­tached to each of the other stakes. I have al­ready spo­ken of the sin­gu­lar strat­i­fi­ca­tion of these soap­stone hills; and the de­scrip­tion just given of the nar­row and deep fis­sure through which we ef­fected our es­cape from in­hu­ma­tion will af­ford a fur­ther con­cep­tion of its na­ture. This was such that al­most ev­ery nat­u­ral con­vul­sion would be sure to split the soil into per­pen­dic­u­lar lay­ers or ridges run­ning par­al­lel with one an­other, and a very mod­er­ate ex­er­tion of art would be suf­fi­cient for ef­fect­ing the same pur­pose. Of this strat­i­fi­ca­tion the sav­ages had availed them­selves to ac­com­plish their treach­er­ous ends. There can be no doubt that, by the con­tin­u­ous line of stakes, a par­tial rup­ture of the soil had been brought about prob­a­bly to the depth of one or two feet, when by means of a sav­age pulling at the end of each of the cords (these cords be­ing at­tached to the tops of the stakes, and ex­tend­ing back from the edge of the cliff), a vast lever­age power was ob­tained, ca­pa­ble of hurl­ing the whole face of the hill, upon a given sig­nal, into the bo­som of the abyss be­low. The fate of our poor com­pan­ions was no longer a mat­ter of un­cer­tainty. We alone had es­caped from the tem­pest of that over­whelm­ing de­struc­tion. We were the only liv­ing white men upon the is­land.

		
	
		
			XXII

			Our sit­u­a­tion, as it now ap­peared, was scarcely less dread­ful than when we had con­ceived our­selves en­tombed for­ever. We saw be­fore us no prospect but that of be­ing put to death by the sav­ages, or of drag­ging out a mis­er­able ex­is­tence in cap­tiv­ity among them. We might, to be sure, con­ceal our­selves for a time from their ob­ser­va­tion among the fast­nesses of the hills, and, as a fi­nal re­sort, in the chasm from which we had just is­sued; but we must ei­ther per­ish in the long po­lar win­ter through cold and famine, or be ul­ti­mately dis­cov­ered in our ef­forts to ob­tain re­lief.

			The whole coun­try around us seemed to be swarm­ing with sav­ages, crowds of whom, we now per­ceived, had come over from the is­lands to the south­ward on flat rafts, doubt­less with a view of lend­ing their aid in the cap­ture and plun­der of the Jane. The ves­sel still lay calmly at an­chor in the bay, those on board be­ing ap­par­ently quite un­con­scious of any dan­ger await­ing them. How we longed at that mo­ment to be with them! ei­ther to aid in ef­fect­ing their es­cape, or to per­ish with them in at­tempt­ing a de­fence. We saw no chance even of warn­ing them of their dan­ger with­out bring­ing im­me­di­ate de­struc­tion upon our own heads, with but a re­mote hope of ben­e­fit to them. A pis­tol fired might suf­fice to ap­prise them that some­thing wrong had oc­curred; but the re­port could not pos­si­bly in­form them that their only prospect of safety lay in get­ting out of the har­bour forth­with—it could not tell them that no prin­ci­ples of hon­our now bound them to re­main, that their com­pan­ions were no longer among the liv­ing. Upon hear­ing the dis­charge they could not be more thor­oughly pre­pared to meet the foe, who were now get­ting ready to at­tack, than they al­ready were, and al­ways had been. No good, there­fore, and in­fi­nite harm, would re­sult from our fir­ing, and af­ter ma­ture de­lib­er­a­tion, we for­bore.

			Our next thought was to at­tempt to rush to­ward the ves­sel, to seize one of the four ca­noes which lay at the head of the bay, and en­deav­our to force a pas­sage on board. But the ut­ter im­pos­si­bil­ity of suc­ceed­ing in this des­per­ate task soon be­came ev­i­dent. The coun­try, as I said be­fore, was lit­er­ally swarm­ing with the na­tives, skulk­ing among the bushes and re­cesses of the hills, so as not to be ob­served from the schooner. In our im­me­di­ate vicin­ity es­pe­cially, and blockad­ing the sole path by which we could hope to at­tain the shore at the proper point were sta­tioned the whole party of the black skin war­riors, with Too-wit at their head, and ap­par­ently only wait­ing for some re-en­force­ment to com­mence his on­set upon the Jane. The ca­noes, too, which lay at the head of the bay, were manned with sav­ages, un­armed, it is true, but who un­doubt­edly had arms within reach. We were forced, there­fore, how­ever un­will­ingly, to re­main in our place of con­ceal­ment, mere spec­ta­tors of the con­flict which presently en­sued.

			In about half an hour we saw some sixty or sev­enty rafts, or flat­boats, with­out rig­gers, filled with sav­ages, and com­ing round the south­ern bight of the har­bor. They ap­peared to have no arms ex­cept short clubs, and stones which lay in the bot­tom of the rafts. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward an­other de­tach­ment, still larger, ap­peared in an op­po­site di­rec­tion, and with sim­i­lar weapons. The four ca­noes, too, were now quickly filled with na­tives, start­ing up from the bushes at the head of the bay, and put off swiftly to join the other par­ties. Thus, in less time than I have taken to tell it, and as if by magic, the Jane saw her­self sur­rounded by an im­mense mul­ti­tude of des­per­a­does ev­i­dently bent upon cap­tur­ing her at all haz­ards.

			That they would suc­ceed in so do­ing could not be doubted for an in­stant. The six men left in the ves­sel, how­ever res­o­lutely they might en­gage in her de­fence, were al­to­gether un­equal to the proper man­age­ment of the guns, or in any man­ner to sus­tain a con­test at such odds. I could hardly imag­ine that they would make re­sis­tance at all, but in this was de­ceived; for presently I saw them get springs upon the ca­ble, and bring the ves­sel’s star­board broad­side to bear upon the ca­noes, which by this time were within pis­tol range, the rafts be­ing nearly a quar­ter of a mile to wind­ward. Owing to some cause un­known, but most prob­a­bly to the ag­i­ta­tion of our poor friends at see­ing them­selves in so hope­less a sit­u­a­tion, the dis­charge was an en­tire fail­ure. Not a ca­noe was hit or a sin­gle sav­age in­jured, the shots strik­ing short and ric­o­chet­ing over their heads. The only ef­fect pro­duced upon them was as­ton­ish­ment at the un­ex­pected re­port and smoke, which was so ex­ces­sive that for some mo­ments I al­most thought they would aban­don their de­sign en­tirely, and re­turn to the shore. And this they would most likely have done had our men fol­lowed up their broad­side by a dis­charge of small arms, in which, as the ca­noes were now so near at hand, they could not have failed in do­ing some ex­e­cu­tion, suf­fi­cient, at least, to de­ter this party from a far­ther ad­vance, un­til they could have given the rafts also a broad­side. But, in place of this, they left the ca­noe party to re­cover from their panic, and, by look­ing about them, to see that no in­jury had been sus­tained, while they flew to the lar­board to get ready for the rafts.

			The dis­charge to lar­board pro­duced the most ter­ri­ble ef­fect. The star and dou­ble-headed shot of the large guns cut seven or eight of the rafts com­pletely asun­der, and killed, per­haps, thirty or forty of the sav­ages out­right, while a hun­dred of them, at least, were thrown into the wa­ter, the most of them dread­fully wounded. The re­main­der, fright­ened out of their senses, com­menced at once a pre­cip­i­tate re­treat, not even wait­ing to pick up their maimed com­pan­ions, who were swim­ming about in ev­ery di­rec­tion, scream­ing and yelling for aid. This great suc­cess, how­ever, came too late for the sal­va­tion of our de­voted peo­ple. The ca­noe party were al­ready on board the schooner to the num­ber of more than a hun­dred and fifty, the most of them hav­ing suc­ceeded in scram­bling up the chains and over the board­ing-net­ting even be­fore the matches had been ap­plied to the lar­board guns. Noth­ing now could with­stand their brute rage. Our men were borne down at once, over­whelmed, trod­den un­der foot, and ab­so­lutely torn to pieces in an in­stant.

			See­ing this, the sav­ages on the rafts got the bet­ter of their fears, and came up in shoals to the plun­der. In five min­utes the Jane was a pitiable scene in­deed of havoc and tu­mul­tuous out­rage. The decks were split open and ripped up; the cordage, sails, and ev­ery­thing mov­able on deck de­mol­ished as if by magic, while, by dint of push­ing at the stern, tow­ing with the ca­noes, and haul­ing at the sides, as they swam in thou­sands around the ves­sel, the wretches fi­nally forced her on shore (the ca­ble hav­ing been slipped), and de­liv­ered her over to the good of­fices of Too-wit, who, dur­ing the whole of the en­gage­ment, had main­tained, like a skil­ful gen­eral, his post of se­cu­rity and re­con­nais­sance among the hills, but, now that the vic­tory was com­pleted to his sat­is­fac­tion, con­de­scended to scam­per down with his war­riors of the black skin, and be­come a par­taker in the spoils.

			Too-wit’s de­scent left us at lib­erty to quit our hid­ing place and re­con­noitre the hill in the vicin­ity of the chasm. At about fifty yards from the mouth of it we saw a small spring of wa­ter, at which we slaked the burn­ing thirst that now con­sumed us. Not far from the spring we dis­cov­ered sev­eral of the fil­bert-bushes which I men­tioned be­fore. Upon tast­ing the nuts we found them palat­able, and very nearly re­sem­bling in flavour the com­mon English fil­bert. We col­lected our hats full im­me­di­ately, de­posited them within the ravine, and re­turned for more. While we were busily em­ployed in gath­er­ing these, a rustling in the bushes alarmed us, and we were upon the point of steal­ing back to our covert, when a large black bird of the bit­tern species strug­glingly and slowly arose above the shrubs. I was so much star­tled that I could do noth­ing, but Peters had suf­fi­cient pres­ence of mind to run up to it be­fore it could make its es­cape, and seize it by the neck. Its strug­gles and screams were tremen­dous, and we had thoughts of let­ting it go, lest the noise should alarm some of the sav­ages who might be still lurk­ing in the neigh­bour­hood. A stab with a bowie knife, how­ever, at length brought it to the ground, and we dragged it into the ravine, con­grat­u­lat­ing our­selves that, at all events, we had thus ob­tained a sup­ply of food enough to last us for a week.

			We now went out again to look about us, and ven­tured a con­sid­er­able dis­tance down the south­ern de­cliv­ity of the hill, but met with noth­ing else which could serve us for food. We there­fore col­lected a quan­tity of dry wood and re­turned, see­ing one or two large par­ties of the na­tives on their way to the vil­lage, laden with the plun­der of the ves­sel, and who, we were ap­pre­hen­sive, might dis­cover us in pass­ing be­neath the hill.

			Our next care was to ren­der our place of con­ceal­ment as se­cure as pos­si­ble, and with this ob­ject, we ar­ranged some brush­wood over the aper­ture which I have be­fore spo­ken of as the one through which we saw the patch of blue sky, on reach­ing the plat­form from the in­te­rior of the chasm. We left only a very small open­ing just wide enough to ad­mit of our see­ing the bay, with­out the risk of be­ing dis­cov­ered from be­low. Hav­ing done this, we con­grat­u­lated our­selves upon the se­cu­rity of the po­si­tion; for we were now com­pletely ex­cluded from ob­ser­va­tion, as long as we chose to re­main within the ravine it­self, and not ven­ture out upon the hill, We could per­ceive no traces of the sav­ages hav­ing ever been within this hol­low; but, in­deed, when we came to re­flect upon the prob­a­bil­ity that the fis­sure through which we at­tained it had been only just now cre­ated by the fall of the cliff op­po­site, and that no other way of at­tain­ing it could be per­ceived, we were not so much re­joiced at the thought of be­ing se­cure from mo­lesta­tion as fear­ful lest there should be ab­so­lutely no means left us for de­scent. We re­solved to ex­plore the sum­mit of the hill thor­oughly, when a good op­por­tu­nity should of­fer. In the mean­time we watched the mo­tions of the sav­ages through our loop­hole.

			They had al­ready made a com­plete wreck of the ves­sel, and were now pre­par­ing to set her on fire. In a lit­tle while we saw the smoke as­cend­ing in huge vol­umes from her main hatch­way, and, shortly af­ter­ward, a dense mass of flame burst up from the fore­cas­tle. The rig­ging, masts and what re­mained of the sails caught im­me­di­ately, and the fire spread rapidly along the decks. Still a great many of the sav­ages re­tained their sta­tions about her, ham­mer­ing with large stones, axes, and can­non balls at the bolts and other iron and cop­per work. On the beach, and in ca­noes and rafts, there were not less, al­to­gether, in the im­me­di­ate vicin­ity of the schooner, than ten thou­sand na­tives, be­sides the shoals of them who, laden with booty, were mak­ing their way in­land and over to the neigh­bour­ing is­lands. We now an­tic­i­pated a catas­tro­phe, and were not dis­ap­pointed. First of all there came a smart shock (which we felt as dis­tinctly where we were as if we had been slightly gal­va­nized), but unat­tended with any vis­i­ble signs of an ex­plo­sion. The sav­ages were ev­i­dently star­tled, and paused for an in­stant from their labours and yellings. They were upon the point of recom­menc­ing, when sud­denly a mass of smoke puffed up from the decks, re­sem­bling a black and heavy thun­der­cloud—then, as if from its bow­els, arose a tall stream of vivid fire to the height, ap­par­ently, of a quar­ter of a mile—then there came a sud­den cir­cu­lar ex­pan­sion of the flame—then the whole at­mos­phere was mag­i­cally crowded, in a sin­gle in­stant, with a wild chaos of wood, and metal, and hu­man limbs—and, lastly, came the con­cus­sion in its fullest fury, which hurled us im­petu­ously from our feet, while the hills echoed and ree­choed the tu­mult, and a dense shower of the mi­nut­est frag­ments of the ru­ins tum­bled head­long in ev­ery di­rec­tion around us.

			The havoc among the sav­ages far ex­ceeded our ut­most ex­pec­ta­tion, and they had now, in­deed, reaped the full and per­fect fruits of their treach­ery. Per­haps a thou­sand per­ished by the ex­plo­sion, while at least an equal num­ber were des­per­ately man­gled. The whole sur­face of the bay was lit­er­ally strewn with the strug­gling and drown­ing wretches, and on shore mat­ters were even worse. They seemed ut­terly ap­palled by the sud­den­ness and com­plete­ness of their dis­com­fi­ture, and made no ef­forts at as­sist­ing one an­other. At length we ob­served a to­tal change in their de­meanour. From ab­so­lute stu­por, they ap­peared to be, all at once, aroused to the high­est pitch of ex­cite­ment, and rushed wildly about, go­ing to and from a cer­tain point on the beach, with the strangest ex­pres­sions of min­gled hor­ror, rage, and in­tense cu­rios­ity de­picted on their coun­te­nances, and shout­ing, at the top of their voices, “Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!”

			Presently we saw a large body go off into the hills, whence they re­turned in a short time, car­ry­ing stakes of wood. Th­ese they brought to the sta­tion where the crowd was the thick­est, which now sep­a­rated so as to af­ford us a view of the ob­ject of all this ex­cite­ment. We per­ceived some­thing white ly­ing upon the ground, but could not im­me­di­ately make out what it was. At length we saw that it was the car­cass of the strange an­i­mal with the scar­let teeth and claws which the schooner had picked up at sea on the eigh­teenth of Jan­uary. Cap­tain Guy had had the body pre­served for the pur­pose of stuff­ing the skin and tak­ing it to Eng­land. I re­mem­ber he had given some di­rec­tions about it just be­fore our mak­ing the is­land, and it had been brought into the cabin and stowed away in one of the lock­ers. It had now been thrown on shore by the ex­plo­sion; but why it had oc­ca­sioned so much con­cern among the sav­ages was more than we could com­pre­hend. Although they crowded around the car­cass at a lit­tle dis­tance, none of them seemed will­ing to ap­proach it closely. By-and-by the men with the stakes drove them in a cir­cle around it, and no sooner was this ar­range­ment com­pleted, than the whole of the vast as­sem­blage rushed into the in­te­rior of the is­land, with loud screams of “Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!”

		
	
		
			XXIII

			Dur­ing the six or seven days im­me­di­ately fol­low­ing we re­mained in our hid­ing-place upon the hill, go­ing out only oc­ca­sion­ally, and then with the great­est pre­cau­tion, for wa­ter and fil­berts. We had made a kind of pent­house on the plat­form, fur­nish­ing it with a bed of dry leaves, and plac­ing in it three large flat stones, which served us for both fire­place and ta­ble. We kin­dled a fire with­out dif­fi­culty by rub­bing two pieces of dry wood to­gether, the one soft, the other hard. The bird we had taken in such good sea­son proved ex­cel­lent eat­ing, al­though some­what tough. It was not an oceanic fowl, but a species of bit­tern, with jet black and griz­zly plumage, and diminu­tive wings in pro­por­tion to its bulk. We af­ter­ward saw three of the same kind in the vicin­ity of the ravine, ap­par­ently seek­ing for the one we had cap­tured; but, as they never alighted, we had no op­por­tu­nity of catch­ing them.

			As long as this fowl lasted we suf­fered noth­ing from our sit­u­a­tion, but it was now en­tirely con­sumed, and it be­came ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary that we should look out for pro­vi­sion. The fil­berts would not sat­isfy the crav­ings of hunger, af­flict­ing us, too, with se­vere grip­ings of the bow­els, and, if freely in­dulged in, with vi­o­lent headache. We had seen sev­eral large tor­toises near the seashore to the east­ward of the hill, and per­ceived they might be eas­ily taken, if we could get at them with­out the ob­ser­va­tion of the na­tives. It was re­solved, there­fore, to make an at­tempt at de­scend­ing.

			We com­menced by go­ing down the south­ern de­cliv­ity, which seemed to of­fer the fewest dif­fi­cul­ties, but had not pro­ceeded a hun­dred yards be­fore (as we had an­tic­i­pated from ap­pear­ances on the hill­top) our progress was en­tirely ar­rested by a branch of the gorge in which our com­pan­ions had per­ished. We now passed along the edge of this for about a quar­ter of a mile, when we were again stopped by a precipice of im­mense depth, and, not be­ing able to make our way along the brink of it, we were forced to re­trace our steps by the main ravine.

			We now pushed over to the east­ward, but with pre­cisely sim­i­lar for­tune. After an hour’s scram­ble, at the risk of break­ing our necks, we dis­cov­ered that we had merely de­scended into a vast pit of black gran­ite, with fine dust at the bot­tom, and whence the only egress was by the rugged path in which we had come down. Toil­ing again up this path, we now tried the north­ern edge of the hill. Here we were obliged to use the great­est pos­si­ble cau­tion in our ma­neu­vers, as the least in­dis­cre­tion would ex­pose us to the full view of the sav­ages in the vil­lage. We crawled along, there­fore, on our hands and knees, and, oc­ca­sion­ally, were even forced to throw our­selves at full length, drag­ging our bod­ies along by means of the shrub­bery. In this care­ful man­ner we had pro­ceeded but a lit­tle way, when we ar­rived at a chasm far deeper than any we had yet seen, and lead­ing di­rectly into the main gorge. Thus our fears were fully con­firmed, and we found our­selves cut off en­tirely from ac­cess to the world be­low. Thor­oughly ex­hausted by our ex­er­tions, we made the best of our way back to the plat­form, and throw­ing our­selves upon the bed of leaves, slept sweetly and soundly for some hours.

			For sev­eral days af­ter this fruit­less search we were oc­cu­pied in ex­plor­ing ev­ery part of the sum­mit of the hill, in or­der to in­form our­selves of its ac­tual re­sources. We found that it would af­ford us no food, with the ex­cep­tion of the un­whole­some fil­berts, and a rank species of scurvy grass, which grew in a lit­tle patch of not more than four rods square, and would be soon ex­hausted. On the fif­teenth of Fe­bru­ary, as near as I can re­mem­ber, there was not a blade of this left, and the nuts were grow­ing scarce; our sit­u­a­tion, there­fore, could hardly be more lam­en­ta­ble.5 On the six­teenth we again went round the walls of our prison, in hope of find­ing some av­enue of es­cape; but to no pur­pose. We also de­scended the chasm in which we had been over­whelmed, with the faint ex­pec­ta­tion of dis­cov­er­ing, through this chan­nel, some open­ing to the main ravine. Here, too, we were dis­ap­pointed, al­though we found and brought up with us a mus­ket.

			On the sev­en­teenth we set out with the de­ter­mi­na­tion of ex­am­in­ing more thor­oughly the chasm of black gran­ite into which we had made our way in the first search. We re­mem­bered that one of the fis­sures in the sides of this pit had been but par­tially looked into, and we were anx­ious to ex­plore it, al­though with no ex­pec­ta­tion of dis­cov­er­ing here any open­ing.

			We found no great dif­fi­culty in reach­ing the bot­tom of the hol­low as be­fore, and were now suf­fi­ciently calm to sur­vey it with some at­ten­tion. It was, in­deed, one of the most sin­gu­lar-look­ing places imag­in­able, and we could scarcely bring our­selves to be­lieve it al­to­gether the work of na­ture. The pit, from its east­ern to its west­ern ex­trem­ity, was about five hun­dred yards in length, when all its wind­ings were threaded; the dis­tance from east to west in a straight line not be­ing more (I should sup­pose, hav­ing no means of ac­cu­rate ex­am­i­na­tion) than forty or fifty yards. Upon first de­scend­ing into the chasm, that is to say, for a hun­dred feet down­ward from the sum­mit of the hill, the sides of the abyss bore lit­tle re­sem­blance to each other, and, ap­par­ently, had at no time been con­nected, the one sur­face be­ing of the soap­stone, and the other of marl, gran­u­lated with some metal­lic mat­ter. The av­er­age breadth or in­ter­val be­tween the two cliffs was prob­a­bly here sixty feet, but there seemed to be no reg­u­lar­ity of for­ma­tion. Pass­ing down, how­ever, be­yond the limit spo­ken of, the in­ter­val rapidly con­tracted, and the sides be­gan to run par­al­lel, al­though, for some dis­tance far­ther, they were still dis­sim­i­lar in their ma­te­rial and form of sur­face. Upon ar­riv­ing within fifty feet of the bot­tom, a per­fect reg­u­lar­ity com­menced. The sides were now en­tirely uni­form in sub­stance, in color, and in lat­eral di­rec­tion, the ma­te­rial be­ing a very black and shin­ing gran­ite, and the dis­tance be­tween the two sides, at all points fac­ing each other, ex­actly twenty yards. The pre­cise for­ma­tion of the chasm will be best un­der­stood by means of a de­lin­eation taken upon the spot; for I had luck­ily with me a pock­et­book and pen­cil, which I pre­served with great care through a long se­ries of sub­se­quent ad­ven­ture, and to which I am in­debted for mem­o­randa of many sub­jects which would oth­er­wise have been crowded from my re­mem­brance.

			This fig­ure gives the gen­eral out­lines of the chasm, with­out the mi­nor cav­i­ties in the sides, of which there were sev­eral, each cav­ity hav­ing a cor­re­spond­ing pro­tu­ber­ance op­po­site. The bot­tom of the gulf was cov­ered to the depth of three or four inches with a pow­der al­most im­pal­pa­ble, be­neath which we found a con­tin­u­a­tion of the black gran­ite. To the right, at the lower ex­trem­ity, will be no­ticed the ap­pear­ance of a small open­ing; this is the fis­sure al­luded to above, and to ex­am­ine which more minutely than be­fore was the ob­ject of our sec­ond visit. We now pushed into it with vigor, cut­ting away a quan­tity of bram­bles which im­peded us, and re­mov­ing a vast heap of sharp flints some­what re­sem­bling ar­row­heads in shape. We were en­cour­aged to per­se­vere, how­ever, by per­ceiv­ing some lit­tle light pro­ceed­ing from the far­ther end. We at length squeezed our way for about thirty feet, and found that the aper­ture was a low and reg­u­larly formed arch, hav­ing a bot­tom of the same im­pal­pa­ble pow­der as that in the main chasm. A strong light now broke upon us, and, turn­ing a short bend, we found our­selves in an­other lofty cham­ber, sim­i­lar to the one we had left in ev­ery re­spect but lon­gi­tu­di­nal form. Its gen­eral fig­ure is here given.

			The to­tal length of this chasm, com­menc­ing at the open­ing a and pro­ceed­ing round the curve b to the ex­trem­ity d, is five hun­dred and fifty yards. At c we dis­cov­ered a small aper­ture sim­i­lar to the one through which we had is­sued from the other chasm, and this was choked up in the same man­ner with bram­bles and a quan­tity of the white ar­row­head flints. We forced our way through it, find­ing it about forty feet long, and emerged into a third chasm. This, too, was pre­cisely like the first, ex­cept in its lon­gi­tu­di­nal shape, which was thus.

			We found the en­tire length of the third chasm three hun­dred and twenty yards. At the point a was an open­ing about six feet wide, and ex­tend­ing fif­teen feet into the rock, where it ter­mi­nated in a bed of marl, there be­ing no other chasm be­yond, as we had ex­pected. We were about leav­ing this fis­sure, into which very lit­tle light was ad­mit­ted, when Peters called my at­ten­tion to a range of sin­gu­lar-look­ing in­den­tures in the sur­face of the marl form­ing the ter­mi­na­tion of the cul-de-sac. With a very slight ex­er­tion of the imag­i­na­tion, the left, or most north­ern of these in­den­tures might have been taken for the in­ten­tional, al­though rude, rep­re­sen­ta­tion of a hu­man fig­ure stand­ing erect, with out­stretched arm. The rest of them bore also some lit­tle re­sem­blance to al­pha­bet­i­cal char­ac­ters, and Peters was will­ing, at all events, to adopt the idle opin­ion that they were re­ally such. I con­vinced him of his er­ror, fi­nally, by di­rect­ing his at­ten­tion to the floor of the fis­sure, where, among the pow­der, we picked up, piece by piece, sev­eral large flakes of the marl, which had ev­i­dently been bro­ken off by some con­vul­sion from the sur­face where the in­den­tures were found, and which had pro­ject­ing points ex­actly fit­ting the in­den­tures; thus prov­ing them to have been the work of na­ture.

			After sat­is­fy­ing our­selves that these sin­gu­lar cav­erns af­forded us no means of es­cape from our prison, we made our way back, de­jected and dispir­ited, to the sum­mit of the hill. Noth­ing worth men­tion­ing oc­curred dur­ing the next twenty-four hours, ex­cept that, in ex­am­in­ing the ground to the east­ward of the third chasm, we found two tri­an­gu­lar holes of great depth, and also with black gran­ite sides. Into these holes we did not think it worth while to at­tempt de­scend­ing, as they had the ap­pear­ance of mere nat­u­ral wells, with­out out­let. They were each about twenty yards in cir­cum­fer­ence, and their shape, as well as rel­a­tive po­si­tion in re­gard to the third chasm, is shown in fig­ure 5.

		
	
		
			XXIV

			On the twen­ti­eth of the month, find­ing it al­to­gether im­pos­si­ble to sub­sist any longer upon the fil­berts, the use of which oc­ca­sioned us the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing tor­ment, we re­solved to make a des­per­ate at­tempt at de­scend­ing the south­ern de­cliv­ity of the hill. The face of the precipice was here of the soft­est species of soap­stone, al­though nearly per­pen­dic­u­lar through­out its whole ex­tent (a depth of a hun­dred and fifty feet at the least), and in many places even over­ar­ch­ing. After a long search we dis­cov­ered a nar­row ledge about twenty feet be­low the brink of the gulf; upon this Peters con­trived to leap, with what as­sis­tance I could ren­der him by means of our pocket-hand­ker­chiefs tied to­gether. With some­what more dif­fi­culty I also got down; and we then saw the pos­si­bil­ity of de­scend­ing the whole way by the process in which we had clam­bered up from the chasm when we had been buried by the fall of the hill-that is, by cut­ting steps in the face of the soap­stone with our knives. The ex­treme haz­ard of the at­tempt can scarcely be con­ceived; but, as there was no other re­source, we de­ter­mined to un­der­take it.

			Upon the ledge where we stood there grew some fil­bert-bushes; and to one of these we made fast an end of our rope of hand­ker­chiefs. The other end be­ing tied round Peters’ waist, I low­ered him down over the edge of the precipice un­til the hand­ker­chiefs were stretched tight. He now pro­ceeded to dig a deep hole in the soap­stone (as far in as eight or ten inches), slop­ing away the rock above to the height of a foot, or there­about, so as to al­low of his driv­ing, with the butt of a pis­tol, a tol­er­a­bly strong peg into the lev­elled sur­face. I then drew him up for about four feet, when he made a hole sim­i­lar to the one be­low, driv­ing in a peg as be­fore, and hav­ing thus a rest­ing-place for both feet and hands. I now un­fas­tened the hand­ker­chiefs from the bush, throw­ing him the end, which he tied to the peg in the up­per­most hole, let­ting him­self down gen­tly to a sta­tion about three feet lower than he had yet been that is, to the full ex­tent of the hand­ker­chiefs. Here he dug an­other hole, and drove an­other peg. He then drew him­self up, so as to rest his feet in the hole just cut, tak­ing hold with his hands upon the peg in the one above. It was now nec­es­sary to un­tie the hand­ker­chiefs from the top­most peg, with the view of fas­ten­ing them to the sec­ond; and here he found that an er­ror had been com­mit­ted in cut­ting the holes at so great a dis­tance apart. How­ever, af­ter one or two un­suc­cess­ful and dan­ger­ous at­tempts at reach­ing the knot (hav­ing to hold on with his left hand while he la­bored to undo the fas­ten­ing with his right), he at length cut the string, leav­ing six inches of it af­fixed to the peg. Ty­ing the hand­ker­chiefs now to the sec­ond peg, he de­scended to a sta­tion be­low the third, tak­ing care not to go too far down. By these means (means which I should never have con­ceived of my­self, and for which we were in­debted al­to­gether to Peters’ in­ge­nu­ity and res­o­lu­tion) my com­pan­ion fi­nally suc­ceeded, with the oc­ca­sional aid of pro­jec­tions in the cliff, in reach­ing the bot­tom with­out ac­ci­dent.

			It was some time be­fore I could sum­mon suf­fi­cient res­o­lu­tion to fol­low him; but I did at length at­tempt it. Peters had taken off his shirt be­fore de­scend­ing, and this, with my own, formed the rope nec­es­sary for the ad­ven­ture. After throw­ing down the mus­ket found in the chasm, I fas­tened this rope to the bushes, and let my­self down rapidly, striv­ing, by the vigor of my move­ments, to ban­ish the trep­i­da­tion which I could over­come in no other man­ner. This an­swered suf­fi­ciently well for the first four or five steps; but presently I found my imag­i­na­tion grow­ing ter­ri­bly ex­cited by thoughts of the vast depths yet to be de­scended, and the pre­car­i­ous na­ture of the pegs and soap­stone holes which were my only sup­port. It was in vain I en­deav­ored to ban­ish these re­flec­tions, and to keep my eyes steadily bent upon the flat sur­face of the cliff be­fore me. The more earnestly I strug­gled not to think, the more in­tensely vivid be­came my con­cep­tions, and the more hor­ri­bly dis­tinct. At length ar­rived that cri­sis of fancy, so fear­ful in all sim­i­lar cases, the cri­sis in which we be­gan to an­tic­i­pate the feel­ings with which we shall fall—to pic­ture to our­selves the sick­ness, and dizzi­ness, and the last strug­gle, and the half swoon, and the fi­nal bit­ter­ness of the rush­ing and head­long de­scent. And now I found these fan­cies cre­at­ing their own re­al­i­ties, and all imag­ined hor­rors crowd­ing upon me in fact. I felt my knees strike vi­o­lently to­gether, while my fin­gers were grad­u­ally but cer­tainly re­lax­ing their grasp. There was a ring­ing in my ears, and I said, “This is my knell of death!” And now I was con­sumed with the ir­re­press­ible de­sire of look­ing be­low. I could not, I would not, con­fine my glances to the cliff; and, with a wild, in­de­fin­able emo­tion, half of hor­ror, half of a re­lieved op­pres­sion, I threw my vi­sion far down into the abyss. For one mo­ment my fin­gers clutched con­vul­sively upon their hold, while, with the move­ment, the faintest pos­si­ble idea of ul­ti­mate es­cape wan­dered, like a shadow, through my mind—in the next my whole soul was per­vaded with a long­ing to fall; a de­sire, a yearn­ing, a pas­sion ut­terly un­con­trol­lable. I let go at once my grasp upon the peg, and, turn­ing half round from the precipice, re­mained tot­ter­ing for an in­stant against its naked face. But now there came a spin­ning of the brain; a shrill-sound­ing and phan­tom voice screamed within my ears; a dusky, fiendish, and filmy fig­ure stood im­me­di­ately be­neath me; and, sigh­ing, I sunk down with a burst­ing heart, and plunged within its arms.

			I had swooned, and Peters had caught me as I fell. He had ob­served my pro­ceed­ings from his sta­tion at the bot­tom of the cliff; and per­ceiv­ing my im­mi­nent dan­ger, had en­deav­ored to in­spire me with courage by ev­ery sug­ges­tion he could de­vise; al­though my con­fu­sion of mind had been so great as to pre­vent my hear­ing what he said, or be­ing con­scious that he had even spo­ken to me at all. At length, see­ing me tot­ter, he has­tened to as­cend to my res­cue, and ar­rived just in time for my preser­va­tion. Had I fallen with my full weight, the rope of linen would in­evitably have snapped, and I should have been pre­cip­i­tated into the abyss; as it was, he con­trived to let me down gen­tly, so as to re­main sus­pended with­out dan­ger un­til an­i­ma­tion re­turned. This was in about fif­teen min­utes. On re­cov­ery, my trep­i­da­tion had en­tirely van­ished; I felt a new be­ing, and, with some lit­tle fur­ther aid from my com­pan­ion, reached the bot­tom also in safety.

			We now found our­selves not far from the ravine which had proved the tomb of our friends, and to the south­ward of the spot where the hill had fallen. The place was one of sin­gu­lar wild­ness, and its as­pect brought to my mind the de­scrip­tions given by trav­ellers of those dreary re­gions mark­ing the site of de­graded Baby­lon. Not to speak of the ru­ins of the dis­rupted cliff, which formed a chaotic bar­rier in the vista to the north­ward, the sur­face of the ground in ev­ery other di­rec­tion was strewn with huge tu­muli, ap­par­ently the wreck of some gi­gan­tic struc­tures of art; al­though, in de­tail, no sem­blance of art could be de­tected. Sco­ria were abun­dant, and large shape­less blocks of the black gran­ite, in­ter­min­gled with oth­ers of marl,6 and both gran­u­lated with metal. Of veg­e­ta­tion there were no traces what­so­ever through­out the whole of the des­o­late area within sight. Sev­eral im­mense scor­pi­ons were seen, and var­i­ous rep­tiles not else­where to be found in the high lat­i­tudes. As food was our most im­me­di­ate ob­ject, we re­solved to make our way to the sea­coast, dis­tant not more than half a mile, with a view of catch­ing tur­tle, sev­eral of which we had ob­served from our place of con­ceal­ment on the hill. We had pro­ceeded some hun­dred yards, thread­ing our route cau­tiously be­tween the huge rocks and tu­muli, when, upon turn­ing a cor­ner, five sav­ages sprung upon us from a small cav­ern, felling Peters to the ground with a blow from a club. As he fell the whole party rushed upon him to se­cure their vic­tim, leav­ing me time to re­cover from my as­ton­ish­ment. I still had the mus­ket, but the bar­rel had re­ceived so much in­jury in be­ing thrown from the precipice that I cast it aside as use­less, pre­fer­ring to trust my pis­tols, which had been care­fully pre­served in or­der. With these I ad­vanced upon the as­sailants, fir­ing one af­ter the other in quick suc­ces­sion. Two sav­ages fell, and one, who was in the act of thrust­ing a spear into Peters, sprung to his feet with­out ac­com­plish­ing his pur­pose. My com­pan­ion be­ing thus re­leased, we had no fur­ther dif­fi­culty. He had his pis­tols also, but pru­dently de­clined us­ing them, con­fid­ing in his great per­sonal strength, which far ex­ceeded that of any per­son I have ever known. Seiz­ing a club from one of the sav­ages who had fallen, he dashed out the brains of the three who re­mained, killing each in­stan­ta­neously with a sin­gle blow of the weapon, and leav­ing us com­pletely mas­ters of the field.

			So rapidly had these events passed, that we could scarcely be­lieve in their re­al­ity, and were stand­ing over the bod­ies of the dead in a species of stupid con­tem­pla­tion, when we were brought to rec­ol­lec­tion by the sound of shouts in the dis­tance. It was clear that the sav­ages had been alarmed by the fir­ing, and that we had lit­tle chance of avoid­ing dis­cov­ery. To re­gain the cliff, it would be nec­es­sary to pro­ceed in the di­rec­tion of the shouts, and even should we suc­ceed in ar­riv­ing at its base, we should never be able to as­cend it with­out be­ing seen. Our sit­u­a­tion was one of the great­est peril, and we were hes­i­tat­ing in which path to com­mence a flight, when one of the sav­ages whom I had shot, and sup­posed dead, sprang briskly to his feet, and at­tempted to make his es­cape. We over­took him, how­ever, be­fore he had ad­vanced many paces, and were about to put him to death, when Peters sug­gested that we might de­rive some ben­e­fit from forc­ing him to ac­com­pany us in our at­tempt to es­cape. We there­fore dragged him with us, mak­ing him un­der­stand that we would shoot him if he of­fered re­sis­tance. In a few min­utes he was per­fectly sub­mis­sive, and ran by our sides as we pushed in among the rocks, mak­ing for the seashore.

			So far, the ir­reg­u­lar­i­ties of the ground we had been travers­ing hid the sea, ex­cept at in­ter­vals, from our sight, and, when we first had it fairly in view, it was per­haps two hun­dred yards dis­tant. As we emerged into the open beach we saw, to our great dis­may, an im­mense crowd of the na­tives pour­ing from the vil­lage, and from all vis­i­ble quar­ters of the is­land, mak­ing to­ward us with ges­tic­u­la­tions of ex­treme fury, and howl­ing like wild beasts. We were upon the point of turn­ing upon our steps, and try­ing to se­cure a re­treat among the fast­nesses of the rougher ground, when I dis­cov­ered the bows of two ca­noes pro­ject­ing from be­hind a large rock which ran out into the wa­ter. Toward these we now ran with all speed, and, reach­ing them, found them un­guarded, and with­out any other freight than three of the large Gal­li­pago tur­tles and the usual sup­ply of pad­dles for sixty row­ers. We in­stantly took pos­ses­sion of one of them, and, forc­ing our cap­tive on board, pushed out to sea with all the strength we could com­mand.

			We had not made, how­ever, more than fifty yards from the shore be­fore we be­came suf­fi­ciently calm to per­ceive the great over­sight of which we had been guilty in leav­ing the other ca­noe in the power of the sav­ages, who, by this time, were not more than twice as far from the beach as our­selves, and were rapidly ad­vanc­ing to the pur­suit. No time was now to be lost. Our hope was, at best, a for­lorn one, but we had none other. It was very doubt­ful whether, with the ut­most ex­er­tion, we could get back in time to an­tic­i­pate them in tak­ing pos­ses­sion of the ca­noe; but yet there was a chance that we could. We might save our­selves if we suc­ceeded, while not to make the at­tempt was to re­sign our­selves to in­evitable butch­ery.

			The ca­noe was mod­elled with the bow and stern alike, and, in place of turn­ing it around, we merely changed our po­si­tion in pad­dling. As soon as the sav­ages per­ceived this they re­dou­bled their yells, as well as their speed, and ap­proached with in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­ity. We pulled, how­ever, with all the en­ergy of des­per­a­tion, and ar­rived at the con­tested point be­fore more than one of the na­tives had at­tained it. This man paid dearly for his su­pe­rior agility, Peters shoot­ing him through the head with a pis­tol as he ap­proached the shore. The fore­most among the rest of his party were prob­a­bly some twenty or thirty paces dis­tant as we seized upon the ca­noe. We at first en­deav­ored to pull her into the deep wa­ter, be­yond the reach of the sav­ages, but, find­ing her too firmly aground, and there be­ing no time to spare, Peters, with one or two heavy strokes from the butt of the mus­ket, suc­ceeded in dash­ing out a large por­tion of the bow and of one side. We then pushed off. Two of the na­tives by this time had got hold of our boat, ob­sti­nately re­fus­ing to let go, un­til we were forced to despatch them with our knives. We were now clear off, and mak­ing great way out to sea. The main body of the sav­ages, upon reach­ing the bro­ken ca­noe, set up the most tremen­dous yell of rage and dis­ap­point­ment con­ceiv­able. In truth, from ev­ery­thing I could see of these wretches, they ap­peared to be the most wicked, hyp­o­crit­i­cal, vin­dic­tive, blood­thirsty, and al­to­gether fiendish race of men upon the face of the globe. It is clear we should have had no mercy had we fallen into their hands. They made a mad at­tempt at fol­low­ing us in the frac­tured ca­noe, but, find­ing it use­less, again vented their rage in a se­ries of hideous vo­cif­er­a­tions, and rushed up into the hills.

			We were thus re­lieved from im­me­di­ate dan­ger, but our sit­u­a­tion was still suf­fi­ciently gloomy. We knew that four ca­noes of the kind we had were at one time in the pos­ses­sion of the sav­ages, and were not aware of the fact (af­ter­ward as­cer­tained from our cap­tive) that two of these had been blown to pieces in the ex­plo­sion of the Jane Guy. We cal­cu­lated, there­fore, upon be­ing yet pur­sued, as soon as our en­e­mies could get round to the bay (dis­tant about three miles) where the boats were usu­ally laid up. Fear­ing this, we made ev­ery ex­er­tion to leave the is­land be­hind us, and went rapidly through the wa­ter, forc­ing the pris­oner to take a pad­dle. In about half an hour, when we had gained prob­a­bly five or six miles to the south­ward, a large fleet of the flat-bot­tomed ca­noes or rafts were seen to emerge from the bay ev­i­dently with the de­sign of pur­suit. Presently they put back, de­spair­ing to over­take us.

		
	
		
			XXV

			We now found our­selves in the wide and des­o­late Antarc­tic Ocean, in a lat­i­tude ex­ceed­ing eighty-four de­grees, in a frail ca­noe, and with no pro­vi­sion but the three tur­tles. The long po­lar win­ter, too, could not be con­sid­ered as far dis­tant, and it be­came nec­es­sary that we should de­lib­er­ate well upon the course to be pur­sued. There were six or seven is­lands in sight be­long­ing to the same group, and dis­tant from each other about five or six leagues; but upon nei­ther of these had we any in­ten­tion to ven­ture. In com­ing from the north­ward in the Jane Guy we had been grad­u­ally leav­ing be­hind us the sever­est re­gions of ice—this, how­ever lit­tle it maybe in ac­cor­dance with the gen­er­ally re­ceived no­tions re­spect­ing the Antarc­tic, was a fact—ex­pe­ri­ence would not per­mit us to deny. To at­tempt, there­fore, get­ting back would be folly—es­pe­cially at so late a pe­riod of the sea­son. Only one course seemed to be left open for hope. We re­solved to steer boldly to the south­ward, where there was at least a prob­a­bil­ity of dis­cov­er­ing other lands, and more than a prob­a­bil­ity of find­ing a still milder cli­mate.

			So far we had found the Antarc­tic, like the Arc­tic Ocean, pe­cu­liarly free from vi­o­lent storms or im­mod­er­ately rough wa­ter; but our ca­noe was, at best, of frail struc­ture, al­though large, and we set busily to work with a view of ren­der­ing her as safe as the lim­ited means in our pos­ses­sion would ad­mit. The body of the boat was of no bet­ter ma­te­rial than bark—the bark of a tree un­known. The ribs were of a tough osier, well adapted to the pur­pose for which it was used. We had fifty feet room from stem to stern, from four to six in breadth, and in depth through­out four feet and a half—the boats thus dif­fer­ing vastly in shape from those of any other in­hab­i­tants of the South­ern Ocean with whom civ­i­lized na­tions are ac­quainted. We never did be­lieve them the work­man­ship of the ig­no­rant is­landers who owned them; and some days af­ter this pe­riod dis­cov­ered, by ques­tion­ing our cap­tive, that they were in fact made by the na­tives of a group to the south­west of the coun­try where we found them, hav­ing fallen ac­ci­den­tally into the hands of our bar­bar­ians. What we could do for the se­cu­rity of our boat was very lit­tle in­deed. Sev­eral wide rents were dis­cov­ered near both ends, and these we con­trived to patch up with pieces of woollen jacket. With the help of the su­per­flu­ous pad­dles, of which there were a great many, we erected a kind of frame­work about the bow, so as to break the force of any seas which might threaten to fill us in that quar­ter. We also set up two pad­dle-blades for masts, plac­ing them op­po­site each other, one by each gun­wale, thus sav­ing the ne­ces­sity of a yard. To these masts we at­tached a sail made of our shirts—do­ing this with some dif­fi­culty, as here we could get no as­sis­tance from our pris­oner what­ever, al­though he had been will­ing enough to la­bor in all the other op­er­a­tions. The sight of the linen seemed to af­fect him in a very sin­gu­lar man­ner. He could not be pre­vailed upon to touch it or go near it, shud­der­ing when we at­tempted to force him, and shriek­ing out, “Tekeli-li!”

			Hav­ing com­pleted our ar­range­ments in re­gard to the se­cu­rity of the ca­noe, we now set sail to the south-south­east for the present, with the view of weath­er­ing the most southerly of the group in sight. This be­ing done, we turned the bow full to the south­ward. The weather could by no means be con­sid­ered dis­agree­able. We had a pre­vail­ing and very gen­tle wind from the north­ward, a smooth sea, and con­tin­ual day­light. No ice what­ever was to be seen; nor did I ever see one par­ti­cle of this af­ter leav­ing the par­al­lel of Ben­net’s Islet. In­deed, the tem­per­a­ture of the wa­ter was here far too warm for its ex­is­tence in any quan­tity. Hav­ing killed the largest of our tor­toises, and ob­tained from him not only food but a co­pi­ous sup­ply of wa­ter, we con­tin­ued on our course, with­out any in­ci­dent of mo­ment, for per­haps seven or eight days, dur­ing which pe­riod we must have pro­ceeded a vast dis­tance to the south­ward, as the wind blew con­stantly with us, and a very strong cur­rent set con­tin­u­ally in the di­rec­tion we were pur­su­ing.

			March 1.7 Many un­usual phe­nom­ena now—in­di­cated that we were en­ter­ing upon a re­gion of nov­elty and won­der. A high range of light gray va­por ap­peared con­stantly in the south­ern hori­zon, flar­ing up oc­ca­sion­ally in lofty streaks, now dart­ing from east to west, now from west to east, and again pre­sent­ing a level and uni­form sum­mit—in short, hav­ing all the wild vari­a­tions of the Aurora Bo­re­alis. The av­er­age height of this va­por, as ap­par­ent from our sta­tion, was about twenty-five de­grees. The tem­per­a­ture of the sea seemed to be in­creas­ing mo­men­tar­ily, and there was a very per­cep­ti­ble al­ter­ation in its color.

			March 2. To­day by re­peated ques­tion­ing of our cap­tive, we came to the knowl­edge of many par­tic­u­lars in re­gard to the is­land of the mas­sacre, its in­hab­i­tants, and cus­toms—but with these how can I now de­tain the reader? I may say, how­ever, that we learned there were eight is­lands in the group—that they were gov­erned by a com­mon king, named Tsale­mon or Psale­moun, who resided in one of the small­est of the is­lands; that the black skins form­ing the dress of the war­riors came from an an­i­mal of huge size to be found only in a val­ley near the court of the king—that the in­hab­i­tants of the group fab­ri­cated no other boats than the flat-bot­tomed rafts; the four ca­noes be­ing all of the kind in their pos­ses­sion, and, these hav­ing been ob­tained, by mere ac­ci­dent, from some large is­land in the south­west—that his own name was Nu-Nu—that he had no knowl­edge of Ben­net’s Islet—and that the ap­pel­la­tion of the is­land he had left was Tsalal. The com­mence­ment of the words Tsale­mon and Tsalal was given with a pro­longed hiss­ing sound, which we found it im­pos­si­ble to im­i­tate, even af­ter re­peated en­deav­ors, and which was pre­cisely the same with the note of the black bit­tern we had eaten up on the sum­mit of the hill.

			March 3. The heat of the wa­ter was now truly re­mark­able, and in color was un­der­go­ing a rapid change, be­ing no longer trans­par­ent, but of a milky con­sis­tency and hue. In our im­me­di­ate vicin­ity it was usu­ally smooth, never so rough as to en­dan­ger the ca­noe—but we were fre­quently sur­prised at per­ceiv­ing, to our right and left, at dif­fer­ent dis­tances, sud­den and ex­ten­sive ag­i­ta­tions of the sur­face; these, we at length no­ticed, were al­ways pre­ceded by wild flick­er­ings in the re­gion of va­por to the south­ward.

			March 4. To­day, with the view of widen­ing our sail, the breeze from the north­ward dy­ing away per­cep­ti­bly, I took from my coat-pocket a white hand­ker­chief. Nu-Nu was seated at my el­bow, and the linen ac­ci­den­tally flar­ing in his face, he be­came vi­o­lently af­fected with con­vul­sions. Th­ese were suc­ceeded by drowsi­ness and stu­por, and low mur­mur­ings of “ ‘Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!”

			March 5. The wind had en­tirely ceased, but it was ev­i­dent that we were still hur­ry­ing on to the south­ward, un­der the in­flu­ence of a pow­er­ful cur­rent. And now—in­deed, it would seem rea­son­able that we should ex­pe­ri­ence some alarm at the turn events were tak­ing—but we felt none. The coun­te­nance of Peters in­di­cated noth­ing of this na­ture, al­though it wore at times an ex­pres­sion I could not fathom. The po­lar win­ter ap­peared to be com­ing on—but com­ing with­out its ter­rors. I felt a numb­ness of body and mind—a dreami­ness of sen­sa­tion but this was all.

			March 6. The gray va­por had now arisen many more de­grees above the hori­zon, and was grad­u­ally los­ing its gray­ness of tint. The heat of the wa­ter was ex­treme, even un­pleas­ant to the touch, and its milky hue was more ev­i­dent than ever. To­day a vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion of the wa­ter oc­curred very close to the ca­noe. It was at­tended, as usual, with a wild flar­ing up of the va­por at its sum­mit, and a mo­men­tary di­vi­sion at its base. A fine white pow­der, re­sem­bling ashes—but cer­tainly not such—fell over the ca­noe and over a large sur­face of the wa­ter, as the flick­er­ing died away among the va­por and the com­mo­tion sub­sided in the sea. Nu-Nu now threw him­self on his face in the bot­tom of the boat, and no per­sua­sions could in­duce him to arise.

			March 7. This day we ques­tioned Nu-Nu con­cern­ing the mo­tives of his coun­try­men in de­stroy­ing our com­pan­ions; but he ap­peared to be too ut­terly over­come by ter­ror to af­ford us any ra­tio­nal re­ply. He still ob­sti­nately lay in the bot­tom of the boat; and, upon re­it­er­at­ing the ques­tions as to the mo­tive, made use only of id­i­otic ges­tic­u­la­tions, such as rais­ing with his fore­fin­ger the up­per lip, and dis­play­ing the teeth which lay be­neath it. Th­ese were black. We had never be­fore seen the teeth of an in­hab­i­tant of Tsalal.

			March 8. To­day there floated by us one of the white an­i­mals whose ap­pear­ance upon the beach at Tsalal had oc­ca­sioned so wild a com­mo­tion among the sav­ages. I would have picked it up, but there came over me a sud­den list­less­ness, and I for­bore. The heat of the wa­ter still in­creased, and the hand could no longer be en­dured within it. Peters spoke lit­tle, and I knew not what to think of his ap­a­thy. Nu-Nu breathed, and no more.

			March 9. The whole ashy ma­te­rial fell now con­tin­u­ally around us, and in vast quan­ti­ties. The range of va­por to the south­ward had arisen prodi­giously in the hori­zon, and be­gan to as­sume more dis­tinct­ness of form. I can liken it to noth­ing but a lim­it­less cataract, rolling silently into the sea from some im­mense and far-dis­tant ram­part in the heaven. The gi­gan­tic cur­tain ranged along the whole ex­tent of the south­ern hori­zon. It emit­ted no sound.

			March 21. A sullen dark­ness now hov­ered above us—but from out the milky depths of the ocean a lu­mi­nous glare arose, and stole up along the bul­warks of the boat. We were nearly over­whelmed by the white ashy shower which set­tled upon us and upon the ca­noe, but melted into the wa­ter as it fell. The sum­mit of the cataract was ut­terly lost in the dim­ness and the dis­tance. Yet we were ev­i­dently ap­proach­ing it with a hideous ve­loc­ity. At in­ter­vals there were vis­i­ble in it wide, yawn­ing, but mo­men­tary rents, and from out these rents, within which was a chaos of flit­ting and in­dis­tinct im­ages, there came rush­ing and mighty, but sound­less winds, tear­ing up the enkin­dled ocean in their course.

			March 22. The dark­ness had ma­te­ri­ally in­creased, re­lieved only by the glare of the wa­ter thrown back from the white cur­tain be­fore us. Many gi­gan­tic and pal­lidly white birds flew con­tin­u­ously now from be­yond the veil, and their scream was the eter­nal Tekeli-li! as they re­treated from our vi­sion. Here­upon Nu-Nu stirred in the bot­tom of the boat; but upon touch­ing him we found his spirit de­parted. And now we rushed into the em­braces of the cataract, where a chasm threw it­self open to re­ceive us. But there arose in our path­way a shrouded hu­man fig­ure, very far larger in its pro­por­tions than any dweller among men. And the hue of the skin of the fig­ure was of the per­fect white­ness of the snow.

		
	
		
			Note

			The cir­cum­stances con­nected with the late sud­den and dis­tress­ing death of Mr. Pym are al­ready well known to the pub­lic through the medium of the daily press. It is feared that the few re­main­ing chap­ters which were to have com­pleted his nar­ra­tive, and which were re­tained by him, while the above were in type, for the pur­pose of re­vi­sion, have been ir­recov­er­ably lost through the ac­ci­dent by which he per­ished him­self. This, how­ever, may prove not to be the case, and the pa­pers, if ul­ti­mately found, will be given to the pub­lic.

			No means have been left un­tried to rem­edy the de­fi­ciency. The gen­tle­man whose name is men­tioned in the pref­ace, and who, from the state­ment there made, might be sup­posed able to fill the vac­uum, has de­clined the task—this, for sat­is­fac­tory rea­sons con­nected with the gen­eral in­ac­cu­racy of the de­tails af­forded him, and his dis­be­lief in the en­tire truth of the lat­ter por­tions of the nar­ra­tion. Peters, from whom some in­for­ma­tion might be ex­pected, is still alive, and a res­i­dent of Illi­nois, but can­not be met with at present. He may here­after be found, and will, no doubt, af­ford ma­te­rial for a con­clu­sion of Mr. Pym’s ac­count.

			The loss of two or three fi­nal chap­ters (for there were but two or three) is the more deeply to be re­gret­ted, as it can not be doubted they con­tained mat­ter rel­a­tive to the Pole it­self, or at least to re­gions in its very near prox­im­ity; and as, too, the state­ments of the au­thor in re­la­tion to these re­gions may shortly be ver­i­fied or con­tra­dicted by means of the gov­ern­men­tal ex­pe­di­tion now pre­par­ing for the South­ern Ocean.

			On one point in the nar­ra­tive some re­marks may well be of­fered; and it would af­ford the writer of this ap­pen­dix much plea­sure if what he may here ob­serve should have a ten­dency to throw credit, in any de­gree, upon the very sin­gu­lar pages now pub­lished. We al­lude to the chasms found in the is­land of Tsalal, and to the whole of the fig­ures upon pages 245–47.

			Mr. Pym has given the fig­ures of the chasms with­out com­ment, and speaks de­cid­edly of the in­den­tures found at the ex­trem­ity of the most east­erly of these chasms as hav­ing but a fan­ci­ful re­sem­blance to al­pha­bet­i­cal char­ac­ters, and, in short, as be­ing pos­i­tively not such. This as­ser­tion is made in a man­ner so sim­ple, and sus­tained by a species of demon­stra­tion so con­clu­sive (viz., the fit­ting of the pro­jec­tions of the frag­ments found among the dust into the in­den­tures upon the wall), that we are forced to be­lieve the writer in earnest; and no rea­son­able reader should sup­pose oth­er­wise. But as the facts in re­la­tion to all the fig­ures are most sin­gu­lar (es­pe­cially when taken in con­nec­tion with state­ments made in the body of the nar­ra­tive), it may be as well to say a word or two con­cern­ing them all—this, too, the more es­pe­cially as the facts in ques­tion have, be­yond doubt, es­caped the at­ten­tion of Mr. Poe.

			Fig­ure 1, then, fig­ure 2, fig­ure 3, and fig­ure 5, when con­joined with one an­other in the pre­cise or­der which the chasms them­selves pre­sented, and when de­prived of the small lat­eral branches or arches (which, it will be re­mem­bered, served only as a means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween the main cham­bers, and were of to­tally dis­tinct char­ac­ter), con­sti­tute an Ethiopian ver­bal root—the root [Ed. note: miss­ing im­age] “To be shady,”—whence all the in­flec­tions of shadow or dark­ness.

			In re­gard to the “left or most north­wardly” of the in­den­tures in fig­ure 4, it is more than prob­a­ble that the opin­ion of Peters was cor­rect, and that the hi­ero­glyph­i­cal ap­pear­ance was re­ally the work of art, and in­tended as the rep­re­sen­ta­tion of a hu­man form. The de­lin­eation is be­fore the reader, and he may, or may not, per­ceive the re­sem­blance sug­gested; but the rest of the in­den­tures af­ford strong con­fir­ma­tion of Peters’ idea. The up­per range is ev­i­dently the Ara­bic ver­bal root [Ed. note: miss­ing im­age] “To be white,” whence all the in­flec­tions of bril­liancy and white­ness. The lower range is not so im­me­di­ately per­spic­u­ous. The char­ac­ters are some­what bro­ken and dis­jointed; nev­er­the­less, it can not be doubted that, in their per­fect state, they formed the full Egyp­tian word [Ed. note: miss­ing im­age] “The re­gion of the south.” It should be ob­served that these in­ter­pre­ta­tions con­firm the opin­ion of Peters in re­gard to the “most north­wardly” of the fig­ures. The arm is out­stretched to­ward the south.

			Con­clu­sions such as these open a wide field for spec­u­la­tion and ex­cit­ing con­jec­ture. They should be re­garded, per­haps, in con­nec­tion with some of the most faintly de­tailed in­ci­dents of the nar­ra­tive; al­though in no vis­i­ble man­ner is this chain of con­nec­tion com­plete. Tekeli-li! was the cry of the af­frighted na­tives of Tsalal upon dis­cov­er­ing the car­cass of the white an­i­mal picked up at sea. This also was the shud­der­ing ex­cla­ma­tives of the cap­tive Tsalalian upon en­coun­ter­ing the white ma­te­ri­als in pos­ses­sion of Mr. Pym. This also was the shriek of the swift-fly­ing, white, and gi­gan­tic birds which is­sued from the va­pory white cur­tain of the South. Noth­ing white was to be found at Tsalal, and noth­ing oth­er­wise in the sub­se­quent voy­age to the re­gion be­yond. It is not im­pos­si­ble that “Tsalal,” the ap­pel­la­tion of the is­land of the chasms, may be found, upon minute philo­log­i­cal scru­tiny, to be­tray ei­ther some al­liance with the chasms them­selves, or some ref­er­ence to the Ethiopian char­ac­ters so mys­te­ri­ously writ­ten in their wind­ings.

			
				“I have graven it within the hills, and my vengeance upon the dust within the rock.”

			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			
					
					Whal­ing ves­sels are usu­ally fit­ted with iron oil-tanks—why the Gram­pus was not I have never been able to as­cer­tain. ↩

				

					
					The case of the brig Polly, of Bos­ton, is one so much in point, and her fate, in many re­spects, so re­mark­ably sim­i­lar to our own, that I can­not for­bear al­lud­ing to it here. This ves­sel, of one hun­dred and thirty tons bur­den, sailed from Bos­ton, with a cargo of lum­ber and pro­vi­sions, for Santa Croix, on the twelfth of De­cem­ber, 1811, un­der the com­mand of Cap­tain Cas­neau. There were eight souls on board be­sides the cap­tain—the mate, four sea­men, and the cook, to­gether with a Mr. Hunt, and a ne­gro girl be­long­ing to him. On the fif­teenth, hav­ing cleared the shoal of Ge­orges, she sprung a leak in a gale of wind from the south­east, and was fi­nally cap­sized; but, the masts go­ing by the board, she af­ter­ward righted. They re­mained in this sit­u­a­tion, with­out fire, and with very lit­tle pro­vi­sion, for the pe­riod of one hun­dred and ninety-one days (from De­cem­ber the fif­teenth to June the twen­ti­eth), when Cap­tain Cas­neau and Sa­muel Badger, the only sur­vivors, were taken off the wreck by the Fame, of Hull, Cap­tain Feather­stone, bound home from Rio Janeiro. When picked up, they were in lat­i­tude 28° N., lon­gi­tude 13° W., hav­ing drifted above two thou­sand miles! On the ninth of July the Fame fell in with the brig Dromero, Cap­tain Perkins, who landed the two suf­fer­ers in Ken­nebeck. The nar­ra­tive from which we gather these de­tails ends in the fol­low­ing words:

					
						“It is nat­u­ral to in­quire how they could float such a vast dis­tance, upon the most fre­quented part of the At­lantic, and not be dis­cov­ered all this time. They were passed by more than a dozen sail, one of which came so nigh them that they could dis­tinctly see the peo­ple on deck and on the rig­ging look­ing at them; but, to the in­ex­press­ible dis­ap­point­ment of the starv­ing and freez­ing men, they sti­fled the dic­tates of com­pas­sion, hoisted sail, and cru­elly aban­doned them to their fate.”

					

					
						↩
					

				

					
					Among the ves­sels which at var­i­ous times have pro­fessed to meet with the Auro­ras may be men­tioned the ship San Miguel, in 1769; the ship Aurora, in 1774; the brig Pearl, in 1779; and the ship Dolores, in 1790. They all agree in giv­ing the mean lat­i­tude fifty-three de­grees south. ↩

				

					
					The terms morn­ing and evening, which I have made use of to avoid con­fu­sion in my nar­ra­tive, as far as pos­si­ble, must not, of course, be taken in their or­di­nary sense. For a long time past we had had no night at all, the day­light be­ing con­tin­ual. The dates through­out are ac­cord­ing to nau­ti­cal time, and the bear­ing must be un­der­stood as per com­pass. I would also re­mark, in this place, that I can­not, in the first por­tion of what is here writ­ten, pre­tend to strict ac­cu­racy in re­spect to dates, or lat­i­tudes and lon­gi­tudes, hav­ing kept no reg­u­lar jour­nal un­til af­ter the pe­riod of which this first por­tion treats. In many in­stances I have re­lied al­to­gether upon mem­ory. ↩

				

					
					This day was ren­dered re­mark­able by our ob­serv­ing in the south sev­eral huge wreaths of the gray­ish vapour I have spo­ken of. ↩

				

					
					The marl was also black; in­deed, we no­ticed no light col­ored sub­stances of any kind upon the is­land. ↩

				

					
					For ob­vi­ous rea­sons I can­not pre­tend to strict ac­cu­racy in these dates. They are given prin­ci­pally with a view to per­spic­ity of nar­ra­tive, and as set down in my pen­cil mem­o­ran­dum. ↩
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