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CAPTAIN CHAP



CHAPTER I.
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It was the month of October, and yet for the
boys who belonged to the school of Mr. Wallace, in
Boontown, the summer vacation was not yet over.
Mr. Wallace had been taken sick, and although he
was now recovering, it was not expected that he
would be able to resume the labors of his school
until about the middle of November.

Everybody liked Mr. Wallace, and very few of
his patrons wished to enter their boys at another
school when it was expected he would certainly re-open
his establishment in the course of the fall.
Most of his scholars, therefore, were pursuing their
studies at home, according to methods which he
recommended, and this plan was generally considered
far more satisfactory than for the boys to go
for a short time to other schools, where the systems
of study were probably very different from those
of Mr. Wallace.

It is true that some of the boys did not study
very much during this extension of the vacation,
but then it must be remembered that those who
expect boys to do always everything that is right
are very apt to be disappointed.

Philip Berkeley, who lived with his uncle,
Mr. Godfrey Berkeley, at Hyson Hall, on the
banks of one of Pennsylvania’s most beautiful
rivers, had studied a good deal since the time
when his vacation should have ended, for he was
a boy naturally inclined to that sort of thing, and
he had, besides, the example of his uncle—who
was hard at work studying law—continually before
his eyes. But his two most particular friends,
Chapman Webster and Phineas Poole, did not
subject their school-books to any great amount of
wear and tear.

Chap Webster was a lively, energetic boy, always
ready to engage in some enterprise of work
or play; and Phineas, generally called Phœnix
by his companions, was such a useful fellow on his
father’s farm that he was usually kept pretty busy
at one thing or another whenever he was at
home.

At the time our story begins, Chap Webster
had, for a week, been living in what he considered
the most delightful kind of clover. He was a great
lover of the water, although he had no particular
desire for a mariner’s life, in the ordinary sense of
the term.

Accustomed since a child to the broad waters of
the river, he had a great fancy for what might be
called the inland marine service, and his highest
ambition was to be captain of a tug-boat.

To course up and down the river in one of these
swift and powerful little vessels, and to make fast
to a great ship ever and ever so much larger than
the “tug,” and to tow her along against wind and
tide, appeared to Chap a most delightful thing to
do. There was a sense of power in it which pleased
him.

He was now paying a visit to a relative in the
city, who was one of the officers of a tug-boat company,
and this gave Chap an opportunity to take
frequent trips on his favorite vessels. He enjoyed
all this so much that I fear he was in no hurry for
his school to begin.

It was on a Monday afternoon that Philip and
Phœnix were at the railroad station in Boontown.
Each had come to town on an errand for his
family, and they were now waiting for the three
o’clock train from the city to come in.

The first person who jumped from the cars was
Chap Webster, and his feet had scarcely touched
the platform before he spied his two friends.

“Hello, boys!” he cried, striding toward them.
“I’m glad I found you here. I want to tell you
the best thing you ever heard of! I’m going down
to the Breakwater to-morrow on a tug-boat, and
you two can go along if your folks will let you.
I’ve fixed the whole thing up right. We’ll be
gone two days and a night. And I tell you what
it is, boys, it will be more than glorious! We’re
going down after a big steamer, that’s broken her
propeller-blades and has to be towed up to the city.
I came up to tell you fellows, and see what my
people said about it. But I know they’ll agree,
and I don’t want you to let your folks put in any
objections. It’ll be just as safe as staying at home,
and there’s entirely too much fun in it for any of
us to miss it.”

Neither Phil nor Phœnix hesitated for an instant
in agreeing that Chap’s idea was a splendid one.

Mr. Berkeley, Phil’s uncle, when the subject
was laid before him about an hour afterward, gave
a hearty approval to the plan, for he was very glad
that Phil should have an opportunity to enjoy an
excursion of the kind.

His summer vacation had been filled up much
more with work and responsibility than with recreation,
and his uncle considered that a trip of some
kind was certainly his due.

But the matter did not appear in the same light
in the eyes of Mr. Poole. Now that Phœnix was
not going to school, he thought it the boy’s duty
to make himself useful about the house and farm,
and there were a great many things he wanted him
to do.

When Phœnix came over to Hyson Hall early
the next morning, and told Phil he didn’t believe
his father intended to let him go on this jolly old
trip, Mr. Berkeley ordered his horse, Jouncer, to
be saddled, and rode over to the Poole farm.

When he came back, he found Chap Webster
with the other boys, and a noisy indignation meeting
going on. He put a speedy stop to the proceedings,
by informing the members of the small
assemblage that Mr. Poole had consented to let
Phœnix join the tug-boat party.

This news was received with a unanimous shout,
and the boys separated to get ready as quickly as
possible for the expedition, for they were to start
for the city on the noon train.

“Take your heavy overcoats with you,” said
Mr. Berkeley, as Chap and Phœnix were bidding
him a hasty good-by; “for it may be cold on the
water at night, and you had better each take a
change of linen with you, and some underclothes.”

“What!” cried Phil; “for a little trip like
this?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Berkeley. “I am an old traveller,
and I know that a great many things happen
on these little trips. One of you may tumble overboard,
and need a dry shirt, and at any rate you
ought to feel that you may rough it as much as you
please, and yet look clean and decent when you are
coming home.”

Hyson Hall was appointed for the rendezvous
of the boys, and, after a slight luncheon, Joel
drove them over to Boontown. But before they
started Mr. Berkeley gave each of them a long,
stout fishing-line, suitable for salt-water fishing.

“You may have a chance to use these,” he said,
“and I don’t believe any of your own lines are
strong enough for deep-water work.”

He gave Phil a pocket lantern and a tin box
of matches, with a paper of extra fish-hooks and
various other little articles, which might be of use.

“If I’d been going by myself,” said Chap, “I’d
have just clapped on my hat, and started for
town.”

“Yes,” said Phœnix, “and then, when you got
a chance to fish, you’d have growled because you
hadn’t a line. I tell you what it is, Phil, your
uncle knows what he is about. I wish I knew
what he said to father.”

“Some magic words,” said Chap; “but you
needn’t think anybody is ever going to tell them
to you. You’d go round slinging spells over your
whole family, and having everything your own
way. I rather think you’d have an easy time
of it.”

“Yes,” said Phœnix, “you’re about right, and
when any work turned up that I wanted to do, I’d
chuck a spell over a long-legged fellow named
Chap Webster, and make him come and help.”

“Joel,” said Chap, “hadn’t you better touch up
the noble beast? We don’t want to be late, you
know.”

“We’ll get there soon enough,” said Joel. “I
drive on time, and I never miss trains.”

“If you hurry up people that way, Chap,” said
Phil, “you’ll have this trip over sooner than you
want it to be.”

“You needn’t worry your mind about that,” said
Chap. “When we get on the real trip, I’m the
fellow to help stretch it out as far as it will go.”

The trip down the river and bay was quite as
enjoyable as the boys had expected it to be. The
little tug was not very commodious, and not very
clean, but there was a small after-deck, on which
they could lounge quite comfortably.

The boys had never been far below the city, and
the scenery was novel and interesting to them.
Chap would have been glad to have the tug stop
occasionally, so that they could have a chance to
fish; but he had sense enough not to propose anything
of the kind to the captain.

They reached their destination the next day,
and it was then found that the steamer with the
broken propeller was not quite ready to be towed
up; and it was decided not to start with her on her
trip up the river until the following morning.

In the course of the afternoon, however, some
work appeared for the captain of the tug-boat.
Far out to sea a schooner was perceived, with her
foremast and part of her bowsprit gone, and endeavoring,
against a head-wind, to make her way
to the refuge of the Breakwater.

There was a strong wind blowing from the north,
with a chance of its getting farther to the east before
long, and it was considered doubtful whether
the disabled schooner would be able to get in before
a storm came on.

“Boys,” said the captain, coming aft to where
our friends were sitting, “I’ve made up my mind
to go out and offer to tow that schooner in. I
might as well be making some money for the company
as to lie here doing nothing. But I think
it’s going to be pretty rough, and, if you fellows
don’t care to go along, I’ll put you ashore.”

The boys, who had been so much interested in
everything around them that they had not even
taken out their fishing-lines, cried out at once that
they would not think of going ashore. Nothing
would please them more than a trip out to
sea.

“The rougher the better!” cried Chap. “I
just want to feel what it is like to be tossed on the
ocean wave.”

“All right!” said the captain, with a grin.
“We’ll toss you.”
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It was not long after this little conversation
that the tug-boat was bravely puffing out to sea.
The wind was strong and the waves ran pretty
high, but the boat made her way over the rough
water without difficulty.

The boys were delighted with the motion of the
vessel as it plunged over the waves, and none of
them felt in the least degree sick.

Chap wished to go out on the bow, where he
could stand and see the boat “breast the billows;”
but he was not allowed to do this, for every now
and then a shower of spray came over the bows,
and he would have been drenched to the skin in
ten minutes. Even where they sat in the stern,
the boys were frequently treated to a shower of
spray; but this, as they wore their overcoats,
they did not mind in the least.

It took them longer to near the schooner than
they had supposed it would, for she was making
very slow headway against the wind, and in some
of her long tacks she seemed to the boys as if she
were trying to keep out of their way.

At last, however, they reached her, and the tug
steamed close enough to her side to allow the
people on board to be hailed. But, to the disgust
of the captain of the tug-boat, his offers to tow the
disabled vessel into shelter were declined.

Her captain believed that he could work her in
without any help, and he did not wish to incur the
expense of being towed.

“All right, then!” said the captain of the tug-boat
to the boys, who stood near him. “She can
run in by herself, and perhaps she’ll make the
Breakwater in a week or two. We have lost
nothing but some of our owners’ coal, and you
fellows have had a sea trip. And now we will
run back again.”

The captain made two mistakes that day. One
was when he thought he was going to make some
money by towing a schooner and the other was
when he thought he was going to run in again.

The tug-boat had not gone ten minutes on her
returning course, when suddenly her machinery
stopped, and in a few moments the boat turned
about and began to roll in the trough of the sea.

There was now a good deal of confusion in the
engine-room, and there the boys made their way,
not without difficulty, for the rolling motion of
the boat made it very hard for them to keep their
feet.

In the engine-room they found the captain, the
engineer, and one or two others of the small crew.
Something had broken, the boys knew not what,
for no one seemed to have time to explain the
matter to them.

Efforts were being made to repair the injury.
There was a great deal of hammering and banging
and loud talking, and presently the engine let off
the steam from the boiler, which made such a
noise it was almost impossible to hear anything that
was not shouted into one’s ear.

Perceiving that they were in the way, and could
find out nothing, and were to be told nothing, the
boys prudently retired into the inner cabin. Here
Phil and Chap became quite sick. They could
stand the pitching and tossing of the boat as she
rose over and plunged down the waves, but this
rolling motion was too much for them.

The two unfortunates crawled into the little
bunks in which they had slept the night before,
while Phœnix, with an air of brave resignation,
braced himself against the cabin-door, and waited
to see what would happen next.

Nothing seemed to happen next. After awhile
the noise of the escaping steam grew less, and then
it stopped. The hammering and banging had also
ceased, and thinking that everything was all right
now, Phœnix went forward to see how things were
going on.

It was not easy to see much, for the engine-room
was lighted only by a hanging lantern, but
he met the captain, who informed him that they
were in a bad way. One of the connecting-rods
had been broken, and as the engine was not
stopped soon enough, some other parts of the
machinery had been damaged.

“We have tried to patch her up,” said the captain,
“but it is no go. All we can do is to make
everything tight, and lie here until some vessel
comes along to give us a tow in. This has been a
pretty bad day for us, for we’re not going to take
any steamer up the river to-morrow.”

“How long do you think you’ll have to stay
here?” asked Phœnix.

“Don’t know,” answered the captain. “Something
may come along pretty soon, and we may
not be towed in till morning. But you needn’t be
afraid. We’ll make everything tight, and though
we may roll and pitch, we won’t take in any
water.”

“I suppose that vessel with a broken mast
couldn’t help us?” said Phœnix.

“No,” said the captain, “it is more than she
can do to take care of herself, and she is out of
sight now, although she isn’t any nearer the
Breakwater than we are.”

“Perhaps some steamboat will come out after
us when they find we don’t come back,” suggested
Phœnix.

“That may be,” said the captain, willing to give
his young passengers as much encouragement as
possible. “But you fellows had better get something
to eat, and turn in. You’ll be more comfortable
in your bunks while we are rolling about
in this way.”

But Chap and Phil did not want anything to
eat. The very idea was horrible to them. And so
Phœnix ate his hard biscuit and some cold meat,
for there seemed to be no intention of even boiling
a pot of coffee, and then he crawled into his little
bunk.

“Boys,” groaned Chap, “I don’t care for a tug-boat
as much as I used to.”

“Care for it!” said Phil, in a weak voice. “I
hope I may never——”

And here his remark ended; he was too sick to
say what he hoped.

The night was a horrible one. Occasionally the
boys slept; but as they found, whenever they
dropped into a doze, they were very apt to roll
out of their bunks, they were obliged to keep
awake most of the time. As soon as daylight appeared,
they were all anxious to go outside, feeling
that a breath of fresh air would be better than
anything else in the world. This the captain,
who seemed to have been up all night, would not
allow.
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“You’d be washed overboard,” he said, “and
things are bad enough as they are, without any
of you getting drowned. There’s a regular gale
off shore, and we haven’t sighted an inward-bound
steamer yet.”

In the course of an hour or two, it was evident
that a vessel ought to be sighted very soon,
for the tug, which was not built for such rough
work as this, had, in spite of the efforts of the crew
to make everything tight on the decks, shipped a
good deal of water, and it was necessary to work
the pumps. But this did not help matters, for it
was found that a leak had sprung somewhere, and
the water came in faster than it could be pumped
out.

The tug was now far from the land, and in the
path of coastwise steamers; and before noon the
welcome sight of a line of smoke appeared on the
horizon. It was a steamer which was approaching
them, but, unfortunately, it was going southward,
and not northward.

“She’s a Savannah steamer,” said the captain,
“but we’ve got to git on board of her, no matter
where she is going; for this old boat can’t stand
this sort of thing much longer. We’ve been blowing
out from shore all night, and there’s no time
for anything to come out after us now.”

The boys looked aghast.

“Savannah!” they cried. “We don’t want to
go to Savannah!”

“It’s a good sight better place than the bottom
of the ocean,” said the captain.

It was a bad bargain for the boys, but they had
to make the best of it.

“What are you going to do in Savannah?”
asked Phœnix, in a tone of dismay.

“It can’t take us more than a couple of days to
get there,” said Phil, “and then we can telegraph
home. As soon as our folks know where we are,
I shall feel that everything is all right.”

“I shan’t feel that anything is all right until
we know where we are ourselves,” said Chap,
looking out of one of the little windows of the
cabin. “Did you ever see such a pokey old
steamer as that is? I believe we shall sink before
she gets to us.”

But this unfortunate event did not happen, although
the tug was very deep in the water and rolling
heavily when the steamer lay to, with her bow
to the wind, a few hundred yards away from them.

A large boat was speedily lowered and rowed to
the tug. In less than half an hour the unfortunate
occupants of the sinking tug-boat had been taken
on the steamer.

A few articles were brought away from the tug,
and the boys were allowed to carry with them
their valises.

As soon as the boat-load of people was on the
steamer, and the boat hauled up to its davits, the
vessel put about, and proceeded on her way.

As the boys looked back, they saw the little tug,
with her smoke-stack very much on one side, and
but little of her hull visible, tossing and pitching
on the waves.

“She isn’t good for another half-hour,” said
the engineer, who stood by.

The party rescued from the sinking tug-boat
was very kindly received on board the steamer,
but it was quite evident, even to the hopeful and
enthusiastic Chap, that there was no intention of
putting back for the Breakwater.

The boys had never been on an ocean steamer
before, and would have been greatly delighted
with their present experience had it not been for
the feeling that every movement of the ponderous
engine beneath them was taking them farther and
farther from their homes.

It would be impossible for their friends to hear
from them for at least two days, and the news
that the tug-boat had gone out to sea, and never
returned, would probably reach Boontown very
soon.

All three were very much dejected when they
thought of the misery and grief which the intelligence
would cause in their families, and Phœnix
seemed more downcast than either of the others.

“If father believes I’m drowned,” he said, “it’ll
be just his way to go about grieving that he worked
me too hard. I know I made him think that, but
I didn’t do so much after all.”

“If my folks look at the thing in that light,”
said Chap, “they’ll grieve that they didn’t get
more out of me before I was drowned.”

“I don’t believe there’ll be as much mourning
as you think,” said Phil. “Uncle will be on
hand, and he’s been in so many scrapes, and pulled
through them all, that he knows just about how
things will turn up. I bet it won’t be half an
hour after he hears the news before he thinks out
the whole thing, and has made all your people see
that it’s as clear as daylight that we’ve been carried
out to sea, and picked up by some steamer,
and that we’ll be heard from soon after she gets
to her port. He’ll know that there wasn’t storm
enough to wreck a good, stout tug-boat, and that
something must have got out of order, so that she
was carried out to sea.”

“If that one-masted schooner ever got in,” said
Phœnix, “she’d let them know there was something
wrong with us, for she must have seen or heard us
blowing off steam.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Chap, “for
before I turned into my sick-bed, the vessel was
pretty well out of sight. We were going in opposite
directions, as well as I could make out.”

“That was because she was sailing against the
wind, and had to make long tacks,” said Phœnix.

“Do you suppose I didn’t know that?” asked
Chap, drawing himself up in such an erect position
that a great lurch of the vessel nearly threw him
off his feet.

“We might as well make the best of it,” said
Phil, “and have a good time. In a couple of days
we will be in Savannah, and when we have telegraphed
home, everybody’ll be all serene, if they
are not now.”

“Your head’s level, Phil,” said Chap. “Let’s
go and explore the ship.”

On the breezy deck of the steamer, none of the
boys felt in the least degree sea-sick, and they went
about in high spirits. The purser, a good-natured
man, took them in charge, and showed them the
engine-room and various parts of the vessel, but it
was not long before he gave them a piece of information
which nearly took their breath away.

In answer to an inquiry in regard to the time at
which they might expect to reach Savannah, the
purser told them that the vessel could not stop at
that port at all. The captain of the tug-boat had
been right in saying that this was a Savannah
steamer, but she had been temporarily withdrawn
from that line, and was now bound for Nassau, in
the Bahamas.

“When will we get there?” asked Chap. “Can
we telegraph from Nassau?”

“We shall reach Nassau in about four days,”
said the purser, “but there is no cable from those
islands. You will have to carry the news of your
safety yourselves when we bring you back to New
York.”

“Can’t we send a letter?” asked Phil.

“Not any sooner than you can come yourselves,”
said the purser, “for we shall bring back the mail
from Nassau to the United States.”

“And how long will it be before you get back
to New York?” asked Phil.

“I don’t know just how long we shall lie at
Nassau,” said the good-natured purser; “but I
think it will be ten or twelve days before we are
in New York again.”

“Won’t we meet some ship that will take us
back or carry a letter?” asked Phœnix.

“I can’t say,” replied the purser. “The captain
will do what he can for you, but I don’t know
that he will have a chance of putting you on board
a northern-bound steamer, or of sending news of
you to your friends.”
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It was very hard for the boys to get their spirits
up after the news they had just heard.

“Ten days before our folks hear from us!”
ejaculated Phœnix. “That’s simply dreadful!
They’ll give us up long before that time.”

“We will find them all in black when we get
back,” said Chap, with a doleful face.

But even this gloomy prospect could not long
depress the spirits of our young friends.

By the next morning they were going about cheerfully,
hoping and believing that something would
soon turn up by which they could speedily get back
to their friends, or, at least, send news of their safety.

The weather was now fine, although it was so
cool that they were obliged to wear their overcoats
whenever they were on deck, and they could not
help enjoying this unexpected sea voyage.

They did not see much of the tug-boat people.
These men lived forward with the crew of the
steamer, while the boys ate and slept with the
passengers.

On the morning of the third day of their steamer
trip, they met one of the tug-boat crew,—a man
named Adam Guy. This man had been the only
person on board the tug-boat to whom the boys
had taken any particular fancy. He had been a
sailor, had visited many parts of the world, and
had a great deal to tell of his various experiences
on the sea and land. He was a strong and wiry,
but not very large, man; and, like many sailors,
he wore little gold rings in his ears. His hair
was thin and sandy, and hung in short curls at
the back of his head. He had a pleasant smile,
and appeared to be an easy-going, good-tempered
fellow.

“Young men,” said Adam, “I’ve been a-wantin’
to see you and have a little talk with you. Do you
know there’s no chance of our meetin’ any vessels,
or of your bein’ sent home or gettin’ any word
back, either?”

“How is that?” asked the boy.

“Why, it’s just this. We’re out of the way
now of all craft bound north. I did think we
might a’ met a coast steamer yesterday or the day
before; but if we did, we passed them in the night,
for I didn’t see any. We are now off the coast of
Florida, and as we are sailin’ south, we keep pretty
well in shore, so as to be out of the way of the Gulf
Stream, which runs northward, you know; and, as
you’ve lived on a big river, you understand what
it is to sail agin a strong tide. But, of course,
every vessel bound north tries to keep in the current
of the Gulf Stream, so’s to be helped along.
So, just about here, where the Gulf Stream is near
our coast, you find all vessels, goin’ south, keepin’
pretty near shore, and them bound north, far out.
It won’t be long before we’re near enough to the
coast for you to see the trees. And we’ll run down
till we git about opposite Jupiter light, and then
we’ll sail across the stream and make straight for
the Bahamas. I know all about these waters, for
I’ve sailed in them often. Now, as for me, I don’t
want to go to Nassau, and I don’t believe you want
to, either. The captain of our tug and the rest of
our men are all willin’ to go, and ship on this
steamer for their home trip. They’ll be short o’
hands then, for some of the crew are to be discharged
at Nassau, but I don’t want to go to that
old English town. I’ve been there, and I’ve had
enough of it.”

“But what are we going to do?” asked Phil.
“We can’t jump overboard and swim ashore.”

“No,” said Adam, “we can’t do that, but I’ve a
plan in my head. Before we git to Jupiter light,
the water is so deep near the coast that steamers
often run in very close. Now, if the captain would
lie-to there and send you fellers and me ashore in
a boat, it would be the best thing he could do
for us.”

“What would we do when we got there?” asked
the boys.

“Do?” said Adam. “Why we’d all go North,
and lose no time about it, instead of goin’ over to
the Bahamas and stayin’ there, I don’t know how
long, and then takin’ a week for the home trip.
Just back of the coast-line, down there, is the
Indian River, and sometimes it’s not much more’n
a stone’s throw from the beach. If we could be
landed, we could easily git over to that, and there
we’d find a craft to take us up to Titusville, and
from that place we’d easy git over to the St. John’s
River, and then you boys could telegraph home.
I’ve travelled all through that part of Florida, and
I could take you along as straight as a bee-line.
There are settlements here and there on the Indian
River, and you needn’t be afraid but we’ll
be taken good care of till we git to Titusville.
After that it’ll be all plain sailin’.”

“I’d like that plan first-rate,” said Chap.

“And so would I!” cried both of the other
boys.

“But do you think the captain would stop,”
asked Phil, “and put us off?”

“That’s what’s got to be found out,” said Adam.
“If I was you fellers I’d just go to him and ask
about it. Lay the p’ints before him strong, and
let him know how much you want to send word
to your friends where you are, and then to git
along home as quick as possible. Tell him I’ll
go along with you and pilot you through all
straight.”

The boys agreed that this plan was a capital
one, and, after a little consultation, they decided
to go and talk to the captain about it, and make
Phil the spokesman.

At first, the captain did not take very kindly to
the proposition. He did not wish to lose time, nor
to incur the trouble and risk of sending a boat on
shore. He also knew that a great part of the coast
of Florida was nothing but a barren waste, and he
did not think it would be any great kindness to the
persons he had saved from drowning to put them
on shore to suffer from exposure and privation.
But, on the other hand, if the boys were landed in
Florida, they would be at least in their own country,
and ought to be able to communicate with
their friends much sooner than if he took them
along with him to the foreign islands to which he
was bound.

“You would need money,” he said, “after you
get ashore, for you couldn’t expect the people there
to take care of you, and carry you about free of
charge; and, although I am willing to give you a
berth here, I can’t supply you with cash for a land
trip.”

“I have some money,” said Phil, “though not
very much.”

“And I’ve got——” said Chap, thrusting his
hands into his pocket.

“Oh, there’s plenty of money,” interrupted
Phœnix. “There need be no trouble about
that.”

“Well, then,” said the captain, who was beginning
to see some sense in the proposition of the
boys, “one difficulty is removed. Suppose you
go forward and send that man you spoke of
to me.”

The captain had a long conversation with Adam,
and convinced himself that that individual knew
what he was talking about when he proposed his
plan. The captain of the tug-boat was called in,
and Adam’s trustworthiness seemed well established.

After consultation with some of the other officers,
it was decided to put the boys and Adam Guy
ashore when a suitable place should be reached.
The news created considerable excitement among
the passengers, and great interest was taken in the
proposed landing of the boys.

The air in these semi-tropical waters was warm
and balmy, and the sea was smooth. Everything
seemed favorable for going on shore. About four
o’clock in the afternoon the ship lay to about half
a mile from a broad, sandy beach. This locality
Adam declared he knew very well.

The Indian River, he said, lay but a short distance
back, behind a narrow forest of palmettos;
and at the distance of a mile or two there was a
house on the river bank, where shelter could be
obtained until they could get transportation up the
river.

The captain, however, took care that the little
party should not suffer in case they did not reach
shelter as soon as they expected. He provided
them with provisions suitable for two days, put up
in four convenient packages. Each carried a canteen
of fresh water, and Adam took charge of a
large tarpaulin, rolled up into a compact bundle,
which could be used as a protection in case of rain.
The weather was so mild that their overcoats would
be sufficient to keep them warm at night.

While the men were preparing to lower a boat,
Phil took Phœnix aside, and asked him what he
meant by saying there was plenty of money.

“Chap has only three dollars,” he said, “and I
haven’t that much.”

“I have fifty dollars,” said Phœnix, “and I
guess that will take us along till we can telegraph
for more.”

“How did you come to have that much?” asked
Phil, with surprise.

“Why, you see, our folks haven’t settled what is
to be done with some money I got for helping to run
the ‘Thomas Wistar’ ashore, and father is taking
care of it. But I made up my mind that I was
going to keep hold of some of it myself. A fellow
likes to feel that he has got something of his own
that he can lay hands on, no matter what is done
with the general pile. So I locked up fifty dollars
in my room, and when we started off, I didn’t want
to leave it behind, for I didn’t know but the house
might burn down. So I put it in an old money-belt
father used to wear, and it’s strapped around
me now.”
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