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In "Narrative of the Life and Travels of Serjeant B'—'—," Robert Butler presents a compelling memoir that intricately weaves personal experiences with broader social and historical contexts. The book employs a vivid narrative style characterized by detailed descriptions, introspective reflections, and a keen insight into the human condition. Butler's use of first-person narration allows readers to journey through diverse landscapes and cultures, highlighting the complex interplay between identity, duty, and the quest for meaning in the midst of tumultuous experiences. The work situates itself within 19th-century literature, encapsulating the era's fascination with exploration and the emerging discourse surrounding individual agency in the face of societal expectations. Robert Butler, an astute observer of human behavior, draws on his own life as a soldier, which informs the depth and authenticity of the narrative. His experiences during a transformative period in military history enable him to address themes of camaraderie, resilience, and the challenges of adapting to different cultures. Butler's background as both a soldier and a storyteller illustrates his belief in the power of narrative to bridge personal and collective histories, making his memoir a reflection of his era's broader conflicts and aspirations. This book is a must-read for those interested in the intersections of personal and historical narratives, as it illuminates the struggles and triumphs of an individual in a rapidly changing world. Butler's engaging storytelling and nuanced perspectives provide valuable insights into the nature of travel and identity, appealing to scholars, history enthusiasts, and general readers alike. Dive into this rich narrative to explore the complexities of life beyond the confines of home and duty. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "The Pearl of the Andes: A Tale of Love and Adventure," Gustave Aimard weaves a captivating narrative set against the breathtaking backdrop of the South American landscape. Characterized by his vivid descriptions and engaging prose, Aimard expertly combines elements of romance, adventure, and indigenous culture to craft a rich tapestry of intrigue and excitement. The novel reflects the mid-19th century literary trend known as 'romanticism,' wherein the allure of the exotic and the emotional depths of human experience are explored with fervor. Gustave Aimard, a French writer and traveler, drew immense inspiration from his own journeys across Latin America, infusing his works with authentic local color and vibrant cultural details. Having settled in Mexico, Aimard's fascination with the indigenous peoples and diverse landscapes of South America is evident in his writing. His experiences shaped his perspective, allowing readers to journey alongside his characters through perilous landscapes, mirroring his spirit of adventure and exploration. I highly recommend "The Pearl of the Andes" to readers with a penchant for historical romance and adventure. Aimard's unique blend of thrilling escapades and emotional depth, steeped in the rich culture of the Andes, offers an unforgettable reading experience that transports audiences to a world of passion and adventure.
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Frederick Marryat's "Travels and Adventures of Monsieur Violet" offers a captivating exploration of the French protagonist's journeys through the exotic locales of the South Seas, imbued with a rich narrative style reflective of Marryat's own seafaring experiences. The book is characterized by its vivid descriptions, engaging dialogues, and a continuous intertwining of adventure and cultural encounters, which contextualize it within the broader literary tradition of travel narratives popular in the early 19th century. Through this work, Marryat not only entertains but also serves as a cultural commentator on colonialism, trade, and the complexities of identity in a rapidly changing world. Frederick Marryat, a former naval officer turned novelist, drew heavily from his own maritime exploits to create stories that resonated with the Victorian audience's thirst for adventure and exploration. His background in the Royal Navy and his travels across diverse oceans and cultures informed his vivid portrayal of life at sea and the social dynamics of colonial territories, which inform both the thematic and structural elements of this novel. "Travels and Adventures of Monsieur Violet" is a must-read for those seeking an adventurous narrative steeped in the historical context of maritime exploration. Marryat'Äôs intricate storytelling and profound insights into human nature make this book not only a thrilling adventure but also a thoughtful discourse on the human condition amidst the backdrop of the world's vast mysteries.
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Germinie Lacerteux presents a compelling tapestry of themes centered on the complexities of human nature and social conditions, framed vividly through the pioneering style of naturalism. The collection offers a raw and poignant depiction of 19th-century Paris, exploring societal constraints and personal tragedy. Each narrative, with its distinct tone and style, captures the essence of the period while maintaining a timeless universality. Through its exploration of life's grittier realities, the anthology challenges readers to reflect on moral ambiguities and the social dynamics of a changing world. Standout pieces within the collection resonate with emotional depth and societal critique, making them indispensable to understanding the literary innovations of their era. The Goncourt brothers, Jules and Edmond, serve as the architects of this anthology, culminating their collective literary prowess into a profound examination of society's fringes. Immersed in the emerging naturalist movement, their contributions lay bare the harsh realities often glossed over in romantic literature. These brothers, significant in their own right, are instrumental in propelling the narrative focus towards the working class and marginalized individuals, offering readers a multi-faceted understanding of the human condition. The anthology transcends mere storytelling, weaving a rich dialogue with the socio-cultural landscape of its time. Germinie Lacerteux stands as a vital contribution to any literary collection, promising readers a rich exploration of diverse perspectives and thematic richness. It is a portal through which one can engage with the intricacies of human psychology and societal structures. Readers will find an unparalleled educational journey within its pages, as these distinguished voices provoke thought, evoke empathy, and encourage dialogue. This collection invites literary enthusiasts to delve into its vibrant tapestry, gaining insights that transcend time and resonate with contemporary audiences. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Incredible Travel Sketches, Essays, Memoirs & Island Works of R. L. Stevenson



Stevenson, Robert Louis

8596547679707

1409

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

The Incredible Travel Sketches, Essays, Memoirs & Island Works of R. L. Stevenson is a vibrant collection that encapsulates Stevenson's literary prowess and evocative prose. Through a series of sketches, essays, and memoirs, the author traverses landscapes both foreign and familiar, painting vivid portraits of places such as the South Seas and the American West. The work exemplifies Stevenson's signature style, marked by rich descriptions and introspective thought, merging the personal with the geographical, which reflects the broader literary context of romantic and realist influences prevalent in the late 19th century. Robert Louis Stevenson, a pivotal figure in Scottish literature, possessed a restless spirit that propelled him into diverse settings, inspiring much of his writing. His celebrated travels, combined with his background as a member of the Scottish literary elite, inform the soulful insights and keen observations presented in these works. The tensions of his health struggles further fueled his passion for life's fleeting moments, giving a unique perspective that enriches his travel writing. Readers seeking a distinctive blend of adventure, reflection, and cultural insight will find in Stevenson's collection a testament to the beauty of travel and the power of words. This work not only entertains but also invites readers to ponder their own journeys in life, making it a compelling addition to any literary library. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - An Introduction draws the threads together, discussing why these diverse authors and texts belong in one collection. - Historical Context explores the cultural and intellectual currents that shaped these works, offering insight into the shared (or contrasting) eras that influenced each writer. - A combined Synopsis (Selection) briefly outlines the key plots or arguments of the included pieces, helping readers grasp the anthology's overall scope without giving away essential twists. - A collective Analysis highlights common themes, stylistic variations, and significant crossovers in tone and technique, tying together writers from different backgrounds. - Reflection questions encourage readers to compare the different voices and perspectives within the collection, fostering a richer understanding of the overarching conversation.
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    Here, an insatiable appetite for discovery collides with the fragile border between lived experience and believable report, asking how far a traveler’s voice can carry the weight of wonder before it buckles into legend, how the spectacle of distant seas and vast interiors can magnify a single life into myth, and how readers—caught between skepticism and yearning—navigate the alluring space where resourcefulness, peril, and self-fashioning press against one another, generating a pulse of adventure that is at once intoxicating and unstable, as if every horizon promised truth while shimmering with the mirage of a story told too well.

The Adventures of Louis de Rougemont by Louis de Rougemont is a first-person adventure narrative that emerged in the late nineteenth century, when popular magazines and book publishers eagerly circulated tales of exploration and survival. The narrative was introduced to readers through serial publication in The Wide World Magazine between 1898 and 1899 and soon afterward appeared in book form at the turn of the twentieth century. Set largely in the South Seas and in the Australian region, it presents itself as the record of a traveler’s extraordinary journeys and trials, using the conventions of travel writing to immerse readers in foreign landscapes and perilous passages.

At its core, the book follows a narrator who leaves Europe for maritime work, ventures into tropical waters, and finds himself far from familiar ports. A shipwreck and a long overland and coastal wandering draw him into environments where survival depends on improvisation, observation, and alliances. Much of the account centers on movement along remote coasts and across the Australian interior, including extended residence among Aboriginal communities, where the narrator learns practices suited to the land and sea. The plot advances episodically, each stage framed as an ordeal met with ingenuity, endurance, and an eye for the marvelous.

Readers encounter a story that explores the tension between testimony and spectacle, inviting them to consider how adventure writing establishes authority while pursuing astonishment. The voice insists on the immediacy of experience, yet the episodes court the improbable, highlighting the delicate choreography by which a narrator persuades, dazzles, and maintains momentum. Themes of survival, adaptation, and cultural encounter recur, as do reflections on navigation, scarcity, and bodily resilience. The book also participates in a broader conversation about how late nineteenth-century audiences consumed tales of distant places, seeking both practical knowledge and the thrill of the unknown within a single, compelling account.

Stylistically, the narrative blends the cadence of oral reminiscence with the pacing of magazine installments, favoring vivid incident, swift transitions, and strategically placed cliffhangers. Descriptions of coastlines, reefs, heat, and expanses emphasize physicality and risk, while procedural passages dwell on methods of travel, hunting, and endurance. The protagonist’s self-portrait emerges through action—resourcefulness tested against weather, scarcity, and shifting allegiances—giving the book a mood of restless ingenuity. Readers drawn to tales of improvisation will find a steady accumulation of detail, and those attentive to voice will notice how assertion, memory, and performance interlace to construct a persona capable of carrying a sequence of extraordinary episodes.

The publication context matters. The Wide World Magazine specialized in real-life adventures and presented contributors as eyewitnesses to the remarkable, creating a bridge between journalism and narrative entertainment. As the story transitioned from serial to book, it entered a marketplace attuned to travelogues from the age of steamships and global trade, where imperial routes and new communications fed public curiosity about remote geographies. The Adventures of Louis de Rougemont stands within that milieu, adopting the apparatus of authenticity common to the period while delivering a dramatic itinerary. The result is both a product of its time and a lively participant in the era’s print culture of exploration.

Today, the book invites readers to reflect on why adventure narratives endure: they promise contact with extremity, test the limits of credibility, and pose ethical questions about representing unfamiliar peoples and places. Approached with curiosity and care, it offers the pleasures of a high-stakes journey while encouraging scrutiny of how stories claim truth. Those interested in the history of travel writing, magazine culture, and the rhetoric of firsthand experience will find a revealing case study. For general readers, it provides a spirited, sometimes audacious ride across sea and continent, and a reminder that the appetite for wonder is as powerful as any map or compass.
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    Louis de Rougemont introduces himself and frames his account as a plain record of extraordinary travels and endurance. He recounts a restless youth in Europe and an early attraction to seafaring life, which leads him to London and then farther afield. Employment in domestic service exposes him to different classes and customs, but the call of adventure persists. He describes modest beginnings, practical skills he will later rely upon, and encounters that encourage a leap into the unknown. With a promise to tell events as they occurred, he sails for distant oceans, anticipating both peril and opportunity in scarcely charted regions.

He joins a voyage to the tropical waters north of Australia, drawn by reports of pearling and coastal trade. The crew includes seasoned mariners and opportunists; the vessel is modest and heavily tasked. De Rougemont outlines provisioning, navigation by landmarks and stars, and the routines of pearl fishing, emphasizing habits that become second nature. He notes reefs and shoals that promise wealth yet conceal danger. The narrative introduces loyal dogs that accompany him, providing vigilance and companionship on watch. A sequence of near mishaps foreshadows graver calamity, while the coast’s beauty and abundance sustain hope that persistence may yield reward.

A violent storm upends the expedition, scattering boats and supplies and driving the craft onto treacherous shallows. In the turmoil, de Rougemont describes swift decisions—what to save, whom to help, how to read wind and sea. He and a small party reach shore with scant provisions, their prospects uncertain. The shoreline is both refuge and threat, crowded with creatures and cut off by mangroves and lagoons. With minimal tools, they salvage what they can, secure water, and improvise shelter. The dogs’ alertness proves vital, and a pattern of cautious adaptation replaces the ordered routines of the vessel’s deck.

Initial encounters with Indigenous Australians bring urgent challenges of communication and intent. De Rougemont recounts gestures, exchanges, and misunderstandings that will determine whether contact becomes conflict or assistance. He emphasizes attentiveness to signs—posture, offerings, and restraint—and the patience required to establish trust. The strangers’ knowledge of country appears in their movement and resourcefulness, offering examples to imitate. Through cautious bartering and observation, fear gives way to tentative cooperation. He learns to follow tracks, recognize edible plants, and accept guidance on routes and water. This early period is marked by uncertainty, but a workable rhythm develops as customs are explained and respected.

Gradually integrated into a community, he studies language, kinship, and ritual with growing care. The narrative dwells on daily practices: fire-making, hunting with spears, reading tides, and sharing food. De Rougemont notes technologies adapted to place—canoes for certain channels, shelters for specific winds—and the etiquette governing gifts and obligations. He describes songs and stories that map territory, revealing where travel is permitted and where caution is required. Over time, he joins expeditions and seasonal movements, his skills valued for stamina, observation, and improvisation. Personal bonds deepen, anchoring him to people and place, and survival becomes partnership rather than mere endurance.

The account broadens into long journeys across varied terrain—coast, scrub, and river corridors—each with distinct hazards and resources. De Rougemont narrates encounters with unfamiliar fauna and the techniques used to hunt, avoid, or utilize them, sometimes attempting feats that test nerve and endurance. He relates episodes of sea travel on makeshift craft, the management of storms and currents, and the careful planning of food and fresh water. Leadership comes gradually, supported by decisive acts in crises. The narrative emphasizes observation, courage, and adaptability, presenting alternating scenes of abundance and scarcity that define life lived closely to environmental rhythms and seasonal change.

Periods of conflict and ceremony punctuate the travel, drawing attention to alliances, obligations, and consequences of crossing boundaries. De Rougemont records formal gatherings, exchanges of goods, and performances that settle disputes or renew friendship. He recounts injuries, illnesses, and cures attempted with local remedies and techniques, noting instances where prior knowledge proves useful. The party meets other groups, navigates taboo areas, and responds to sudden weather shifts. Through these episodes, he considers stability and change: how custom holds communities together, and how movement—of game, water, or people—demands continual recalibration of plans, roles, and the routes chosen across the land.

After years in remote regions, news of settlements, ships, and broader trade networks brings a turning point. Weighing obligations to companions against the pull of return, de Rougemont prepares for a difficult passage back toward colonial towns. He describes partings marked by gifts and counsel, followed by hazardous travel along reefs, estuaries, and coastal tracks. Contact with outposts is tentative, requiring proof of identity and explanation of absence. With persistence, he secures transport and begins the transition from bush life to urban order—clothing, currency, and schedules replacing earlier routines. The narrative notes disorientation as familiar habits meet a changed social world.

Reaching larger ports and eventually Europe, he undertakes to compile his experiences into a coherent narrative. He frames the story as both record and encouragement: a testament to endurance and curiosity, and an invitation to appreciate knowledge carried by those who know a country intimately. The concluding chapters revisit lessons in observation, prudence, and respect for place and people. Without insisting on doctrine, he offers scenes and practices for readers to weigh, highlighting how necessity shapes ingenuity. The book’s overall message centers on persistence, cross-cultural learning, and readiness to meet uncertainty with attention and resolve, presented in the sequence events unfolded.
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    Set largely in the northwestern littoral and interior of Australia, the narrative purports to span the 1860s–1890s, a period when Britain’s imperial presence pressed into the Kimberley, the Great Sandy Desert margins, and the Torres Strait. Ports such as Thursday Island (gazetted 1877) and, later, Broome (founded 1883) linked pearling and coastal trade to global markets. The book’s publication context is late-Victorian London, where The Wide World Magazine serialized the tales beginning in August 1898 amid a thriving periodical culture. Thus, the story straddles frontier Australia—remote, violent, commercially opportunistic—and metropolitan Britain, whose readers consumed exploration lore and ethnographic curiosities against a backdrop of imperial confidence and scientific institutions demanding verifiable evidence.

British colonization and frontier consolidation frame the adventures the author claimed. After the Swan River Colony (1829), pastoral expansion reached Western Australia’s northwest in the 1860s–1880s, with stations established across the Kimberley after Alexander Forrest’s 1879 expedition. Violence against Aboriginal peoples was systemic; cases like the Myall Creek Massacre (1838, New South Wales) and numerous frontier reprisals in Western Australia set the era’s tenor. The Overland Telegraph (completed 1872) and coastal shipping knitted remote regions to markets. In the text, the castaway motif and prolonged residence among Aboriginal groups echo real tensions of dispossession and cross-cultural encounter. The book refracts this frontier environment—its dangers, distances, and fragile supply lines—while often sensationalizing Indigenous life for imperial audiences.

The narrative mirrors and misappropriates the exploration ethos dominating 1860–1890. Inland expeditions—Burke and Wills (1860–61) perishing after reaching Cooper Creek, John McDouall Stuart’s south–north crossing (1862), Ernest Giles’s transdesert journeys (1872–76), and John Forrest’s traverses in Western Australia (1869–74)—mapped arid interiors and established routes. The Royal Geographical Society (founded 1830) and colonial survey offices prioritized astronomical navigation, route measurement, and specimen collection. The book’s desert crossings, survival techniques, and grand distances draw directly on the prestige of these enterprises. Yet, when tested against explorers’ logs and geographic data, many claimed itineraries and observations proved inconsistent—highlighting how the text trades on exploration’s authority while revealing the period’s anxieties about evidence, mapping, and veracity.

Pearling and maritime commerce powerfully shaped the settings and claims. The mother-of-pearl boom intensified from the 1860s; Thursday Island emerged as a hub by 1877, while Broome (from 1883) anchored the Roebuck Bay fleet. Helmet diving spread in the 1870s, and Japanese, Malay, and Koepanger laborers crewed hundreds of luggers. Cyclones were catastrophic, notably the Roebuck Bay disaster of 1887 that destroyed fleets and killed scores of divers. The trade linked London manufacturers to Asian labor and Aboriginal coastal communities under hazardous, often exploitative conditions. The book’s voyage with a pearling captain and stranding on Western Australia’s coast exploit this real industry’s geography and risks, weaving plausible seafaring detail into a castaway tale that Victorian readers found both topical and thrilling.

Late-Victorian mass media underwrote the work’s reach. The Wide World Magazine, launched by George Newnes in 1898, specialized in “true” adventures for a rapidly expanding readership fostered by the Elementary Education Act (1870) and cheap illustrated monthlies. De Rougemont’s installments (1898–99) were promoted with lectures at venues such as Queen’s Hall, and newspapers amplified debate. Public appetite had been primed by travelogues from Africa and the Pacific and by imperial exhibitions. The book exemplifies the era’s interplay between serialized print, lecture circuits, and commercial branding, whereby sensational narratives could circulate globally before scholarly vetting. Its framing as fact reflects a market strategy that relied on novelty, photographic-style detail, and the prestige of geographic discovery.

The exposure and scientific challenge constituted a defining historical episode. By late 1898 and 1899, geographers, naturalists, and journalists scrutinized the claims. Figures associated with the Royal Geographical Society—then under Sir Clements Markham’s presidency (1893–1905)—queried navigation, tides, distances, and fauna, while the folklorist Andrew Lang publicly dismantled ethnographic inaccuracies. Critics highlighted errors about boomerangs, tidal ranges on Australia’s northwest coast, and improbable feats like turtle-riding. Archival digging revealed the author as Henri Louis Grin, a Swiss-born drifter who had worked as a servant and read widely in the British Museum. The book is inseparable from this controversy: its reception tracks a late-Victorian turn toward professionalized verification, demonstrating how scientific institutions policed the boundary between credible exploration and popular myth.

A broader culture of imposture and sensationalism enabled the work’s initial success. The Tichborne Claimant trials (1871–74) showed the British public’s susceptibility to dramatic personal narratives dressed in legal and journalistic spectacle. Earlier media phenomena such as the Great Moon Hoax (1835) in the New York Sun established templates for pseudo-factual marvels. Colonial and Indian exhibitions (notably 1886, South Kensington) staged “exotic” peoples and crafts, normalizing ethnographic display as entertainment. After debunking, de Rougemont himself toured as a curiosity, reportedly entering show circuits in Britain and abroad. The book both benefited from and contributed to this culture, using the tropes of authenticity—maps, measurements, native names—within an environment primed to reward astonishing claims.

As social and political critique, the book illuminates the late-Victorian economy of credulity and the imperial gaze. Its sensational portrait of Aboriginal Australians, pearling frontiers, and vast deserts exposes how metropolitan audiences consumed colonial peripheries as spectacle, obscuring violence, labor exploitation, and dispossession. The pearling details gesture toward racialized labor hierarchies and hazardous working conditions, while the castaway myth abstracts Indigenous sovereignty into adventure scenery. The subsequent exposure lays bare the commercialization of exploration, the press’s incentive to monetize “truth,” and the fragility of expert authority. In reflecting these dynamics, the work inadvertently critiques the era’s inequities—media driven, class-coded, and imperial—while revealing the costs of transforming lived colonial realities into saleable marvels.
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Early life—Leaving home—I meet Jensen—I go pearling[2]—Daily routine—Submarine beauties—A fortune in pearls—Seized by an octopus[7]—Shark-killing extraordinary—Trading with the natives—Impending trouble—Preparing for the attack—Baffling the savages.

I was born in or near Paris, in the year 1844. My father was a fairly prosperous man of business—a general merchant, to be precise, who dealt largely in shoes; but when I was about ten years old, my mother, in consequence of certain domestic differences, took me to live with her at Montreux[1], and other places in Switzerland, where I was educated. I visited many of the towns near Montreux, including Lausanne, Geneva, Neufchatel, &c. The whole of the time I was at school I mixed extensively with English boys on account of their language and sports, both of which attracted me.

Boys soon begin to display their bent, and mine, curiously enough, was in the direction of geology.[1q] I was constantly bringing home pieces of stone and minerals picked up in the streets and on the mountains, and asking questions about their origin and history. My dear mother encouraged me in this, and later on I frequently went to Freiburg, in the Black Forest, to get a practical insight into smelting. When I was about nineteen, however, a message arrived from my father, directing me to return to France and report myself as a conscript; but against this my mother resolutely set her face. I fancy my father wanted me to take up the army as a career, but in deference to my mother’s wishes I remained with her in Switzerland for some time longer. She and I had many talks about my future, and she at length advised me to take a trip to the East, and see what the experience of travel would do for me. Neither of us had any definite project in view, but at length my mother gave me about 7000 francs and I set out for Cairo, intending eventually to visit and make myself acquainted with the French possessions in the Far East. My idea was to visit such places as Tonkin, Cochin-China, Madagascar, Mauritius, Seychelles, &c. My mother was of the opinion that if I saw a bit of the world in this way I would be more inclined to settle down at home with her at the end of my wanderings. The primary cause of my going away was a little love episode. Whilst at Montreux I fell in love with a charming young lady at a boarding-school near my home. She was the daughter of some high personage in the court of Russia—but exactly what position he held I cannot say. My mother was quite charmed with the young lady and viewed our attachment with delight. But when my father heard of the matter he raised a decided objection to it, and ordered me to return to France and join the army. He had, as I have previously intimated, made his own plans for my future, even to the point of deciding upon a future wife for me, as is customary in France; but I resolutely declined to conform to his wishes in this respect, and my mother quite sided with me. I never quite knew how he got to hear of my love affair, but I conclude that my mother must have mentioned it to him. I only stayed a few days in the wonderful metropolis of Egypt; its noises, its cosmopolitanism, its crowds—these, and many other considerations, drove me from the city, and I set out for Singapore.

I had not been many days in that place when, chancing to make inquiries at a store kept by a Mr. Shakespeare, I was casually introduced to a Dutch pearl-fisher named Peter Jensen. Although I describe him as a Dutch pearler I am somewhat uncertain as to his exact nationality. I am under the impression that he told me he came from Copenhagen, but in those days the phrase “Dutchman” had a very wide application. If a man hailed from Holland, Sweden, Norway, or any neighbouring country, he was always referred to as a Dutchman. This was in 1863. We grew quite friendly, Jensen and I, and he told me he had a small forty-ton schooner at Batavia, in which sturdy little craft he used to go on his pearling expeditions.

“I am now,” he said, “about to organise a trip to some untouched pearling grounds off the south of New Guinea, but have not sufficient capital to defray the preliminary expenses.”

This hint I took, and I offered to join him. He once agreed, and we commenced our preparations without delay—in Batavia. Now when a pearler engaged a crew of native divers there in those days, he had to deposit beforehand with the Dutch Government a certain sum for each man entering his service, this money being a guarantee that the man would get his wages. Well, I placed all the money that I had with me at Captain Jensen’s disposal, provided he gave me a share in the venture we were about to undertake. “We will not,” he said to me in Singapore, “draw up an agreement here, but will do so at Batavia,” and forthwith we set sail for that place. Before leaving Singapore, however, Jensen bought some nautical instruments he could not get at Batavia—including compasses, quadrant, chronometer, &c. Strange to say, he did not tell me that his ship was named the Veielland[3] until we had arrived at Batavia. Here the contract was duly drawn up, and the vessel fitted out for the voyage. I fancy this was the first time Jensen had embarked on a pearling expedition on a craft of the size of the Veielland, his previous trips having been undertaken on much smaller vessels, say of about ten tons. Although the fitting out of the ship was left entirely in his hands, I insisted upon having a supply of certain stores for myself put aboard—things he would never have thought about. These included such luxuries as tinned and compressed vegetables, condensed milk, &c. Jensen did not even think of ship’s biscuits until I called his attention to the oversight. He demurred at first about buying them, but I told him I would not go until we had the biscuits aboard. Jensen was a very bluff, enigmatic sort of fellow, as I afterwards found out. He was of a sullen, morose nature, and I could never get much out of him about his past. He would not speak about himself under any circumstances, and at no time of our acquaintance was he any sort of a sociable companion. He was very hard upon the sailors under him, and was much addicted to the use of strong language. I admit that I was an absolute “muff” in those days, and Jensen was quick to grasp the fact. He was very fond of schnapps, whilst I hated the smell of the stuff. Moreover, he was a great smoker, and here again our tastes differed.

Our preparations in Batavia complete, we next went over to the islands of the Dutch Archipelago, and engaged forty experienced Malay divers to accompany us. Jensen was very particular in selecting the men, each being required to demonstrate his capabilities before us. The way he tested them prior to actually engaging them was to make each dive after a bright tin object thrown into so many fathoms of water. Altogether he spent several weeks choosing his crew. He had engaged a couple of Malays at Batavia to help in the work of navigating the ship, but besides being sailors these men were also good divers. The majority of the other Malays were only useful as divers, and took no part in the working of the ship. A native serang[4], or “boss,” was appointed as chief, or foreman, over the Malays, and he was permitted to take with him his wife and her maid. This “serang” had to be a first-class diver himself, and had also to be acquainted with the manoeuvring of a small boat. He was also required to have a smattering of navigation generally. Above all, he had to be able to assert authority over the other divers; and in all these respects our serang was thoroughly proficient.

I may here explain that shortly after leaving Batavia the captain had the ship repainted a greyish-white colour all over. I never troubled to look for her name, but one day I saw Jensen painting the word Veielland on her. There was a totally different name on the lifeboat, but I cannot remember it. What Jensen’s motive was in sailing the ship under another name I never understood; certainly it was a very suspicious circumstance. Perhaps the ship as originally named had a bad name, and if such were the case—mind you, I don’t say that it had—the Malays could never have been induced to go aboard. Once out at sea, however, they would be absolutely at the mercy of the captain, and he could treat them just as he pleased. The first thing they did before coming aboard was to look at the name for themselves. No doubt they knew the reputation of every pearler. Jensen did on one occasion exercise his authority to the extent of transferring some of his own Malay divers to another ship when we were out at sea.

At last everything was ready, and when we sailed for the pearling grounds, our crew numbered forty-four all told, not including a fine dog that belonged to the captain. This dog, which played so important—nay, so vitally important—a part in my strange afterlife, was given to Jensen at Batavia by a Captain Cadell, a well-known Australian seaman, who had gained some notoriety by navigating the Murray River for the first time. Cadell, who was a great friend of Jensen, was himself a pearler. But he met with a sad end. He was in a pearling expedition in the neighbourhood of Thursday Island, and among his crew were some of the very Australian Blacks who in after years proved so friendly to me. Cadell treated these men very badly, keeping them at work long after the time for their return home had expired, and one day they mutinied and murdered him whilst he was asleep. The black fellow who called himself “Captain Jack Davies,” of whom I shall have more to say hereafter, was amongst the crew at the time. I obtained this information in Sydney from Captain Tucker, a well-known Torres Straits pearler. Bruno, Jensen’s dog, was something of a greyhound in build, only that his hind-quarters were heavier.

As you may suppose, my knowledge of seamanship was very limited indeed, but Jensen interested himself in me, so that I soon began to pick up a good deal of useful knowledge. He taught me how to take the sun, I using his old instruments; but I could never grasp the taking of the lunars. On our voyage out I had no duties to perform on board, but I found much to interest myself in the beautiful tropical islands among which we threaded our way; and I took quite a childish delight in everything I saw. It was really a grand time for me. I constantly wrote home to my mother, the last letter I forwarded to her being from Koopang. Occasionally we landed on one of the islands to buy fresh provisions, in the shape of fowls, pigs, fruit, &c. We then set sail for the coast of New Guinea. The voyage thence was accomplished without the slightest hitch, the divers spending most of their time in singing and playing like little children,—all in the best of good spirits. Their favourite form of amusement was to sit round a large fire, either telling stories of the girls they had left behind, or singing love melodies. When the weather was at all cold, they would make a fire in a rather shallow tub, the sides of which were lined with a layer of sand. They were a wonderfully light-hearted lot of fellows, and I greatly enjoyed listening to their chants and yarns. I was more often with them than in Jensen’s company, and it did not take me long to pick up bits of their language.

The Veielland only drew between seven feet and eight feet of water, so that we were able to venture very close in-shore whenever it was necessary. At length, about a month after starting, we reached a likely spot where the captain thought that the precious shells might be found; here we anchored, and the divers quickly got to work. I ought to have mentioned that we carried a large whale-boat, and about half-a-dozen frail little “shell” boats for the use of the divers.

The comings and goings of the various pearling expeditions were of course regulated by the weather and the state of the tide. The captain himself went out first of all in the whale-boat, and from it prospected for shells at the bottom of the crystal sea. The water was marvellously transparent, and leaning over the side of the boat, Jensen peered eagerly into his sea-telescope, which is simply a metal cylinder with a lens of ordinary glass at the bottom. Some of the sea-telescopes would even be without this lens, being simply a metal cylinder open at both ends. Although they did not bring the objects looked at nearer the vision, yet they enabled the prospector to see below the ruffled surface of the water.

The big whale-boat was followed at a respectful distance by the flotilla of smaller boats, each containing from four to six Malays. When Jensen discerned a likely spot through his peculiar telescope, he gave the signal for a halt, and before you could realise what was going to happen, the native divers had tumbled out of their boats, and were swimming in a weird way down to the bottom of the translucent sea. As a rule, one man was left in each little boat to follow the movements of the divers as they returned to the surface. Not only did these divers wear no mechanical “dress,” but they used no stimulants or palliatives of any kind to aid them in their work. All they carried was a small sheath-knife hung from the waist by a piece of string. The water for the most part was only two or three fathoms deep, but sometimes it would be as much as eight fathoms,—which was the greatest depth to which the men cared to go. When he reached the bottom, the diver would grope about for shells, and generally return to the surface with a couple, held in his left hand and hugged against his breast; the right hand was kept free and directed his movements in swimming. Each diver seldom remained under water more than one minute, and on coming to the surface he would take a “spell” of perhaps a quarter of an hour before going down again.

As fast as each man brought his shells into the boat, they were put into a separate little pile, which was respected absolutely, and always recognised as belonging to its owner. The bed of the sea at these pearling grounds is usually coral, with innumerable holes of different depths and sizes dotted all over it. It was in these recesses that the best shells were mostly found.

The marine vegetation down in these seas was always of extreme beauty; there were stately “trees” that waved backwards and forwards, as though under the influence of a gentle breeze; there were high, luxuriant grasses, and innumerable plants of endless variety and colour. The coral rocks, too, were of gorgeous hues—yellow, blue, red, and white; but a peculiar thing was that the moment you brought a piece of this rock up to the surface, the lovely colour it possessed whilst in the water gradually faded away. Some of the coral I saw had curious little shoots hanging from its numerous projections bearing a striking resemblance to bluebells.

The illusion of a submarine forest was further heightened by the droves of gaily-coloured fish that flitted in and out among the branches. Perhaps the most beautiful of all were the little dolphins. The diving expeditions went away from the ship with the ebb tide, and returned with the flow. Sometimes their search would take them long distances away, and on one occasion they were working fully ten miles from the Veielland. When the water suddenly became rough, rendering the divers unable to paddle their own little skiffs back to the ship, they made their way to the whale-boat, clambered aboard, and returned in her, trailing their own craft at the stern. The boats, however, were not always brought back to the ship at night; as a rule they were buoyed near the pearling beds, whilst the divers returned to their quarters aboard. I might here explain that the sleeping accommodation for the Malays was both ample and comfortable. A large room in which the casks of fresh water were stored was set apart for their use. These casks were turned on end and a deck of planks placed over them, on which the Malays laid their sleeping mats and little wooden pillows. They ranged themselves twenty a side. But you may be asking, what was I doing during these pearling expeditions? Well, I was intrusted with the important duty of receiving the shells from the men, and crediting each with the number he delivered. Thus I was nearly always left alone on the ship—save for the dog; because even the two Malay women frequently went out diving, and they were credited for work done precisely as the men were.

If I had no shells to open whilst the divers were absent, I filled in my time by sewing sails, which Jensen himself would cut to the required shape—and reading, &c. My library consisted of only five books—a copy of the Bible, and a four-volume medical work in English by Bell, which I had purchased at Singapore. I made quite a study of the contents of this work, and acquired much valuable information, which I was able to put to good use in after years, more particularly during my sojourn amongst the Blacks. Bruno generally sat by my side on deck when I was alone,—in fact he was nearly always with me. He took to me more than to Jensen from the first. Jensen rarely tried to bully me, though of course I was now very much in his power, as he emphatically illustrated one day. A Malay diver had very much annoyed him, and in his fury he picked up a heavy broom with a stick fully four feet long, and felled the poor fellow senseless to the deck with it. I was shocked at such awful brutality, and ventured to protest against it. “Captain,” I said, “don’t do anything like that again whilst I am aboard.” Turning round in a great passion he ordered me to keep my own counsel, otherwise he would have me put in irons. But for all that Jensen never again let his temper get the better of him to such an extent in my presence. He was always very gruff in his manner, and looked upon me as the “darndest fool he had ever met.”

These divers, by the way, never seemed to trouble about the value of the treasure they were constantly bringing to the surface. They thought themselves well paid if they were given plenty of rice and fish, turtles’ eggs and fowls, in addition to such luxuries as spices, coffee, and “Brummagem” jeweller[5]y, of a kind which is too well known to need description. At the same time it must be admitted that in addition to their wages, which were paid them when they were discharged from the ship, the Malays had practically no opportunity of being dishonest, even though they might have been inclined that way. They never came into actual contact with the pearls; they were rewarded according to the number of shells brought to the surface, and not the value of the pearls they might contain. All the shells were opened by me. A healthy spirit of rivalry was maintained among the divers, and the man who had the best record of shells each week was rewarded with an extra allowance of rum or tobacco; a choice of some article of jewellery, or anything else he fancied from among the stock we had on board. A bottle of chutney or pickles was considered a specially valuable delicacy. No money was ever given to the divers as wages whilst at sea, remuneration in kind being always given instead. Each expedition would be absent perhaps six hours, and on its return each diver generally had between twenty and forty shells to hand over to me. These I arranged in long rows on the deck, and allowed them to remain there all night. Next day I cleaned them by scraping off the coral from the shells, and then opened them with an ordinary dinner-knife. Of course, every oyster did not produce a pearl; in fact, I have opened as many as a hundred consecutive shells without finding a single pearl. The gems are hidden away in the fleshy part of the oyster, and have to be removed by pressure of the thumb. The empty shells are then thrown in a heap on one side, and afterwards carefully stowed away in the hold, as they constitute a valuable cargo in themselves, being worth—at that time, at any rate (1864)—from £200 to £250, and even £350 a ton. All the pearls I found I placed in a walnut jewel-case, measuring about fourteen inches by eight inches by six inches. The value of the treasure increased day by day, until it amounted to many thousands of pounds; but of this more hereafter. I did not know much of the value of pearls then—how could I, having had no previous experience?

Captain Jensen, however, assured me at the end of the season that we had something like £50,000 worth of pearls aboard, to say nothing about the value of the shells, of which we had about thirty tons. It must be clearly understood that this is Captain Jensen’s estimate—I am utterly unable to give one. The oysters themselves we found very poor eating, and no one on board cared about them. Some of the shells contained one pearl, others two, three, and even four. One magnificent specimen I came across produced no fewer than a dozen fine pearls, but that of course was very exceptional. The largest gem I ever found was shaped just like a big cube, more than an inch square. It was, however, comparatively worthless. Actually the finest specimen that passed through my hands was about the size of a pigeon’s egg, and of exquisite colour and shape. Some of the pearls were of a beautiful rose colour, others yellow; but most were pure white.

The greatest enemy the divers had to fear in those waters was the dreaded octopus,[2q] whose presence occasioned far greater panic than the appearance of a mere shark.

These loathsome monsters—call them squids, or devil-fish, or what you will—would sometimes come and throw their horrible tentacles over the side of the frail craft from which the divers were working, and actually fasten on to the men themselves, dragging them out into the water. At other times octopuses have been known to attack the divers down below, and hold them relentlessly under water until life was extinct. One of our own men had a terribly narrow escape from one of these fearful creatures. I must explain, however, that occasionally when the divers returned from pearl-fishing, they used to rope all their little skiffs together and let them lie astern of the schooner. Well, one night the wind rose and rain fell heavily, with the result that next morning all the little boats were found more or less water-logged. Some of the Malays were told off to go and bale them out. Whilst they were at work one of the men saw a mysterious-looking black object in the sea, which so attracted his curiosity that he dived overboard to find out what it was. He had barely reached the water, however, when an immense octopus rose into view, and at once made for the terrified man, who instantly saw his danger, and with great presence of mind promptly turned and scrambled back into the boat.
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