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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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			THERE WERE TWO PIRATES

			A COMEDY OF DIVISION

			“Did ever pirate roll

			His soul in guilty dreaming.

			And wake to find that soul

			With peace and virtue beaming?”

			JAMES BRANCH CABELL

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			The Mutiny of Love

			“What lad, when skies were bluer,

			And hardihood stayed whole,

			Hath found that aught seemed truer

			Than that a loyal soul

			Must loyally pursue her

			Whose winning seemed life’s goal?”

			1

			Being not unaware of that interest with which the run of humankind regard the doings of preeminent persons, I, José Gasparilla, record here that my first important achievement was performed at Montserrat, in the Spanish province of Barcelona, upon the feast day of the Holy Innocents, in the year of our Lord 1756; for there and then I was born.

			At the age of eighteen I entered the Naval Academy. I became in due course a lieutenant; and serving under Captain Pedro Olmos y de Sanibel—an hidalgo whose deportment and ancestry, as I recall with affection, were but a little inferior to my own—I, during this bright period of my youth’s innocence, took part in four years of rapine and butchery, in obedience to the usual demands of patriotism, until after the Treaty of Versailles had been agreed upon.

			By this compact, it may be recalled, the usurped province of Florida was yielded up by the thieving English and restored to Spain. I had private and urgent reasons (to which I shall recur in the sequel) for going into Florida without delay; and so, with the assistance of my fellow lieutenant, Bernaldo Segui, and of our chaplain, Father Martin León Verdago, of Seville, a mutiny was arranged upon the festival of the Conversion of St. Paul, whose intercession for our success I duly invoked upon the eve of this momentous occasion.

			Thirty-eight out of the ship’s crew of sixty joined in with the three of us to dispatch the other officers and the seamen who remained loyal to sentiments such as I, for one, admired as relics of a more highly impassioned era, but for the sake of my own welfare was compelled to discourage. To the last words of our deposed captain, in particular, I listened with reverence; they were biassed by disapproval; they bordered even upon the denunciatory; and yet, so complete was my affection for the indomitable old gentleman that I blew out his brains in a warm glow of admiration.

			When the last corpse had been thrown overboard, I in this manner found myself, now newly turned twenty-seven, to have become the sole owner of the Cid Campeador, a trim sloop of war armed with eight guns; and I sailed westward, to ignite that glory which, like a balefire, glitters about the unparalleled fame of Gasparilla.

			2

			I did not leave Spain, you may depend upon it, without devoting a candle to St. Eulalia, in the great cathedral of Barcelona (I mean the city of that name) and indulging in the dear miseries of a temporary leave-taking from Isabel de Castro.

			When I had told my life’s one love of how I was now embarked toward opulence, as the proprietor of my own ship, she spoke with tender reproach.

			“I cannot but wonder at you, José; for it is not suitable that a gentleman of Spain should be going into trade. Your ancestors are no doubt astir with indignation in every one of their tombs.”

			“I admit, my dearest,” I replied, “that this possibility has troubled me. Yet my ancestors ought to consider that it was they, precisely, who made of me a penniless orphan. By every rule of good breeding and philanthropy, the doings of a penniless orphan are regarded with charity; and his endeavors to become self-supporting should be counted as praiseworthy.”

			“Nevertheless, José, the police are not always broad- minded—”

			“Furthermore, my adored Isabel, my proposed venture, should Heaven consider my prayers with indulgence, will not be limited to mercantile desk-work. I intend, rather, to become a king with a statesmanlike interest in commerce. And for anyone to find himself the progenitor of a reigning monarch must be, to even the most exigent of my ancestors, a source of pride.”

			“Nor am I sure, José, that it is right of you to be making off with the King of Spain’s ship, now that his health is getting to be what everybody says it is, and after you had promised to him fidelity.”

			“You forget, Isabel, that I too am a king in bud; and it is the custom of all kings to discard fidelity in our dealings with one another.”

			“That is logic, perhaps. But ah, my dearest, no innocent young girl can display logic in all situations. And that reminds me, now that you have killed so many persons in their beds, and even your own godfather—”

			“My pet, but you speak with an ignorance of nautical affairs which is not suitable to a sea captain’s betrothed wife. They for the most part were in their bunks or their hammocks, whereas Captain Sanibel and some fifteen others of them died fighting and after having indulged in regrettably profane language.”

			“Even so, José, and while of course no well-brought-up young woman would dream of defending profanity, still it must have been most upsetting, so far as they felt about it; and it is their feelings we ought to consider—”

			“The sentiment is characteristic of your sweet and compassionate nature, Isabel; but a penniless orphan has to consider first his own needs.”

			“—And my feelings too, José, because the thought that I should have been more or less the cause of it all has upset me too; so that I really cannot take a bright view of your leaving me and perhaps finding some other girl that you like better over in that only half-civilized America. I mean one of those red Indian women with nothing on her whatever except a piece of Spanish moss, like the pictures in a geography, because everybody knows what you sailors are.”

			“You speak at random, my adored one; for to you my heart will remain faithful forever. And so, because of my love for you, I have entered the only course which offered—to a penniless orphan—any chance to acquire that modest competence without which we may not hope to live in comfort. Moreover, it appeared my plain duty to consider our children’s welfare.”

			“But how do you know, José, that we shall have any children, and especially now that they will be trying to hang you for stealing your ship?”

			“The habit is common to both of our families, you must remember. I do not allude to ship-stealing. I mean that our parents and our grandparents alike had children; and that every known law of heredity thus forces me to believe we shall emulate them.”

			“Yes, that is true, José, when one comes to think about it, and does not worry about your killing people, over and above your regular duties as a lieutenant in the Navy. So far as I can see, and except for the police, it comes to pretty much the same thing. But then, to the other side—”

			“There can be no other side, heart’s darling. To the need of our children for daily food and a sound education I dared not remain obdurate. Such callousness would have been unworthy of José Gasparilla. It has followed, from these tender considerations, that in no long time I intend to amass 500,000 pesos; the sum is not enormous; but as I calculate the requirements of our probable home circle, it will suffice. I shall then return to you; and the felicity of our future, as well as of our own dear offspring, will be unmitigated.”

			With that settled, we embraced yet again; and so parted.

			And I have been at no small pains, do you let me assure you, to record this conversation with my heart’s fond idol without any untoward interruption or commentary by myself, so that my readers might acquire the tenor of it unperturbedly; and might not be bewildered, as I was, by the bright personal beauty of Isabel de Castro all during the while when we thus talked together, in the front parlor of her revered parents’ home, upon either the thirtieth or the thirty-first day of January 1784. I think it was the latter. I appear to have made no memorandum.

			—For I desire in this way to impress upon my readers the circumstance that my adored Isabel not infrequently veiled the most noble sentiments with a striking simplicity of intelligence; and thus added to the excellence of her character a yet further preëminence.

			Even so, in the bewitching presence of her unspeakable and unmatched physical charms, you, my discerning reader (whom hereabouts I am presupposing to be of the male sex), would have inclined, one grants you, to overlook this particular vocal virtue. You would have noted, rather, that its displayer was young and graceful and wholly lovely, to a degree beyond any describing by even the more liberally endowed poets who, at various periods, have contributed to the world’s best literature. You would have observed, in short, that without having any formal warrant issued by grave reason and countersigned by austere reflection, you loved, and must love forever (with a pallid imitating of my own gigantic affection), the beautiful small goddess from whom I was now departing, temporarily.

			3

			The westward voyage of my expedition proved uneventful. When during the first week of April (upon the feast day of St. Mary the Egyptian) we sighted the coast of Florida, we followed the long line of tiny islets which extends from Biscayne Bay to Key West. We thus entered the Gulf of Mexico and turned north. We came by-and-by to an excellent harbor, upon the West Coast of Florida, protected by five islands, all which proved to be uninhabited.

			“Behold your kingdom,” said Father Verdago.

			“In fact,” said Segui, “one may live here in fair comfort.”

			“It is not comfort for which we are seeking”—so did I rebuke him—“but activities of a more lofty cast.”

			I then requested my crew to dispose themselves upon the warm sands, and for their benefit I summarized my intentions.

			“Gentlemen,” I remarked, to my sturdy ruffians, with a tactful flavor of exaggeration, “we have reached our goal. You behold the stage upon which all of us may hope henceforward to figure as heroes, now that in this harbor we abandon the ungracious rôle of mutineers and become magnates of commerce.”

			Cries of applause here interrupted me, interspersed with not a few murmurs of surprise.

			“Upon these islands,” I explained, “will be that which is termed technically, by naval strategists, the base of our operations. The location is eligible. To the west and south of us pass merchant vessels with varied cargoes. It will be our employment to lighten these cargoes of their more valuable items. During the pursuit of this enterprise, the need may arise, now and then, for us to destroy human life. It is a task in which, I may say without boasting, we are all proficient. As members of the Spanish Navy, gentlemen, you have performed this task repeatedly in defence of your native land and for the glory of your former monarch, King Charles the Third.

			“The allegiance which you paid to him,” I resumed affably, “you will now transfer to me. That is all which gratitude demands of you, gentlemen, at this instant. You will find in Gasparilla, the King of Pirates, an enlightened and kindly chief executive. Yet furthermore, as my first formal act in office, I herewith declare war against all other existent governments; so that by every one of you these oncoming homicides may be attended to with an unstained conscience, as being patriotic necessities directed against the enemies of our way of living.

			“Nor, gentlemen,” I continued, after the subsiding of their cheers, “is it only to your more noble emotions that I address myself; for I admit that human nature is appreciably removed from being immaculate. No one of us is entirely unselfish. We who shall be revered henceforward as overlords of the Gulf of Mexico, and of the Spanish Main, and perhaps of the Seven Seas in general, are about to become world-famous heroes; but it is not in this impressive attitude that we shall need to face twenty-four hours of every day—for the hero has his human side, nay, even his foibles. He does not scorn relaxation; he is not of necessity a spoilsport,” I pointed out; and I smiled indulgently.

			“It is for this reason, gentlemen, I now assure you that, between our valiant crusades against the sordid efforts of our enemies to accumulate crude wealth through the ignoble avenues of commerce, we shall find ample opportunities to appraise life’s lighter and more dulcet aspects. We shall take many captives. We shall become opulent beyond the dreams of Crœsus—nay, even after that monarch had arisen from a prolonged banquet of an unusually indigestible nature. All such of our captives as are fine-looking women we shall treat with mercy; and in their beds we shall be repaid for the exercise of this virtue.”

			My hearers chuckled at this point in my address; and it is to be feared their thoughts became unchaste. I explained, therefore, that I referred to the lawful delights of matrimony alone, for which Father Verdago would be at hand to qualify all applicants; and I resumed my discourse.

			“Furthermore, gentlemen, I forewarn you that so soon as the condition of our treasury may warrant the liquidating of my endeavors with a fair profit, I shall retire from the exacting duties of your commander in chief into the private but praiseworthy amenities of begetting a half-dozen or so young Gasparillas, with the assistance of that paragon among earth’s women to whom my faith is pledged forever. You will, it stays possible, lament my departure; but you will lament in vain. For the present, let us dismiss your bereavement.”

			I then added, in a mood somewhat less emotional—

			“It suffices, gentlemen, that today I can offer to you adventure and opulence, upon the sole condition that you tender to Gasparilla, the King of Pirates, an oath of unswerving fidelity.”

			Applause answered me yet again; and the rogues hastened forward to kneel and to kiss my hand. It was a proud moment. Modesty alone prevents me from admitting that it was an historic moment pregnant with very many happenings such as yet stagger the imagination of any person who speaks, or who endeavors to write plausibly, about José Gasparilla.
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