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He comes at last to reap, not the desires of a peasant’s heart,

But death for himself and gold for his gay masters.

From War by F. C. Ball,

Adelphi Magazine, July 1940.
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PART I


CHAPTER 1

Captain Humbleby of The Nauticas was drunk, very drunk. He had need to be. He had entered the tavern known as The Three Spaniards just before midday when his ship docked at Jamaica. The hell-ship. ‘The devil-ship’ thus designated by the Master himself, groaning under its load of fearful human freight—a batch of new slaves from Africa.

From midday until now, eight o’clock at night, Captain Humbleby had consumed vast quantities of liquor. In the mucky, foetid atmosphere of The Three Spaniards on the quayside, he had tried to shut out the devils that danced in his imagination; the horrid thought that seventy-five, per cent of his appalling human cargo had died before The Nauticas ever reached the West Indies.

The sweet, heavy wine that Captain Humbleby had poured down his throat had for the first hour or two made him a cheerful and rollicking figure whom none would recognize as the tough gentleman who terrorized his crew and kept law and order with the whip lash or a pair of cocked pistols. A man who walked perpetually with the stench of death in his nostrils and in his ears the unholy music composed of the groans and screams of the tortured slaves. A merry gentleman for a time this Samuel Humbleby with his rollicking laugh, a wench under each arm, and a huge appetite which a half-Spanish, half-native landlord had willingly satisfied. These seafaring men who put in at the West Indies had money to burn and it burned merrily and with many an obscene jest inside the four walls of The Three Spaniards this day.

But by nightfall Captain Humbleby was not so merry. He had thrust the half-naked wenches from him and lapsed into sullen silence. He had one blind eye. The good one, fierce and yellow with jaundice, glared so malevolently at those who endeavoured to rouse him from his stupor that he had been left severely alone.

The trouble was that Humbleby had a conscience. Only a small one but there were moments when it jabbed at him and reminded him that there was a Life Hereafter and an Almighty to be reckoned with. Someone who might not approve of Captain Samuel Humbleby’s methods of moneymaking. Fortunately for him that conscience only awoke when he was very drunk indeed. The owner of The Nauticas and of several other trading vessels was a millionaire. For fifteen years Captain Humbleby had sailed ships for that very exclusive company. During those years over one hundred thousand Negroes had been exported from Africa and brought in The Nauticas alone to the West Indies.

As a younger man, Humbleby had disliked the methods of procuring these slaves, although with the years he had toughened and paid small heed to the cruelty and suffering. The pay was excellent. Mr. Rufus Panjaw, ship owner of Bristol, was to be relied upon. Captain Humbleby had had no need to complain of his treatment while he was with the firm.

But things were not like they were, and just now Captain Humbleby regarded his profession somewhat uneasily. Back in England, six years ago in fact, ever since Mr. Wilberforce introduced the Bill to put an end to the importation of slaves, there had been a growing feeling against slave trading in the country. There was Mr. Fox with his precious party of Whigs, labouring for the Bill even now. Captain Humbleby did not like it. He did not like it at all. And most of all he disliked the conditions under which he had been forced to sail when he brought this last load to Jamaica from the African coast.

He could ease his conscience by the fact that he had told Mr. Panjaw that the ‘damned black creatures’ had no stamina and they could not stand the hellish heat in the holds. The long weeks of the sweltering confinement. The sickness and the misery. And Panjaw’s orders were ‘Carry on’. What could Samuel Humbleby do but obey his employer?

Nevertheless the animal noises issuing from the bowels of The Nauticas had begun to unnerve Captain Humbleby and this time, horrid fact—seventy-five per cent of the wretches had died.

Captain Humbleby staggered along the quayside. His straight greasy locks hung, like a Mexican’s, in strands to his neck. He was indescribably dirty, his uniform stained with spilt drink and food. He held his tricorn hat under his arm, and he swore and growled under his breath as he made his way back to his ship on this hot humid night.

Through the vapours, the stars looked down upon Captain Humbleby like large reproachful eyes and he avoided looking back at them. He was suffering from lumbago. And he had had a tussle with one of those yellow-skinned saucy wenches which had caused a lot of laughter in the tavern, but increased Captain Humbleby’s physical discomforts. To the devil with women! He would give up wenching. He would give up the sea and slave trading. He would return to Bristol and live quietly with Emily, his wife. A good woman Emily. Albeit she had a sharp tongue and was scarce the kind a man craved to tumble in his bed.

Captain Humbleby endeavoured to raise his drooping spirits by singing:

‘God Save Our Gracious King. …’

Alas, poor King George III—tainted with madness. A terrible thing, madness, reflected Captain Humbleby. He had visited one of the houses where they confined the dismal wretches and heard their screaming and squawking.

Fearfully, his good eye made out a blurred outline of ships. He listened a moment to the yelling of a group of half-naked seamen hanging around a pile of timber waiting to be shipped to England. Maybe he would go mad, he reflected, if he continued with this poisonous trading of black men and this drinking.

He sniffed and spat. A nauseous odour drifted from the docks. A beautiful, poisonous place, Jamaica. He hated it. The sea was a dark purple. The coco palms were pencilled black against the sky. The miasma in Captain Humbleby’s brain cleared a little and he fell to thinking of something strange—very strange—that had just happened on The Nauticas. A discovery made by one of the officers serving under him shortly before they sighted land this morning.

The First Mate was an Irishman and a Papist. Captain Humbleby was not partial to Papists, but Larry O’Sullivan was good at his job and loyal, and a man was in need of loyalty in these days of threatened mutiny.

Up to the Captain’s cabin had come O’Sullivan with his eyes popping out of his head, saying:

‘By all that’s holy, Captain, these two blue eyes have just witnessed that which Larry O’Sullivan never expected to see on this devil-ship or any other ship that sails the ocean waves.’

‘And what might that be, dammit?’ Captain Humbleby had asked.

O’Sullivan had taken him along to his cabin. There crouching on the bunk was a sight which the Master of The Nauticas had found astonishing, albeit he had long since thought himself incapable of being surprised.

There in the stuffy cabin on dirty blankets sat a child. A girl of ten or eleven years old maybe, very small and thin, and wearing a yard or two of blue cotton material swathed like a cummerbund about her. It revealed a good deal of her slender immaturity; her long fine legs and arms, her naked shoulders. But what staggered Captain Humbleby was the face of this apparition. For although it was streaked with tears and dirty, with curls in a wild tangle and verminous, the face was of such fabulous beauty that even he who had no great appreciation of such things, could not fail to be impressed. Her eyes were enormous—native eyes black, with immensely long lashes and full of that melancholy that Captain Humbleby had seen a thousand times before in the faces of most of the female slaves from Africa. Eyes full of suffering and sorrow, mutely appealing against the indignities imposed upon ebony flesh by white traders who broke up their villages and pillaged their homes for the sake of gold. The kind of eyes that haunted Captain Humbleby when he was in a state of intoxication.

But at this moment when O’Sullivan took him to see this extraordinary and unexpected passenger, Captain Humbleby was quite sober. His one jaundiced eye stared, flabbergasted, at the little girl—flabbergasted because her skin was not black as one would have expected with such eyes but ivory pale. And the hair was fair. Those filthy tangled curls were a bright red-gold. Her wrists and ankles were as delicate and fine as those belonging to any lady whom Captain Humbleby had ever seen back home in England.

He uttered an oath:

‘Who the devil is she? Where did she come from?’ he demanded.

O’Sullivan—a huge man yellow-haired and bearded and a man of religion, despite the fact that he was one of a crew on a vessel bound on barbarous trade—crossed himself.

‘The Holy Mother knows I only came upon her by chance less than an hour ago.’

‘Explain 1’ roared Captain Humbleby.

Hurriedly O’Sullivan told his tale. Soon after sighting land, and when he had been making a round in the hold with one of the sentries who guarded the gang of slaves, he had come upon an old dying man. A fine-looking Negro of aristocratic mien, with iron-grey curls. O’Sullivan was not quite sure how so old a fellow came to be included among the hundreds of stronger and younger ones that they had taken on board at Freetown. Perhaps because he spoke English which they had thought might increase his value. And because he had with him what appeared to be his grandson—a boy with a flute-like voice whom the old man had begged to be allowed to bring with him.

‘Sell him along with me, Massa,’ he had appealed when he was first brought aboard. The tears had rolled down his cheeks. He seemed devoted to the little boy and anxious not to be parted from him.

O’Sullivan had taken notice. A small boy with a singing voice might fetch a high price and make a pretty slave for some fine lady. Here in the Colonies or in England, small black slave boys had recently become the rage. Ladies of wealth and fashion paid a high price for them.

‘I left the two chained together and thought nothing of it, Captain, sir,’ continued O’Sullivan.

Humbleby interrupted, bawling at him:

‘What has a black boy to do with this?’ pointing to the apparition on the bunk.

The girl crouched in the corner in an attitude of abject terror, showing the whites of her eyes which she rolled between the two fierce-looking men. She shook like a small jelly, and had a cold and forlorn air about her.

O’Sullivan hurried on with his tale. The Captain would remember how many slaves had taken ill and died and been chucked overboard. Well, the Negro grandfather himself fell sick forty-eight hours ago. Fever and starvation—the barbarous treatment handed out to the unhappy captives on this or any other slave ship sailing the high seas in the year 1797—had finished him. He had suffered appallingly at the hands of those directly attending to him, but something about O’Sullivan had won his confidence. Just before he died he had pushed the weeping little black ‘boy’ into O’Sullivan’s arms and bidden him take care of her.

The boy was a girl. The old man, fearing that she might come to harm because of her sex, had hidden the fact—keeping ‘him’ clothed as a male slave, and never allowing ‘him’ out of sight. But now the truth had to be told.

‘But hell take it, this child is white!’ roared the Captain.

O’Sullivan scratched his head.

‘’Tis true,’ he said. ‘The cunning old man stained the little girl’s skin with an unguent before we sailed.’

That was one of the troubles, he added. The child was a quadroon. And now the history which the old man had confided to the First Mate, unique and absorbing, was repeated to Captain Humbleby. The old Negro was headman of a good tribe and had been like a king in his own village. Thirty years back this village had been visited by a missionary. The missionary had had an Italian wife. After the sudden death from smallpox of her husband, this Italian woman decided to remain in Freetown. She became wife to the head tribesman. Of that marriage sprang a daughter—a beautiful half-caste—who in turn was married to a renegade Irishman who came from County Donegal (O’Sullivan’s own county). The Irishman had been of decent birth (but the dying Negro had been unable to remember his son-in-law’s name) he had dropped this name years back and ‘gone native’, and lived in the African village until ten years ago when his daughter had been born. In giving birth, the mother had died. Almost immediately after, the Irishman, who had always been a heavy drinker, drank himself to death.

This quadroon girl was the strange result of that unattractive union. Half Irish, quarter Italian, quarter African. A ‘throw-back’ to the father’s race, with those red-gold curls, to the grandmother’s maybe with that pale fine skin and those delicate limbs. Only her magnificent eyes and lashes were a legacy from her grandfather—a reminder of the dark blood that flowed in her veins.

‘God’s teeth!’ muttered Captain Humbleby and stared at the little quadroon. In all his twenty years on the sea he had never seen the like. It was just one of those things that did not happen. And he listened while his First Mate told how the old grandfather had turned up his toes and been thrown to the sharks with the rest of them, and how he, O’Sullivan, had put the child, screaming and protesting, into a bath and with water and soap exposed the little one for what she was—a girl child who might pass anywhere for a European.

‘If her eyes had been blue she would have been a true Irish beauty,’ O’Sullivan concluded and wiped his nose with the back of his hand: ‘Begorra, I have seen the spit of her in County Donegal, with hair of flame and a skin like milk, Captain Humbleby, sir.’

Such poetical allusions coming from the coarse lips of his First Mate reduced Captain Humbleby to bawdy laughter, but the laughter broke off abruptly. He advanced farther upon the shivering little figure swathed in the folds of blue cotton which were nothing more than rags.

At once she screamed and put up both her hands to cover her face. Well-formed little hands with slender fingers. Humbleby put out a hand to touch her and then drew it back. He sweated. Never before did he remember hesitating to touch female flesh. Wherefore now had he become squeamish? Maybe because this was such white flesh, and this girl was a child. Captain Humbleby had children of his own. All the same, the quadroon was a female, and her strange beauty held a definite menace on board a ship full of women-hungry men. Men with less conscience or humanity than O’Sullivan.

Humbleby scowled and drew back from the trembling captive. There was only one thing to do.

‘Blacken her face and put her back in boy’s garments,’ he said. ‘I do not care if you haven’t any. Sew her up in something and keep her in it until we get to Bristol. Confine that hair in a cap and sew that up too. Keep her here with you and see that she comes to no harm.’

O’Sullivan stared.

‘Holy Saints,’ he began to stutter.

‘Argue and I’ll break every bone in your body,’ roared the Captain.

‘Aye aye, sir,’ muttered O’Sullivan and pulled his beard and glowered out of the corners of his eyes at the little girl. She was sobbing under her breath. She looked pathetic enough, but O’Sullivan had had a taste of the spirit that lived in that thin fragile young body. Washing her in his locked cabin, away from prying eyes, he had treated her with a rough kindliness such as he would have meted out to one of his own children, for he, like the Captain, was a family man. But she had bitten his hand through so fiercely as to draw blood. He had had to smack her hard to stop her fighting. To be saddled with that for the rest of the long voyage back to England held small appeal for O’Sullivan. Nevertheless, he saw the sagacity of the Captain’s suggestion.

He did not mean to leave her here in Jamaica the Captain added, he could get a better price for her in Bristol. In fact, he would hand her personally over to Mr. Panjaw. She was the ship’s prize. The thing to do was to feed her up, fatten her, and teach her a few words of English. At this point Mr. O’Sullivan as proudly as though he were the adoptive parent of his discovery announced that the quadroon could already speak English. The old headman, her grandfather, had taught it to her, proud of the fact that she was three-quarters white.

The Captain smacked his lips. Better and better. She might fetch a very fine price indeed. True, there was little or no slavery at home. Well enough did the Captain remember that in the year 1772 when his lordship, the great Mansfield, was in office, he had stated that ‘as soon as a slave sets foot on English soil, it shall be free’. But there were a great many (and Mr. Panjaw among them) who took little notice of that dictum. Anyhow Mr. Fox had not yet carried through the Anti-Slave Bill. The quadroon with the red-gold hair would sell—by God she would!

‘Has she a name?’ he rapped out at O’Sullivan.

The First Mate pulled his beard and looked embarrassed.

‘Holy Saints, but ’tis a strange one. So far the little imp has not spoken except to snarl at me, but the grandfather called her Fauna.’

The Captain spat.

‘That is no name.’

‘All the same—it is hers.’

‘Spell it!’

‘F.A.U.N.A.’

‘What manner of name is it?’

O’Sullivan shrugged his shoulders.

‘Something to do with the Italian. I have not learned the Latin tongue, but the old nigger had instruction from the missionaries, Captain, sir. He mumbled to me that the name was of Latin origin.’

The Captain brooded upon it. Fauna. Strange … not unbeautiful. But ungodly. He turned on his heel.

‘Forget it. It is a boy for the rest of the voyage and damn my eyes see to it, or you’ll swing before you ever look at the goodly sight of Bristol harbour again.’

‘Aye, aye, sir,’ said O’Sullivan.

‘Look well after her—him,’ added Captain Humbleby. ‘Keep “him” locked in here whensoever you leave your cabin. Nobody else must get at “him”, understand?’

‘Aye aye, sir.’

Then Captain Humbleby had left the quadroon with the First Mate. Standing outside the cabin door to light a cheroot, he had heard O’Sullivan’s voice cajoling but firm.

‘Now, my pretty—now then, come along. No nonsense. You’re going to be given a black face again my pretty dear, and if you’re good I’ll treat you daicently and feed you well. Come along now, or I’ll beat the liver out of you—’

Then the sound of tears and a hoarse young voice repeating:

‘Grandfather … my grandfather … my grandfather!’

It was that cry that Captain Humbleby remembered tonight as he staggered blindly back to his ship.

Before God, finding this girl Fauna had been like finding a jewel amid the black dust on The Nauticas. And he was going to get a pretty price from Panjaw in addition to what had already been paid him. He’d see to that. But the girl was white. Like his own little Martha, except for those native eyes. Dammit—it would be like selling a brat of one’s own nationality. All the more reason for him to give up this hell’s job of sailing a trade ship and of finishing with the whole nauseous trade.


CHAPTER II

On 15th June The Nauticas floated down the brown swollen waters of the river and docked in Bristol Harbour.

It had been raining. High on Brandon Hill low-lying mists obscured the stone-built houses. Samuel Humbleby, sober as a judge this morning, brought his ship in with loving care for the timbers, dropped anchor, and the gang-plank went down.

A crowd, including women and children waving kerchiefs to the men who were returning to them, lent some colour to an otherwise grey day. A warm summer’s day. The sun straining to break through those banks of cloud under which the fields and trees looked very green to the eyes of the sailors who had been at sea for long tedious months.

A soberly but fashionably dressed man, about forty-five, peruked and wearing long soft leather boots, was the first to go aboard. The people of Bristol who recognized him fell back respectfully. He was well known was Rufus Panjaw; one of the wealthiest ship owners in the city.

Behind the respectful salutations and curtseys of the fisher-women, the townsfolk, and the half-naked sweating dockers, lay a certain antagonism, for Mr. Panjaw was not popular. He was as mean as he was rich, and the poorer and more godly the people, the less they liked Mr. Panjaw, well aware that his fortune was obtained from slave trading. But with his Russian leather portfolio under one arm and a cane under the other, his pale narrow face disdainful like his hooked Jewish nose, Mr. Panjaw walked stiffly aboard The Nauticas to be greeted by the First Mate and taken direct to the Captain’s quarters.

Just before this, in O’Sullivan’s cabin, the quadroon girl, Fauna, stood peering out of the porthole with eyes growing bigger every moment with astonishment as she looked for the first time upon Bristol.

To her, the busy port presented a bewildering spectacle. The smoke pouring out of tall factory chimneys must come, in her childish imagination, from a Devil’s cauldron. And all these people in their queer clothes were devils, bustling and shouting and streaming along the quayside. She saw the big Shire horses straining under the lash of a driver’s whip to pull loads too heavy for them. The sight of their rolling eyes and streaming flanks and the sound of the cracking whips mingling with the oaths and curses of the men, reminded Fauna all too painfully of the day when she and her grandfather had been torn from their home. Not so long ago, although it seemed to her that it had been in another life and that she now existed alone and defenceless in a new world. A terrible world which brought to her new fears and new cause for sorrow with every dawn that had broken since they sailed from the African coast.

The continuous crack of whips sent shudders through Fauna. In such a way the whip had curled around the shoulders of her grandfather and his proud ebony body had strained and flinched like the bodies of those horses. In such a way he and she had been driven on to the ghastly slave ship, chained together. Grandfather had not uttered one sound, for he was too proud, but the younger captives had howled and moaned, the women had torn their hair and beaten their breasts with loud lamentations.

The little girl dreamed almost nightly of that fearful morning just before daybreak when the slave traders had rounded them up, burnt down their kraals, not sparing even grandfather’s more civilized dwelling which was built of wood like a hut, and had been furnished crudely by her Irish father.

Fauna, motherless from birth, did not remember much of her father, although in the dim recess of memory she recalled herself at the age of three being hoisted on to the shoulder of a red-headed man who danced drunkenly with her round a native fire then seated her upon his knee and wept maudlin tears over her until she slept. But that was very long ago. Her more recent and most vivid memories were of grandfather, and of his third wife, Nunu—a young ebony-skinned woman with shining white teeth and woolly pate of amiable disposition, who had taken care of Fauna’s bodily needs, and treated her like a little princess. She had been the princess to them all out there in Africa. Her nostalgia was for those dark primeval forests, for the jungles, the animals, the chanting songs of the African tribesmen, the feasting, the hunting, and the long hot languorous days under a baking sun.

It was grandfather who had ordained that Fauna should be set apart from the rest of the tribe and given great due because of her white blood—blood of a great civilized people—that ran in her veins. The Italian strain he had fostered because it had belonged to Flora, his beautiful half-caste daughter; the Irish blood because it came from his red-headed son-in-law who although he drank heavily and had been banished from his own land as a ne’er-do-well—had been an educated man. Born of good parents; sole issue of an elderly father, who had in his time been a scholar—a professor of entomology. It was the Irishman who had ordered that his baby daughter should be called ‘Fauna’. Swaying beside the grave of the woman whom he had married in Freetown and lost so soon, he had raised his infant daughter aloft and said: ‘She shall be Fauna—child of Flora. From the Latin Favore which means the bestower of fruitfulness. My father, your Irish grandfather, studied the fauna and loved it till he died. Fauna, my child, you shall be.’

Grandfather had told her that story many times. Every day he read to her from the only two English books that had not fallen to pieces rotted by the damp heat, or eaten by insects. Her maternal grandmother’s Bible and a volume of Irish folk tales which her father had kept in an old trunk among the relics of his past.

By the time she was nine, Fauna was able to read a little. She spoke English slowly, carefully. Only in the native tongue was she really fluent, and from Nunu she had learned of spells and incantations and witch-doctoring. With childish nimble fingers she could weave a mat and thread beads into crude yet cunning designs. She had grown to love violent colours and was used to the violent, savage customs of grandfather’s tribe. She looked upon birth and marriage and death with indifference, accepting these mysteries as she accepted food and drink; all part of the pattern of living. Like the other children of her age, she knew of the existence of sex and accepted that, also, without fear. In her step-mother’s tribe, virginity was important and to be preserved by a young maiden for her marriage day. If Fauna had continued to live out there in Africa, it might have been difficult to find a suitable husband for her because of the pale skin and red-gold hair which kept her apart from the others. No man had ever dared cast an eye in her direction. She had been regarded as sacred. In any case a marriage would not have been considered for her for at least another two years. And if she had ever thought about it, it was only with faint curiosity, with a childish knowledge of animal life and of the coupling of beasts which was a daily occurrence. Part of the native ritual with which she had grown up. But she herself remained quite innocent.

Much of that innocence had been sadly troubled since the ghastly change wrought in her young life after the murder and rapine perpetrated by those who looted her village. While she remained physically intact, her grandfather had repeatedly warned her against the brutish assaults that might be made on her by these men who had so fearfully disillusioned him. Men of the great race of English, of whose blood he had been so proud. Now that very blood, mingling in the blood of his grand-daughter, cried aloud to Heaven for vengeance.

‘Protect yourself with tooth and nail; fight always for your honour, my grand-daughter,’ he had besought her even as he died, ‘and may the God of your father and your mother grant that you may be permitted to avenge me and my people.’

On the missionary’s old Bible and on the more crude emblem of one of grandfather’s old gods—for he had never really embraced the Christian faith—the child had sworn it.

Now every instinct in her bade her beware of the white men and their clutching hands and the grotesque manner in which they behaved when they drank the liquid fire of their distilling.

She had had no cause for anxiety in the care of the First Mate, O’Sullivan. The huge bearded man had proved gentle enough despite the fact that he had beaten her twice for biting his flesh. She had only bitten him because she was afraid—like a wild thing when it is first captured.

But he had fed her well, with faithful obedience to the Captain’s orders, and given her sweetmeats which he had found in his locker—French bon-bons coloured and deliciously flavoured such as Fauna had never before tasted. They fascinated her. She ate them greedily, every one, which fact had made O’Sullivan guffaw with laughter.

‘Begorra, the little varmint, but she knows what she likes!’

He had not beaten her again and she had learned that it was wise to behave with a certain docility, and that if she did so, he would not touch her. The man whom he called ‘Captain’ she did not like so much. That one yellow inflamed eye of his, goggling at her, filled her with loathing and disgust. But he had only come to see her once or twice since they sailed from the West Indies, and then she had been glad that the bearded man had blackened her face and kept her covered from head to foot so that none could see her body. She need not fear another shameful exposure such as she had endured when she was first stripped and bathed.

For most of the voyage Fauna had lain prostrate, seasick and sorry for herself. She had, indeed, been seasick ever since they left Jamaica and ran into poor weather. She had no stomach for the sea. She had almost died down there in the stinking, suffocating hold of the ship. It had been a living horror to her to see her grandfather’s body thrown without ceremony into the deep blue waters. But day after day, all the way from Jamaica to Bristol, she fretted alone here in her prison—for it was still prison even though luxurious compared with that hell below. She had fretted, and even when she felt less nauseated, and could eat, the good food had not put much flesh on her fragile bones. Her face grew pinched and whiter than ever with the lack of air and exercise. She missed the sunshine, the freedom of her former surroundings, the air scented with musk and frangipani flowers, the date-palms, the blue skies, and the innocent amusements indulged in by her grandfather’s tribe. At night in O’Sullivan’s stifling cabin she slept badly on her bundle of sacks, forced to listen to the heavy snores of the bearded First Mate who nearly always came to bed in a state of inebriation and no more spoke to or looked at her, than he would have done if she had been a small dog. And for fear she leaped out, the porthole was permanently fixed.

By the time they reached Bristol, Fauna was itching, alive with vermin again, and at times shaking with fever. Particularly when The Nauticas ran into home waters and heat gave place to cold and rain. It had been a wet summer all over England so far that year. This morning she had been given water, soap, and a towel and told to bath, and this time left to do it for herself. She had found it quite amusing to use the soap and rub the black juices from her face which she could see in the cracked mirror which hung on the cabin wall. A relief to scrub away the filth and the bugs. Her hair had grown longer and hung in silken ringlets down to her shoulder. And now the miserable neglected little girl became aware, with all her feminine instincts stirring in her, of her potentialities. She was shy, suddenly ashamed of her nakedness. To cover her childish limbs she seized a coloured blue quilt from the First Mate’s bunk and wound it around herself under the arms over the immature bosom, tucking one end in like a native sarong into the waist and bringing the other over her shoulder. She had seen her grandfather’s third wife do this with yards of cotton material. Poor Nunu who had not been brought aboard the slave ship, and Fauna had not seen her since she first rushed out of her burning home with the traders in pursuit. Grandfather said they had murdered her and had never mentioned her name again.

Now Fauna stared out of the porthole and asked herself in fear and trembling what fate she might expect in this strange place. It was England—so much she knew. O’Sullivan, when he was sober and in a good mood, talked to her of London and of life in the rich, gay capital. But once or twice there had fallen from his lips sinister warnings that the child had been left to brood over. The word ‘slave’ always seemed to come into it. She must learn to be obedient, for she was to be sold as a slave, he said.

‘Holy Mary protect you and may the dear Lord Jesus have mercy on my immortal soul for the part I am playing, but you must be sold, my pretty dear,’ he had sighed over her one evening. ‘In a slave ship you have come to England and a slave you are, my pretty dear. Black, even if you are white, if you see my meaning.’

Fauna did not see it. She did not try. But she did know too well what it meant to be a slave. She had suffered enough to last her for a lifetime. Was she to be chained in the bottom of a ship again, like grandfather, and starved and beaten until she died? Fauna began to shiver—feeling not for the first time today the cold damp air on the bareness of her skin. These grey skies and the low temperature depressed her, accustomed as she was to the warmth and brilliance of the country in which she had been born.

Her full red lips pouted. She turned and looked back at the cabin. She was thankful the ground was at least steady under her feet. There was scarcely a movement of the tide this morning. She had had enough of the creaking and groaning and rocking while The Nauticas was at sea.

The cabin was not very clean. In a cracked bowl on the table was milk which the obliging O’Sullivan had brought her earlier in the morning. A fly had settled in it. Gloomily Fauna stuck one small finger in, pulled out the fly and flicked it on to the floor where it lay sodden and moribund in the dirt. Then she drank the milk with no sense of repugnance, swallowing it, rolling it over her tongue delicately like a kitten. O’Sullivan had also brought her ship’s biscuits, butter and fruit. The butter was rancid, and she left it, but she ate the fruit.

Her attention was caught suddenly by the sound of women screaming. She ran to the porthole and looked out. On the quayside two sturdy sun-tanned young women wearing striped petticoats and looped skirts—vendors from the fish market—had begun to fight. A tall merry-faced boy in blue pantaloons and a striped vest, and with a black straw hat as worn by naval men of the period perched on his yellow curls, stood on his bare brown feet watching. He laughed as one of the girls bore the other down to the ground and fell upon her, clawing and ripping her blouse until her throat and breasts were exposed. The sailor laughed louder. A crowd gathered. The struggling bundles of female flesh were then hidden from Fauna’s gaze. She was both startled and bewildered by what she had seen. It was horrid yet it was an amusement, and she had thought the fair-haired sun-burned sailor goodly to look upon. Much nicer than Mr. O’Sullivan with his matted beard and his snores which kept her awake. Or the one-eyed sinister Captain.

Fauna did not realize it, but it was the first time in her young life that she learned to judge a man by his looks and to be intrigued by the sight of a laughing handsome boy.

She watched eagerly, hoping to catch another sight of him. But the fight was over now, the crowd dispersed, and the sailor moved away. The victor was congratulated by her friends and the vanquished attempted to stop her nose from bleeding while she sobbed and gathered together her torn shift, covering her shoulders from the jeering audience.

It was all very confusing to Fauna. Then a much more exciting thing happened. A yellow and blue curricle drawn by a spanking chestnut drove along the docks. The smart coachman pulled up alongside The Nauticas at a vantage point so that Fauna could see the gentleman who stepped from the curricle and kissed the hand of the lady he left within it. He walked towards the gang plank that led on to The Nauticas. But it was at the young woman in the curricle that the little girl stared, fascinated. The first lady of fashion Fauna had ever seen in her life. Her eyes goggling, she noted the lady’s elegant cocked hat which was tied under her chin; the powdered curls falling to her neck, her handsome, velvet mantle, cherry coloured like the hat. Her face was indistinct, but the gay expensive attire of the young lady went to Fauna’s feminine head like wine. She was intoxicated by the sight. Vanity awakened in her and she ran to Mr. O’Sullivan’s cracked mirror and looked at herself. Oh, if she could only be dressed like that lady when she grew up, and ride in a fine carriage! What utter bliss!

Hanging on a nail in a corner of the cabin was an old beaver hat with a low crown which Mr. O’Sullivan used when he was ashore and out of uniform. The child took it down and stuck it on the side of her head. Then with a piece of string she tied back her curls and pulled them around until they lay over one small naked shoulder. She giggled at her reflection and held out her hand with an affected air as she had seen the lady in the curricle holding hers.

Without knowing it, the child had all the potentialities of a good actress and excellent mimic. She had by no means become indifferent to her unhappy state on the slave ship, but she had a natural sensuality and desire for gaiety which conquered grief. She hovered, like the infant she was, between tears and laughter.

It was at this point that the cabin door was unlocked and three men came into the room. Three men who towered above Fauna and seemed to her frightening and monstrous in the way they filled the small cabin and overwhelmed her.

Two of them she knew; Captain Humbleby and Mr. O’Sullivan. The other was a stranger. A fine gentleman dressed in grey holding a cocked hat and cane under one arm and a leather portfolio under the other. The gentleman whom she had just seen stepping from the blue and yellow curricle.

She was so aghast at being found like this in Mr. O’Sullivan’s hat, that she remained immovable like a small statue, her magnificent eyes staring at all three men in turn.

They stared back. O’Sullivan’s lips twitched.

‘Holy Mary, what is going on here?’ he muttered. ‘The saucy young varmint.’

Captain Humbleby turned his one mean eye slyly upon his employer.

‘There you are, Mr. Panjaw, sir, that is the female. Very unusual, I might say, unique—is she not, sir?’

Mr. Panjaw laid down his folio, cane, and hat. From one of the huge flat pockets in his cut-away coat he pulled a lace-edged handkerchief and passed it across his nose. His pale sneering face puckered with disgust.

‘Pugh! The place smells, Captain Humbleby, it smells!’

Humbleby’s eye glared at his First Mate. Mr. O’Sullivan went red about the gills and started to stutter.

‘The child has been locked in here, sir, and not allowed out, and if Nature calls, Mr. Panjaw, sir—’

‘Enough!’ broke in Mr. Panjaw. ‘Throw the window more widely, I beg of you. Animals,’ he added the last word sotto voce. But when his ruthless gaze had first fallen upon the child standing there with the beaver hat so rakishly set on the side of her gleaming head, and noted her beauty, the length of her lashes, the delicacy of her pale skin, he had felt that he had not wasted his time by coming on board today. She was all and more than the Captain had described.

Mr. O’Sullivan was opening the porthole. Now Fauna’s nostrils quivered as the tang of the keen salt air cut through the foul atmosphere to which she had grown accustomed in her misery.

Then she panicked. She took off Mr. O’Sullivan’s beaver hat. She looked from side to side as though to try to find an exit, to escape the eyes of these men. She stumbled over her long cotton sarong and would have fallen. It was Mr. Panjaw who caught her. His long thin fingers, which had sharp polished nails, fastened around one of her delicate wrists like a vice. They shook her until her teeth rattled.

‘Stand up. Look at me. Untie that hair. Remove your garment. Sing. These gentlemen tell me that you have knowledge of African songs. Let me hear them!’

Fauna was by this time so frightened and confused that she could not take in any one of the questions the fine English gentleman shot at her. She only knew instinctively that the milk of human kindness did not flow in the veins of Mr. Panjaw. He had a cruel face, his fingers hurt her, and that there was no justification for the anger he showed. She had done nothing wrong.

Mr. Panjaw repeated his questions. He continued to shake her until her cheeks were crimson and she gasped for breath. Now she began to cry.

‘Stop crying!’ Mr. Panjaw said between his teeth. ‘Not another tear, or you shall be beaten, do you hear? Wretched little girl, you are my property. A slave—daughter of a slave.’

‘Grand-daughter, Mr. Panjaw, sir,’ broke in the Captain uneasily, ‘and worth a biggish price, sir. Look at her skin and her shape. When she is older, sir—’

‘Silence!’ broke in Mr. Panjaw in his grating voice. He turned the baleful gaze of his cold pale eyes once more upon the wretched child. She made no sound now, but her little bosom heaved with gasping breaths, and her huge velvet eyes stared up at her captor as though he held for her a horrid fascination. Tears trembled on the exquisite lashes and rolled down her cheeks.

In the background, the First Mate hastily crossed himself, by all the saints he would burn in hell for the part he played in this, he reflected, it was unchristian thus to terrorize so small a female, whether she had black blood in her veins or not. In his peculiar simple way, Mr. O’Sullivan had grown quite attached to Fauna. He wished that he himself had enough money with which to buy her, then grimaced at the thought of what his good wife would say if he returned to County Donegal with that under his arm.

Captain Humbleby said:

‘You disappoint me, Mr. Panjaw, sir, if you see no great worth in the female.’

Panjaw released Fauna’s wrist. She nursed it with one small hand, patting its redness, and watched with that fascinated terror while Mr. Panjaw drew a gilt snuff box from his pocket, and with his thumb applied snuff to each of his nostrils, then sneezed loudly.

‘The stench in here overpowers me,’ he muttered. ‘Bring the girl into your cabin, Captain Humbleby.’

The First Mate advanced upon Fauna and spoke to her in a voice that was meant to be wheedling.

‘Go along, my pretty dear, do as the gentleman says. It will be better for you.’

Suddenly the child’s mind recognized the fact that she was about to be torn from the side of the only friend she had in the world. She did not much like Mr. O’Sullivan, but at least he had fed her and refrained from beating her, and he had grown familiar in this unfamiliar frightening world into which fate had so heartlessly flung her.

With a scream she stumbled towards Mr. O’Sullivan.

‘Fauna stay with you. Not go with them!’ she gasped in the curiously clipped English which she spoke with just a suspicion of an accent.

Mr. O’Sullivan coughed with embarrassment and glanced over the child’s head at the other two. The Captain was swearing under his breath. Mr. Panjaw’s gaze narrowed. Then he walked back into the cabin slowly. With a sudden savage movement, he seized a bunch of Fauna’s red-gold curls and tweaked them.

‘Miserable girl, learn to obey those who own you body and soul,’ he said in an icy voice.

She began to shriek and struggle, but the grip on her hair did not loosen and it was most painful having it pulled from her scalp. So with a return to her savage habits, half out of her mind with fear and loathing of this new man, she bent and sank her teeth into his thumb.

Mr. Panjaw uttered an exclamation. He went white, then red with fury. Speedily he wound a handkerchief around the thumb. Mr. O’Sullivan held his breath. There were tales circulating through Bristol city about Mr. Panjaw’s tempers. There had been a scandalous affair not long back when he had killed a manservant in his employ because the fellow had upset wine accidentally on Mr. Panjaw’s new flowered satin coat.

The First Mate crossed himself again and felt a shame such as he had not known since his boyhood, while Mr. Panjaw reacted to Fauna’s infantile display of rage. With his long pointed fingers Panjaw ripped the child’s cotton sarong from top to bottom revealing the slender naked limbs. Then he seized his cane and beat her across her back until red weals sprang up on the magnolia whiteness of that delicate flesh and she began to scream. Mr. O’Sullivan put his hands to his ears. Even Samuel Humbleby looked with more gloom than pleasure upon this sadistic performance. The cabin was filled with the sound of the cane whistling through the air and the child’s screams. Mad with fright and pain, Fauna twisted and turned, trying to avoid the punishment. Then after a few seconds it was as though Mr. Panjaw grew weary of the sport. His feelings were relieved. He flung the cane into the corner, brushed an imaginary speck of dust from his embroidered cuffs, wiped away the sweat that had pearled on his forehead and straightened his peruke.

‘So—my little tiger-cat—you will learn not to bite like the wild animal you are,’ he said softly. ‘Now, get up and follow me.’

He turned to the door.

Captain Humbleby led the way to his quarters indulging in the melancholy reflection that the great ship owner was in a nasty mood and that he, Humbleby, might not get as much money for the quadroon as he had anticipated.

Fauna lay face downwards on the floor, hysterical with grief, pitiful in her bewilderment and broken pride. O’Sullivan, cursing Mr. Panjaw, picked the little girl up, wound her tightly in the cotton sarong until it was as though she were in a cocoon, and carried her out of his cabin. Much as he deplored this affair, he knew that it would be better for her not to cross Rufus Panjaw further.

Fauna lay in the First Mate’s arms with the reek of his garlic-laden breath on her cheeks and fought against the desire to be sick. She reverted to the old desolate cry:

‘Grandfather! … my grand father!’


CHAPTER III

In the Captain’s cabin where there was a rug, a mahogany locker and chairs and some small claim to comfort, Samuel Humbleby poured a glass of wine out for his employer. Mr. Panjaw tossed it down. He had wasted enough time on this quadroon brat and been bitten through the thumb for his pains. And the young woman whom he had left in the curricle—his mistress of the moment—was waiting for him. He had no objection to keeping her waiting except they had been on their way to a cock fight which he wished to see. But when The Nauticas docked he had had to postpone it and pay this visit in order to find out exactly what the slave trader had achieved this voyage. Captain Humbleby’s announcement that seventy-five per cent of the cargo had perished before reaching the West Indies was responsible for the unpleasantness of Mr. Panjaw’s present mood. He said:

‘Why did so many die?’

The Captain cleared his throat.

‘Conditions in the hold, Mr. Panjaw, sir. As I told you, sir, they should be bettered, for neither man nor animal can live like that in the heat. And there was not sufficient food. I did my best, sir, but ’tis a wonder that twenty-five per cent reached Jamaica still breathing.’

‘If things go on like this,’ said Mr. Panjaw, locking his fingers behind his back, ‘I shall be ruined.’

Captain Humbleby gave a discreet cough. Mr. Rufus Panjaw was not likely to be ruined. His coffers were full to overflowing and The Nauticas was not the only slave trader in his possession. The Captain muttered:

‘And what of the young female? Three-quarters white, Mr. Panjaw, sir. You disappoint me, sir, if you do not find her most marketable.’

Rufus Panjaw put his tongue in his cheek. His eyes were slits as they watched the First Mate deposit Fauna in a tight bundle in the Captain’s chair. She had stopped crying. But she still trembled violently and she had grown very pale. Mr. Panjaw’s gaze travelled over her. He was not going to let this old reprobate of a captain know just how valuable a prize he had secured. Besides which, the girl was not Humbleby’s to sell; anything on this ship belonged to Mr. Panjaw. On the other hand, slaving was not popular in England just now. Mr. Fox was receiving a great deal of support, too much so for Panjaw’s liking. It might not do if the Church, for instance, learned that a child with so much white blood in her veins, and one who could read the Bible, was being sold into bondage. He must, therefore, placate Captain Humbleby by offering him a certain bonus. But Mr. Panjaw’s mind seethed with private plans for the little girl’s future. Egad! he was far from disappointed and having satisfied his sadistic rage, he was now ready to admire what he saw. In truth, in another three years Fauna would be a fabulously lovely young woman. He had seldom seen a skin more marvellous; it had the creamy hue of a camellia, and her complexion was dazzling. As for those enormous black eyes, they were most remarkable contrasting with the fiery gold of her curls. The little devil! What a spirit she had. Now when she was ten years old it must be beaten out of her. Later subdued in a more amorous fashion. Then Mr. Panjaw, who had a lewd mind, began to chuckle to himself evilly.

Fauna stared at him in sullen misery. He turned from her to the Captain.

‘I think,’ he said in a smooth way, ‘I know of someone who might give a very fair price for the quadroon girl, Captain Humbleby. He happens to be paying a visit to Bristol this very evening—to his aunt, the Duchess of Perithorpe, it so happens.’

Captain Humbleby licked his lips.

‘Nephew of a Duchess—and who might that exalted personage be, Mr. Panjaw, sir?’

‘A certain Lord Pumphret, a connoisseur of art, Mr. Humbleby, with a lady wife who would appreciate this addition to her husband’s treasures. It was mentioned to me that if I had a suitable small boy for sale, Lady Pumphret would be interested. But a quadroon girl of some beauty with red hair, too, might be even more amusing for her ladyship. You will bring this child to my house tonight—let us say at eight o’clock,’ said Mr. Panjaw. ‘You will have her scrubbed before you bring her. I want no vermin in my abode.’

Captain Humbleby’s yellow eye flickered sullenly.

‘She has been scrubbed already, Mr. Panjaw, sir.’

‘Repeat the process,’ said Mr. Panjaw, rose to his feet and applied snuff to his nostrils with a disdainful gesture.

‘And the price, Mr. Panjaw, the bonus?’ the captain ventured, his lips working.

Mr. Panjaw walked to the porthole. He looked out upon the misty outline of Bristol, and at the distant figure of his mistress in the blue and yellow curricle. He was impatient to be off. A certain Mr. Brennin was holding one of the cock fights of the season and Mr. Panjaw had a financial interest in one of the birds which had been bred by the famous Gilliver of Derby. Besides, Sophia would be in a fine temper if he kept her sitting out there in the damp waiting much longer. Sophia was a plump golden-haired Austrian with an exceedingly fine figure; wife of a certain Admiral who was at present at sea. She was a sensuous beauty with four small children in whom she had little interest. She enjoyed the embraces of Mr. Panjaw, whose ruthlessness added for her a certain spice to his amorous approach. And since he enjoyed making a cuckold of the Admiral—the alliance was—for the moment—attractive to them both.

Mr. Panjaw considered the possible amount that Milord Pumphret might pay for this extraordinary little creature whom they called Fauna. Then he turned back to the master of The Nauticas.

‘All in good time, Captain Humbleby. After I have seen his Lordship and learned his wishes, you shall receive your reward.’

The two men bowed to each other. Fauna’s dark frightened gaze had scarcely left Mr. Panjaw’s face. Her back was sore and every bone in her fragile body ached from the beating she had received. She remained in the chair a little bundle of misery and terror until the terrible men left. Then Mr. O’Sullivan came back and she held out her hands to him with an anguished cry.

‘Do not send me away with him. Oh, save me!’ she babbled the words in an extremity of terror.

The First Mate uttered an obscene oath which was directed very violently against Mr. Panjaw. Rough man though he was, brutalized by his trade, O’Sullivan found it difficult to resist the appeal of the little quadroon. He picked her up in his great arms and nursed her as he would have done one of his own children. Fauna with her arms around his neck, wept and moaned and shrank every time he touched her tender back. Then Captain Humbleby returned and glared at them.

‘Get on with the scrubbing, didn’t you hear Mr. Panjaw’s orders?’ he bawled.

O’Sullivan, red and more perturbed than he cared to own, growled back:

‘It ain’t right, Captain Humbleby, sir, it ain’t right. She is but an infant and—’

Captain Humbleby cut him short. If he agreed with his First Mate he was not prepared to admit it and he was in a rage because he fancied that his cold-blooded and remorseless employer was seeking to do him out of the bonus due to him on account of this human prize. On the other hand, he was afraid of Mr. Panjaw. And he had his living to earn. He yelled at O’Sullivan.

‘Death and damnation, are you becoming squeamish, like a female, Mr. O’Sullivan? Take the little varmint and see that she has no vermin left on her or when we take her ashore tonight Mr. Panjaw will have us all flogged. Do you hear me?’

Mr. O’Sullivan heard. He carried the moaning child out of the captain’s cabin back to his own. Laying her on his bunk, he pulled a bottle of liquor out of a cupboard and gulped the fiery liquid. Squeamish like a female, to hell with the whole lot of them, he reflected. And a good thing he would be off this devil-ship tonight and back in Co. Donegal soon among respectable people.

When he was drunk enough, he shut an ear to the unfortunate Fauna’s feelings, forced the red-gold curls into soap and water and scrubbed her until she became convulsed with tears again, howling with pain when the soap ran into her eyes. By the time the First Mate had finished, she had no strength left to protest, and lay motionless on his bunk. She had been sick, she was very white. There was no spirit left in her when, later on, they wrapped her in a cloak and carried her ashore through the grey twilight.

She was indifferent to her fate as she found herself in Mr. Panjaw’s study in his small elegant residence built a decade ago, and commanding a fine view of the harbour.

Fauna might ordinarily have been interested in the strange and unaccustomed sight of an English home—of this room with its fine thick carpet, velvet curtains, and the candles burning in silver sconces against the panelled walls. But she was too paralysed with fright now because she was in the presence of Rufus Panjaw again, although he paid little attention to her. She lay on a couch still wrapped in the cloak, looking like a small mummy, and so pale that even Captain Humbleby had muttered to his First Mate:

‘A pest on it—the girl looks sickly. It will drop the price. A pity Mr. Panjaw ever gave her that thrashing.’

What Mr. O’Sullivan said in answer was not fit to record. And never to his dying day was he to forget the speechless misery with which the little quadroon girl looked at him when he bade her farewell—never to see her again. He went straight down to the Golden Cock Tavern and drank himself into a state of insensibility. From that hour on he was a changed man, so subdued when he reached home that his wife thought he had contracted some strange disease from foreign parts, and rushed to physic him.

Mr. Panjaw, whose game cock had won the fight, was in an affable mood. He had on the way home called at a silversmith and bought his Sophia a bracelet. Wine was served and cheroots lighted. He seated himself at his desk and took a few notes of certain things that Captain Humbleby had to tell him about the recent voyage. He still confessed himself angered at losing so many slaves in The Nauticas. But he made no further comment. At a quarter past eight, the double doors were thrown open and a manservant announced unctuously:

‘Lord Pumphret.’

The girl on the couch turned her gaze upon the tall man who entered the room. Her lashes quivered. She did not know whether she experienced fear or curiosity, but never in her whole life had she seen a man like this. Lord Pumphret was plainly but elegantly dressed in bottle green. He wore a bob wig. He exhibited a flowered satin waistcoat, and had handsome buckles on his shoes. In his late thirties, Lord Pumphret was a good-looking man with a long aristocratic nose and big blue eyes, heavily lidded. He was very stupid and came of a long line of stupid men. The Pumphrets had ever been noted for looks rather than intelligence. It was the Pumphret women who had the brains. The men nearly always chose wives more intelligent and alert than themselves, as though they needed the stimulation.

Lord Pumphret was exceedingly wealthy and in his fashion kindly and good tempered, but weak; his weakness was for pretty females. The ruling passion of his life was his own capricious wife, Henrietta—one of the most spoiled beauties who had ever appeared at the Court of his Majesty, King George III. To please her, there was little Lord Pumphret would not do. Entirely to win her approbation, indeed, he had left his aunt’s house tonight and come here to the house of Mr. Panjaw (whom he cordially disliked) in order to buy a new ‘toy’ for her ladyship.

To the dazed and brow-beaten child on the sofa, Lord Pumphret, however, presented a heartening sight. She responded at once to the gentleness and humour that marked him. He advanced to the couch, scrutinized curiously what he could see of the little creature—the exquisite face and the aureol of shining hair, and the eyes, so big and black as to give one almost a shock—then he gave an exclamation!

‘Mercy on us! ’Tis a doll, it cannot be real,’ and he burst out laughing heartily.

Mr. Panjaw and the Master of The Nauticas exchanged glances. Mr. Panjaw said in the servile voice he reserved for his patrons:

‘Beautiful—is she not, milord?’

‘The face is angelic of a certainty. Quadroon, eh? Quarter black blood. Yes, in those eyes, but by my faith, in all other respects she might be European; even her nails have no trace of her native blood—’ and Pumphret picked up one of the small hands and examined it closely, adding: ‘Well-shaped oval nails—slender. She has breeding. What is her history?’

Mr. Panjaw repeated it. Lord Pumphret, sipping the wine that had been offered him continued to stare at Fauna and to receive the full glance of those fabulous eyes. Then Mr. Panjaw moved forward and unwrapped her cloak. The verminous cotton sarong had been forcefully removed from her by the reluctant Mr. O’Sullivan and by the Captain’s orders. Lord Pumphret now ceased to sip his wine and looked upon what might well have been a small alabaster statue. It was of such perfection of symmetry and grace that it momentarily robbed him of speech. Then his healthy face flushed and he quickly threw the cloak over her again. He was not squeamish but he had an innate sense of decorum which forbade him to treat this pale bud of womanhood as he might have done a black-skinned slave. Gazing upon Fauna it was hard to believe that she had ever sprung from a half-caste mother and that her grandfather had been an African Negro. Pumphret’s cheeks retained their flush as he saw the pitiful way the child clutched the cloak about her, and how her own small face had changed to an angry crimson as she shrank from Mr. Panjaw’s fingers.
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