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  Introduction




  On a recent trip to England, I stayed at Apsley House Hotel in Bath, which was built by the Duke of Wellington for his mistress. It is said that the ghost of the duke occasionally glides through the walls, presumably to visit the residents of the house for auld lang syne. My room was comfortable and the bed very soft, so if the duke visited me at night, I was blissfully unaware of the whole thing. Perhaps now would be a good time to confess that it would take a poltergeist with a bucket of water and a two-by-four to waken me from my slumbers, so a gentleman like the duke probably had no chance. Still, I was a bit disappointed by my lack of a ghostly encounter.




  I noticed on my trip that England seemed to be full of ghosts and mysterious tales dating back hundreds of years. In comparing England to America, I became conscious of a difference in the attitude toward folklore. While many of the older tales of ghosts, witches, and things that go bump in the night are well remembered by the people of England, the older, spooky tales of New England are rapidly disappearing from the memories of all but a few.




  Take your average New England schoolchildren. They will probably have heard about Paul Bunyan; after all, Paul was born in Bangor, Maine (although the folks of Bemidji, Minnesota, still dispute this fact). I am sure that the average New England grandparent still remembers the five giant storks it took to deliver Paul to his parents, not to mention the tidal waves Paul caused when he turned over in his cradle—a raft built by his parents and floated off the coast of Maine.




  But try asking the same kids if they have heard of Black Sam Bellamy, and they will probably think he’s a character in the latest television cartoon series (the one they have to miss because of soccer practice).




  So the old stories told around the fireplace on a long winter’s evening are disappearing, replaced by television, movies, and computer games. Much of our folklore heritage is in danger of becoming lost to the general public. In its place arise stories of alligators in the sewers, “breathing” cacti, and George Turklebaum (he died at work, and it took five days for his colleagues to notice he was dead).




  Although these new folktales deserve a place in our culture, it would be a tragedy to lose the rich folklore from our past. With this in mind, I have included several stories in Spooky New England that date back to the colonial and Revolutionary War periods. Twentieth-century spooks like the drowned sailor in “The Telltale Seaweed” and the friendly (or is he?) “Black Dog of Hanging Hills” rub shoulders with the “Watcher of the Isles of Shoals” and “Old Trickey,” ghosts who have haunted the coast of New England for more than 200 years.




  The next time you find yourself sitting around a campfire listening to someone tell the old chestnut about the girl who goes to bed in the dark because she doesn’t want to disturb her roommate, then awakens to find her roommate dead and a bloody message scrawled on the wall (“Aren’t you glad you didn’t turn on the light?”), you can pull out your well-worn copy of Spooky New England and scare the living daylights out of your friends with the story of “Tom Dunn’s Dance” or “The Loup-Garou.” And if your group happens to be roasting marshmallows and drinking hot cocoa while enjoying this campfire, be sure to save me a seat!




  —Sandy Schlosser




  
PART ONE Ghost Stories
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  The Telltale Seaweed PROVINCETOWN, MASSACHUSETTS





  The rain was beating down on the windshield so hard that Elizabeth could hardly see the narrow Cape Cod road on which she was driving. It was nearly midnight. After spending the day sightseeing in Provincetown, she and her sister Patricia had joined acquaintances in the area for a leisurely dinner. It was after ten before they started back to the inn where they were spending their vacation. The storm had blown inland a few minutes after they’d left the restaurant.




  The headlights were almost useless against the stormy darkness. A gust of wind made the old Ford shake violently. A flash of lightning briefly lit up the scraggly trees growing close to the road. The crash of thunder that immediately followed made Elizabeth jump.




  “Maybe we should pull over until the storm lets up,” suggested her sister nervously. Elizabeth glanced over, but all she could see of her petite, brunette sister was her silhouette. Patricia had always been frightened by storms.




  They were driving along a particularly desolate part of the road. The trees were thick right up to the pavement. The rain and the dim headlights made everything seem spooky.




  “I’d rather wait until we reached someplace more . . . populated,” Elizabeth said.




  At that moment the engine gave a violent knocking sound. The car shook with something more than the wind and then stalled right in the middle of the road.




  “Please say we didn’t just break down,” said Patricia.




  Elizabeth tried to restart the car several times but the engine wouldn’t turn over.




  “We’re stuck,” Patricia answered herself. “What are we going to do?”




  “We’ll have to find a house and phone someone to give us a tow,” her sister said.




  “Do you want me to wait with the car?” Patricia asked in a scared voice. Then the wind gave a giant gust and something slammed into the back windshield. The women both screamed as glass shattered under the weight of a large branch. Wind and rain came whipping into the car through the gaping hole, only partially plugged by the enormous limb.




  “Are you all right?” Elizabeth asked shakily. Her sister nodded. The high seats in the front had protected them from most of the glass. “Well, that settles it. We can’t stay here with that hole in the back windshield,” Elizabeth continued. “We’ll have to find someplace to stay for the night.”




  Taking a flashlight from under the seat, the two sisters ventured out into the storm. They were immediately soaked to the skin, and the roaring of the wind made talk impossible. After they’d walked for about five minutes, a flash of lightning revealed a waist-high stone wall that surrounded an overgrown lawn. Another flash seconds later showed an old, neglected-looking house set back a little way from the road.




  “No!” Patricia shouted immediately over the wind. “We are not going in there.”




  “Do we have a choice?” Elizabeth yelled back. “We’ll catch pneumonia if we stay out here any longer!”




  She hurried up to the wall and walked along it until she came to an iron gate. The gate opened with a high-pitched groan. Elizabeth hesitated. The sound gave her goose bumps. Maybe Patricia was right. Maybe they should look for another place to stay.




  Just then a fierce gust of wind drove the rain right into her eyes, and Elizabeth decided she was going to look no farther. She straightened her shoulders and stepped onto the uneven walkway. Behind her, she could hear Patricia grumbling as she followed.




  Elizabeth walked boldly up onto the small front porch and paused before the large, dark door. The house was even creepier close up. Paint was peeling off the door frame, and the boards below her feet felt warped. Still, the porch offered some shelter from the wind and the rain.




  “I don’t think anyone lives here,” Patricia said into her ear.




  Elizabeth rang the old-fashioned doorbell. She could hear the sound echo through the house, but no one answered. She rang again. Still no answer. Elizabeth went around the side of the house toward a rain-streaked, cracked window. One of the shutters was hanging loose, banging against the side of the house in a forlorn manner. Elizabeth stopped it with her hand as she looked in the window. She could see a large room full of books. It looked like a library. The dust lay heavy over everything.




  “A perfect vacation spot,” Patricia yelled sarcastically from behind her.




  “At least it’s out of the wind and the rain,” Elizabeth replied seriously. “We can get the blankets from the trunk of the car, and there may be wood inside for a fire. Why don’t you stay here while I run back to the car?”




  “Oh no,” Patricia said. “We’ll both go. Maybe someone will have stopped by now, and we won’t have to spend the night in this horrid house.”




  They hurried back to the car. When she saw the massive size of the tree limb lying over the trunk, Elizabeth was glad Patricia had insisted upon coming along. She could never have shifted it alone.




  Together they wrestled the limb off the back of the car and pulled the blankets out of the trunk. Thrusting the blankets inside their raincoats to keep them dry, they hurried back to the house. By this time even Patricia was glad to be getting out of the rain.




  The front door was unlocked, and it creaked open into a narrow hallway. Elizabeth sneezed as dust tickled her nose. She shivered. The house was chilly, but at least it was dry. The dust was so thick that they left visible footprints on the floor wherever they stepped.




  “I am not going upstairs,” said Patricia. “Let’s just sleep down here.”




  After eyeing the spooky, dark stairwell, Elizabeth agreed.




  The sisters hastily searched the downstairs for some firewood. There were a few small sticks left in the bottom of the wood bin in the huge kitchen, but not enough to start a fire. The wood box in the library was totally empty. After vetoing Patricia’s suggestion that they break up some of the chairs to make a fire, Elizabeth decided that they would sleep in the library, which was marginally warmer than the rest of the downstairs. The sisters removed their wet coats and spread them out on a table by the fireplace, hoping they would dry by morning. Then they made a bed out of the blankets and lay down to sleep on the library floor.




  Elizabeth wasn’t sure what awakened her. Perhaps it was the sudden silence. The storm is over, she thought, opening her eyes.




  The room was bright, but the light was strange. The room was filled with the smell of the sea. Elizabeth sat up and gasped. A bedraggled man in rough sailor’s clothes was standing next to the fireplace. He was dripping wet and looked as if he were trying to dry himself before the fireplace.




  “Who are you?” Elizabeth called out in a strangled whisper. “What are you doing here?”




  At the sound of her voice, Patricia sat up. She took one look at the man, gave a small shriek, and buried her head beneath the blanket.




  “Is this your house?” Elizabeth continued in a stronger voice. “We’re sorry, we needed shelter for the night and we thought no one lived . . .” Her voice trailed off as she belatedly realized that the light was coming not from the window, but from the sailor. He was glowing in the dark.




  The blanket beside her was shaking. She could hear Patricia, a confirmed atheist, whispering the Lord’s Prayer.




  The sailor turned and looked directly at Elizabeth. He frowned as if he did not recognize her and muttered something she could not make out. And then he disappeared.




  Elizabeth screamed and joined Patricia under the covers. It’s just a dream, she told herself firmly. I was dreaming. The room outside the blankets stayed reassuringly dark. “Just a bad dream,” she said aloud. Patricia’s only reply was a hastily quoted Psalm 23.




  “There are no such things as ghosts,” Elizabeth added loudly, to convince herself. She turned over on the hard, dusty floor and firmly closed her eyes.




  Beside her Patricia recited every piece of Scripture their mother had ever forced them to learn, from Psalm 100 to the Ten Commandments. Finally, she stopped muttering and went back to sleep.




  When Elizabeth awoke, sunlight was streaming in the window. She sat up and tapped Patricia on the shoulder. Patricia shot to her feet with a shriek, got tangled in the blankets, and fell over.




  “It’s morning. Time to go,” said Elizabeth.




  “Hallelujah.” Untangling herself from the blankets, Patricia practically leapt toward the table by the fireplace to get her coat. And stopped dead.




  “Elizabeth,” she whispered.




  Elizabeth hurried to her sister, who was looking at a patch of water by the fireplace. Beside it, draped across the hearth, was a long piece of seaweed. It had not been there the night before. But when Elizabeth looked around the room, the only footprints she could see in the dust were those of herself and her sister.




  “That’s enough for me. I’m leaving right now,” said Patricia. She grabbed her coat and marched out of the house.




  Elizabeth lingered for a moment. The sailor had looked so sad, she thought. She picked up the seaweed and put it into the pocket of her raincoat. Then she touched the puddle of water and smelled her finger. It smelled briny, like water from the ocean. She tasted it. It was salty.




  Slowly she followed her sister out of the house and down the road to the car. By the time she arrived, Patricia had flagged down a milk truck. The driver offered them a ride to the nearest town.




  After arranging for their car to be towed, Elizabeth asked the owner of the garage about the abandoned house.




  “The Allen place?” he replied. “The Allens were an old Cape Cod family. Lived in that house nigh on forever. Old Man Allen and his wife were the last of that family. They only had one son, a boy named Thomas. He was a high-spirited lad and he didn’t get along too well with his father. ’Bout twenty years ago Old Man Allen and Thomas had a terrible fight. The old man ordered Thomas out of his house and the boy left. Signed onto a fishing boat and was drowned at sea. His mother died of a broken heart when she got the news. Old Man Allen didn’t say much after that, he jest got odder and odder. Finally sold the house and went out west.” He paused, frowning at the memory and fiddling nervously with the baseball cap in his hands.




  “The family that bought the house from him moved away after only a year,” he continued slowly. “They claimed that strange things kept happening at night. The property’s changed hands a couple of times, but no one’s stayed there long. It’s stood empty now for over ten years. You girls didn’t happen to see anything while you were there?”




  “Absolutely not. I don’t believe in ghosts,” Patricia told him firmly. Elizabeth put her hand into her coat pocket. I do, she thought.




  [image: THE TELLTALE SEAWEED]




  A few months later Elizabeth attended a local dinner party. Patricia usually accompanied her to such events, but this dinner conflicted with her weekly parish meeting. Patricia’s newfound faith on the night they met the ghost had continued long after they left Cape Cod. So Elizabeth found herself partnered with another solo guest at dinner. He was a museum curator, and they realized they had a mutual interest in the paranormal. Finding a sympathetic ear, Elizabeth told him the story of her stay in the haunted house.




  The museum curator volunteered to test the seaweed for her if she sent him a sample. She did, and after several days passed Elizabeth finally received a letter. The seaweed, her message said, was a rare type often found on the bodies of the drowned.




  2




  The Lady in Black GEORGES ISLAND, MASSACHUSETTS





  “Sir!”




  The newest recruit at Fort Warren came running along the walkway toward Richard Cassidy. Richard turned impatiently and frowned at the redheaded, freckle-faced recruit. What was his name? Charlie?




  “Private,” he said gruffly.




  The private came to attention and snapped off a salute. “Sir. I found a woman’s footprints. In the snow.” He hesitated, looking confused and a bit frightened. “But they don’t go anywhere. The sentry told me to ask you about it.”




  Richard Cassidy sighed. “I see you’ve met the Lady in Black,” he said.




  “Sir?” asked the private.




  “Come, show me the footprints,” said Richard Cassidy, “and I’ll tell you about our resident ghost.”




  “Ghost?” The private gulped nervously and glanced around.




  “Hasn’t anyone told you about the woman in black robes who haunts the fort?” asked Richard.




  The private shook his head. “I wouldn’t have believed them anyway, sir. There’s no such thing as ghosts.” He sounded confident enough, but he kept glancing about warily as he led Richard down to the great arched entrance to the fort.




  “There.” He pointed. In the fresh snow Richard Cassidy could see five footprints. The prints of a woman’s shoe, they came out of nowhere and ended abruptly after only a few feet.




  “Yes, that must be her. She was a tiny woman,” said Richard. He nodded to the sentry on guard by the door and said: “Come, Private. It’s time someone told you about the Lady in Black.”




  Richard Cassidy led the private to the Corridor of Dungeons. He brought chairs into an empty cell, and they sat facing each other as the officer began his story.




  “You aren’t the first to encounter the Lady in Black. A soldier last year was climbing to the top of the ladder that leads to this corridor. As he approached the top, a woman’s voice said: ‘Don’t come in here!’ Gave him quite a start. He hightailed it down that ladder and got the commander, who just laughed and told him not to mind the ghost.” Richard Cassidy shook his head reminiscently. “Another poor chap I know was walking his post one night when a pair of cold hands surrounded his neck. He struggled furiously against the strangling grip and finally broke free. He turned to confront his attacker and saw the Lady in Black. Unfortunately the commander did not believe his story. The sentry was sentenced to thirty days’ solitary confinement for leaving his post.”




  “Who is this ghost?” asked the private curiously.




  “The Lady in Black came originally from the South,” Richard Cassidy said, settling back comfortably in his chair. “Her name was Melanie and she was married to a Confederate lieutenant in the Southern army—Samuel Lanier—just a few weeks before he and many others were captured by Burnside at Roanoke Island.




  “Sam Lanier was shipped up here to Fort Warren and was incarcerated right here in the Corridor of Dungeons. Somehow, God knows how, he managed to get a message to his wife by the Underground Railroad. The message contained directions on where he was imprisoned and how she could reach him. Being madly in love with her lieutenant, Melanie took passage on a ship and sailed north to Hull.”




  “What did she do then?” asked the private.




  “At that time there was a Confederate sympathizer living in Hull,” Richard Cassidy replied. “As soon as she landed, Melanie Lanier located his house. He gave her a pepperbox pistol and a Union soldier’s uniform to wear. On a moonless night, she rowed to Georges Island and landed on the beach.”




  “Plucky woman,” said the private admiringly. “You don’t meet many girls like that now.”




  Richard frowned at him. “May I continue?” he asked sarcastically.




  “Sorry, sir.”




  Richard Cassidy continued. “Melanie slipped past the sentries under the cover of the darkness. She gave a prearranged signal and waited tensely for a response. After a few moments she was pulled up to the carronade embrasure and hauled through a musket loop.




  “After a tender reunion with her husband, Melanie was told about a tunnel the prisoners were digging under the parade grounds. They were planning to enter the armory and take over the fort. Unfortunately, the prisoners miscalculated. The tunnel came too close to the Union soldiers who were stationed near the wall, and that very night they heard the sounds of digging. The plan was discovered, and Colonel Dimmick immediately came to the Corridor of Dungeons.




  “When the colonel cornered Samuel and Melanie Lanier in the cell, she pulled out her pistol and attempted to fire at him. Unfortunately, the pistol exploded. A piece of metal pierced her husband’s brain, killing him instantly.”




  “Oh no,” said the private.




  “It gets worse,” said Richard. “Colonel Dimmick had no choice but to sentence Melanie to hang as a Southern spy. Being a kind man, he gave the woman one last request. Plucky to the end, Melanie wished to be hanged in women’s clothing. Soldiers were sent to scour the fort for some women’s clothing. The best they could find were some black monk’s robes worn by one of the men during an entertainment. Dressed all in black, Melanie Lanier was hanged to death as a Southern spy.”




  “And now she haunts the fort,” said the private.




  “Yes, she does,” said the officer. “Soldiers have reported seeing a spirit dressed in black walking the parapets and ramparts at night. Several men have shot at her ghost while on sentry duty. The bullets pass right through her. There used to be a regular poker game in the ordnance room, but the Lady in Black kept rolling a stone across the length of the storeroom each time they played. It made the men so nervous they finally chose another part of the island on which to play.”




  “Thank you, sir, for telling me about the ghost,” the private said.




  “Just don’t desert your post if she comes walking toward you late one night,” said Richard, rising from his chair.
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  “No, sir.” The private hurried out of the cell and then turned back toward Richard Cassidy. “Sir, do you really believe in ghosts?” he asked.




  “Son,” the man replied, “remember I told you about the chap who got thirty days’ solitary confinement for being strangled?”




  “Yes, sir.”




  “That man was me,” said Richard Cassidy.




  3




  The Blue Rock MARTHA’S VINEYARD, MASSACHUSETTS





  The story was whispered from person to person, from generation to generation. It was told furtively, in lowered voices. Buried treasure. Near the blue rock. When pressed for details, the person might be willing to tell the whole story.




  A long time ago, an unknown ship dropped anchor in the surf near Wasque Bluff, and a small boat carrying a mysterious figure, six sailors, and a large box landed on the beach. The sailors dug a deep hole inland near the blue rock, and the box was lowered into it. As the sailors stepped back, their leader, with an invocation to the father of pirates, threw a small green package onto the box. With a huge crash and a flash of blinding green light, the hole disappeared! The silent group walked back to the boat, leaving behind scorched, blackened earth and one very frightened observer, hidden in the grass.




  At this point most people refused to continue the story, although it is common knowledge among the island’s inhabitants that the treasure had not been recovered. When pressed, people who sought the treasure would grow pale and allude to dim, threatening figures, a bright green flash, and holes that disappeared without a trace. It was thought best to stop questioning them at this point to give the poor folks time to recover.




  After hearing several whispered versions of the story, two adventurers decided to have a go at the treasure. They agreed to meet at the rock at midnight. The first chap arrived a little early. Tired out from his long walk, he leaned against the large stone and closed his eyes.




  A sound from the waters of nearby Cape Poge jerked him awake. It was a dark night, with only a sliver of a moon to give light. Turning around, the treasure hunter could just make out the lines of a very large ship, sails set, coming in fast toward shore. There was no one moving on deck, and no one stood at the wheel. Yet the ship dodged the shoals and shallows as expertly as any fisherman on the island. Just when it seemed she would come to ruin and run aground, every sail dropped instantly and the ship drifted gently forward until her keel lightly touched the sandy shore.




  The treasure hunter stared at the large, silent ship, shivering slightly, though he wasn’t sure why. A plank suddenly ran out from the ship under its own power, for still there was no one to be seen. And then, with a horrible shout, the hatch crashed open and a group of glowing skeletons came swarming out onto the deck. They were a merry crew, joking and laughing as they handed around spades and shovels. Then they came filing down the plank, carrying a dead body.




  The skeletons came right toward the rock. They stopped a few yards from the treasure hunter and started to dig. The earth seemed to help them, for almost instantly there was a deep hole, and the spades rang as they hit metal. The treasure hunter caught a glimpse of a large box filled with gold and silver, onto which the corpse was tumbled. As the hole was being refilled, one of the skeletons looked toward the blue rock and stopped shoveling. The others immediately spotted the intruder and came for him.




  The treasure hunter was so stiff with fear that he couldn’t run. The skeletons swarmed around him like bees and lifted him up, bearing him back toward the hole. Realizing at the last moment that they intended to bury him alive with the corpse, the treasure hunter gave an almighty screech that frightened even these terrible ghosts. They dropped him, and his head fell with a bang against a rock.




  For a moment he saw stars. But fear overcame dizziness. He pushed himself up as quickly as his whirling head would allow, to find that the phantoms were gone. He was alone with the blue rock and the waves. No skeletons, no ship, no corpse, not even any treasure could be seen in the dim light of the moon. He could not even tell where they had dug the hole.




  Oddly enough, this scared the treasure hunter even worse than the phantoms. Giving another of those terrible shrieks, he hightailed it for home. When his friend arrived at the blue rock a little after midnight, all was dark and lonely.




  Quizzed the next day about his defection, the treasure hunter reluctantly told his friend the story. His unfeeling friend clapped him on the shoulder and said: “Better you than me.” But somehow, neither of them ever went back for the treasure.




  A few years later a new whisper circulated the island. A mysterious stranger was said to have appeared to claim the box. The prints he left in the sand had strange cleft marks in the heel. The stranger then sailed away on a strange ship that had been hovering on the edge of the horizon for several days.
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  Perhaps the story was true, for there were no more mysterious happenings at the blue rock, and anyone who digs there now is left undisturbed.
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  The Voyage of the Palatine BLOCK ISLAND, RHODE ISLAND





  The Palatine gleamed in the sunlight as she set off for the American colonies with a full crew, a long list of German passengers, and a hull crammed with supplies to last through the winter of 1750–51. Certainly there was no indication on that crystal-clear morning of the destiny fate had in store for the ship.




  It was not until after the first of the winter storms had blown the ship off course that the passengers began to hear several of the more militant members of the crew muttering against the captain. He was working them too hard, they said. They were not being paid enough money. The passengers were too demanding. The captain had more respect for the passengers than for his own crew.




  As storm after storm tore into the Palatine, the mutters grew louder and seemed to encompass the whole crew. Black looks followed the passengers wherever they went. Mothers began confining their children to the passenger areas of the ship, fearing trouble.




  And trouble came. At the height of a terrible storm, the passengers awoke to loud stomping and yelling above their heads. The crew was attacking the captain in his cabin.




  A few of the bravest men made their way up to the storm-lashed deck. The sight that met their eyes was horrific. The crew were keelhauling the captain. They tied his body to the bow of the ship, prepared to leave him there until he drowned. A workman named Gunter gave a mighty shout and tried to rescue the captain. One of the sailors, a shaggy black-bearded man, pulled out a pistol and shot Gunter in the chest. He sank to his knees and then fell onto the deck. Another man tried to rush the mutineers when he realized Gunter was dead, and he, too, was shot.




  Picking up Gunter’s body and using it as a ram, two of the other mutineers pushed the man back down into the hold. Several crewmen were sent with guns to round up the other passengers, who were thrust into four small rooms. Gunter’s wife gave a terrible cry when she saw her dead husband. The black-bearded mutineer laughed, threw the body into the room at her feet, and then barricaded the door. Two men rushed the door, but the mutineers fired a few rounds straight through the wood, wounding one of the men. The passengers rebelled no more.




  During the days that followed, the sailors forced the passengers to pay exorbitant prices for a bit of bread and some water to drink. They jeered at the passengers’ pleas for mercy, ignoring the cries of the children and the men’s angry threats. One morning when the pitifully small rations for the day were brought to the passengers, Gunter’s widow threw herself through the door, screaming her rage and rebellion as she beat the sailors with her fists. The sailors laughed and took her away with them—to what end the others did not like to think.




  Terrified, the passengers could do nothing but ride out the next series of storms sent by the devils that rule the Atlantic in winter. The Palatine came to ruin just off Block Island on a dark, stormy night. The mutineers plundered the ship, ran her aground on the rocks near the shore, and set fire to her.




  Realizing their intentions, Gunter’s widow, who had been driven mad by her cruel treatment, broke the bonds that held her and raced through the flames to the side of the ship, determined to make the mutineers die with her. But one of the sailors drew his cutlass and cut off her hands as she clung to the gunwale of the last boat to leave the ship. She fell back into the flames, as her murderers lowered the boat onto the ocean and rowed away.




  Belowdecks, the strange listing of the ship alarmed the passengers. When they smelled the smoke, the men broke down the doors, fearing fire more than the threat of the mutineers. They gathered the women and children as best they could, but a few of the compartments had struck rock and the prisoners inside were drowned. With the water creeping closer every moment, the men herded the women and children up to the deck. They were met with sheets of fire everywhere they turned—blocking all means of escape.




  “I will climb the rigging and try to jump over the side of the boat into the sea,” the man leading the way said loudly. The terrified passengers turned hopefully at the sound of his voice. “The shore cannot be too far. I will go for help. Meanwhile, stay away from the fire. Use the water in the hold to douse as many of the flames as you can.”
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