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			Preface


			This book is a novel about a real squadron of men in the United States Navy who fought in the American Civil War. Their war was unlike that on the Mississippi River or the Carolina coast. No glory could be attained where these men fought. No entourage of correspondents were with them to disseminate and immortalize their deeds. Only a dirty, personal, and frustrating ordeal awaited the officers and sailors who were ordered to the East Gulf Blockading Squadron on the tropical coasts, islands, and rivers of Florida, Cuba, and the Bahamas.


			 Like their descendants one hundred years later on the coasts of Southeast Asia, they fought a war without lines, enemy uniforms, or clear rules and goals. It was a war in which the person in the gun sight could be an enemy, a refugee fleeing from the enemy, or one of their own irregular troops. In fact, the enemy spoke their language, worshipped their God, appreciated their songs and humor, and shared many of their political views. Many of the new enemy had been their comrades in arms just three years before during the Third Seminole War in southwestern Florida.


			The naval Civil War in Florida was a war in which the geography, flora, and fauna were against them also. Jungle insects, various types of carnivores, and poisonous plants and snakes were every bit as deadly as enemy bullets. Mind-numbing heat and humidity competed with unseen diseases, like malaria and yellow fever, to terrorize even the strongest men. The badly charted coast of Florida was a maze of islands and rivers that led into a forbidding interior. Shallow waters and tropical storms and a landmarkless coast added to their troubles and strains.


			On top of these problems, the British and Spanish had territory only a few days’ sail away. Many of the vessels on the southwestern Florida coast were foreign, which brought international law and serious repercussions into every encounter with them. Patrolling the coasts and islands of Cuba and the Bahamas increased the tension and the potential for unwanted conflict with the imperial might of Spain and Britain. Communication with the squadron commander at Key West was very difficult at the best of times, and the ships’ commanding officers were frequently left to their own devices and judgment.


			And yet, in spite of all of these handicaps and obstacles, they did it. They maintained the blockade, porous at first, but increasing in its strength so that by 1863 they could go on the offensive and bring Union control to the coast. These men, who fought against so much in addition to the enemy, closed down the Confederate coastal supply routes. They then assisted the army in disrupting the interior supply lines, which had been giving the main Confederate armies further north the beef and foodstuffs to prolong their operations and thus the conflict. The Anaconda Plan, devised in 1861 and the primary mission of the U.S. Navy in the Civil War, had finally extended its mortal squeeze even to the jungle coasts of Florida.


			The main character of this book, Peter Wake, commands an armed sloop named the Rosalie on those coasts. Already an experienced merchant marine officer, he now goes through the tough process of becoming a naval officer and combat commander. Wake and the other characters in the book are constructions of my own. Many ships mentioned in the book actually were with the East Gulf Blockading Squadron. Several of the events are based loosely on real incidents documented from the Official Naval Records. 


			Your most humble servant,


			Robert N. Macomber
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			Bound for the War
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			Peter Wake stood near the gumbo limbo tree at the back gate of a modest house on Whitehead Street, vaguely aware that the town of Key West was starting to come to life around him, his attention focused on an upstairs windowpane as it turned pink with the coming sunrise. He felt the winds shift around to the east even before the moving air brought him the smooth feminine scent of jasmine, the scent he would now forever associate with Linda, who watched him from the window.


			He had managed to tell her, this green-eyed girl with whom he had fallen hopelessly, and foolishly, in love during the weeks he had been in Key West, that he could not say when he would see her again as he had been assigned a ship and would be sailing soon. He’d told her of his feelings and she’d professed her own, and they now knew their lives would be intertwined, whatever that might mean in this time of war. His gaze did not leave hers until the wind rose further with sound and movement in the swaying limbs of the gumbo limbo. 


			His mind then shifted to that other female that had arrived in his life, the Rosalie, the sloop he would command starting today. She’d be hove short and needing to catch the ebb. He began to think of the many things he was responsible for accomplishing in the next few hours.


			Linda blew him a kiss, and he had another brief moment of deciding to abandon his duty and go back to her. But then, in the way of a sailor, he turned and left her. He did not look back at her in the window of her father’s house on the shaded street, on the gentle side of town.


			Moments later, as the young naval officer walked toward the harbor, home of the East Gulf Blockading Squadron, he thought of his situation and winced. He was more than just a little concerned at how close he had come to not leaving her world. It would have been very dangerous to stay here in Key West and be around Linda Donahue. His decisions had not been very logical lately. As he turned onto Duval Street he started to return to his usual demeanor, carefully observing the sky for signs of what could be expected, watching the streets of the port as they began to convey various types of early morning persons on their errands. He was confident of his experience on the sea, but he knew little of the business of war and had plunged into his temporary staff duties with a will to learn. He found that being a United States naval officer carried with it expected duties and attitudes he had not known during his years as a schooner’s mate along the New England coast. Used to the small shipping firm owned by his family, he was astounded at the bureaucratic chaos of the nationwide naval organization that had sprung up over the last few years. But then he had finally received his orders. Not only was he going to sea, but because of his experience he was commanding a small armed sloop that had been brought into the navy just a few weeks earlier. It was more than he had dared hope for. The excitement of anticipation became stronger with each step away from Linda—not that his love was diminishing with distance, just that the overwhelming stimulation of a new command filled him with a positive energy that fairly propelled him along the street.


			When he made the officers’ landing at the seawall, the sun was just starting to emerge from the horizon. In the clearing light, Wake confirmed what he had felt earlier as he left Linda. The wind was a steady trade breeze out of the rising sun, with not a cloud in sight. Another beautiful May day, in this, the third year of a very ugly war. A broad reach to the north, he thought as he looked out over the congested anchorage that contained a diverse selection of vessels. Every type of warship, except for those new-fangled monitors he had seen when passing through the Charleston squadron, competed with merchant and local fishing vessels for space to swing on their hooks. The tide was starting to ebb now. Time was not to be wasted on pipe dreams of lives that were not to be. It was time to be the naval officer that he had become, and to go meet the Rosalie. She would be his world now. His life, and the lives of other men, would depend on her.


			The young seaman in the dinghy at the landing had been trying to get his attention for some time now, Wake suddenly realized. 


			“Pardon me, sir, but is ya Master Wake, the new cap’nin of the Rosey, sir? I’m meanin’ the Rosalie, pardon, sir.” 


			The boy was obviously attempting to be extremely polite while daring to question a dreaded officer, hoping not incur the wrath of someone who could have him disciplined without recourse.


			“Yes, I am, boy. Are you from her?”


			“That I am, sir. The bosun sent me for ya, sir. Said that Master Wake would be here, sir. She’s a fair pull out yonder, sir,” the boy said, without adding that it would be he who would be doing the pulling and he wanted to shove off and use the tide to assist him rather than fight it.


			The boy was trying so hard to look competent that Wake almost started to laugh at the sight, but he pulled himself together and assumed the look of command that captains have worn since men first went to sea. 


			“Very well, boy. Bear a hand with my bags and gear, and shove off for her.”


			Well, he thought, a proper ship would have a whole boat’s crew of four or five men, in a real ship’s boat and not a dinghy, to bring me to my first naval command. But then, this was pretty much in keeping with how things had gone for the last several months. 


			As the boy struggled to row the cramped dinghy away from the landing and through the anchorage, Wake thought about his life before the navy. A life on the sea, to be sure, but with the comparative freedom of a mate in the merchant service. Born and raised into a family of seafaring men and strong-willed women, Peter Wake had been at sea since the age of ten. His brothers, James, Luke, and John, had all gone on to command schooners. But his father had other plans for Peter, whom he recognized as having a different constitution from his other sons, with some aptitude for the intellectual side of carrying trade on the sea. He had sent his youngest son ashore at age thirteen to receive the necessary education to someday run the offices of the family business.


			At the hands of the dull-demeanored instructors at the Teignmouth Classical School, Peter had excelled in the musty world of the great thinkers of history, science, and mathematics, but he spent every spare moment available to him at the docks of the small coastal village three miles from the institution. Talking with the fishermen, watching the small craft sail into and out of the port, and many times just sitting on the cliffs staring out to sea, Peter dreamed of life at sea. Three years dragged by.


			A week after his sixteenth birthday, he summoned the courage to speak to his father and tell him of his desire to return to the freedom of the sea. To his surprise, his father had nodded and said that he, more than many, certainly understood his son’s feelings. Two days later he was a seaman in a schooner bound for Maine and a cargo of spar lumber. Wake had not been ashore for more than two months since that voyage, sailing as a seaman, next a bosun, and finally the mate on the biggest of the family’s six schooners. He was looking forward to his own command when one of the older captains would retire ashore and a position would be available. Wake’s life was moving along the predictable course of a fifth-generation New England sea captain when events far to the south finally made themselves felt even in the cold reaches of the coast of Massachusetts.


			War had come to the United States. States were squaring off against each other like school boys whose taunts had finally gotten to the point of fisticuffs. The South’s threats of the previous fifteen years were no longer dismissed by New Englanders as a problem far away.


			Thousands of young men flocked to the regimental recruiters, but the commerce of the coast continued as before and the Wake family schooners still sailed their routes. By early 1863, even this facet of normality changed though, as Confederate ocean raiders’ successes struck fear into the American merchant marine and intimidated many of the insurers of ships and cargoes. Even the coastal trade suffered. No insurance meant no cargo, and therefore no ships, so hundreds of sailors were thrown onto the beach. Many owners sold ships to the rapidly expanding navy or to the army as transports, but the senior Captain Wake refused to sell even when the price was better than average. For generations the family had been building up their fleet, with a ship only leaving the company when she was old and worn out, and always replaced by a newer vessel. 


			But finally old Captain Wake had no choice but to make the tough decision that would send his youngest son to war. The family laid up three of their schooners, with the senior siblings commanding the three remaining. Peter was without a job and knew he would soon have to decide, not if, but how, he would become involved in the war that was engulfing every part of his world. To stay connected with something he understood, he chose the sea and volunteered for the navy. 


			“If you’ve got to die, then die clean, son,” his father had told him. “Soldiers always live and die in the mud.” The year before, 1862, had provided the nation with enough examples of soldiers dying in the mud. Fewer and fewer maintained the illusion that this would be a short war.


			So he had taken his father’s advice and ended up here, in a nearly-awash dinghy, rowed by a terrified boy through the crowded harbor at Key West—leaving the woman of his dreams and going to war.


			The boy was heaving hard now, glancing over his shoulder at the Magnolia, a five-gun sidewheel steamer captured from the Rebels off New Orleans the year before and soon to be the flagship of the East Gulf Blockading Squadron, which was based at this harbor. The boy swung the dinghy away from the stern of the steamer and passed along her starboard side. Wake could see the officers lounging on the afterdeck and watching him. He thought he could see the smirks on their faces as he tried to look dignified while the boy struggled onward around the tough-looking steamer. 


			Next ahead was the Dale, the squadron’s aging ordnance ship. The boy swung wide around her as well, reflecting the sailor’s age-old fear of ordnance ships. Thank God I’m not on her, thought Wake as he inspected her weather decks. She was a bit slack in the rigging, the officer of the deck apparently not paying attention to his duties. Better the lowly Rosalie than that vessel of slow death by boredom or much quicker death by mishandling the powder and ammunition aboard. 


			And then he saw her. Anchored out beyond the ordnance ship, the Rosalie was not imposing or beautiful. Just another small vessel attached to the squadron for inshore patrol, she lay in the shallower water by the Frankfort Bank close to the schooner Ariel. He could see some activity on Rosalie now. Several figures were looking his way. The boy was still heaving away at the oars with a steadily increasing stroke. He now had to impress the men of the crew as well as his new captain. Wake stared ahead and let the lad do his job, for he could remember times like this in his own youth.


			As they got closer, Wake cast his sailor’s eye over his new command. She appeared to be set up well in the rigging—a sloop rig, relatively high freeboard, wide beam and shallow draft of a coaster used to the Southern sandbars and inlets. She was obviously a centerboarder—still, he wondered how she would point into the wind. He could see now the twelve-pounder howitzer set up on her deck just abaft the mast and hoped that they had strengthened her deck beams for it. At forty-five feet long, she was the smallest ship in the squadron. But she was his.


			The dinghy was approaching the starboard side of the sloop, and Wake could see what appeared to be the bosun standing at the stern giving orders to some seamen forward. The boy startled Wake by giving the traditional shout for a naval captain coming to his own ship, “Rosalie!” 


			Suddenly they were alongside and the boy tossed his oars in a sailorlike fashion, impressing his new commander. Wake immediately went up the side at the chains as the boy struggled to hold the dinghy and get the gear lifted up. 


			“Welcome to Rosalie, sir. I’m Hardin, the bosun.”


			Wake turned to look at the eyes that were boring into him and saw a muscular man about fifteen years older than himself. The man had the air of a hunter who was examining his freshly trapped catch. The New York accent and the obviously broken nose did nothing to diminish the image. Wake knew immediately that Hardin was the type of man who disdained kindness as weakness and judged men only from their ability to steer, reef, row, drink, and fight. He had known many such men in his life on the sea.


			“Very well, Hardin, see that my baggage is put below. Muster the crew for the reading of my orders.”


			“Aye aye, sir,” Hardin replied in the carefully neutral voice of the veteran sailor to an unknown officer.


			When the tiny crew of eight had mustered into line before him, Wake read aloud his orders from the admiral commanding the East Gulf Blockading Squadron, Cantwell Barkley, directing him to assume command of the United States naval vessel Rosalie, take care of her condition and that of her men, and proceed to the southwest coast of the peninsula of Florida to blockade and take action against the Rebel enemy in that area, in concert with the bark U.S.S. Gem of the Sea, to which the Rosalie was now attached. The crew stood in mute apathy as he completed his duty of reading the orders. He stared at the men for a moment, wondering how they had come to this place and time. The bumping of the dinghy alongside reminded him of the ebb tide and the need to get through the required procedures.


			“Hardin, I will now inspect the crew.”


			“Aye, sir.”


			In the freshening breeze the line of men swayed easily. Wake looked at each in the eye and tried to gauge his ability to accomplish what was expected of him. He could detect no sign of surliness, drunkenness, or stupidity in the line of men. It appeared that all, except the boy, had served for a while in the fleet. They certainly had the look of seamen. That was a blessing. With the fleet expanding so rapidly, many ships were forced to go undermanned, with a large percentage of their crew being untrained landsmen. Wake thought it very strange that he should have so many veteran seamen, until he thought of what might be the reason for this windfall: an opportunity for the captains of the ships anchored around him to get rid of their less than desirables? Time would tell. . . .


			Next came the inspection of the vessel herself, with Hardin beside him. Wake assumed Hardin’s intent demeanor was due to his responsibility for the condition of the sloop as well as wondering how much his new captain would know to ask about and look at. Rosalie appeared in good shape, with the rigging, spars, sails, and deck gear in proper condition. 


			The twelve-pounder was a bit large for the vessel, and Wake wondered how her weight would affect the sloop when she heeled. He knew she had been built in 1858, recently captured from the Rebels off Charleston, and brought here to be taken into the navy. During the last three weeks Hardin had been given the duty of arming and provisioning her—and waiting for his new captain, who had been waiting himself at the squadron office for two weeks for orders to a ship. Either Rosalie was already well found or Hardin had done a good job of refitting her. Time would tell on that issue also. . . .


			Below decks the inspection worked aft from the forepeak, through the magazine and the crews’ berthing, until he and Hardin came to his own cabin, a crude and miserable affair set against the transom that might measure ten feet abeam by five feet forward along the deck. The deck was five feet overhead. A scuttle hatch above provided the only daylight, and a small and rather shoddy door led forward into the crews’ berthing space. Wake’s sea bag and other gear competed with a rough-hewn bunk and tiny chart table to fill the space so that he could hardly move about. Well, not the great cabin of the captain on a regular man-of-war, but I’ve been in worse, he thought. Out of the corner of his eye, Wake caught Hardin staring at him.


			“Well, this will do fine, Hardin. Heave her up short and prepare to get under way immediately. I will be up on deck directly.”


			After Hardin’s departure Wake unpacked his sea bag and stowed some of his possessions as neatly as he could. He would leave the rest of his belongings packed for now. His immediate duty was to get Rosalie under way and moving out of the channel with what ebb tide remained. He took a deep breath, and a last look around at his place of refuge and privacy on this small warship, and climbed the ladder up and out of the scuttle hatch.


			The sun was making itself felt when Wake returned to the deck and noted that the ship was ready to get under way. It didn’t take long on a vessel of this size. Hardin reported to him that the anchor was hove short, the mainsail was ready for hoisting, and the ship was ready for sea. Wake looked out across the harbor and, seeing no vessels close enough to warrant danger, quietly told Hardin to haul the mainsail up. After the ponderous sail was lifted, thundering in protest along the mast, the gaff peak was hauled taut and belayed. Six of the crew then took hold of the anchor rode and walked away with it aft, their bodies straining against the line as the anchor slowly ascended off the bottom of the harbor. As her head swung off to the west, Hardin took the large tiller himself and steered her out of the harbor. He called out to the men on the mast to set the jib, and the men at the waist hauled in the sheets. Wake, standing at the windward rail to the right of Hardin, noted that all of this was accomplished quietly and with no confusion or loud oaths. Indeed, the crew had not uttered any words during the entire process. As they now coiled and stowed the various lines they had just hauled, Wake noticed them casting occasional glances at him. 


			Rosalie, her main and foresail up and drawing well, was surging along the edge of the Frankfort Bank bound out of the harbor through the Northwest Channel. On several of the nearby ships men stopped and looked out at her, and Wake felt a bit of sympathy for the sailors who were cooped up in this harbor on some of these ships like the Dale and the Magnolia. What his vessel lacked in power, image, and comfort, she made up for in freedom. She was heading out to do the job they were all there for, to go to war and end the Rebellion as soon as possible, not sit in harbor and waste away. Wake took in a deep draught of fresh sea air and reveled for a moment, in the way of so many captains before him, in the obvious envy of those watching from the other ships, who were condemned to sit and rot at the hook in this harbor.


			As he watched the houses of Key West getting smaller and more indistinct, he thought of Linda. She was probably having breakfast right now. He could picture her in his mind, sitting at the table conversing with her mother and father about the day’s news in the Key West newspaper, the pro-Union New Era. Her father would be raging about the “Yankee lies” about victories won in Virginia and Tennessee, and her mother would be cautioning her father against getting too upset about the war when there was nothing he could do to change the outcome. Linda was probably acting ever so innocent during the family morning meal, he thought wickedly, and never giving any indication that she loved a despicable Yankee sailor. If her father only knew the truth of the matter he would be absolutely outraged. Linda’s beautiful image swam back into his vision and replaced the harsher one of her father. He could see her green eyes and feel her soft auburn hair. Her voice, its Southern accent tinged with an Irish lilt, called to him. Wake realized that he was probably smiling as he thought of Linda and her considerable charms. He frowned and turned to Hardin.


			“Hardin, that departure was well done. The crew appears to be about their wits and know their jobs.”


			“Aye, sir, that they do,” Hardin said with what Wake imagined was the slightest hint of pride in his voice.


			“Well, we’re bound up the coast to the war, so they’ll get their chance to show it some more. Set the watches and follow the channel until the light ship, then close-haul in to the northeast. Any questions?”


			“Where are we bound for exactly, sir?”


			“The Rebel haven by a place called Sanibel Island. We’re to assist the Gem of the Sea in shutting down the supply route through there. I don’t know that coast. Have you been there?”


			The voice turned neutral again, “Aye, sir, I know that damned coast.”


			“Well Hardin, I shall rely upon your local knowledge then. But you don’t sound pleased to see action there again.”


			“You’ve not been there, sir. I have. You’ll understand when you’ve been there.”


			Wake turned from Hardin’s look, suddenly unnerved by the man’s negative demeanor. As Wake gazed out over the water to the massive structure of Fort Taylor receding in the distance, he spoke loudly for the crew’s benefit. 


			“Well, at least it’s better than rotting afloat here in port. The sooner we get this damned war over, the better. Put the scoundrel Rebs in their places, and we can get back to our lives.”


			The crew, who had heard the entire dialogue, were now silently looking at Wake and Hardin from the foredeck.


			“Aye, sir, we’ll put ’em in their places and get it over with.” 


			Hardin thoughtfully regarded the island of Key West on the horizon, then turned and walked away to the gun carriage. 


			“Nor’ by west . . . and mind ya steer small,” he muttered to the duty helmsman as he passed him.


			As the Rosalie slid along the quartering seas, Wake stared off to windward and barely heard the helmsman, Conner, a short, thin man of indeterminate age over thirty and below fifty, quietly speak to him.


			“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but is we bound fer that jungle coast agin, sir? We all been there afore, in other ships. We thought maybe in Rosalie we’d be a guardship for the channels at Key West, sir. That was the scuttlebutt amongst them idlers on the docks. Liberty ashore every week, they said, sir. Dockside yeoman clerk of the boiler shop, him own self told me that, sir, an’ that’s no lie.” 


			“No, Conner. The idlers and clerks told you wrong. We’re not stationed at Key West. Rosalie is bound for the jungle coast. We’re bound for the war.”


			At that, Conner turned and stared at the luff of the jib and busied himself in steering the sloop. The dutiful manner of his voice eerily echoed Hardin’s. “Aye, sir. Bound for the war. . . .”
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			A Question of Identity
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			The day progressed in the way of the sea, through the endless changes of the watch. The wind held steady in strength but began to veer to the south. Soon Rosalie was not sliding along the waves as before. Now she was surging along and rolling with the wind further aft. Wake ordered the centerboard lowered completely in an effort to dampen the roll. It was moderately successful, but still she rolled. They held course to the northeast, where Wake hoped to make a landfall to the south of his destination and then work his way up the coast to this place called Sanibel Island.


			That night the first clouds started to arrive from the south. The air started to feel more humid and tense. Wake had the mainsail reefed and the jib taken in as precaution for arriving at the coast in the dark. He had made many a landfall in his time, but never on this low coast. The cast of the lead showed a shallow bottom of eight to ten fathoms, and they were still about forty miles off the coast. The seas were steep and short, with very little length to the trough. Wake started to think about the currents in the area and pondered whether he should stand further offshore.


			The motion of Rosalie was such that most of the crew was sleeping up on the deck. Below decks was a chaos of creaking joints, falling gear, moaning rigging, and stinking bilge water sloshing around in the rhythmic ritual of a rolling ship. Only the dead could sleep in there, Wake thought as he came out on deck and lay down, braced against the raised transom board across the stern.


			There were only three men aboard who could stand watch as officer of the deck: Wake, Hardin, and the gunner’s mate, Durlon, a short, thin man of maybe thirty years, who had shown a positive demeanor so far on this voyage. Durlon was an unknown to Wake, but Hardin had informed the captain that Durlon could do duty as a deck officer, so Wake had him put on the watch bill. As he lay on the rolling deck, Wake’s mind reeled from watch bills to mysterious coasts and the multitude of other thoughts competing for attention and decision. They all faded, however, when he remembered the last time he had lain down. It now seemed as if Linda and Key West were from another life. He wondered what she was doing now, and immediately put the thought out of his mind. Forget her and pay attention to keeping your men alive and your ship afloat, the captain of the Rosalie admonished himself. He finally started to feel the mental and physical exhaustion of the last eighteen hours and slowly succumbed to sleep, one hand unconsciously gripping the transom for security against the constant movement of the ship around him.


			When the first light of the coming day filtered through the black of the night, Wake was back on watch. The lead now showed the bottom at five fathoms with more shell in the tallow, so he told the helmsman to steer northerly to keep further off the coast. That order had the effect of increasing the roll so that occasionally the end of the large main boom would dive into the seas alongside. She was sailing by the lee now. Wake worried about an accidental jibe and watched the helmsman, a man named Smith, struggle to keep her from slewing around. Rosalie was making very good time and was bound to see the coast at any moment, somewhere around the Romano Cape. 


			He tried to put a confident look in his appearance for the first landfall with a new crew. Since the night and morning had been cloudy, he had had no opportunity for a celestial sight and had been dead reckoning, hoping they would sight land before the Cape Romano Shoals would wreck them. Wake had no idea of the state of the tide or strength of the current and so could only hope his navigation was correct.


			Suddenly the bow lookout yelled against the wind, “Land ahead, sharp on the starboard bow! Looks like ’bout three or four miles off, sir.”


			Wake couldn’t see the dark line on the horizon yet, but he wasn’t going to wait.


			“All hands on deck to wear ship! Time to stay off the coast, men. We’ve got to get the mainsail over to the starboard tack!”


			The crew came awake at Wake’s yell and began to rouse themselves up and to their sail handling positions along the deck. Hardin came striding aft and asked, “Sir, wear the ship, or tack her?”


			“Well, Hardin, how’s she handle when wearing in a sea and wind like this?”


			“It’s a bit much, sir. I’d like to tack her through the wind to save the strain on the spars.”


			“Very well, Hardin. Let’s get her around through the wind,” Wake yelled against the increasing breeze.


			Moments later, the Rosalie slowly turned to starboard, her huge mainsail of thick canvas thundering in protest as her turn became a circle back into the wind and seas from the south. The moment of truth came when she continued turning, seas smashing over her bows, around to the west and then the northwest, the mainsail abruptly announcing with a loud crack that it was full of wind again. Rosalie quickly heeled over on the starboard tack and surged forward, having completed a full circle with the mainsail on the other side of the ship.


			Throughout it all Hardin was watching and directing the men in their duty, from the man on the tiller to the men on the sheets. Wake did not have to intervene at all. Part of him appreciated the smooth evolution of a very dangerous maneuver, and part of him wondered at Hardin’s control of the crew. Wake was definitely getting the impression that he was on Hardin’s ship, as opposed to the other way around.


			After the ship was secured on the new tack, the off watches were sent to their breakfast, a cold porridge and salt beef junk because no galley fire could be lit in these sea conditions. The seas continued to build and were moving with the wind from the southwest. It certainly looked as if a storm was heading their way.


			“Hardin, do you recognize that coast yonder?”


			“Sir, the coast all looks pretty much the same from this far off. From the size of the beaches I’d guess that we’re somewhere around Cape Romano. I think definitely not to the south of the Cape. There’s fewer beaches along that stretch of the coast, and the soundin’s would be far less. I’d suggest stayin’ off this far and running up the coast till we see an island in front of us, sir. That’d be Sanibel Island. About forty miles from here I’d venture. Should see it afore dark at this speed.”


			And so they sped along up the coast, staying about three miles from the white beaches of the islands that formed a barrier to the bays and rivers that wound their way up through the jungle into the interior of the peninsula. Before taking over his new command, Wake had spent his time at the squadron offices at Key West asking for information about this coast. The various officers he came in contact with could not tell him much about the interior. Some told him that the coast was full of renegades, Rebels, and refugees. The renegades were common criminals who preyed on anyone who came within their grasp. The Rebels were Confederates, on both the land and the sea, who were determined to keep this coast open for supplies to move through. And the refugees were civilians who were pro-Union and hiding among the islands of the coast. Rumor had it that there were hundreds, if not thousands, of refugees. 


			The officers had told Wake that the main trouble with all these people was that there was no way to tell who was who. There were no battle lines. A Rebel one day could be a refugee the next. And the renegades could portray themselves as anyone if it served them at the moment. Mistakes had been made by other captains. Innocent people had been put into prison, and scoundrels had been let go. Blockade runners had been captured and paroled, only to be captured again on their ships that had been seized and sold back to them. Of course, the Northern papers had not reported on this aspect of the war. 


			Admiral Barkley had told him to use good judgment based on common sense. All of this had served to depress and confuse Wake even before he had gone aboard Rosalie, for prior to his arrival in Key West from Boston he had imagined an orderly war where progress could be measured and known. Instead, Wake and the Rosalie were sailing into an area where a guerrilla war was being fought. To top it all off, storms were frequent here in the winter and diseases were rampant in the summer. Wake had heard about the dreaded yellow fever of this coast. All this preamble to his arrival here was not made better by Hardin’s reluctant attitude about returning.


			Five hours into the new day Wake was in his cabin when he heard the bow lookout call out to Durlon, “Sail on the bow, hull down, dead ahead ’bout four miles, I think. Looks that she is headin’ this way.”


			Seconds later Durlon lowered his head below the scuttle hatch and told Wake of the sighting. The captain had been sitting at his tiny chart table trying to memorize the features of the coast on the scanty chart he had. It was an 1851 coastal survey chart showing very little detail. Wake climbed the ladder and found Hardin standing by the cannon staring ahead. Wake, with the only telescope aboard, checked out the approaching vessel. The closing speed of the two ships was very fast in these conditions, another twenty minutes and she would be within gun range.


			“Hardin, all hands to quarters. Stand by on the twelve-pounder. Do you recognize that sail?”


			“No, sir. She looks a schooner. There are several schooners the Rebs are using on this coast.”


			“Send up the colors, Hardin. We’re going to stop her.”


			As the men of Rosalie transformed their home into a fighting ship, Wake kept focused on the approaching vessel. She was a schooner, all right. About sixty feet or so. 


			She was close-hauled on the port tack and making a fair amount of leeway, causing her to slide ever further west offshore as she fought the wind to go south. Soon he would have to make a decision as to how to stop and search her. In these seas he couldn’t come alongside and board her. No, he would have her heave to and send the dinghy, as dangerous as that was.


			As the national ensign went up to the peak and streamed out to port, Wake and Hardin looked for the reaction from the schooner’s crew. They could clearly see several men looking and gesturing among themselves and back at the sloop, for the range was now only a couple hundred yards. They were caught by surprise, Wake suddenly saw. The Rosalie was new on this coast, and the navy had had nothing like her before. The schooner had not turned and flown before the wind on sighting the sloop, because they had no fear of a vessel like her. 


			In the time that it took Wake to form those thoughts, the schooner had doused her jib and backed her staysail, with her foresail down and main strapped in. She was now lying hove to in the seas and rolling like a dead whale. Her crew was apparently having an argument while they struggled to hold on as she rolled.


			“Hardin, take two men and board her. Find out what she is about and send word back to me by one man in the dinghy.”


			“Aye aye, sir.” Hardin looked forward to the crew. “Conner, you and Wilson man the dinghy. Cutlasses and pistols. But do not cock the damned things, is that clear?”


			Conner and Wilson took their weapons from the ready chest kept on the after deck and pulled the dinghy up to the transom. Hardin followed them down into the tossing dinghy. They shoved off and slowly negotiated the hundred feet between the schooner and the sloop, both of which were now hove to with their jibs aback. Wake watched as Hardin was the first to climb up onto the deck of the schooner, with no assistance from the crew. He was followed by Conner, with Wilson holding the dinghy alongside. An intense discussion was going on, but Wake could not make out the words since they were to windward of the schooner. The crew of the Rosalie also watched their shipmates on the other vessel. Durlon stood by the loaded cannon, and several others had muskets ready.


			In a few minutes Wilson was back alongside the sloop and made his report to Wake.


			“Sir, Hardin presents his respects and says the following to tell ya. He says that she is the schooner Victoria out of Nassau, sir. He says that she has six men aboard and that one is the cap’in, one is the mate, three is the crew and one’s a passenger like, sir. Hardin says, sir, that the cargo hold is empty. He says that the last port was New Orleans and that they are bound for Havana. I thinks that’s ’bout all, sir, ’cept that Hardin says to tell ya that he thinks it’s all a bunch a dung, and that they’re runnin’ the blockade.”


			With the strain of his recital completed, Wilson looked over at the grinning gun crew and replied with a maniacal grin himself.


			“Wilson, did he say what nationality they were?”


			“Aye, sir. Ya have me there, sir. I forgot to tell ya. Sorry, sir.” The grin vanished and a look of fright replaced it, which only led the gun crew to greater mirth.


			“Stand easy on that, gun crew. Durlon, control your men.” Wake, his annoyance clear to all, turned back to the reporting sailor. “Now, Wilson, tell me what he said about their nationality.”


			“Aye, sir. Hardin said that they said that they was all limeys. Even the black uns. Said they said they was neutrals in our war, an’ subjects o’ the limey queen, sir.”


			“Row me over there, Wilson,” said Wake as he climbed down into the dinghy. He looked forward and quietly said to Durlon, “You’re in charge of the sloop. Keep watch over the schooner.” 


			The crew still aboard the sloop lost their look of amusement at the proceedings and stared as their officer boarded the schooner.


			Hardin met Wake at the rail and led him aft, where they could talk away from the schooner crew huddled on the foredeck. Hardin advised him that he thought that the passenger was a Reb, and that the schooner had probably come from the Sanibel Island area. With the winds and seas what they are, that could very well be, thought Wake as he looked over the supposed Britishers. Hardin further advised that all had identity papers except the black crewmen and the passenger, who had a Southern accent.


			The passenger was brought aft to Wake. His name was John Saunders and he appeared to be a middle-aged gentleman by his clothing and demeanor. His build was slight and his accent was that of the middle Atlantic coast, possibly Virginia or Maryland. He told Wake that he was a British citizen from Abaco Island in the Bahamas and that his family had lived there for generations since they had fled the American colonies after the Revolution. It seemed that they were loyal to the crown of England and the Bahamas was the closest place to go in their flight from their fellow former colonists. 


			Saunders then stated that he booked passage on the schooner to and from New Orleans to ascertain if the Union forces then in control of the city were in need of salt from the Bahamas. No written confirmation of being in New Orleans was available, Saunders explained. The authorities in New Orleans were not working when the schooner left the city hurriedly in the night due to a rumor that Confederate river gunboats were getting ready to attack. Therefore, no clearance papers were on board. The port arrival papers for New Orleans were still on some clerk’s desk there.


			Wake had heard of loyalists settling in the Bahamas, but he had never actually met one before. He had also read in the newspapers that the Rebs had gunboats building on the Mississippi in an attempt to regain control of the river. Hardin, standing next to him during the conversation, could hardly control his disbelief of the story told by Saunders. Wake knew he had to make a decision. He remembered Admiral Barkley in Key West telling him to be very polite with neutrals. There had already been several incidents on this and other coasts with Spanish and British ships and citizens that had nearly led to war with those countries. 


			“Very well, Hardin, if you are sure that there is no contraband of war aboard her, then we will let her go.” 


			This last was said as the schooner lurched and slewed down a wave, nearly throwing Wake off his feet. Hardin looked disgusted.


			“Captain, there’s no cargo ’cause they’ve already unloaded it on this coast. This here is a Rebel, and this schooner is a runner. Captain, sir, we’ll see ’em again sure as hell, but next time maybe we won’t catch up to her. Let’s take her into Key West now and let the prize court judge it. She’d be worth every bit o’ two thousand dollars.” 


			And that was another factor to be taken into account—the prize money. Every sailor in Uncle Sam’s navy wanted his share of prize money. The recruiting placards had promised thousands of dollars of prize money to men who enlisted. It made the intolerable conditions a little more worth it. Rosalie herself had been sold into the navy for fifteen hundred dollars with most of it divided among the sailors who had captured her off Charleston just three months ago. Wake could see Hardin’s mind at work calculating his share of two thousand dollars.


			“No, Hardin. I will return now to Rosalie and send Wilson back for you and Conner. We will let them go. They are neutrals and I cannot prove anything otherwise.”


			Wake swayed across the deck and dropped down into the dinghy, telling Wilson to shove off and get him back to the Rosalie. As the dinghy fought her way back to the sloop, he could see Hardin speaking to the passenger, Saunders. Wake had a sick feeling that maybe Hardin was right and his own decision was wrong. So far, this new command had not gone as he had hoped it would.


			Ten minutes later both vessels were on their way. Rosalie again was surging northward along the coast, and the schooner was slowly slogging her way south against the wind and seas. The crew was secured from quarters, and the watch routine again took over. 


			It was several hours later when Hardin and Wake had occasion to speak again, at a watch change. Wake was studying the bosun’s face for signs of problems as they formally made the relief of the officer of the deck, but he saw nothing but the inscrutable façade that was becoming the norm with Hardin. 


			“I’m sorry you won’t get your prize money, Hardin, or your time in Key West. But you see, it was a question of proof of identity.”


			“Aye, sir,” came a low moan in reply. “It is always that. A question of identity. They try to fool us, an’ we try to catch them. I just hope you’re right, sir, on this particular question of identity. . . .”


			Hardin saluted, for the first time since the cruise started, and walked away to the foredeck, leaving his captain alone with his thoughts. Wake gazed off behind the sloop to the southern horizon, where the schooner was already long gone.
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			Renegades and Scoundrels


			[image: boat.tif]


			Wake looked around the anchorage at Punta Rassa in the early morning light. A light and already warm land breeze could be felt from the east. Three miles to the southwest the island of Sanibel lay tranquil in a sea turning jade as the sun rose higher in the sky. The flood tide was surging along past the hull of the sloop as she lay at her anchor. Other than the crude trader’s camp on the beach close by, there was no sign of anything on land or water. Another quiet day, he thought with a shudder.


			On a morning just like this a week ago, at this same spot, his crew had been working on repairing chafe on the sails and were sitting around on the deck, canvas in hand. Without any warning a shot rang out and a musket ball thudded into the mast. It missed Conner by a few inches, and scared them all. Nobody had seen where the shot came from. There was no place to return fire. In fact, there was nothing to actually do. Hardin had said that sharpshooters usually only shoot once and then leave the area, but nobody felt safe for days after that.


			Lookouts posted to scan the mangrove jungle shoreline when they anchored or sailed close in had not spotted anyone since then, but the crew knew they were out there. Wake knew the sharpshooters had accomplished their mission—making everyone edgy and adding one more damned thing for him to worry about.


			The Rosalie had been on station on this coast for a month now. In that time she had stopped and boarded five more vessels, none of which was seized. She had run after three others but failed to close with them. Wake’s little ship had also run supplies twice for the Gem of the Sea and other ships in this area of the coast. That meant sailing back to Key West, usually a two-day sail, spending one day loading at Key West and leaving that day or early the next.


			Supervising the loading, dealing with the dock workers, making his reports to the staff at the admiral’s office, and guarding against the crew getting ahold of the cheap and abundant rum that seemed to be everywhere in Key West, he hadn’t had a spare moment to see Linda. He wondered if she had heard that Rosalie had been in port those two times. He wondered if she thought he was intentionally avoiding her. He dared not try to send a note to her for fear that it might end up in the hands of her father, whose rabid Confederate views were well known.


			It had been a relatively busy month for Rosalie and her crew. But the summer heat and windless days were coming upon them. Wake had heard stories from the crew about the fevers of the coast, of drifting with no wind, of the sudden tropical gales and hurricanes that came without warning, and of the ever-present vicious insects that could drive the sanest man mad with their incessant attacks. The crew told him that in the summer most of the ships of the squadron would lie further off the coast to keep away from the diseases and insects and currents when the wind died. For the hundredth time, Wake wondered just what he had gotten himself into by volunteering for the navy.


			It was with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension that Wake turned and followed the lookout’s pointing arm one Sunday while sailing off the beach at Estero Island. The subject of the alert was a small sloop of maybe twenty-five feet sailing out of Carlos Passage at the southern end of the island. She was moving fast in the afternoon sea breeze and bound southerly, with several people visible sitting or standing on her low flush deck.


			Hardin came up from below at the shout and inspected the vessel through Wake’s glass. By this time Rosalie had come about and trimmed her sails to go after the lively little sailer. The whole crew was staring ahead at the stranger vessel and making comments about whether the old Rosey could catch her. As some of the men were hoisting the topsail and others were sending up the large balloon jib, Hardin said to his captain, “Sir, I don’t know her. There’s several small sloops hidden in the backs of these islands along here. Some are refugees, but most are runners. I’d wager that there is a blockade runner, sir.”


			“Well, Hardin, I believe we’ll soon find out. Do you suppose that Durlon could hit her from a couple hundred yards if she doesn’t stop?”


			“In this sea, I don’t know, sir. But he could surely try. Maybe it’d scare ’em enough to heave to.”


			“Very well. All hands to quarters. Send up the ensign and prepare to open fire for a warning shot.”


			Within a few minutes the crew had manned the gun and the sheets and were now speculating on Durlon’s ability as a gunner. Wake had never fired even so much as a warning shot in his encounters so far with ships at sea, and he wondered if this potential enemy vessel was big enough to justify a cannon shot. Perhaps he should just use a musket?


			The chase lasted over an hour. Rosalie had ideal wind and sea conditions, surfing along on a broad reach with a steady wind. Nothing carried away aloft and the canvas held, so it was up to the helmsman, Conner, to gain every yard he could to get closer to their prey. When they were near enough, Wake ordered Durlon to first fire a musket shot close alongside the suspect vessel. When this had no effect, he told Durlon to fire a warning shot from the cannon whenever he was ready.


			All hands aboard Rosalie became silent. The banter and speculation ended. Every man stared at the fleeing vessel and looked at Durlon, trying to will through their minds a good shot from the cannon. Not a kill shot, of course. No, there just might be something about that little sloop that would have value in an admiralty court. That was the real reward of the chase. Wake could see them adding up the prize money in their minds.


			Boom! The cloud of smoke blew away from the gun and everyone watched the sloop ahead. Twenty feet off their bow! The cheering of the crew overcame all other noise as the small boat ahead immediately turned into the wind and dropped its sails. Durlon was now shaking hands and reciting the various bets made in his favor just a few minutes earlier. 


			Wake returned everyone to his duty. “Hardin, stand by to go over with two men to inspect that vessel.”


			“Durlon, that was a fine shot, man.”


			“Thankee, sir. It was a bit of a piece of timing, sir,” Durlon responded with a grin, to the accompaniment of guffaws from his shipmates.


			As they came close by the strange boat, Durlon and his men manned the gun again and trained it upon the potential enemies, while Hardin and his detail went aboard her. Wake could hardly wait for information. He watched the interactions on the other deck intently. Finally Hardin came back and climbed up on the deck. His face told Wake that this was not like the other boardings that they had done so far.


			“Don’t like the looks a this, Captain. Sloop is the Betty of Estero Bay. Twenty-five feet with only one ton of cargo space. No papers and no cargo aboard. Only a skipper and three men. Two of the men are crew and one is a cattle trader from up the Caloosahatchee River. They’re tellin’ me that they hates the Rebs and are refugees from middle Florida. Say they’re sailin’ down to Key West to do a deal with the navy for some beef cattle they got hidden inland. Say they will sell ’em to the navy to feed our ships here.”


			“Do you know them, Hardin?”


			“No, sir. But I thinks they’re up to no good. Got no papers and look like scoundrels, sir. There is cattle up that river, sir. But the stories are that they are driven north to the Reb armies, or sometimes sold to the Cuban Spanish for contraband war supplies. I think we should seize ’em all and take ’em to Key West.”


			Wake thought over the situation. A vessel with no papers. A crew with no papers. Bound from the place where blockade running had been rampant. She was heading south, which could mean Key West . . . or it could mean Havana or Nassau. Plus, Rosalie was due to return to Key West soon anyway to resupply. He made his decision. This one would be different from the others.


			“Very well, Hardin. Inform them that they are to come to this vessel and that we all are going to Key West for adjudication on their sloop and themselves. They and their boat will be released shortly if the admiralty court believes their story. Hardin, you are appointed prize master of their sloop.”


			“Aye aye, sir. I’ll take Wilson and the boy Sommer with me. We’ll leave directly and meet you at Key West.”


			“Very well, Hardin. Transfer the prisoners to this vessel. As soon as that is done, set sail for the south.”


			Seizing the prize vessel, transferring the prisoners, and setting sail took little more than half an hour. Hardin drove everyone to get it accomplished as soon as possible. Wake noticed that Hardin appeared to want to be away from him as fast as he could be. It struck Wake also that it was odd that Hardin would want to take Sommer and Wilson with him. Neither of them would be much help to him. Sommer was just a boy learning the ropes, and Wilson was a bit dim-witted, did everything by rote and could not be trusted to make a competent seamanlike decision on his own initiative. Still, Hardin could obviously handle the task, as simple as it was.


			The prize sloop got under way first and sailed off to the south on a broad reach. Rosalie followed as soon as the prisoners were secured on the foredeck. With a shorthanded crew, Wake was taking no chances and had the prisoners tied to a line at the mast. They could move about, but not too far away from their tether. The prisoners’ demeanor was anything but polite and they repeatedly reminded Wake and his crew that when they got to Key West the crew of the Rosalie could expect retribution from the authorities in charge. Wake urged his men to carry as much sail as she could take, as much to get the carping prisoners off his ship as soon as possible as to keep up with the Betty.


			As the day darkened into night, the prize sloop was lost in the darkness. One of the crew was armed and detailed to keep watch over the suspect men at all times, for Wake had heard of prisoners taking over a ship and he wanted none of that here. The sailing was fast and wet for crew and prisoners alike through the night and early morning hours. A moon lit the way for them and under other circumstances it might have been pleasant for Wake. But the nagging doubt of the correctness of his decision, the security of the prisoners, and an odd feeling about Hardin and the prize vessel kept Wake from enjoying the sail or getting much sleep.


			The opposite emotion was prevailing among the crew, however. They merrily added up their portion of the prize money from the anticipated sale of the Betty and spent hours debating aloud how they would spend their share. Since he couldn’t sleep anyway, Wake listened to his men and learned about many places in Key West with which he was not acquainted. He put them all in the back of his mind for future reference in case he should ever have to find his happy warriors and return them to the Rosalie the morning after a night of liberty.


			As the sun rose out of the sea later that morning, the prize vessel was nowhere in sight. Durlon woke up Wake, who had finally gotten to sleep out of exhaustion an hour before, and told him the news. It did not unduly alarm the captain since frequently vessels separated at sea and later met at rendezvous. The possibly counterfeit cattlemen decided to offer unhelpful comments about it though, until Wake explained to them that he would have them gagged if he heard any more sounds from them.


			The tone of his voice and the look in his eye were enough to silence the prisoners and make his own crew wary of him. Even though the Rosalie was but a ship of forty-five feet in length, the discipline of the navy was such that no one doubted that Wake, as her captain, had absolute power over their lives.


			By mid-afternoon that day the lookout spotted the rooftop observatories of the Tift and O’Hara buildings along the waterfront of Key West. Half an hour later he spotted the brown walls of Fort Taylor rising out of the harbor waters with the trees of the island behind them. Sails were seen moving every which way, and the wharves at the northwest corner of the island came to life as they got closer.


			Wake sailed the sloop through the anchorage looking for the prize with no luck. Finally, he anchored his ship off the wharves and went ashore in the dinghy to make his report, leaving the prisoners in the care of Durlon. Wake was not feeling very good about his situation when he entered the offices of the admiral and reported into the staff yeoman’s desk. 


			The staff yeoman passed him along to Commander Johnson, the chief of staff for the admiral and the man who usually kept track of ship movements and reports in the squadron. Since the squadron’s area of responsibility covered almost a thousand miles of coast and islands in Florida alone, with the Bahamas and Cuba in addition, Commander Johnson was a busy man with little time for a junior officer with the grade of master who was captain of a mere forty-five-foot armed sloop. The commander looked Wake in the eye and waited silently. Wake got to the point immediately and told the story of the preceding day’s boarding and seizure.


			Johnson was one of those men who made decisions quickly. Within ten minutes of Wake’s entering his office, Johnson had told him to put the prisoners in the brig at Fort Taylor, wait one day for the prize sloop, and tomorrow set sail to find the Betty if she did not come in. He added that the crew of the Rosalie had to be back in five days’ time since that was when the next admiralty court would sit and they would have to testify against the crew of the seized vessel. Johnson’s demeanor indicated that he was not impressed by Wake or his report.


			When the guard detail from the Forty-seventh Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry Regiment, which was garrisoning Fort Taylor, arrived at the landing two hours later and took the prisoners away, Wake was relieved to at least have the obnoxious carpers gone from his responsibility. Throughout their captivity, the men from the suspect sloop had complained that they were not Rebel sympathizers. However, Wake had noticed that they had gotten much quieter once they had arrived at Key West. He felt in his gut that he was right in seizing the vessel and crew, a feeling that grew as time went by. But where was Hardin and the Betty? His feeling about that was growing worse. 


			The Rosalie lay at anchor with lookouts scanning for the Betty throughout the remainder of the day and during the night, with no success. Early the next morning, Wake went ashore to the squadron offices to check for any sightings or new information on the missing vessel. Finding no new intelligence on her, he returned to the Rosalie by the harbor duty boat. Even from a distance he could see that things were amiss aboard his ship by the movements of the crew. When he climbed aboard he instantly knew what had happened. No interrogation was necessary. In his short absence ashore they had gotten rum, probably purchased from one of the many bumboats in the harbor.


			The gunner’s mate and the crew left aboard were already under the effects of rum. Wake could smell it and see it in their faces. His curt orders to weigh anchor and get under way were met with apathetic labor as the men hauled away on the anchor rode and the halyards. It still amazed Wake how fast sailors could get rum, drink it, and get drunk. He had been gone no more than forty minutes. Conner, who had accompanied him, was every bit as upset as his captain, but only because he had missed out on the “sailor’s nectar” himself.


			The Rosalie sailed back out the Northwest Channel into the Gulf of Mexico. Course was set for the coast that lay by Cape Sable and the Shark River, at the southern end of the peninsula of Florida, in case the Betty had been driven down to a lee shore there. Lookouts were doubled and the men went watch on watch because of the shorthanded crew. They sailed through the night with all sail set in the gentle westerly wind, constantly looking, wondering, worrying.


			This was a very dangerous coast to shipwreck on. The Confederates were just one problem. The Third Seminole War had ended only three years before this war had begun. It was the Seminoles who controlled this part of the coast, and they had no love for the men in the uniforms of the Navy or Army of the United States. In addition to the Indians, the diseases of this area were legendary. The insects at this time of the year would swarm and crawl all over a man, looking for exposed flesh to attack. And there were other dangerous creatures of the jungle, such as poisonous snakes and alligators, lying in wait for an unwary victim. Wake found himself praying that he would find Hardin and the Betty at sea and not have to search the coastline.


			At the next dawn Durlon was on watch, with the impressive ability of the veteran sailor to be no worse for the wear after his fast drunk on bad rum. It was he who roused Wake with the news that a boat was sighted up on the beach several miles ahead. At that news all hands came on deck and stared at the dark object that Colman and Smith insisted was the Betty. Wake couldn’t tell, even with the glass, but went along with the crew’s enthusiasm.


			It took an hour to get up to the shipwreck. It was the prize sloop all right, half on the beach and half awash. Hardin, Sommer, and Wilson were on the beach jumping up and down to attract Rosalie’s attention. When Wake got ashore, Hardin told him the story. 
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