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Why are ghost stories so enticingly popular? Why do pirate stories, as they have for ages, likewise entertain, excite, and enthrall so many readers? It’s fairly simple, I think. These genres provide thrills—and chills—at little cost to and no effort on the part of the reader. All one has to do is find a comfortable chair and hold on for a ripping good scare or a heart-pounding adventure. This collection, I hope, will provide readers, young and old alike, everything they want. The stories contained here are classics, having been read and enjoyed by generations of pirate lovers.


So what do we have in store? In “The Shadow of the Sea,” strange things happen as night falls. “I scarcely know how to put it,” a mystified and frightened crewman says to his captain. “It’s—it’s about these—these things.”


“What things? Speak out man,” he said.


“Well Sir,” I blurted out. “There’s some dreadful thing or things come aboard this ship, since we left port.”


I saw him give one quick glance at the Second mate, and the Second looked back. Then the Skipper replied.


“How do you mean, come aboard?” he asked.


“Out of the sea, Sir,” I said, “I’ve seen them.”


What are these “things” he’s referring to? Read on and find out.


You’ll also learn how a crew from an English ship encounters the dangers of life on a river in Malaysia in “Among the Malay Pirates.” And in the curious case of “The Pirate Who Couldn’t Swim,” you’ll see how a pirate’s lack of aquatic skills didn’t deter his ability to rob and pillage with the best of them. Then there is the fascinating account of the treacherous and bloodthirsty Edward Teach of Bristol, England, better known as Black Beard, and how he met his bloody end. In the journal found after his death, Black Beard wrote the following: “Such a day, rum all out, our company somewhat sober, a damned confusion among us!—rogues a plotting—great talk of separation. So I looked sharp for a prize,—such a day took one, with a great deal of liquor on board—so kept the company hot, damned hot, then all things went well again.”


What is now the peaceful beach town of Lewes, Delaware’s oldest town, is also the home for “legends of dark doings of famous pirates, of their mysterious, sinister comings and goings, of treasures buried in the sand dunes and pine barrens back of the cape and along the Atlantic beach to the southward.” Read about one such reprobate in “Blueskin the Pirate.”


Among other things you’ll learn and enjoy are descriptions of the lives of some notorious real-life pirates, such as George Lowther, who set sail from the river Thames in 1721 as a second mate aboard the Gambia Castle, bound for Africa. His is a story of great intrigue and adventure— and ultimately for Lowther, an untimely demise. Here also is Thomas Anstis, who plied his violent trade in the West Indies, and John Halsey, a Bostonian with an unquenchable ambition. And did you know that the pirate Captain Kidd actually began his career as a sailor in the British merchant service? Find out how he changed careers in “The Real Captain Kidd.”


May the reading of this volume prove as adventurous as the lives of the pirates herein.


Tom McCarthy
Chester, Connecticut
March 2007
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The Shadow in the Sea


BY WILLIAM HOPE HODGSON


I went up the ladder, and walked across to where the Skipper and the Second Mate stood talking earnestly, by the rail. Tammy kept behind. As I came near to them, I caught two or three words, though I attached no meaning then to them. They were: “… send for him.” Then the two of them turned and looked at me, and the Second Mate asked what I wanted.


“I want to speak to you and the Old M—Captain, Sir,” I answered.


“What is it, Jessop?” the Skipper inquired.


“I scarcely know how to put it, Sir,” I said. “It’s—it’s about these-these things.”


“What things? Speak out, man,” he said.


“Well, Sir,” I blurted out. “There’s some dreadful thing or things come aboard this ship, since we left port.”


I saw him give one quick glance at the Second Mate, and the looked back.


Then the Skipper replied.


“How do you mean, come aboard?” he asked.


“Out of the sea, Sir,” I said. “I’ve seen them. So’s Tammy, here.”


“Ah!” he exclaimed, and it seemed to me, from his face, that he was understanding something better. “Out of the sea!”


Again he looked at the Second Mate; but the Second was staring at me.


“Yes Sir,” I said. “It’s the ship. She’s not safe! I’ve watched. I think I understand a bit; but there’s a lot I don’t”


I stopped. The Skipper had turned to the Second Mate. The Second nodded, gravely. Then I heard him mutter, in a low voice, and the Old Man replied; after which he turned to me again.


“Look here, Jessop,” he said. “I’m going to talk straight to you. You strike me as being a cut above the ordinary shellback, and I think you’ve sense enough to hold your tongue.”


“I’ve got my mate’s ticket, Sir,” I said, simply.


Behind me, I heard Tammy give a little start. He had not known about it until then.


The Skipper nodded.


“So much the better,” he answered. “I may have to speak to you about that, later on.”


He paused, and the Second Mate said something to him, in an undertone.


“Yes,” he said, as though in reply to what the Second had been saying. Then he spoke to me again.


“You’ve seen things come out of the sea, you say?” he questioned. “Now just tell me all you can remember, from the very beginning.”


I set to, and told him everything in detail, commencing with the strange figure that had stepped aboard out of the sea, and continuing my yarn, up to the things that had happened in that very watch.


I stuck well to solid facts; and now and then he and the Second Mate would look at one another, and nod. At the end, he turned to me with an abrupt gesture.


“You still hold, then, that you saw a ship the other morning, when I sent you from the wheel?” he asked.
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“Yes, Sir,” I said. “I most certainly do.”


“But you knew there wasn’t any!” he said.


“Yes, Sir,” I replied, in an apologetic tone. “There was; and, if you will let me, I believe that I can explain it a bit.”


“Well,” he said, “go on.”


Now that I knew he was willing to listen to me in a serious manner all my funk of telling him had gone, and I went ahead and told him my ideas about the mist, and the thing it seemed to have ushered, you know. I finished up, by telling him how Tammy had worried me to come and tell what I knew.


“He thought then, Sir,” I went on, “that you might wish to put into the nearest port; but I told him that I didn’t think you could, even if you wanted to”


“How’s that?” he asked, profoundly interested.


“Well, Sir,” I replied. “If we’re unable to see other vessels, we shouldn’t be able to see the land. You’d be piling the ship up, without ever seeing where you were putting her.”


This view of the matter affected the Old Man in an extraordinary manner; as it did, I believe, the Second Mate. And neither spoke for a moment. Then the Skipper burst out.


“By Gad! Jessop,” he said. “If you’re right, the Lord have mercy on us.”


He thought for a couple of seconds. Then he spoke again, and I could see that he was pretty well twisted up.


“My God!… if you’re right!”


The Second Mate spoke.


“The men mustn’t know, Sir,” he warned him. “It’d be a mess if they did!”


“Yes,” said the Old Man.


He spoke to me.


“Remember that, Jessop,” he said. “Whatever you do, don’t go yarning about this, forrard.”


“No, Sir,” I replied.


“And you too, boy,” said the Skipper. “Keep your tongue between your teeth. We’re in a bad enough mess, without your making it worse. Do you hear?”


“Yes, Sir,” answered Tammy.


The Old Man turned to me again.


“These things, or creatures that you say come out of the sea,” he said. “You’ve never seen them, except after nightfall?” he asked.


“No, Sir,” I replied. “Never.”


He turned to the Second Mate.


“So far as I can make out, Mr. Tulipson,” he remarked, “the danger seems to be only at night.”


“It’s always been at night, Sir,” the Second answered.


The Old Man nodded.


“Have you anything to propose, Mr. Tulipson?” he asked.


“Well, Sir,” replied the Second Mate. “I think you ought to have her snugged down every night, before dark!”


He spoke with considerable emphasis. Then he glanced aloft, and jerked his head in the direction of the unfurled t’gallants.


“It’s a damned good thing, Sir,” he said, “that it didn’t come on to blow any harder.”


The Old Man nodded again.


“Yes,” he remarked. “We shall have to do it; but God knows when we’ll get home!”


“Better late than not at all,” I heard the Second mutter, under his breath.


Out loud, he said:


“And the lights, Sir?”


“Yes,” said the Old Man. “I will have lamps in the rigging every night, after dark.”


“Very good, Sir,” assented the Second. Then he turned to us.


“It’s getting daylight, Jessop,” he remarked, with a glance at the sky. “You’d better take Tammy with you, and shove those lamps back again into the locker.”


“Aye, Aye, Sir,” I said, and went down off the poop with Tammy.
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When eight bells went, at four o’clock, and the other watch came on deck to relieve us, it had been broad daylight for some time. Before we went below, the Second Mate had the three t’gallants set; and now that it was light, we were pretty curious to have a look aloft, especially up the fore; and Tom, who had been up to overhaul the gear, was questioned a lot, when he came down, as to whether there were any signs of anything queer up there. But he told us there was nothing unusual to be seen.


At eight o’clock, when we came on deck for the eight to twelve watch, I saw the Sailmaker coming forrard along the deck, from the Second Mate’s old berth. He had his rule in his hand, and I knew he had been measuring the poor beggars in there, for their burial outfit. From breakfast time until near noon, he worked, shaping out three canvas wrappers from some old sailcloth. Then, with the aid of the Second Mate and one of the hands, he brought out the three dead chaps on to the after hatch, and there sewed them up, with a few lumps of holy stone at their feet. He was just finishing when eight bells went, and I heard the Old Man tell the Second Mate to call all hands aft for the burial. This was done, and one of the gangways unshipped.


We had no decent grating big enough, so they had to get off one of the hatches, and use it instead. The wind had died away during the morning, and the sea was almost a calm—the ship lifting ever so slightly to an occasional glassy heave. The only sounds that struck on the ear were the soft, slow rustle and occasional shiver of the sails, and the continuous and monotonous creak, creak of the spars and gear at the gentle movements of the vessel. And it was in this solemn half-quietness that the Skipper read the burial service.


They had put the Dutchman first upon the hatch (I could tell him by his stumpiness), and when at last the Old Man gave the signal, the Second Mate tilted his end, and he slid off, and down into the dark.


“Poor old Dutchie,” I heard one of the men say, and I fancy we all felt a bit like that.


Then they lifted Jacobs on to the hatch, and when he had gone, Jock. When Jock was lifted, a sort of sudden shiver ran through the crowd. He had been a favourite in a quiet way, and I know I felt, all at once, just a bit queer. I was standing by the rail, upon the after bollard, and Tammy was next to me; while Plummer stood a little behind. As the Second Mate tilted the hatch for the last time, a little, hoarse chorus broke from the men:
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“S’long, Jock! So long, Jock!”


And then, at the sudden plunge, they rushed to the side to see the last of him as he went downwards. Even the Second Mate was not able to resist this universal feeling, and he, too, peered over. From where I had been standing, I had been able to see the body take the water, and now, for a brief couple of seconds, I saw the white of the canvas, blurred by the blue of the water, dwindle and dwindle in the extreme depth. Abruptly, as I stared, it disappeared—too abruptly, it seemed to me.


“Gone!” I heard several voices say, and then our watch began to go slowly forrard, while one or two of the other, started to replace the hatch.


Tammy pointed, and nudged me.


“See, Jessop,” he said. “What is it?”


“What?” I asked.


“That queer shadow,” he replied. “Look!”


And then I saw what he meant. It was something big and shadowy, that appeared to be growing clearer. It occupied the exact place—so it seemed to me—in which Jock had disappeared.


“Look at it!” said Tammy, again. “It’s getting bigger!”


He was pretty excited, and so was I.


I was peering down. The thing seemed to be rising out of the depths. It was taking shape. As I realized what the shape was, a queer, cold funk took me.


“See,” said Tammy. “It’s just like the shadow of a ship!”


And it was. The shadow of a ship rising out of the unexplored immensity beneath our keel. Plummer, who had not yet gone forrard, caught Tammy’s last remark, and glanced over.


“What’s ‘e mean?” he asked.


“That!” replied Tammy, and pointed.


I jabbed my elbow into his ribs; but it was too late. Plummer had seen. Curiously enough, though, he seemed to think nothing of it.


“That ain’t nothin’, ‘cept ther shadder er ther ship,” he said.


Tammy, after my hint, let it go at that. But when Plummer had gone forrard with the others, I told him not to go telling everything round the decks, like that.


“We’ve got to be thundering careful!” I remarked. “You know what the Old Man said, last watch!”


“Yes,” said Tammy. “I wasn’t thinking; I’ll be careful next time.”


A little way from me the Second Mate was still staring down into the water. I turned, and spoke to him.


“What do you make it out to be, Sir?” I asked.


“God knows!” he said, with a quick glance round to see whether any of the men were about.


He got down from the rail, and turned to go up on to the poop. At the top of the ladder, he leaned over the break.


“You may as well ship that gangway, you two,” he told us. “And mind, Jessop, keep your mouth shut about this.”


“Aye, Aye, Sir,” I answered.


“And you too, youngster!” he added and went aft along the poop.


Tammy and I were busy with the gangway when the Second came back. He had brought the Skipper.


“Right under the gangway, Sir,” I heard the Second say, and he pointed down into the water.


For a little while, the Old Man stared. Then I heard him speak.


“I don’t see anything,” he said.


At that, the Second Mate bent more forward and peered down. So did I; but the thing, whatever it was, had gone completely.


“It’s gone, Sir,” said the Second. “It was there right enough when I came for you.”


About a minute later, having finished shipping the gangway, I was going forrard, when the Second’s voice called me back.


“Tell the Captain what it was you saw just now,” he said, in a low voice.


“I can’t say exactly, Sir,” I replied. “But it seemed to me like the shadow of a ship, rising up through the water.”


“There, Sir,” remarked the Second Mate to the Old Man. “Just what I told you.”


The Skipper stared at me.


“You’re quite sure?” he asked.


“Yes, Sir,” I answered. “Tammy saw it, too.”


I waited a minute. Then they turned to go aft. The Second was saying something.


“Can I go, Sir?” I asked.


“Yes, that will do, Jessop,” he said, over his shoulder. But the Old Man came back to the break, and spoke to me.


“Remember, not a word of this forrard!” he said.


“No Sir,” I replied, and he went back to the Second Mate; while I walked forrard to the fo’cas’le to get something to eat.


“Your whack’s in the kettle, Jessop,” said Tom, as I stepped in over the washboard. “An’ I got your lime juice in a pannikin.”


“Thanks,” I said, and sat down.


As I stowed away my grub, I took no notice of the chatter of the others. I was too stuffed with my own thoughts. That shadow of a vessel rising, you know, out of the profound deeps, had impressed me tremendously. It had not been imagination. Three of us had seen it—really four; for Plummer distinctly saw it; though he failed to recognize it as anything extraordinary.


As you can understand, I thought a lot about this shadow of a vessel. But, I am sure, for a time, my ideas must just have gone in an everlasting, blind circle. And then I got another thought; for I got thinking of the figures I had seen aloft in the early morning; and I began to imagine fresh things. You see, that first thing that had come up over the side, had come out of the sea. And it had gone back. And now there was this shadow vessel-thing—ghost ship I called it. It was a damned good name, too. And the dark, noiseless men… I thought a lot on these lines. Unconsciously, I put a question to myself, aloud:


“Were they the crew?”


“Eh?” said Jaskett, who was on the next chest.


I took hold of myself, as it were, and glanced at him, in an apparently careless manner.


“Did I speak?” I asked.


“Yes, mate,” he replied, eyeing me, curiously. “Yer said sumthin’ about a crew.”


“I must have been dreaming,” I said; and rose up to put away my plate.


At four o’clock, when again we went on deck, the Second Mate told me to go on with a paunch mat I was making; while Tammy, he sent to get out his sinnet. I had the mat slug on the fore side of the mainmast, between it and the after end of the house; and, in a few minutes, Tammy brought his sinnet and yarns to the mast, and made fast to one of the pins.


“What do you think it was, Jessop?” he asked, abruptly, after a short silence.


I looked at him.


“What do you think?” I replied.


“I don’t know what to think,” he said. “But I’ve a feeling that it’s something to do with all the rest,” and he indicated aloft, with his head.


“I’ve been thinking, too,” I remarked.


“That it is?” he inquired.


“Yes,” I answered, and told him how the idea had come to me at my dinner, that the strange men-shadows which came aboard, might come from that indistinct vessel we had seen down in the sea.


“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, as he got my meaning. And then for a little, he stood and thought.


“That’s where they live, you mean?” he said, at last, and paused again.


“Well,” I replied. “It can’t be the sort of existence we should call life.”


He nodded, doubtfully.


“No,” he said, and was silent again.


Presently, he put out an idea that had come to him.


“You think, then, that that—vessel has been with us for some time, if we’d only known?” he asked.


“All along,” I replied. “I mean ever since these things started.”


“Supposing there are others,” he said, suddenly.


I looked at him.


“If there are,” I said. “You can pray to God that they won’t stumble across us. It strikes me that whether they’re ghosts, or not ghosts, they’re blood-gutted pirates.


“It seems horrible,” he said solemnly, “to be talking seriously like this, about—you know, about such things”


“I’ve tried to stop thinking that way,” I told him. “I’ve felt I should go cracked, if I didn’t. There’s damned queer things happen at sea, I know; but this isn’t one of them.”


“It seems so strange and unreal, one moment, doesn’t it?” he said. “And the next, you know it’s really true, and you can’t understand why you didn’t always know. And yet they’d never believe, if you told them ashore about it.”


“They’d believe, if they’d been in this packet in the middle watch this morning,” I said.


“Besides,” I went on. “They don’t understand. We didn’t… I shall always feel different now, when I read that some packet hasn’t been heard of.”


Tammy stared at me.


“I’ve heard some of the old shellbacks talking about things,” he said. “But I never took them really seriously.”


“Well,” I said. “I guess we’ll have to take this seriously. I wish to God we were home!”


“My God! so do I,” he said.


For a good while after that, we both worked on in silence; but, presently, he went off on another tack.


“Do you think we’ll really shorten her down every night before it gets dark?” he asked.


“Certainly,” I replied. “They’ll never get the men to go aloft at night, after what’s happened.”


“But, but—supposing they ordered us aloft—” he began.


“Would you go?” I interrupted.


“No!” he said, emphatically. “I’d jolly well be put in irons first!”


“That settles it, then,” I replied. “You wouldn’t go, nor would any one else.”


At this moment the Second Mate came along.


“Shove that mat and that sinnet away, you two,” he said. “Then get your brooms and clear up.”


“Aye, Aye, Sir,” we said, and he went on forrard.


“Jump on the house, Tammy,” I said. “And let go the other end of this rope, will you?”


“Right” he said, and did as I had asked him. When he came back, I got him to give me a hand to roll up the mat, which was a very large one.


“I’ll finish stopping it,” I said. “You go and put your sinnet away.”


“Wait a minute,” he replied, and gathered up a double handful of shakins from the deck, under where I had been working. Then he ran to the side.


“Here!” I said. “Don’t go dumping those. They’ll only float, and the Second Mate or the Skipper will be sure to spot them.”


“Come here, Jessop!” he interrupted, in a low voice, and taking no notice of what I had been saying.


I got up off the hatch, where I was kneeling. He was staring over the side.


“What’s up?” I asked.


“For God’s sake, hurry!” he said, and I ran, and jumped on to the spar, alongside of him.


“Look!” he said, and pointed with a handful of shakins, right down, directly beneath us.


Some of the shakins dropped from his hand, and blurred the water, momentarily, so that I could not see. Then, as the ripples cleared away, I saw what he meant.


“Two of them!” he said, in a voice that was scarcely above a whisper. “And there’s another out there,” and he pointed again with the handful of shakins.


“There’s another a little further aft,” I muttered.


“Where?—where?” he asked.


“There,” I said, and pointed.


“That’s four,” he whispered. “Four of them!”


I said nothing; but continued to stare. They appeared to me to be a great way down in the sea, and quite motionless. Yet, though their outlines were somewhat blurred and indistinct, there was no mistaking that they were very like exact, though shadowy, representations of vessels. For some minutes we watched them, without speaking.


At last Tammy spoke.


“They’re real, right enough,” he said, in a low voice.


“I don’t know,” I answered.


“I mean we weren’t mistaken this morning,” he said.


“No,” I replied. “I never thought we were.”


Away forrard, I heard the Second Mate, returning aft. He came nearer, and saw us.


“What’s up now, you two?” he called, sharply. “This isn’t clearing up!”


I put out my hand to warn him not to shout, and draw the attention of the rest of the men.


He took several steps toward me.


“What is it? What is it?” he said, with a certain irritability; but in a lower voice.


“You’d better take a look over the side, Sir,” I replied.


My tone must have given him an inkling that we had discovered something fresh; for, at my words, he made one spring, and stood on the spar, alongside of me.


“Look, Sir,” said Tammy. “There’s four of them.”


The Second Mate glanced down, saw something and bent sharply forward.


“My God!” I heard him mutter, under his breath. [image: image]
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Among the Malay Pirates


BY G. A. HENTY


The party landed at the village the next morning, but found it entirely deserted.


“It is most important that we should take a prisoner, Ferguson,” the captain said, as he and the first lieutenant paced up and down the quarterdeck; “we must catch the two prahus [pirate craft] if we can. At present we don’t know whether they have gone up or down the river, and it would be absolutely useless for us to wait until we get some clue to their whereabouts. After we have finished with them, we will go up the other branch, and try to find the two we know to be up there. I should not like to leave our work unfinished”


“Certainly not, sir. I am afraid, though, it is of no use landing to try to get hold of a prisoner. No doubt the woods are full of them. There are the townspeople and those who came to help them; and though many of those who tried to swim ashore from the sunken boats may have been taken by the alligators, still the greater portion must have landed all right.”


“I should think, Mr. Ferguson, that it would be a good plan to send a party of twenty men on shore after nightfall and to distribute them, two men to a hut. Possibly two or three of the Malays may come down to the village before morning, either to fetch valuables they may have left behind, or to see whether we are still here. They may come tonight, or they may come some time tomorrow, crawling through the plantations behind the houses. At any rate, I will wait here a day or two on the chance.”


“Whom shall I send with the men, sir?”


“You had better send Parkhurst and Balderson; they will have more authority among the men than the younger midshipmen. The men better take three days’ cooked provisions on shore and ten small kegs of water, one for each hut. I will give Parkhurst his instructions before he lands.”


“Now, Mr. Parkhurst,” he said, when the boat was lowered soon after dark, “you must bear in mind that the greatest vigilance will be necessary. Choose ten huts close together. One man in each hut must be always awake; there must be no talking above a whisper; and during the daytime no one must leave his hut on any account whatever. After nightfall you and Mr. Balderson will move from hut to hut, to see that a vigilant watch is kept. You must, of course, take watch and watch, night and day. You must remember that not only is it most important that a native should be captured, but you must be on your guard against an attack on yourselves. It is quite conceivable that a party may come down to see if there are any of us in the village.


“In case of attack, you must gather in one hut, and fire three shots as a signal to us; a musket shot will be fired in return. When you hear it, every man must throw himself down, for the guns will be already loaded with grape, and I shall fire a broadside towards the spot where I have heard your signal.


“As soon as the broadside is fired, make down to the shore, occupy a house close to the water, and keep the Malays off till the boats come ashore to fetch you off. Your crew has been very carefully picked. I have consulted the warrant officers, and they have selected the most taciturn men in the ship. There is to be no smoking; of course the men can chew as much as they like; but the smell of tobacco smoke would at once deter any native from entering a hut. If a Malay should come in and try to escape, he must be fired on as he runs away; but the men are to aim at his legs.”


The instructions were carried out. A small hole was bored in the back of each of the huts, so that a constant watch could be kept up unseen by the closest observer in the forest, a hundred yards behind. The night passed off quietly, as did the next day. The men slept and watched by turns. On the afternoon of the second day, a native was seen moving cautiously from tree to tree along the edge of the forest. As soon as it was dark, Dick, whose watch it was, crawled cautiously from hut to hut.


“That fellow we saw today may come at any moment,” he said. “If one of you see him coming, the other must place himself close to the door, and if he enters, throw himself upon him and hold his arms tightly till the others come up to help. Keep your rope handy to twist round him, and remember these fellows are as slippery as eels.”


Having made the round, he returned to the hut in the center of the others that he and Harry occupied. Half an hour later, they heard a sudden outcry from the hut next to them, and rushing in, found the two men there struggling with a Malay. With their aid he was speedily bound; then the men were called from the other huts, and the whole party ran down to the water’s edge, where Harry hailed the ship. A boat put off at once, and they were taken on board. The prisoner was led to the captain’s cabin, and there examined through the medium of the interpreter. He refused to answer any questions until, by the captain’s orders, he was taken on deck again and a noose placed round his neck, and the interpreter told him that, unless he spoke, he was to be hauled up to the yard’s arm. The man was still silent.


“Tighten the strain very gradually,” the captain said to the sailors holding the other end of the rope. “Raise him two or three feet above the deck, and then, when the doctor holds up his hand, lower him at once again.”


This was done. The man, though half strangled, was still conscious, and on the noose being loosened, and Soh Hay saying that, unless he spoke, he would be again run up, he said, as soon as he got his breath, that he would answer any question. On being taken to the cabin, he said that the prahus had gone down the river, and had ascended the other arm. They had only gone a few miles above the town, for one had been so injured that there had been difficulty in keeping her afloat, and it was necessary to run her into a creek in order to repair her before going up farther.


Half an hour later steam was up, and before morning the Serpent lay off the mouth of the creek which the Malay pointed out as the one that the prahu had entered. The second officer was this time placed in command of the boats, he himself going in the launch, the third officer took the first cutter, the two midshipmen the second. No time was lost in making preparations, for it was desirable to capture the prahu before she was aware that the Serpent had left her position in the other river. For a mile the boats rowed up the creek, which narrowed until they were obliged to go in single file. It widened suddenly, and as the launch dashed through, a shower of balls tore up the water round her; while at the same moment a great tree fell across the creek, completely barring their retreat, and narrowly shaving the stern of the midshipmen’s boat, which was the last in the line. Fortunately the launch had escaped serious injury, and with a shout of ‘Treachery,” Lieutenant Hopkins drew his pistol to put a ball through the head of their guide, but as he did so, the man sprang overboard and dived towards the shore.


“Row, men; we have all our work cut out for us. There are three prahus ahead; steer for the center one, coxswain.”


With a cheer the men bent to their oars, and dashed at the prahu which, as was evident by patches of plank freshly fastened to her side, was one of those that had before escaped them.


“Follow me,” the lieutenant shouted to the boat behind, “we must take them one by one.” The three boats dashed at the pirate craft, which was crowded with men, regardless of the fire from the other two vessels. The launch steered for her stem, the first cutter for her bow, while the midshipmen swept round her, and boarded her on the opposite side. A furious contest took place on her deck, the Malays being so confused by being assailed at three points simultaneously that the midshipmen’s party were enabled to gain a footing with but very slight resistance. The shouts of the Malays near them brought many running from the other points, and the parties there gained a footing with comparatively little loss. Then a desperate struggle began; but the Malays were unable to withstand the furious attack of the British, and ere long began to leap overboard and swim to the other craft, which were both coming to their aid.
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The launch’s gun had not been fired, and, calling to Dick, Harry leaped down into the boat. The two midshipmen trained the gun upon the nearest prahu, and aiming at the waterline, fired it when the craft was within twenty feet of them. A moment later its impetus brought it against the side of the launch, which was crushed like an eggshell between it and the captured prahu, the two midshipmen springing on board just in time. It was the Malays turn to board now, that of the British to prevent them; the musketry of the sailors and marines for a time kept the enemy off, but they strove desperately to gain a footing on board, until a loud cry was heard, and the craft into which the midshipmen had fired sank suddenly, and a loud cheer broke from the British.


The two midshipmen were engaged with the other pirate, from whom a cry of dismay arose at seeing the disappearance of their friends.


“Now, lads, follow me,” Harry shouted as the Malays strove to push their craft away. Followed by a dozen sailors, they leaped onto her deck; but the efforts of the Malays succeeded in thrusting the vessels apart. In vain the midshipmen and their followers fought desperately. Harry was felled by a blow with a war club, Dick cut down with a kris; half the seamen were killed, the others jumped overboard and swam back to their vessel. Lieutenant Hopkins shouted to the men to take to the boats, and the two cutters were speedily manned. One, however, was in a sinking condition; but Lieutenant Hopkins with the other started in pursuit of the prahu, whose crew had already got their oars out, and in spite of the efforts of the sailors, soon left them behind. Pursuit was evidently hopeless, and reluctantly the lieutenant ordered the men to row back. On returning to the scene of combat, they saw sunk near the bank the fourth of the prahus. “The spy was so far right,” the second lieutenant muttered—“this fellow did sink; now we must see that she does no more mischief.” He brought the captured prahu alongside the others, whose decks were but a foot or two below the water, and fired several shots through their bottoms. Then he set the captured craft on fire and took to the boats, which with great difficulty forced their way under the fallen tree and rowed back to the ship.


The third lieutenant had been shot dead, twelve men had been killed, ten of the midshipmen’s party were missing, and of the rest but few had escaped without wounds more or less serious.


Harry was the first to recover his senses, being roughly brought to by a bucket of water being dashed over him. He looked round the deck. Of those who had sprung on board with him, none were visible save Dick Balderson, who was lying near him, with a cloth tightly bound round his shoulder.


As he rose into a sitting position a murmur of satisfaction broke from some Malays standing near. It was some time before he could rally his senses.


“I suppose,” he thought at last, “they are either keeping us for torture or as hostages. The rajah may have given orders that any officers captured were to be spared and brought to him. I don’t know what his expectations are,” he muttered to himself, “but if he expects to be reinstated as rajah, and perhaps compensated for the loss of his palace, he is likely to be mistaken; and in that case it will go mighty hard with us, for there is no shadow of doubt that he is a savage and cruel brute.”


He had now shaken off the numbness caused by the blow that he had received, and he managed to stagger to where Dick was lying, and knelt beside him and begged the Malays to bring water. They had evidently received orders to do all they could to revive the two young officers, and one at once brought half a gourd full. Harry had already assured himself that his friend’s heart still beat. He began by pouring some water between his lips. It was not necessary to pour any over his head, for he had already received the same treatment as himself.


“Dick, old chap,” he said sharply and earnestly.


The sound was evidently heard and understood, for Dick started slightly, opened his eyes and murmured, “It’s not time to turn out yet?”


“You are not in your hammock, Dick; you have been wounded, and we are both prisoners in the hands of these Malays. Try and pull yourself together, but don’t move; they have put a sort of bandage round your shoulder, and I am going to try and improve it.”


“What is the matter with my shoulder?” Dick murmured.


“Chopped with a kris, old man. Now I am going to turn you on your side, and then cut the sleeve off the jacket. Take another drink of water; then we will set about it.”


Dick did as he was ordered, and was evidently coming back to consciousness, for he looked round, and then said, “Where are the other fellows?”


“I don’t know what has become of them. I think I went down before you did. However, here we are alone. Now I am going to begin.”


He cut off the sleeve of the jacket and shirt at the shoulder, ripped open the seam to the neck, first taking off the rough bandage.


“It’s a nasty cut, old man,” he said, “but nothing dangerous, I should say. I fancy it has gone clean through the shoulder bone, and there is no doubt that it will knit again, as Hassan’s did, if they do but give you time.”


He rolled the shirt sleeve into a pad, saturated it with water, and laid it on the wound.


“You see I know all about it, Dick,” he said cheerily, “from having watched the doctor at work on Hassan. Now I will tear this cloth into strips.”


He first placed a strip of the cloth over the shoulder, crossed it under the arm, and then took the ends of the bandage across the chest and back, and tied them under his other arm. He repeated this process with half a dozen other strips; then he placed Dick’s hand upon his chest, tied some of the other strips together, and bound them tightly round the arm and body, so that no movement of the limb was possible. One of the Malay’s knelt down and gave him his assistance, and nodded approvingly when he had finished; then he helped Harry raise him into a sitting position against the bulwark.


“That is better,” Dick said, “as far as it goes. How was it these fellows did not kill us at once?”


“I expect the rajah has ordered that all officers who may fall into their hands are to be kept as hostages, so that he can open negotiations with the skipper. If he gets what he wants, he hands us back; if not, there is no manner of doubt that he will put us out of the way without compunction.”


The men were still working at the oars, and for four hours rowed without intermission through a labyrinth of creeks. At last they stopped before a small village, tied the prahu up to a tree, and then the man who seemed to be the captain went ashore with two or three others. The lads heard a loud outburst of anger, and a voice which they recognized as that of the rajah storming and raging for some time; then the hubbub ceased. An hour later the rajah himself came on board with two or three attendants, and a man whom they recognized as speaking a certain amount of English. The rajah scowled at them, and from the manner in which he kept fingering his kris they saw that it needed a great effort on his part to abstain from killing them at once. He spoke for some time in his own language, and the interpreter translated it.


“You are dogs—you and all your countrymen. The rajah is sending a message to your captain to tell him that he must build up his palace again, pay him for the warships that he has destroyed, and provide him with a guard against his enemies until a fresh fleet has been built. If he refuses to do this, you will both be killed.”


“Tell him,” Harry said, “that if we are dogs, anyhow we have shown him that we can bite. As to what he says, it is for the captain to answer; but I do not think that he will grant the terms, though possibly he may consent to spare the rajah’s life, and to go away with his ship, if we are sent back to him without injury.”


The rajah uttered a scornful exclamation. “I have six thousand men,” he said, “and I do not need to beg my life; for were there twenty ships instead of one they could never find me, and not a man who landed and tried to come through the country would return alive. I have given your captain the chance. If, at the end of three days, an answer does not come granting my command, you will be krised. Keep a strict watch upon them, Captain, and kill them at once if they try to escape.”


“I will guard them safely, Rajah,” the captain, who, from the rich materials of his sarong and jacket, was evidently himself a chief, said quietly; “but as to escape, where could they go? They could but wander in the jungle until they died.”


By night both lads felt more themselves. They had been well supplied with food, and though Harry’s head ached until, as he said, it was splitting, and Dick’s wound smarted severely, they were able to discuss their position. They at once agreed that escape was impossible, and would be even were they well and strong and could manage to obtain possession of a sampan, for they would but lose themselves in the labyrinth of creeks, and would, moreover, be certain to be overtaken by the native boats that would be sent off in all directions after them.


“There is nothing to do but to wait for the captain’s answer,” Dick said at last.


“We know what that will be,” Harry said. “He will tell the chief that it would be impossible for him to grant his commands, but that he is ready to pay a certain sum for our release; that if harm comes to us, he will make peace with the chiefs who have assisted Sehi against us, on condition of their hunting him down and sending him alive or dead to the ships. But the rascal knows that he could hide himself in these swamps for a month, and he will proceed to chop off our heads without a moment’s delay. We must keep our eyes open tomorrow, and endeavor to get hold of a couple of weapons. It is a deal better to die fighting than it is to have our throats cut like sheep.”
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