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            Some went down to the sea in ships
 

            

             and plied their trade in great waters;


            

            They beheld the works of the LORD 


            

             and his wonders in the deep.


            

            Then he spoke and a stormy wind arose,


            

             which tossed high the waves of the sea.


            

            They mounted up to the heavens and fell back to the depths; 


            

             their hearts melted because of their peril.


            

            They reeled and staggered like drunkards 


            

             and were at their wits’ end.


            

            Then they cried to the LORD in their trouble, 


            

             and he delivered them from their distress.


            

            He stilled the storm to a whisper 


            

             and quieted the waves of the sea.


            

            Then they were glad because of the calm, 


            

             and he brought them to the harbor they were bound for.


            


            

            Psalm 107: 23–30


            


            

         


         

      


   

      Chapter 1


      

         

         

         

      


      

      On the morning of Friday, July 3, 1896, a steam tug towed the barkentine Herbert Fuller from Long Wharf to Boston Harbor’s deepwater anchorage at Nantasket Roads. Here the

         tow ended; the tug departed for other duties, while the Herbert Fuller, preferring for now the shelter of neighboring islands to the thick fog and easterly

         headwind of the Atlantic Ocean beyond, dropped anchor. 

      


      

      Floating up and down to the gentle swell of the roads, the Herbert Fuller made for an attractive sight. It was a graceful vessel, with a sharp bow and tapering

         stern; sleek wooden hull painted black with white trim; and three masts that, for

         now, were bereft of the billowing sails that would have completed the picture. According

         to Lloyd’s Register, the Herbert Fuller had been built six years earlier in 1890; weighed 701 gross tons; measured 158 feet

         in length, 36 feet in breadth, 18 feet in depth; and could be sailed by a crew of

         eight. 

      


      

      The voyage ahead would be six thousand miles to Buenos Aires and then another two

         hundred miles up the Paraná River to the city of Rosario. There the Herbert Fuller’s cargo of white pine boards was to be discharged. Those boards, comprising 700,000

         linear feet and valued at $15,000, took up almost every available inch of the Herbert Fuller, occupying all of the ’tween deck and lower hold below, as well as all of the main

         deck topside, where they were piled five feet high from the afterhouse in the stern

         to the forward house in the bow. 

      


      

      During the sixty- or seventy-day sail to Argentina, these two houses would serve as

         living quarters for the eleven men and one woman aboard. Those souls were the captain,

         his wife, two mates, a steward, six sailors, and a passenger. The latter was Lester

         Hawthorne Monks, a twenty-year-old student at Harvard University’s Lawrence Scientific

         School. 

      


      

      Monks had inspected the Herbert Fuller two weeks prior, June 16, as it lay at Mystic Wharf. The vessel had just left the

         East Boston dry dock, where its hull had been caulked for leaks, and was now in the

         process of shifting sixty tons of stone ballast and loading the first of the white

         pine destined for Argentina. 

      


      

      On that day, Monks would have presented as the well-dressed, soft-spoken, and perfectly

         mannered college boy that he was, hence making him somewhat out of place onboard a

         working ship. In fact, the tall but slightly built collegian did not appear the working

         type at all and, with his pale face, slightly stooped shoulders, and awkward gait,

         actually looked kind of sickly. 

      


      

      The Herbert Fuller’s captain was away at the time, and so it had fallen on the second-in-command, the

         mate, Thomas Bram, to welcome Monks onboard. In contrast to Monks, Bram was age thirty-three

         and of muscular build. He stood five feet seven inches tall and had piercing black

         eyes, soft black hair, and a deep and powerful voice. Also unlike Monks, Bram had

         darkish skin that made him appear, according to contemporary descriptions, as “almost

         white” or, alternatively, “nearly negro.” 

      


      

      The mate dutifully showed the young man around but frankly advised against taking

         a sailing vessel for such an extended journey, explaining that, if he were a man of

         means (as Monks obviously was), he would prefer a large passenger steamer for its

         greater speed and comfort. The mate added that, from his own experience, there would

         be more to see and learn onboard a big ship than on a smaller vessel like the Herbert Fuller. 

      


      

      Monks, however, replied firmly that he intended to arrive in South America under sail,

         being perhaps too shy to mention that his uncle, a physician, had strongly recommended

         an unhurried sojourn at sea. Indeed, Monks suffered from weak lungs, knee problems

         (as a result of a bicycle accident), and other maladies that had greatly interfered

         with his studies. After two years in Cambridge, the college boy’s grades had been

         dismal, nearly all Es (an E at Harvard in the 1890s meaning, not “excellent,” but

         one notch above an F), and as the semester just ended, there were no grades at all:

         The young man had skipped his final exams.

      


      

      Realizing that time on the ocean would do his son good, Lester’s father, Franklin

         Monks, a man well known in Boston business circles, fully approved of the sailing

         idea and had made careful inquiries among the city’s shipping agents regarding a captain

         he could entrust with his son’s care and safety. From the firm of John P. Ellicott

         & Co. came the name of a master mariner, Charles I. Nash of the Herbert Fuller, who looked to fit the bill. 

      


      

      A superior type of captain and one of the best known to sail from the state of Maine,

         Nash hailed from Harrington, where his was an old and respected Down East family.

         His father, Alonso Nash, had been a master mariner and a noted shipowner and builder

         before being killed in a tragic shipyard accident a few years before. Two of Charles

         Nash’s four brothers had also chosen to follow the sea, and now age forty-two, Nash

         had captained ships for twenty years and, as Franklin Monks learned to his satisfaction,

         “knew his business and he attended to it.” 

      


      

      What the senior Monks probably didn’t know (but would hardly have been upset if he

         had) was that Nash, who was short in stature but rock hard in muscle, had the physical

         strength of two ordinary men, plus his revolver, with which to exert his authority

         if any crew member stepped out of line. And for those who continued to give trouble,

         Nash, like all captains on the high seas, could have anyone seized and clapped into

         irons.

      


      

      A captain’s authority did not extend to the natural elements, however, and once during

         a raging storm, a huge wave had washed Nash and everything else not tied down overboard.

         Twice the captain had disappeared beneath the boiling waters, but with luck he found

         some floating spars and clung to these long enough to be rescued by his anxious men.

         

      


      

      For the past six years, Nash had been master and part owner of the Herbert Fuller, a vessel whose construction in his father’s shipyard he had personally supervised,

         inspecting every inch of timber, iron, and copper that went into it. He had given

         particular attention to the afterhouse, doing all that he could to make it as comfortable

         as possible for both himself and his wife, the former Laura A. Ray. 

      


      

      The two had met in Harrington, she sixteen and daughter of a sea captain, and he just

         twenty but soon to become a sea captain himself. The young mariner courted the maiden

         on the village sidewalks during his time ashore, and in due course the couple became

         man and wife. Although never blessed with children, Charles and Laura had each other,

         and by 1896 the couple had spent all but two of their sixteen years of marriage as

         seagoing companions. Their voyages had taken them up and down the East Coast, to and

         from South America, back and forth across the Atlantic, into the Mediterranean, and

         even to the southern tip of Africa, Cape Town.

      


      

      Aboard ship, Laura kept to herself, talking only to her husband and if need be to

         the steward, though she always displayed a quiet kindness toward the other men, ensuring,

         for example, that they received hot coffee in the coldest weather. For this and for

         her noble bearing, the sailors thought Laura a splendid woman. While never the subject

         of scandal, her years at sea had not been without incident. 

      


      

      A memorable one occurred in April 1885 as she accompanied her husband aboard his bark

         John F. Rottman bearing a cargo of sugar from Brazil to Canada. Severe storms had damaged the vessel’s

         hull along the way, requiring that the pumps be manned at all times. Added to this

         handicap was the fact that deadly fumes coming from the load of sugar sickened all

         but two of Captain Nash’s men. With only these two to help him both work the pumps

         and sail the vessel, Nash managed to reach Bermuda a fortnight later, by which time

         four of those taken ill had died. On other, more routine trips, Captain and Mrs. Nash

         could be seen walking arm in arm around the slanting deck, as placidly as if taking

         a stroll back in Harrington. 

      


      

      Accompanied by his many belongings and two friends, Lester Monks boarded the Herbert Fuller on the night of July 2, the last day the barkentine was at Long Wharf. Having got

         no sleep in his small cabin, made hot and stuffy by the July heat, at daybreak Monks

         joined his father and a friend for breakfast ashore. Then it came time to bid his

         leave, and as the tug eased the Herbert Fuller from Long Wharf, the young man had to have wondered when he would see kith and kin

         again. Almost immediately, it turned out. 

      


      

      The first day of waiting at Nantasket Roads for better weather stretched into a second

         and then a third day. Monks did a little exercising on deck and was entertained on

         the night of July Fourth by a cannon salute coming from nearby Fort Warren. Also nearby

         was the resort town of Hull, and from there the young man’s mother, father, sister,

         uncle, aunt, and assorted friends took a boat ride out to the Herbert Fuller and said their farewells all over again. Otherwise, Monks was bored and, in the gentle

         swell of the roads, seasick. Captain Nash advised that they should be able to sail

         on July 6, but that day came and went with weather conditions unchanged. The following

         day, July 7, Monks wrote dejectedly in his diary, “Nantasket Roads are very familiar

         to me, however as a summer resort they are a failure.” 

      


      

      Finally on Wednesday morning, July 8, the young man woke to the thrilling sight of

         the crew raising the mainsail. A fresh breeze had arisen from the west, the fog had

         lifted, and the Herbert Fuller hove anchor for a tow out to the Boston lightship, where at seven thirty it was released

         into Massachusetts Bay. Nash, who knew these waters well, set a course toward the

         southern boundary of Georges Bank before setting another course due south around Cape

         Cod. Monks was finally on his way to South America. 

      


      

      In the 1890s, the sea date began at twelve noon and not twelve midnight, meaning that

         five hours later it was already Thursday, July 9, the Herbert Fuller having placed thirty-five miles between itself and Boston so far. Then twenty-four

         hours later, the distance increased, according to the ship’s log, to 165 miles. On

         the third day under sail, Boston was recorded as being 326 miles away. Ever since

         leaving sight of shore, the log noted, no other vessels had been sighted, the seas

         had varied from calm to moderate, the winds had been from the south and southwest,

         and the skies were overcast.

      


      

      Later, none of the Herbert Fuller’s survivors could recall anything unusual during this stage of the voyage, with the

         consensus being that everything seemed “pleasant” and “harmonious” onboard. The passenger

         certainly noticed nothing out of the ordinary, his brief diary entry for July 11 being

         typical: “This is great, I have lived twenty years but have not seen a day like this. Lost another dolphin

         this afternoon. Rained all night drops as large as silver dollars. Not much wind however.”

         

      


      

      By now Monks would have made himself at home in the close confines of the afterhouse,

         an apartment of eight rooms squeezed into just 470 square feet of floor space. The

         trapezoidal structure with its flat roof rose five feet above deck level, with another

         two feet sunk below in the hull, giving it an interior ceiling height of six feet

         ten inches. 

      


      

      To enter or exit the afterhouse, the captain and his wife had the exclusive use of

         the four steps of the after companionway leading to and from the stern deck, while

         the steward and the mates used the four steps of the forward companionway leading

         to and from the main deck. Because on this voyage the cargo of white pine boards lay

         flush with the afterhouse roof, four more steps were fashioned from the pine to reach

         the forward companionway entrance to the top of the deck load. As another measure

         taken just for this trip, a temporary railing had been constructed along the sides

         of the deck load to prevent the careless from tumbling into “the brine.” 

      


      

      Inside the afterhouse a skylight and a series of small windows along the upper part

         of the four exterior walls provided light during the day, and at night a swinging

         lantern illuminated a grandiosely named but tiny area called the main cabin. The main

         cabin had a small but adequate coal stove, as well as the vessel’s only way of telling

         the time: a clock that hung on a partition next to a handsome table made of thick

         black walnut. It was at this table where Monks took his midday dinners and evening

         suppers.

      


      

      While seated at the table, Monks could have practically touched the doors of the diminutive

         staterooms belonging to the two mates. The second mate’s stateroom, only four feet

         wide and maybe twice that in length, might be confused for a closet, with the mate’s

         stateroom not much larger. In comparison, Captain and Mrs. Nash occupied a private

         and attractively decorated domain that took up two-thirds of the afterhouse interior.

         Within this space the couple had two staterooms, divided by a partition of matched

         boards with a doorway in the middle. The room Mrs. Nash occupied, the larger of the

         two, was off the main cabin and had a black walnut bunk the size of a double bed,

         as well as a closet, a dressing table, a chair, and a large square trunk. According

         to a newspaper reporter who later toured the afterhouse, a Brussels carpet adorned

         the floor, the walls were painted white alternating with natural wood, and overall

         the decor was in the best style. 

      


      

      The captain’s stateroom was considerably smaller and lacked a carpet or any furnishings

         other than a single bunk. However, as the same reporter noted approvingly, “There

         was nothing about the cabin to jar upon sensitive and cultivated tastes,” the woodwork

         having been “stained a rich cherry, and here and there a conventional design, done

         in gold and blue, was to be seen.”

      


      

      The captain’s stateroom adjoined an aft cabin, which on the Herbert Fuller was called the chart room. As the preserve of just the captain and his wife, the

         chart room was a boudoir for her and a study and library for him. The same reporter

         observed that it, too, had been done up in style. Another Brussels carpet graced the

         floor, the walls were painted an immaculate white with touches of gold paint and narrow

         gilded beading appearing at regular intervals. On the ceiling decorative details had

         been carved into polished beams of timber. 

      


      

      The chart room also possessed domestic niceties rarely found on a workaday barkentine.

         These included an upholstered divan, a large fold-out desk, and a little musical organ

         of the melodeon type. Located in the aft port corner of the afterhouse was a lavatory,

         also reserved for the exclusive use of the captain and his wife. The lavatory had

         running cold water, porcelain bowls for washing, and (although the reporter failed

         to mention this) a wooden seat with a small hole in the middle that led directly to

         the ocean.

      


      

      At the dining table in the main cabin of the afterhouse, Monks also sat just feet

         from the pantry, with its shelves well stocked with plates, cutlery, and glassware,

         as well as the storeroom, in which was kept the canned meats, vegetables, fruits,

         and other small stores intended for consumption at the captain’s table. When the door

         of the storeroom was left open, Monks later admitted that he could clearly see an

         ax on the wall. The ax, meant for emergency purposes such as having to chop down rigging

         in a storm, was brand new and lightweight. It had a white painted head that was sharp

         on one end and blunt on the other. Its unpainted wood handle was about two and a half

         feet long. 

      


      

      One of the few things the afterhouse did not boast were passenger accommodations,

         and so the two Nashes had graciously welcomed him into their private abode. As their

         guest, Monks was free to use the chart room, lavatory, and after companionway as if

         they were his own. In terms of a berth, the smaller stateroom, the one usually occupied

         by the captain, was given over to him. A displaced Captain Nash slept on a mattress

         and cot in the chart room.

      


      

      Monks did not travel light, and the inventory of items he brought aboard included

         two steamer trunks, a dress suitcase, sixty bottles of beer, books, a bottle of whiskey,

         a bottle of brandy, some crackers, boxes of cigars, and a cartload of fruit. Those

         things that didn’t fit in his small stateroom had gone into the afterhouse storeroom,

         but certainly not his six dollars in cash, a letter of credit for five hundred pounds

         of sterling, a letter of introduction to prominent people in South America, boxes

         of ammunition, and a brand-new nickel-plated revolver. 

      


      

      The young man had experience with the small catboats of the Corinthian Yacht Club

         in Marblehead, Massachusetts, but having no responsibilities on this voyage other

         than to rest and build up his health, he left the sailing to others. The passenger

         naturally had gotten to know his hosts, Captain and Mrs. Nash, as well as something

         of the so-called colored (he was black) steward, who served him his meals and made

         his bed every day. This was Jonathan Spencer, native of Saint Vincent and, at age

         twenty-four, not much older than Monks but already married and with a child on the

         way. Monks had also gotten to know the man who had originally welcomed him onboard,

         the second-in-command, the mate, Thomas Bram. The mate, Monks later remembered, told

         him that he was a French Canadian from Nova Scotia with the ability to speak not only

         English and French but German, Russian, and Spanish, as well. 

      


      

      Monks also recalled Bram saying that, when hired by Nash five weeks previously, his

         savings had amounted to just fifty cents, but half of this had gone to the man who

         brought his kit to the wharf. Bram complained that Nash offered him just forty dollars

         a month, the advance of which Bram said he had already used to pay property taxes

         he owed in Brooklyn, New York. Bram also griped, Monks remembered, that Nash did not

         use enough sail, provided a poor table, and never allowed his men liquor. In response

         to the last hardship, one evening Monks dipped into his private reserve and shared

         a cup with both Bram and the third-in-command, the second mate. The second mate was

         August W. Blomberg, a large man, perhaps the largest man onboard. He was age thirty-two

         and originally from Finland; little else was known about him.

      


      

      While getting along perfectly well in the afterhouse, Monks had no reason to venture

         eighty feet across the deck load to the forward house, and its denizens would never

         dare set foot in the afterhouse. According to the age-old customs of the sea, the

         afterhouse belonged to officers and other privileged persons, while the forward house

         belonged to the common sailor. 

      


      

      From the outside, the forward house resembled the afterhouse by being a small, four-sided,

         flat-roofed structure. Internally, though, the two houses were entirely different.

         While no interior description of the Herbert Fuller’s forward house seems to exist, inside it would have been a Spartan affair, consisting

         of such compartments as a galley for cooking; a cabin for the steward to sleep in;

         various lockers and chambers for provisions; a carpenter’s shop; a bucket for urine

         and feces; and, up against the bow bulkheads, the forecastle. It was in such forecastles

         (renowned for their indescribable odors) where sailors took their grub, dried their

         gear in foul weather, told each other jokes and yarns, read and reread old newspapers

         and dime-store novels, smoked or chewed tobacco, and slept on hard and narrow bunks.

         

      


      

      Before signing papers with the US shipping commissioner in Boston on July 1, the six

         men in the forecastle of the Herbert Fuller had been total strangers to each other. After having given notice at their respective

         boardinghouses, the men reported to Captain Nash on July 2, the day before departure,

         and they could plan on being gone many months, with Nash intending to sail from Argentina

         to Brazil for a return load of sugar. And upon return, the men could expect to be

         sacked. A competent steward such as Spencer might be invited to stay with the vessel

         (as indeed Spencer had been from a previous trip), but otherwise skippers like Nash

         preferred to engage their crew for the duration of the voyage only and not a day longer.

         This practice may have helped the bottom line for captains, but for sailors it meant

         a constant scramble for new work. To keep costs low, captains took on as few sailors

         as possible, two men per mast being the rule, and paid them poorly. In Nash’s case,

         this amounted to twenty dollars a month, or about sixty-five cents a day.

      


      

      A sailor’s schedule was determined by which side of the forecastle he bunked. Sailors

         who bunked on the port side were assigned the port watch, while those who bunked on

         the opposite side were given the starboard watch. The two watches rotated duties on

         a four-hour basis, with the exception of the once-a-day “dog watch” of two hours.

         The watch that “stood” above deck worked the ship, while the watch that stood below

         deck relaxed or slept but was always liable to be summoned when all hands were needed

         topside. A pious captain might allow for a little rest on Sundays, but for sailors

         at sea, there was no such thing as a holiday.

      


      

      The sailors’ duties varied from the pleasant, such as standing lookout in fine weather,

         to the mundane, like the constant scrubbing with canvas and sand, to the disagreeable,

         such as “sweating up” heavy halyards or “weighing” tons of anchor. In addition, sailors

         faced the ever-present hazards of disease, accident, shipwreck, or fire, thus making

         their profession deadlier than that of a coal miner’s.

      


      

      Sailors also faced a man-made hazard, which was cruelty at the hands of their superiors,

         some of whom went in for violent hazing. Sadistic masters and mates could essentially

         do with their underlings as they pleased, knowing that sailors had no legal recourse

         while at sea and little more upon reaching shore, where an officer’s word held greater

         weight than a lowly sailor’s. 

      


      

      Not surprisingly, the life of a sailor held little appeal to most Americans, given

         the nature of the vocation and the fact that a better living, and one that promised

         some opportunity for promotion, could be had on land. At one time, master mariners

         had learned the trade by spending many years “before the mast” as common sailors in

         the forecastle. However, now captains like Nash increasingly were coming from shipowning

         families and had been handed their commands at a tender age. Most full (or chief)

         mates like Bram, with no family connections, could expect to remain at their present

         rank indefinitely. Poorly paid and overworked, it was the mate’s lot to manage the

         ship, while the captain maintained an aloof presence. By comparison, second mates

         worked just as hard as mates yet were paid even less (Nash paid just thirty dollars

         a month). Worse, second mates could also be demoted to deckhand in an instant, with

         another man brought up in his stead. This meant that second mates were neither quite

         officer nor quite sailor and were often despised by both groups. And as if to remind

         second mates of their humble status, they did not eat with the men in the forecastle

         nor with the captain and mate in the afterhouse. Instead they swallowed their pride

         and made do with “second mate’s seconds”—that is, leftovers from the captain’s table.

         

      


      

      Unable to attract its native sons, America’s shipping industry had turned to others.

         By the 1890s nine out of ten men who shipped on the country’s vessels came from abroad,

         and as it headed to the Argentine, nowhere was this more evident than onboard the

         Herbert Fuller. Only the captain, his wife, and the passenger were US born, and although the two

         mates (as required by US maritime law) and the steward were US citizens, they had

         been naturalized as such. As for the six sailors, all were foreign nationals. Francis

         “Frank” M. Loheac was French, Henry J. Slice was German, and Hendrik Perdok was Dutch.

         The other three, Charles “Charley” Brown, Falke Wassen, and Oscar Andersson, were

         Swedish. The hard life of a sailor was a young man’s game, and at age forty Brown

         was the “old man” of the group. Slice was age thirty, and the other four were in their

         early twenties. 

      


      

      Only some of the sailors spoke English, and not all shared a common language, but

         as the barkentine plowed the seas ahead, the six worked well together. They also worked

         well with their superiors, especially with Captain Nash, whom they all recalled afterward

         as a gentle man of quiet manners and easygoing ways. For his part, the captain informed

         his brother Henry, who had visited the Herbert Fuller while the vessel was still at Nantasket Roads, that he was “perfectly satisfied”

         with his new crew.

      


      

      In a display of egalitarianism unusual in a captain, upon reaching the open seas,

         Nash took the time to ask his sailors where they thought the vessel was located, something

         that could not be determined with any precision because the night skies had been too

         hazy for a sextant shot of the heavens. By simply following the compass southwest,

         however, it would be hard for Nash to miss the continent of South America. And even

         if he did, there were enough provisions in the hold and enough fresh water in the

         iron tanks to last everyone onboard six months.

      


      

      

   

      Chapter 2


      

         

         

         

      


      

      By late Monday afternoon, July 13, the Herbert Fuller was about six or seven hundred miles from Boston, having just sliced through warm

         blue waters to emerge on the southern side of the Gulf Stream. For the past several

         days, life aboard the barkentine had gone on as before: perfectly normal, even mundane.

         The captain’s wife had made sure things were kept spick-and-span in the afterhouse,

         the sailors had hung their laundry out to dry, someone had caught a dolphin and the

         steward had cooked it, and the passenger had kept to his schedule of constant rest.

         At six o’clock that evening, he was lounging on the deck load amidships and reading

         a book given to him by the captain when the call to supper sounded. 

      


      

      Heeding the call, Monks closed his book and made his way to the main cabin, where

         he was joined by Captain and Mrs. Nash and the mate, Bram. The small party took their

         respective places around the solid oak dining table and were served supper by Spencer.

         The Nashes were not ones for table talk, seldom speaking to one another (and never

         to first mates like Bram, who were expected to eat in silence), but for their guest’s

         sake, the couple had been making an effort at conversation, and tonight they were

         more loquacious than usual. Mrs. Nash in particular seemed to enjoy the young man’s

         company. 

      


      

      After supper, all went above, where the mate saw to the ship’s business; the passenger

         resumed his reading amidships; and the married couple walked on the starboard side

         of the afterhouse roof, her hand gently resting on his arm. At one point, the passenger

         saw the mate, Bram, come up to the couple, say something, and then turn away. Meanwhile,

         down in the main cabin, the second mate, Blomberg, was now permitted to partake of

         his second mate’s seconds. 

      


      

      The book the captain had given Monks was A Voyage to the Cape, by William Clark Russell, famous author of harrowing sea stories, and the one now

         absorbing Monks told of the loss of the Frank N. Thayer of Boston in 1886. According to Russell’s account:

      


      

      

         A large full-rigged ship was sailing quietly along. The starlight transmuted each

            ripple, rolling sluggishly away from her stem, into a line of silver wire. There was

            just enough draught to hold her sails steady. It was midnight—not a sound broke the

            stillness upon the vessel’s decks, unless it were the low murmur of the voices of

            the first and second mates seated on the after-hatch, one exchanging a few words with

            the other before he went below. The master was in his cabin sound asleep. The starboard

            watch arrived on deck, took a lazy look around, and, as the custom of seamen is in

            fine, clear, warm weather, stowed themselves away under the bulwarks or under the

            lee of the long-boat for a nap, but ready for the first call from the quarter-deck.

            

         


         

         There were on board two Indian coolies who had been shipped at Manilla; one was in

            the port, the other in the starboard watch, and it was noticed by the port watch when

            they went below at midnight that the Indian belonging to their number remained on

            deck. The sailors had stowed themselves away, as I have said, and the mates were still

            conversing when the two coolies stepped aft, and both of them drawing close to the

            mates, one of them exclaimed that he felt sick. The speech was a signal; swift as

            thought the sharp knives of the Indians flashed and fell, again and yet again. The

            chief mate sank, mortally wounded; the second mate staggered to the cabin door, and

            calling out, “Captain Clarke! Captain Clarke!” fell dead.

         


         

         The master of the vessel being awakened by the second mate’s cry of anguish, sprang

            from his bed and made for the steps of the after companion, his notion being that

            they were about to collide with a ship that had been sighted ahead at sundown, and

            that they had been steadily overhauling. Scarce had he gained the companion ladder

            when he was violently stabbed on the top of his head, and at the same moment a hand

            grasped his throat. He was in his night-dress and unarmed, and all that he could do

            was to strike fiercely at his assailant’s eyes, hoping to blind him. The Indian however,

            unhurt, continued to stab at the captain, who descended the ladder step by step, striking

            out aimlessly and madly for his life. At the foot of the steps he slipped in the blood

            that covered the treads, and fell headlong back into the cabin with a frightful wound

            in his left side. The Indian, supposing him to be dead, ran on deck, whereupon the

            captain crawled to where his revolver was, and again feebly staggered up the companion,

            and called to the man at the wheel to shut the door.

         


         

         The fellow replied, “I can’t sir.”


         

         “Why not?” cried the captain.


         

         “There’s somebody there,” was the reply.


         

         “Who is there?” demanded the captain.


         

         “I don’t know, sir,” responded the fellow.


         

         The master had his wife and child on board, and his first thoughts were for them.

            He could not imagine what had happened, but his idea was that the whole crew had mutinied,

            and that his life was to be sacrificed. He was faint and bleeding dreadfully, yet

            was crawling towards his wife’s cabin when a man came rolling down the companion steps.

            He thought it was the Indian who had stabbed him; quickly turned and covered the figure

            with his revolver.

         


         

         “What is the matter?” he cried. “Who are you? What is this mutiny about?”


         

         The fellow proved to be one of the sailors, half paralyzed by terror. He crouched

            and knelt before the captain crying, “Oh, hide me, Captain! Hide me!” and that was

            all his agony of fright suffered him to say.

         


         

         The master, believing himself to be fast bleeding to death, fell down on a mat in

            the corner of the cabin, yet ever with a trembling and languid hand holding his pistol

            levelled in the direction of the companion. His wife applied herself to staunch the

            blood and dress his wounds. Whilst this was doing the coolies smashed the skylight

            window, and one told the other in bastard Spanish to jump below. The captain fired

            at them, on which they rushed away, uttering many oaths and exhibiting great surprise

            and alarm. Very soon after they had vanished a dreadful cry was heard on deck, followed

            by a short scuffle, and it was known that the man at the wheel, a seaman named Malony,

            had been stabbed and flung overboard. This was followed by another cry, and then another.

            The cook, who was a Chinaman, and whose life the two coolies spared, afterwards declared

            these shrieks came from the carpenter and a seaman, both of whom the Indians had murdered.

         


         

         Besides the slain men there were four whom the coolies had wounded. These fellows

            had run to the forecastle for protection, and here the ship’s company barricaded themselves.

            They of course by this time knew that the murderers were but two slender, puny, Indian

            coolies, creatures whom an English Jack would be able to break the backs of by putting

            them against his knee. Yet these hardy Yankee mariners were so demoralized by terror

            that instead of arming themselves with a handspike or two and springing on deck and

            knocking out the brains of the brace of black villains they fortified their little

            forecastle, and lay in it trembling and panic-stricken. One of the sailors was left

            on deck.

         


         

         “As I could not get forward,” he says, “I ran up the mizzen rigging and got on to

            the crossjack yard. I then saw them kill Malony at the wheel. He offered no resistance,

            and I heard him beg hard for his life. I remained aloft, and saw them at two a.m.

            on Sunday murder the carpenter, and shortly afterwards they dragged a sailor from

            the carpenter’s shop, murdered him near the mainmast, and threw him overboard. Having

            done this, they sharpened a couple of axes and fixed knives to long sticks with which

            they tried to stab the captain and his wife in the cabin. They wanted me to come down,

            but I knew they only asked me to do that in order to murder me. I had no knife with

            me, otherwise I should have cut off blocks and hurled them at the two coolies. I managed,

            however, to cast one block adrift, and secure it at the end of a gasket, so that I

            should have some weapon to use if the Indians approached me. At eight o’clock in the

            evening, it being then dark, I felt the rigging shake, and, looking below, I saw one

            of the coolies raising his arm to strike upwards at me. I hit at him with the block,

            but missed him, and he descended the rigging to the deck. This so terrified me that

            I climbed as high as the royal yard, and stayed there all night.”

         


         

         The coolies approaching the cabin skylight, one was shot in the breast by the captain.

            Both of them immediately rushed forward, threw a spare spar overboard, and one jumped

            into the sea, whilst the other dropped down into the ’tween decks. Seeing this, the

            sailor who was aloft came hand over fist down onto the deck, and shouted out to the

            captain to break out of the cabin. At the same moment the sailors ran out of the forecastle.

            Meanwhile the coolie in the ’tween decks was hard at work setting the ship on fire.

            Two seamen armed with revolvers jumped below to hunt him out, and they shot him in

            the shoulder; but by this time the smoke was pouring out densely from the hatchway,

            and the coolie, half hidden by it, gained the deck, and sprang overboard. Both wretches

            were seen in the water holding on to the spar; but shots were fired at them, and after

            a little they sank. The ship was on fire, and burning rapidly. There was no chance

            of saving her, so a boat was provisioned, the crew entered her, and after hanging

            about the ship during Monday night, in the hope that the flames would bring assistance,

            they put some blankets together for a sail and headed for St. Helena. The vessel was

            an American vessel, and the ship’s company, who had been overawed and rendered helpless

            through terror by two miserable coolies, must have numbered at the beginning of the

            mutiny no less than twenty-three souls.
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