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<«0 then! who ever heard the like o’ that? When young
gentlemen do overlook young ladies, tain’t thikketheor
aways, I knoo. = Never you think on it.”

<« But I can’t help thinking of it,” said Rose. ¢ Stop.
Shall we go home yet? Where's that servant?”

<« Never mind, he waint see us, here under the hill. I'd
much sooner to know where my old man was. I've a sort
of a forecasting in my inwards, like, as I always has when
aught's gwain to happen, as though I shouldn’t zee mun
again, like, I have, Miss. Well—he was a bedient old
soul, after all, he was. Goodness, Father! and all this
while us have forgot the very thing us come about! Whao
did you see?”

¢ Only that face!” said Rose, shuddering.

< Not in the glass, maid? Say then; not in the glass2™

««Would to heaven it had been! Lucy, what if he were
the man I was fated to——"

¢*He?  Why he’s a praste, a Popish praste, that can't
marry if he would, poor wratch.”

«“«He is none; and I have cause enough to know it!"”
And, for want of a better confidant, Rose poured into the
willing ears of her companion the whole story of yester-
day's meeting.

<«He's a pretty wooer!” said Lucy at last contemptu-
ously.. ¢¢Be a brave maid, then, be a brave maid, and
never terrify yourself with-his unlucky face. It's because
there was none here worthy of ye, that ye seed none in the
glass. - Maybe he’s to be a foreigner, from over seas, and
that's why his sperit was so long a coming. A duke, ora
prince to the least, I’ll ‘warrant, he’ll be, that carries ofl
the Rose of Bideford.”

But in spite of all the good dame’s flattery, Rose could
not wipe that fierce face away from her eyeballs. Shs
reached home safely, and crept to bed undiscovered : and
when the next morning, as was to be expected, found, hei
laid up with something very like a fever, from excitement
terror and cold, the phantom grew stronger and strongel
before her, and it required all her woman’s tact and self:
restraint to avoid betraying by her exclamations what had
happened on that fantastic night. After a fortnight's
weakness, however, she recovered and went back to Bide
ford : but ere she arrived there, Amyas was far across the
sezs on his way to Milford Haven, as shall be told in the
ancuing chapters. 4

CHAPTER VIL

THE TRUE AND TRAGICAL HISTORY OF MR, JOHN OXENHAM
OF PLYMOUTH,

# The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew 3
The furrow follow’d free 3
We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.”
—The Ancient Mariner

IT was too late and too dark last night to see the old
house at Stow. We will look round us, then, this bright
October day, while Sir Richard and Amyas, about eleven
o'clock in the forenoon, are pacing up and down the' ter-
raced garden to the south. ' Amyas hasslept till luncheon,
Z. e. till an hour ago: but Sir Richard, in spite of the
bustle of last night, was up and in the valley by six o'clock,
recreating the valiant souls of himself and two terrier dogs
by the chase of sundry badgers.

Old Stow House stands, or rather stood, some four
miles beyond the Cornish border, on the northern slope of
the largest and loveliest of those coombes of which I spoke
in the last chapter. Eighty years after Sir Richard’s time
there arose there a huge Palladian pile, bedizened with
every monstrosity of bad taste, which was ‘built, so
the story runs, by Charles the Second, for Sir Richard’s
great grandson, the heir of that famous Sir Bevil who
defeated the Parliamentary troops at Stratton, and died
Soon after, fighting valiantly at Landsdowne over Bath.
But like most other things which owed their existence to
the Stuarts, it rose only to fall again. An old man who
hiad seen, as a boy, the foundation of the new house laid,
lived to see it pulled down again, and the very bricks and
timber sold upon the spot; and since then thestables haye
become a farm-house, the tennis-court a sheep-cote, the
great quadrangle a rick-yard; and civilization, spreading
wave on wave so fast elsewhere, has surged back from that
lonely corner of the land—let us hope, only for a while.

But I am not writing of that great new Stow House,
of the past glories whereof quaint pictures still hang in the
neighboring houses: nor of that famed Sir Bevil, most
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beautiful and gallant of his generation, on whom, with his
grandfather Sir Richard, old Prince has his pompous
epigram—

*¢ Where next shall famons Grenvile’s ashes stand?
Thy grandsire fills the sea, and thou the land.”

I have to deal with a simpler age, and a sterner gener-
ation ; and with the old house, which had stood there, in
part at least, from gray and mythic ages, when the first
Sir Richard, son of Hamon Dentatus, Lord of Carboyle,
the grandson of Duke Robert, son of Rou, s=ttled at Bide
ford, after slaying the Prince of South-Galis, and the Lord
of Glamorgan, and gave to the Cistercian monks of Neath
all his conquests in Sputh Wales. It was a huge rambling
building, half castle, half dwelling-house, such as may be
seen still (almost an unique specimen) in Compton Castle
near; Torquay, the dwelling-place of Humphrey Gilbert,
Walter Raleigh’s half-brother, and Richard Grenvile's
besem friend, of whom more hereafter. On three sides, to
the north, west and south, the lofty walls of the old
ballium stll stood, with their machicolated turrets, loop-
holes and dark downward crannies for dropping stones and
fire on the besiegers, the relics of a more unsettled age:
but the southern court of the ballium had become a flower
garden, with quaint terraces, statues, knots of flowers,
clipped yews and hollies, and all the pedantries of the
topiarian art. And toward the east, where the vista of the
valley opened, the old walls were gone, and the frowning
Norman keep, ruined in the Wars of the Roses, had been
replaced by the rich and stately architecture of the Tudors.
Altogether, the house like the time, was in a transitionary
state, and represented faithfully enough the passage of the
old middle age into the new life which had just burst into
blossom throughout Europe, never, let us pray, to see ils
autumn or its winter.

From the house on three sides, the hill sloped steeply
down and the garden where Sir Richard and Amyas were
walking gave a truly English prospect. At one turn they
could catch, over the western walls, a glimpse of the blue
ocean flecked with passing sails; and at the next, spread
far below them, range on range of fertile park, stately

avenue, yellow autumn woodland, and purple heather
moors, lapping over and over each other up the valley to®
the old British earthwork, wlhich stood black and furzes
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grown on its conical peak ; and standing out against the
sky on the highest bank of hill which closed the valley to
the east, the lofty tower of Kilkhampton church, rich with
the monuments and offerings of five centuriesof Grenviles.
A yellow eastern haze hung soft over park, and woed, and
moor; the red cattle lowed to 'each other as they stood
brusbing away the flies'in the rivalet far below ; the colts
in the horse-park close on their right whinnied as they
played together, and their sires from the Queen’s Park, on
the opposite hill, answered them in fuller though fainter
voices. A rutting stag made thestill woodland rattle with
his hoarse thunder, and a rival far up the valley gave back
a trumpet note of defiance, and was himself defied from
heathery brows: which quivered far away above, half seen
through the veil of eastern mist. ‘And close at home, upon
the terrace before the house, amid romping spaniels, and
golden haired  children, ‘sat Lady Grenvile herself, the
beautiful St. Leger of Annery, the central jewel of all that
glorious place, and looked down at her noble children, and
then up at her more noble husband, and round. at that
broad paradise of ‘the West, till life secemed too full of
happiness, and heaven of light!

And all the while'up and down paced Amyas and Sir
Richard, talking long, earnestly and slow, for they both
knew that the turning point of the boy’s life was come.
."Yes," said 'Sir Richard, after Amyas, in his blunt,
simple way, had told him the whole story about Rose
Salterne and his brother,—¢ yes, sweet lad, thou hast
chosen the better part, thou and thy brother also, and it
shall not be taken from you. Only be strong, lad, and
ttust in God that He will make a man of you.”

“I do'trust,” said Amyas.

““Thank God,” said Sir Richard, ¢“that vou have your-
self taken from my heart that which was my great anxiety
for you, from the day that your good father, who sleeps in
peace, committed you to my hands. For all best things.
Amyas, become, when misused, the very worst ; and the
love of woman, because it is able to lift man’s soul tothe
heavens, is also able to drag him down to hell; But yotul
liave learnt better, Amyas; and know with our old Ger-
man forefathers, that, as Tacitus saith, ¢Sera juvenum
Venusideoque inexhausta pubertas.” ' And not only that,
Amyas; but trust me, that silly fashion of the French and
Halians, to be hanging ever at some woman’s apron-
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string, so that no boy shall count himself a man unless hg

can ‘vagghezziare le donne,’ whether maids or wives,
alas! matters little; that fashion, I say, is little lEfSS
hurtful to the soul than open sin ; for by it are bred vanity
and expense, envy and heartburning, yea, hatred and
murder often ; and even if that be escaped, yet the rich
treasure of a manly worship, which should be kept for one
alone, is squandered and parted upon many, and the
bride at last comes in for nothing but the very last leav-
ings and eaput mortuum of her bridegroom’s heart, and
becomes a mere ornament for his table, and a means
whereby he-may obtain a progeny. May God, who has
saved me from that death in life, save you also!”” And as
he spoke, he looked down toward his wifé upon the terrace
below ; and she, as if guessing instinctively tEIat he waij
talking of her, looked up with so sweet a smile, that Sit
Richard’s stern face melted into a very glory of spiritual
sunshine. :

Amyas looked at them both and sighed ; and then turn
ing the conversation suddenly— :

““And I may go to Ireland tomorrow?” :

¢“You shall sail in the < Mary’ for Milford Haven, with
these letters to Winter. If the wind serves, you may bid
the master drop down the river tonight, and be off ; for we
must lose no time.” ; :

¢« Winter?” said Amyas. - ¢ Heis no friend of mine since
he left Drake and us so cowardly at the Straits of Magel
lan.”

“ Duty must not wait for private quarrels, even though
they be just ones, lad: but he will not be your general,
When you come to the Marshal, or t_he Lord Deputy, give
either of them this letter, and they will set you work,—and
hard work too, T warrant.”

I want nothing better.” i

““Right, lad ; the best reward for having wrought well
already, i1s to have more to do ; and he that h_as be':en faith-
ful over a few things, must find his account in being mfade.
ruler over many things. That is the true and herqlcai
rest, which only is worthy of gentlemen and sons of God.
As for those who, either in this world or the world to
come, lpok for idleness, and hope that God shall feeu
them with pleasant things, as it were with a spoon.
Amyas, I count them cowaras and base, even though they
call themselves saints and elect.”
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“I wish you could persuade my poor cousin of that.”

¢“He has yet to learn what losing his life to save it
means, Amyas. Bad men have taught him (and I fear
these Anabaptists and Puritans at home teach little else),
that it is the one great business of every one to save his
own soul after he dies; every one for himself ; and that
that, and not divine self-sacrifice, is the one thing needful,
and the better part which Mary chose.”

I think men are inclined enough already to be selfish,
without being taught that.”

“Right, lad. For me, if I could hang up such a
teacher on high as an enemy of mankind, and a corrupter
of youth, I would do- it gladly. Is there 2ot cowardice
and self-seeking enough about the hearts o. e fallen sons
of Adam, that these false prophets, with ¢ zir baits of
heaven, and their terrors of hell, must exzl our dirtiest
vices into heavenly virtues and the means of bliss?  Fare-
well to chivalry and to desperate valor, farewell to patriot-
ism and to loyalty, farewell to England and to the man-
hood of England, if once it shall become the fashionof our
preachers to bid every man, as the Jesuits do,.take care first
of what they call the safety of his soul. Every man will
be afraid to die at his post, because he will be afraid that
be is not fit to die. Amyas, do thou do thy duty like a
man, to thy country, thy queen, and thy God ; and count
thy life a worthless thing, as did the holy men of old.
Do thy work, lad ; and leave thy soul to the care of Him
who is just and' merciful in this, that he rewards every
man according to his work. Is there respect of persons
with God? Now come in, and take the letters, and to
horse. And if I hear of thee dead there at Smerwick fort,
with all thy wounds in front, I shall weep for thy mother,
lad ; but I shall have never a sigh for thee.”

If any one shall be startled at hearing a fine gentleman
and a warrior like Sir Richard quote Scripture, and think
Scripture also, they must be referred to the writings of the
time; which they may read not without profit to them-
Selves, if they discover therefrom how it was possible then
for men of the world to be thoroughly. ingrained with
the Gospel, and yet to be free from any taint of supersti-
tious fear, or false devoutness. The religion of those days
Was such as no soldier need have been ashamed of
fonfessing. At least, Sir Richard died as he lived, with-

. outa shudder, and without a whine : and these were his
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last words fifteen years after that, as he lay shot through =
and through, a captive among Popish Spaniards, priests,

crucifixes, confession, extreme unction, and all other
means and appliances for delivering men out of the hands
of 2 God of love :—

¢« Here die I, Richard Grenvile, with a'joyful and quiet
mind ; for that I have ended my life as a true soldier
ought, fighting for his country, queen, religion, and honor:
my soul willingly departing from this body, leaving
behind the lasting fame of having behaved as every valiant
soldier is'in his duty bound to do.”

Those were the last words of ‘Richard Grenvile.
pul pits of those days had taught them to him.

But to return. That day's events were not over yek
For, when they went down'into the house, the first person
whom they met was the old steward, in search of his
master. i

«There is a manner of roog, Sir Richard, a masterless
man, at the door ; a very forward fellow, and' must needs
speak with you.”

¢« A masterless man? He had better not to:speak to me,
unless he isin love with jail apd gallows.”

+«Well, your worship,” said the steward, < Lexpect that
is what he does want, for he swears he will not leave thel
gate till he has seen you.”

««Seen me? Halidame! he, shall see me, here and at
Launceston too, if he likes. Bring him in.”

«<Fegs, Sir Richard, we are hali afeard, with your good
leave %

<« Hillo, Tony,” cried Amyas, ‘““who was everafeard yet
with Sir Richard’s good leave?”

<« Y3 hat, has the fellow a tail or horns?"

<« Massy, no : but I be afeared of treason for your honofy
for the fellow is pinked all over in heathen patterns, and
as brown as a filbert; and a tall roog, a very strong roog,
sir, and a foreigner, too, and a mighty staff. with him. |

The

expect him to be a manner of Jesuit, or wild Irish, sir; and

indeed the grooms have no stomach to handle him, nor the
dogs neither; or he had been under the pump before now,
for they that 'saw him coming up the hill swear that he had
fire coming out of his mouth.” ]

««Fire out of his mouth?” said Sir Richard.
are drunk.”

¢« The men

Pinked ail over? He must be asailor,” said Amyasig

L In the szfnish Maj_n, and only set foct on sh
%80, ard if you will let me have speech of
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: 3 3
{'ml—f}t; me out and see the fellow, and /if he ineeds putting
i< Wiy, 1 dare say he is not so big but what he will go
into thy pocket. So go, lad, while] finish my writing.”

Amyas went out, and at the back door, leaning on his
staff, stood a tall, raw-boned, vagged man, < pinked all
over,"” as the steward had said.

 Hillo, l1ad!” quoth Amyas. ¢ Before we come to talk
thou wilt please to lay down that Plymouth cloak of
thine.” And he pointed to the cudgel, which among
West.-cnlmlry mariners usually bore that name.

= P]] warrant,” said the old steward, <sthat where he
found his cloak he found a purse not far off.”

““But not hose or doublet : so the magical virtue of this
staff has not helped him much. But put down thy staff
man, and speak'like a Christian, if thou be one.” ;

“l am a Christian, though I look like a heathen - and
0o rogue, though a masterless man, alas! But I ,want
nothing, deserving nothing, and only ask to speak with Si
Richard, before I go on my way.” s

Tl:i@re was something stately and yet humble about the
:1111;]; tone and manner which attracted Amyas, and he
sztﬁ more gently where he was going and whence he

“From Padstow' Port, sir, to Clovelly town, to see
old mother, ifindeed she be yet alive, which God knoviretli'lnéC

2 Cjove]ly man! why didn’t ‘thee say thee was Clovell
man?” asked all the grooms at once, to whom a \’Vves}tr

Countryman was of course :
[ a brother. The old steward

“What's thy mother’s name, then?”
££Susan Yeo.”

““‘}lat, that_li\'cd under the archwa
**Lived?” said the man.

Sy re I] r d!(‘d tIlIeC da‘, S it | SO we ]le d
- I
Iq‘-‘. St 3 e S1 ce, ar » Poor

he man s Ood ll !0 a te
I a t uite Sllellt Zl.]l.d UIIIIIOUEd I mimu

o
t“'O 3 an(l H]Qﬂ Sald I’.lulf_tly to hlIIlSeIi, in E;panlsh, Ihat

y?” asked a groom.

. which is, is best.”

. “You speak Spanish?”
inferested.

“I had need to do so, young sir;

asked Amyas, more and more

I have been five years
ore two days
Sir Rickavs -3
ST RIChANG, o
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will tell him that at which both the ears of him that
heareth it shall tingle ; and if not, I can but goon to Mr.
Cary of Clovelly, if he be yet alive, and there disburthen
my soul ; but I would sooner have spoken with one that
is a mariner like to myself.” :

¢ And you shall,” said Amyas. ¢ Steward,'we will have
this man in ; for all his rags, he is a man of wit.” And he
led him in. : >

‘I only hope he ben’t one of those Popish murderers,
said the old steward, keeping at a safe distance from him
as they entered the hall. . .

<« Popish, old master? There’s little f(-arvof my being
that. Look here!” 'And drawing back his rags, he
showed a ghastly scar, which encircled his wrist and
wound round and up his forearm. : } :

#1 got that on the rack,” said he quietly, ¢“in the
Inquisition at Lima."” :

40 Father! Father! why didn’t you tell us that you were
a poor Christian?’’ asked the penitent steward.

¢« Because I have had nought but my deserts ; and buta
taste of them either, as the l.ord knoweth who delivered
mei; and I wasn’t going to make myself a beggar and 3
show on theiraccount.”

¢“By heaven, you are a brave fellow! ’
‘¢ Come along straight to Sir Richard’s room.”

So in they went, where Sir Richard sat in his library
among books, despatches, state-papers, and warrants ; for
though he was not yet, as in after times (after the _Iash:on
of those days) admiral, general, member of parliament,
privy councillor, justice of the peace, and so forth,.all af
once, yet there were few great men with whom he did nol
correspond, or great matters with which he was not

izant.
cog'n}lfillo, Amyas, have you bound the wild man already,
and brought him in to swear allegiance?”

But before Amyas could answer, the man looked
earnestly on him—¢ Amyas?” said he ; ‘¢ is that your name,
sir?”’ X

¢« Amyas Leigh is my name, at your service, good
fellow.” i

¢«Of Burrough by Bideford?” 3

<*\Why then? What do you know of me?

said Amyas.

¢ Oh sir, sir! young brains and happy ones have shorl 1
memeories ; but old and sad braing tog, tco long ones ofteal ™
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Do you mind one that was with Mr. Oxenham, sir? A
swearing reprobate he was, God forgive him, and hath for-
given him too, for His dear Son’s sake—one, sir, that gave
you a horn, a toy with a chart on it?”

¢ Soul alive!” cried Amyas, catching him by the hand ;
¢and are you he? The horn? why, I have it still, and will
keep it to my dying day, too. But where ‘is Mr. Oxen.
ham?”

“Yes, my good fellow, where is Mr. Oxenham?” asked
Sir Richard, rising. **You are somewhat over-hasty'in
welcoming your old acquaintance, Amyas, before we have
heard from him whether he can give honest acconnt of him-
self and of his captain.  For there is more than ene way
by which sailors may come home without their captains, as
poor Mr. Baker of Bristol found to his cost. ' God grant
that there may have been no such traitorous dealing here.”

€ Sir Richard Grenvile, if T had been a guilty manto my
noble captain, as I have to God, I had not come here this
day to you, from whom villainy has never found favor, nor
ever will; for T know your conditions well, sir; and trust
i the Lord, that'if you will be pleased to hear me, you
shall know mine.”

““ Thou art a well-spoken knave. We shall see.”

“My dear sir,” said Amyas ina whisper, <1 will warrant
this man guiltless.”

T verily believe him to be; but this is too serious a
matter to be left'on guess. If he will be sworn ot

Whereon the man, humbly enough, said, that if it would
please Sir Richard, he would rather not be sworn.

“But it does not please me, rascal! Did I not warn
thee, Amyas?”

“Sir,” said the man proudly, “ God forbid that my
word should not be as good  as my oath : but it is against
my conscience to be sworn.”

““What have we here? some fantastical Anabaptist, who
1s wiser than his teachers.”

““My conscience, sir. 2

““The devil take it and thee! T never heard a 'man yet
begin to prate of his conscience, but I knew that he was
about to do something more than ordinarily cruel or false.”

*¢Sir,” said the man, coolly enough, ¢ do you sit here to
judge me according to law, and yet contrary to the law
Swear profane oatlis, for which a fine is provided?!”

Amyas expected an explosion : but Sir Richard rulied a
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shilling out and put it on the table.
thou all the same.

goest, there to answer for Mr. Oxenham’s death, on sus
picion whereof, and of mutiny causing it, I will attach

thee and every soul of his crew that comes home. ‘“We

have lost too many gallant captains of late by treachery of
their crews, and he that will not clear himself on oath,
must be held for guilty, and self-condemned.”

¢ My good fellow,” said Amyas, who could not give up
his belief in the man’s honesty; ‘“why, for such fantas-
tical scruples, peril not only your life, but your honor,
and Mr. Ozenham’s also? For if you be examined by
question, you may be forced by torment to say that: which
15 not true.”’

<« Little fear of that, young sir!”’ answered he with a grim
smile; ‘I have had too much of the rack already, and the
strappado too, to care much what man can do unto me. I

would heartily that I thought it lawful to be sworn: but 1
not so thinking, I can but submit to the cruelty of mang

though I did expect more merciful things, as a most miser
able and wrecked mariner, at the hands of one who hath
himself seen God’s ways in the sea, and His wonders in
the great deep.
story, may God avenge on my head all my sins from my

youth up untilnow, and cut me off from theblood of Christ, =
and, if it were possible, from the number of his elect, if 1=

tell you one whit more or less than truth; and if not, |
commend myself into the hands of God.”
Sir Richard smiled.

valiant, though an ass manifest. Dost thou not see

fellow, how thou hast sworn a ten-times bigger oath than

ever I should have asked of thee? But this is the way
with your Anabaptists, who by their very hatred of forms
and ceremonies, show of how much account they think

them, and then bind themselves out of their own fantas- B
tical self-will with far heavier burdens than ever the lawful

authorities have laid on them for the sake of the common-«

weal. But what do they care for the commonweal, as long §
as they can save, as they fancy, each man his own dirty &

soul for himself? However, thou art sworn now with a

vengeance ; go on with thy tale: and first, who art thou, B

and whence?”

““There—my fine ys |
paid, sirrah, to the poor of Kilkhampten : but hearkea =
If thou wilt not speak an oath, thou =
shalt speak on compulsion ; for to Launceston jail thou ™

Sir Richard Grenvile, if you will hear my |

<« Well, thou art a brave ass, and

WESTWARD HO?! 143

«Well, sir,” said the man, quite unmoved by this last
explosion ; “my name is Salvation Yeo, born in Clovelly
Street, in the year 1526, where my father exercised the
mystery of a barber surgeon, and the preacher of the
people since called Anabaptists, for which I return humble
thanks to God.”

Str Rickard.—Fie! thou naughty knave ; return thanks
that thy father was an ass?

Yeo.—Nay, but because he was a barber surgeon; forl
myself learnt a touch of that trade, and thereby saved my
life, as I will tell presently. And I do think that a good
mariner ought to haveall knowledge of carnal and worldly
cunning, even to tailoring ‘and shoemaking, that he may
be able to turn his hand to whatsoever may hap.

Str Richard.—Well spoken, fellow : but let us have thy
text without thy comments. Forwards!

Yeo.—Well, sir, T 'was bred to thesea from my youth,
and ' was with Captain Hawkins in his three voyages,
which he made to Guinea for negro ‘slaves, and thence to
the West Indies.

Str Rickard.—Then thrice thou wentest to a bad end,
though Captain Hawkins be my-good friend ; and the last
fime to a bad end thou camest.

Ye0o.—No denying that last, your worship: but as for
the former, I doubt: about the unlawfulness I mean ;
being the negroes are of the children of Ham, who are
cursed and reprobate, as Scripture declares, and their
blackness testifies, being Satan’s own livery’; among whom
therefore there can 'be none of the elect, wherefore the
elect are not required to treat'them as brethren.

Stz Richard. —What a plague of a pragmatical sea-lawyer
have we here? And T doubt not, thou hypoecrite, that
though thou wilt call the negroes’ black skin Satan’s liv-
ery, when it serves thy turn to steal them, 'thou wilt find
out sables to be Heaven’s livery every Sunday, and up
with a godly Howl unless a parson shall preach in a black
gown Geneva fashion.  Out upon thee! Go on with
ti;ly tale, lest thou finish thy sermon at Launceston after
all.

¥z0.—The Lord’s people were always a reviled people
and a persecuted people: but I will go forward, sir; for
Heaven forbid but that T should declare what God has
done for me. For till lately, from my youth up, I was

| given over fo all wretchlessness znd unclean living, and




144 WESTWARD HOT

was by nature a child of the devil, and to every good work
reprobate, even as others. :

Sir Rickard.—Hark to his ¢ even as others!” Thoy
new-whelped Pharisee, canst not confess thine own wvil.
lainies without making out others as bad as thyself, and so
thyself no worse than others? I only hope that thou hast
shown none of thy devil’s doings to Mr. Oxenham.

Yeo.—On the word of a Christian man, sir, as I said
before, I kept true faith with him, and would have been a
better friend to him, sir, what is more, than ever he was
to himself.

Sir Richard.—Alas! that might easily be.

¥eo.—1 think, sir, and will make good against any man,
that Mr. Oxenham was a noble and valiant gentleman;
true of his word, stout of his sword, skillful by sea and
land, and worthy to have been Lord High Admiral of
England (saving your worship’s presence), but that
through two great sins, wrath and avarice, he was cast
away miserably or ever his soul was brought to the knowl-
edge of the truth. Ah, sir, he was a captain worth sail-
ing under! And Yeo heaved a deep sigh.

Sir Richard.—Steady, steady, good fellow!
wouldst quit preaching, thou artno fool after all.
us the story without more bush-beating.

So at last Yeo settled himself to his tale:—

< Well, sirs, I went, as Mr. Leigh knows, to Nombre de
Dios, with Mr. Drake and Mr. Oxenham, in 1572, where
what we saw and did, your worship, I suppose, knows as
well as I ; and there was, as you’ve heard may be, a cove-
nant between. Mr. Oxenham and Mr. Drake to sail the
South Seas together, which they made, your worship, in
my hearing, under the tree over Panama. For when Mr.

1f thou
But tell

Drake came down from the tree, after seeing the sea afar

off, Mr. Oxenham and I went up and saw it too; and when
we came down, Drake says, ¢ John, I have made a yow to
God that I will sail that water, if I live and God gives me
grace;’ which he had, done, sir, upon his bended knees,
like a godly man as he always was, and would I had taken
after him! and Mr. O. says, ‘I am with you, Drake, to live
or die, and I think I know some one there already, so we
shall not be quite among strangers;’ and langhed withal.
Well, sirs, that voyage, as you know, never came off,
because Captain Drake was fighting in Ireland ; so Mr
Qs=rham, whe must bz up and doing, sailed for himself
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and I who loved him, God knows, like a brother (saving
the difference in our ranks), helped him to get the cre\i
together, and went as his gunner. That was in 1575 ; as
you know, he had a 120-ton ship, sir, and seventy men out
of Plymouth and Fowey and Dartmouth, and many of
them old hands of Drake’s, beside a dozen or so from
Bideford that I picked up when I saw young Master here.”
¢« Thank God that you did not pick me up too.”
““Amen, amen!” said Yeo, clasping his hands on his
breast. <¢Those seventy men, sir,—seventy gallant nmen,
sif, with every one of them an immortal soul within him,
—where are they now? Gone, like the spray!” And he
swept his hands abroad with a wild and solemn gesture.
*“And their blood is upon my head!” :
Both Sir Richard and Amyas began to suspect that the
man's brain was not altogether sound.
#God forbid, my man,” said the knight kindly.
“Thirteen men I persuaded to join in Bideford town,
beside William Penberthy of Marazion, my good comrade.
And what if it be said to me at the day of the judgment
Salvation Yeo, where are those fourteen whom thou dids't
tempt to their deaths by covetousness and lust of gold?’
Not that I was alone in my sin, if the truth must be told.
For all the way out Mr. Oxenham was making loud speech
after his pleasant way, that he would make all their
fortunes, and take them to such ‘a Paradise, that ‘they
should have no lust to come home again.! And I—God
knows why—for every one boast of his would make two,
€ven to lying and empty fables, and anything to keep up
the men’s hearts. For I had really persuaded myself that
we should all find treasures beyond Solomon his temple
and Mr. Oxenham would surely show us how to conque;
some golden city or discover some island all made of pre-
Clous stones. And one day, as the Captain and I were
ta:lkmg. after our fashion, I said, ¢ And you shall be our
King, Captain.” To which he, <If 1 be, I shall not be long
Without a queen, and that no Indian one either.’ And
after that he often jested abont the Spanish Jadies, saying
that none could show us the way to their hearts better
than he. Which speeches I took no count of then, sirs;
h}lt after I minded them, whether I would or not, W'el]:
SIfs, we came to the shore of New 'Spain, near to the cld

3 Piace-—that‘s_Nombre de Dios; and there Mr. Oxenham
y Went ashore into the woods with a boat’s crew, to find the
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negroes who helped us three years before. Those are the
Cimaroons, gentles, negro slaves who have fled from those
devils incarnate, their Spanish masters, and live wild, like
the beasts that perish; men of great stature, sirs; and
fierce as wolves in the onslaught, but poor jabbering mazed
fellows if they be but a bit dismayed: and have many
Indian women with them, who take to these negroesa deal
better than to their own kin, which breeds war enough, as
you may guess.

<« Well, sirs, after three days the Captain comes back,
looking heavy enough, and says, «We played our trick
once too often, when we played it once. There is- no
chance of stopping another reco (that is, a mule-train,
sirs) now. The Cimaroons say that since our last wvisit
they never move without plenty of soldiers, two hundred
shot at least. Therefore,” he said, ‘my gallants, we must
either return empty-handed from this, the very market and
treasury of the whole Indies, or do such a deed: as men
never did before, which I shall like all the better for that
very reason.’ And we, asking his meaning, ‘Why," he
said, ¢if Drake will not sail the South Seas, we will ;7 add-

ing profanely that Drake was like Moses, who beheld the
promised land afar; but he was Joshua, who would enter

into it, and smite the inhabitants thereof. And, for our
confirmation, showed me and the rest the superseription
of a letter ; and said, *How I came by thisis none of your
business : but I have had it in my bosom ever since I left
Plymouth ; and I tell lyou now, what I forebore to tell you
at first, that the South Seas have been my mark all alongl!

such news have I herein of plate-ships, and gold-ships;

and what not, which will come up from Quito to Lima this

very month, all which, with the pearls of the Gulf of =

Panama, and other wealth unspeakable, will be ours, if we
have but trie English hearts within us.’

<« At which, gentles, we were like madmen for lustof =

that gold, and cheerfully undertook a toil incredible ; for
first we run our ship aground in a great wood which grew

in the very sea itself, and then took out her masts, and

covered her in boughs, with her four cast pieces of great

ordnance (of which more hereafter), and leaving no man o

in her, started for the South Seas across the neck of
Panama, with two small pieces of ordnance and our cul-

(A i ns ] an goo store of Vic uals, a“d W lth ; . h
us Six Of ltllel thou art the cunningest i tila.t ever wﬂed a

halter, or thou hast done a deed the like of which never
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negross for a guide, and so twelve 1 i
gro ea i
runs into the -South’ Sea. o
¢ And there, having cut wo i
od, we made a pinnace (and
Iw{vorlk. engugh we had atit) of five-and-forty foot in( the
eel; and in her down the stream, and to the Isle of
Pearls in the Gulf of Panama.”
“I‘-iIuto the South Sea? Impossible!” said Sir Richard
aboj:;:uc;rg_ tivhat you say, my man; for there is that
1
o ch would make me sorry to find: you outa
::émpotss:blipr not, liar or none, we went there, sir.”
uestion him, Amyas, lest )
e yém."’ yas, he turn out ‘to have been
"I“l{; man looked inquiringly at Amyas, who said—
ell, my man, c_>f t‘he Gulf of Panama I cannot ask
you, for I never was inside it, but what other parts of tl
coast do you know?” 5
“*Every inch, sir, from Cabo San Francisco to Lima:;
:

more 1s lny SOITOwW fOl.' I W ey' Ve or tw
3 as a a!l Sla
: g tl]ere f r (2]

“IYou know Lima?”
*“1 was there three times, worshipf
: ; pful gentlemen, and t
last was February come two years ; and there I helpelclidlalc-llz
a %;'Ziat pIate—shcilp, the “Cacafuogo,’ they called her.”

yas started. ir Ri i ’
s ?}:ei—_ Sir Richard nodded to'him gently to be

:‘éndi ‘T\hé‘t became of her, my lad?”

“God knows, who. knows ‘all, and the devil
fre{ghted her, T broke prison six weeks afterwarés ‘:1]11::1)
ne? er heard but that she got safe into Panama?” :

‘: You never heard, then, that she was taken?”

“"IA‘Iz;lkeni yolulr worships? Who should take her?”

y should not a d gli i :
E ar{)ther?” s Amvagsc‘w English ship take heras well

“Lord love you, sir; yes faith, if they h

; s Sir; = ad but
;I:ere. Many’s the time that I thought tg myselfu asbev?.rue
: ent alcngside, < Oh, if Captain Drake was but here well
(e} v:rimdward, and our old crew of the Dragon! Ask your
pardon, gentles: but how is Captain Drake, if I may n);ake

So bold?”

Heither could hold out longer.
Fellow, fellow!” cried Sir Richard, springing up
¥
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man adventured. Dost thou not know that Captain Drake

took that ¢Cacafuogo’ and all her freight, in February

come two years?”

«Captain Drakel
Drake in the South Seas? He saw them sir, from the tree-
top over Panama, when 1 was with him, and I too; but
sailed them, sir?—sailed them?”

«+Yes, and round the world too,” said Amyas, “‘andI
with him ; and took that very «Cacafuogo’ off Cape San
Francisco, as she came up to Parama.”

One glance at the man’s face was enough to prove his
sincerity. . The great stern Anabaptist, who had not
winced at the news of his mother’s death, dropt right on
his knees on the floor, and burst into violent sobs.

««Glory to God! Glory to God! O Lord, I thank theel
Captain Drake in the South Seas! The blood of thy inno-
cents avenged, O Lord! The spoiler spoiled, and the
proud robbed; and all they whose hands were mighty
have found nothing. Glory, glory! O, tell me, sir, did
she fight?”

¢« We gave her three pieces of ordnance only, and struck
down her mizen mast, and then boarded sword in hand,
But never had need to strike a blow ; and before we left
her, one lof her own boys had changed her name, and
rechristened her the ¢Cacaplata.””

««Glory, gloryl Cowards they are, as I told them. [

told them they never could stand the Devon mastiffs, and

well they flogged me for saying it ; but they could not stop
my mouth.
up after her?”

««\What was that?”

«A long race-ship, sir, from Guayaquil, with an old

gentleman on board,—Don Francisco de Xararte was hiS

name, and by token, he had a gold falcon hanging to a
chain round his neck, and a green stone in the breast of it
I saw it as we rowed him aboard. O tell me, sir, tell meé
for the love of God, did you take that ship?”

«We did take that ship, and the jewel too, and her

Majesty hasit this very hour.”

<tThen tell me, sir,” said he slowly, as if he dreaded an @
answer ; ‘¢ tell me, sir, and oh, try and mind—was therea b

Jittle maid aboard with the old gentleman?”
A little maid? Let me think. No; I saw none.”

The man settled his features again sadly.

God forgive me, sir; but—Captain :

0O, sir, tell me, did you get the ship that came
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€1 thought not. I never saw her i
‘ ; T come aboard. Still T
hoped, like ; I hope ; 7 |
tiog L oped. - Alackaday! Ged help me, Salva-
¢¢What have you to do with this li i
fellow?” asked Grenvile, R WV
¢ Ah, sir, before I tell you that, I
: sir, > 1 st go back and
finish the story of Mr. Ozxenh: ol 1€
R enham, if you will believe me
:: }rtiio bc-ll-e\'e thee, good fellow, and honor thee too.”
B I?’::m, sir, I can speak with a free tongue. Where
“Where was he, Amyas.”
<« At the Isle of Pearls.”
¢« And yet, O gentles, tell me first, | i
1 , S, 10w Capt
came into the South Sezns —over the’neck, as l:v:lcrilid[;'fake
¢« Through the Straits, good fellow, like any Spaniard; but
go‘?n with thy story, and thou shalt have Mr. Leigh's after.”
Through the Straits! O glory! But I’ll tell my tal.e
Well, sirs both—to the Island of Pearls we came, we anti
some of the negroes. = We found many huts, and Indians

fishing for pearls, and also a fair house with porches: but

no Spania'rd therein, save one man; at which Mr. Oxen
ham was like a man transported, and fell on that Sp'aniard-
crying, ‘Perro, where is your mistress? Where is the
bark from Lima?’ To which be boldly enough, ¢What
Was his mistress to the Englishman?’ But Mr. o. threat
ened to twine a cord round his head till his eyes bl;IS‘ out:
and the Spaniard, being terrified, said that the shi ‘Irom,
Lima was expected in a fortnight’s time. So for tepn days
we lay quiet, letting neither negro nor Spaniard leave tls;e
|slanq, and took good store of péarls, feeding sumptuonsl
on wild cattle and hogs until the tenth day, when thei%:I
came by a small bark; her we took, and {o[:::ld her from
%u‘nto, .and on board 60,000 pezos of gold and other store
ith which if we had been content, gentlemen, all haci
g::_e ;w;.-ll.} And some were willing to go back at once
waxmcrlb :_o,tll treasure and pearls in plenty; but Mr. O., ht,a
thatem :{1, 1t mgd, and swore to slay any one who made
e do 1on again, assuring us that the Limaship of which
*had news was far greater and richer, and would make
?nnces of us all; which bark came in sight on the six-
t:fcli“h day, and was taken without shot or slaughter. The
ng of which bark, I verily believe, was the ruin of

- €verv mother’s son of us,"
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And being asked why, he answered, ¢ First, because of
the discontent which was bred thereby ; ffo_r} on ’l,)oard was
no gold, but only 100,000 pezos of silver.
fo‘:lS'!:'f Rz‘ﬁéard, Grefwz'[z.—Thou grefd); fellow; and was
enough to stay your stomachs?:
nogfzga;nswerid that ieywonld to Geod it had been; and
that, moreover, the weight of that silver was afterwards a
hindrance to them, and a fresh cause of discontent, as he
would afterwards declare. <¢So that it had been well fqr
us, sirs, if we had left it' behind, as Mr. Drake left his
three years before, and carried away the gold only. In
which I do see the evident hand of God, and His Ji‘lSt
punishment for our greediness of gain; who caused I'klr.
Oxenham, by whom we had hoped to attain great weaith,
to be a snare to us, and a cause of utter ruin.
““Do you think, then,” sz;{d}?ir Richard, ¢‘that Mr.
m deceived yon williully ?’ :
Of??hx:ill never be}lJieve that, sir: Mr. Oxenham had his
private reasons for waiting for that ship, for the sake of
one on board, whose face would that he had never seen,

though he saw it then, as I fear, not for the first time by

many a one.” And so was silent.
¢t Come,"” said 'both his hearers, *“you have brought us

thus far, and you must go on.” ;
¢ Gentlemen, T have concealed this matter from all men,

both ‘on my voyage home and since ; and I hope you will

be secret in the matter, for tlie honor of my noble Captain

and the comfort of his friends who are alive. For I think
it 2 shame to publish harm of a gallant gentleman, and of
an ancient and worshipful family, and to me a trug and
kind Captain, when what is done cannot be undone, and
least said soonest mended. Neither now would I have
spoken of it, but that I was inwardly moved to it for the
sake of that young gentleman there (looking at Amyas),
that he might be warned in time of God’s wrath'againstthe
crying sin of adultery, and flee youthful lusts, which ‘war
against the soul.” L
¢“Thou hast done wisely enough, then,” said Sir Richard;
““and look to it if T do not reward thee: but the young
gentleman here, thank God, needs no such warnings, hav-
ing got them already, both by precept and example,ﬁwhere
thou and poor Oxenham might have'had tf_lenlalso.
““You mean Captain Drake, your worship?

¢] do, sirrah. If all men were as'clean liversas he, the-._.
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world would be spared one half the tears that are shed in
it.”

‘“Amen, sir. At least there would have been many a
tear spared to us and ours. For—as all must out—in that
bark of Lima he took a young lady, as fair as the sunshine,
sir, and seemingly about two or three-and-twenty years of
age, having with her a tall young lad of sixteen, and a
little girl, a marvellously pretty child, of about six or
seven. And the lady herself was of an excellent beauty,
like a whale’s tooth for whiteness, so that all the crew
wondered at her, and could not be satisfied  with looking
upon her. And, gentlemen, this was strange, that the
lady seemed in no wise afraid or mournful, and bid her
little girl fear nought, as did also Mr. Oxenham = but the
lad kept a very sour countenance, and the more when he
saw the lady and Mr. Oxenham speaking together: apart.

¢ Well, sir, after this good luck we were minded to have
gone straight back to the river whence we came, and so
home to England with all speed. But Mr. Oxenham per-
suaded us to return to the island, and get a few more
pearls. To which foolishness (which after caused!' the
mishap) I verily believe he was moved by the instigation
of the devil and of that lady. For as we were about to go
ashore, I, going down into the cabin of the prize, saw Mr.
Oxenham and that lady making great cheer of each other
with <My life,” and' My king,” and <Light of my eyes,’
and such toys; and being bidden by: Mr. Oxenham to fetch
out the lady’s mails, and take them ashore, heard how the
two laughed together about the old ape of Panama (which
ape, or devil rather, I saw afterwards to my cost), and also
how she said she had been dead for five years, and now
that Mr. Oxenham was come she was alive again and so
forth. Mr. Oxenham badeé take the little maid_ ashore,
kissing her and playing with her, and saying to the lady,
 What is yours is mine, and what is' mine is yours.” And
she asking whether the lad should come ashore, he
aoswered, < He is neither yours nor mine ; let the spawn
of Beelzebub stay on shore.” After which I, coming on
deck again, stumbled over that very lad, upon the hatch-
‘way ladder, who bore so black and despiteful a face, that
1 verily believe he had overheard their speech, and so
thrust him upon deck ; and going below again, told Mr.

. Oxenham what I thought, and said that it were better to

- put a dagger into him at once, professing to be ready:so to
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do. For which grievous sin, seeing that it was committed
in my unregenerate days, I hope 1 have obtained the grace
of forgiveness, as' I have that of hearty repentance. Sut
the lady cried out, ¢ Though he be none of mine, 1 have sin
enough already on my soul ;’ and so laid her hand on Mr
Oxenham’s mouth entreating - pitifully.. And Mr. Oxen-
ham answered laughing, when she would let him, ‘What
care we? let the young monkey go and howl to the old
oney and so went ashore with the lady to that house,
whence for three days henever cams forth, and would have
remained 'longer, but that the men, finding but few pearls,
and being wearied with the watching and warding so many
Spaniards and negroes, came clamerirg to him, and swore
that they would return or leave him there with the lady.
So . all went on board the pinnace again, every one in ill
humer with the Captain, and he with them.

¢« Well, sirs, we came back to the mouth of the river,
and there began our troubles ; for the negroes, as soon as
we were on shore, called on Mr. Oxenham to fulfill the
bargain he had made with them. And now it came out

(what few of us knew till then) that he had agreed with
the Cimaroons that they should have all the prisoners

which were taken, save the gold: ~And he, though loth
was about to give up the Spaniards to them, near forty in
all, supposing that they intended to use them as slaves:
but as we all stood talking, one of the Spaniards, under-=

standing what was forward, threw himself on his knees™

before. Mr. Osxenham, and shrieking like a madman,
entreated not to be given up into the hands of ¢those
devils,’ said he, ¢who never take a Spanish prisoner, but
they roast him alive, and then eat his heart among them.
We asked the negroes if this was possible?  To which
somie answered, ¢ What was that to us?’ But others said
holdiy,’ that it was true enough, and that revenge made the
best sauce, and nothing was so sweet as Spanish blood;
and one, pointing to the lady, said such foul and deviiish
things as 1 should be ashamed either for me to speak, of
you to hear. At this we were like men amazed for very
horror ; and Mr. Oxenham said, ¢ You incarnate fiends, if

you had taken these fellows for slaves, it had been faif
enough ; for you were once slaves to them, and I doubt not 8

cruélly used enough : but as for this abomination,’ says hé;=

«God do so to me, and more also, if I let one of them comes

S MUrmuring against the

. ?ﬁpners like them had

-wolllril he took his delight with his
ld have at least one merry ni
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but Mr. Oxenham stoutly bade put the prisoners on b
the ships again, and so let the prizes go, takin '[}th Olf'rd
?;iyl;c};e tre:lsurrz, un)d the lady and the litt,le maig WlAnd I;I;
we ; - o0d’ :
i u5_n on to Panama, God's wrath having gone out
“Well, sirs, the Cimaroons after that we
) : s 'ent aw
:Isg:jsxfga“”ﬁ revenge (for which we cared. little cr?c))lufrl(:m
rowed up the river to a place where three s s
met, and t_]n_-r? up the least of the three, some f btl’(;&ms,i
th:llinsy,}nll 1t grew all shoal and swif,t; and :)l:]:n(ea\{rs
aSkez l}l)w pinnace upon the sands, and Mr. Oxenhanf
= S“V:} gle? wl}u‘-l]u-:r they were willing to carry the gold
LA ﬁr‘t\.rz,r the mountains to the North Sea.” Some of
gt Sh.s I!.éerle loath to do it, and I and others advised
o i[(\)l'! [d@avu the plate behind, and take the gold
]east, Al ‘:ch)u Ohavc cost us tlllree or four journeys at the
= siltver OW; . £ xenham _promised every man 100 pezos
e enouq};. and above his wages, which made them con=
i Sirs,‘}};aﬁiggf :;cg:oa:jil]:;) ]starzI t_he Swrrow morning.
Sk ght, - ad ordained, came a mis
;)grz&;f;;:;l;?.sfywecl;cs of Mr. Oxon‘ham’s, which thlr“el:rh:ﬁ
half a leacgue ’in?;.n‘fl lzzéviilé?ld C{‘tfﬂed i
we . / €n it away in a house whi
A ?;zcie,s:;fml;gz:ghs, Mr. O.r_h?mg always full of th:th]lfi}sl.
e goo}[’ Comradz me(iu:d William Penberthy of Marazion
R E aE a few more, saying, ¢ That we hac,]
ithe very garden of Eden; and oy Lo o lready
; . gar » and wanted fo i
:vc;l.::g &Zeﬁ \Vthcfut labor or toil ; and that E-t nvzgs”nhgc’»ttt;gt
i faifh[(g){tqnoc;er t? the North Sea, to go and seek out
e Aam there dwell in joy and pleasure till
o ,?d we two,” he said, “will be king and
g i ;)u, whom I can trust, myofficers ; and for serv-
E s 1ha;re the Indians; who, I warrant, will be more
. dvv-ﬂs ,n;-i:lami t]nr:rry masters like us than those
e -—,_m much more of the like ;- which words
carnal pleas'nre ‘Zm;m\?‘ﬂ;it?las.r bt‘;%{ \g\,u;[ﬁl‘n e
2 amity,—as  did "William
B‘)l’tg?ﬁ;i (it.)mra'de, on whom I trust God has hisniféihy,
rest, sirs, taok tﬁhe} matter all ‘across, and be Cg’l'.l
Captain, saying that pcor h.ofest
always the labor and the pain
lady ; and that they,‘
ght before they were slain

into your murderous hands.” So there was a great quarrel ;




