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f;/ dJohn R. Spears

A Seafaring Adventurer of the Days of Jean Lafitte

his  historical works are
the Spanish War ™'; *
American Merchant Marine ’;
subjects. Of his fiction, probably “
but it is only one of many.

finish.

HERE is a real he-man sea story by an author who not enly knows the sea and
ships from practical experience, but is also one of the greatest living authori-
ties on all things nautical, both modern and historical.
“ A History of the American Navy '';
The Story of New England Whalers
*“ Master Mariners,”
The Port of Missing Ships "’
In the present story, against a hackground of history,
and in a period that is perhaps one of the most romantic in American sea annals, he
has woven an adventure yarn that will keep the reader at fever heat from start to

Among the best known of
* Qur Navy in
”: * The Story of the
and many others on kindred
1s the best known.

CHAPTER 1
AN ANCIENT DIARY,

HILE I was prowling around a
\x / second-hand book store, well-
known to the people of New York
in other days as the Literary Junk Shop,
the genial proprietor of it came to me bring-
ing a compact, leather-bound blank, book
about as large as a common 12mo volume
and something more than an inch thick.
At first glance it was seen that the cor-
ners of the book had been carefully
trimmed with a sharp knife in a way sug-
gesting that the owner had shaped it thus

1 A-S

in order that it might then be easily slipped
into his pocket; though of course it was
possible he was merely removing dog-ears
acquired in the course of long use.

It was also seen at the same time that
the leather binding had been worn at the
edges until the pasteboard was exposed to
view while the back had been so badly

.broken that a length of twine such as

sailors use when patching sails had been
wound around it to hold it together.

“T have observed that you are interested
in all sorts of books pertaining to the sea,”
said the dealer in literary junk, as he of-
fered the book to me, “ and so it occurred
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to me that you were sure to like this, for
it is a seaman’s diary.”

On taking the book and turning one
side to the light of a near-by window the
following title, though it had been written
with a quill pen and was badly faded and
worn, was yet legible:

Log of the Cruises
of
Jonathan Parsons, A.B.
Beginning .
November 27, 1817.

The date of the title was immediately
impressive, for, as the reader well knows,
the period during which this sailor thus
declared he was afloat was that following
our War of 1812, and it included the years
when the Spanish-American colonies were
fighting for freedom from the rule of Spain
—years, too, when many American-owned
cruisers sailed, well-armed, under the flags
of the revolutionists in search of Spanish
galleons laden with jewels, doubloons,
pieces of eight, and cochineal.. - Moreover,
not a few of those cruisers were named by
crews who, when they failed to find Spanish
ships, fell upon those flying other flags.

As Parsons had used the word cruises
rather than voyages to describe his pere-
grinations, the title of the book suggested
at once that he might have had berths on
some of those more or less piratical ships—
and a man who loves sea stories could
hope for nothing more interesting than a
first-hand account of the doings of such an

unscrupulous adventurer.

 Accordingly I quickly removed the twine
that held the book together and exposed
a page, here and there, to the light. It
was now seen that the leaves were a pale
blue in color, that they were thin but en-
tirely opaque, and that they were covered
with writing that, though done with a quill
and with small letters, was singularly clear
and easily read. Manifestly, Parsons was
not of the ignorant foremast hands usually
found in the forecastles of that period, and
the perusal of but few lines was needed
to confirm the view conveyed by a first
glance at the penmanship.

This is to say that he appeared to be
well educated, though perhaps not as well
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as were those ancient buccaneers. who used
to quote Latin poetry and read Greek plays
to while away the tedious hours of their
cruises. , There were, for example, a few
plain errors in his use of English. But
he certainly had the knack of expressing
his ideas in words that were not to be
misunderstood and very often they were
notably forceful.

A further inspection of the diary showed
that a leaf had been cut out, here and
there, and from one to two or three sheets
of blue writing paper, well covered with
writing, inserted to replace each excised
leaf; so one felt justified in supposing that
this wandering sailor had been inspired,
as were a few of the old-time buccaneers, -
with a desire to portray to the world, by
means of a printed volume the pictures of
life at sea as he had seen them in those
troubleful days; and that with this end in
view he had rewritten and enlarged upon
the original entries in the ¢ log.”

“I was out on Long Island—Hurstweir,
on the Great South Bay—for three days,
last week,” explained the literary junk
dealer, “and I there made the acquain-
tance of Mr. Johnson Arkwright. The
Arkwrights, as you know, are among the
oldest families on the island. Johnson, who
is a white-haired old man, is the fifth, he
said, who has borne that given name. The
men as a rule have all gone to sea in their
younger days, and so, as you would natur-
ally imagine, the old Arkwright mansion
is decorated with the spoils of the sea,
and more especially with models and half
models of vessels in which members of the
family have sailed. :

“ And no more remarkable collection of
such models can be found on the island,

as I will venture to say. Fancy a hull that =

would carry no more than two-hundred tons
of cargo rigged with two enormous masts
crossing yards up to royals and every yard
showing stunsail booms! You see I picked
up the sea lingo talking to the old gentle-
man, though I may not have it quite
straight.

“Now the model that attracted me most
was that of a schooner said to ‘measure
one-hundred and seven tons, neat,’ that
was a regular yacht but of ancient rig.



CRUISES OF JONATHAN PARSONS, A. B.

She was sharp as a needle forward, broad
in the middle, with clean-lines aft and
had a heel that reached down much like
the fin of one of our big single stickers.
Mr. Arkwright said that she was of the
old Baltimore pilot model but had been
built at Northport, on the island, and then
he added:

¢ She was named the Nemesis and was
- used as a privateer in the War of 1812
with great success. My grandfather, the
third Johnsem Arkwright, owned her at
one time after the war and our traditions
tell us that she had quite a remarkable
career.’

“ ¢ 'That’s very interesting,” I said, and
then continwed: ‘I wonder now if ‘you
have any of her old logs kept when she
was an American privateer.’

“You see I was looking, with an eye to
business, for an original seurce of informa-
tion in connection with that war.

¢ ¢ There is no regular log of the Nemesis
at any period of her life,” he replied, ‘ but
T have the diary of 2 man who made sev-
eral cruises in her during the period when,
as I said, she had some remarkable ex-
periences.  I'll show it to youw.’

“Then he brought me this old blank-
beok and a clipping from an old Long
Island newspaper which you will find folded
against the inside of the back cover. He
wanted to know how much I thought the
old book was worth. And when, after a
look through it, I offered him two dollars,
he accepted the money with the air of a
man whe thinks he has made a good bar-
gain. Er—I will show a similar air if you
think it is worth five dellars to you.”

As he talked I went on turning the
leaves and I read enough to perceive that
Jonathan Parsens, A.B., had made a
voyage to Africa for slaves that was unique
in its plan; that he had been associated
with the filibusters under Sir Gregor Mec-
Gregor, who had tried to establish a re-
public in Florida when that territery be-
longed to Spain; that he had narrowly
escaped hanging at the hands of Jean
Lafitte when that notable sea “ bosse ” was
managing a sea ‘fence” on the island
where Galveston now stands, and, what
was still more interesting to me, he had
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-been a member of a erew of genuine black-
~ flag pirates when they attacked an Ameri-

can merchantman, and he had there turned
upon them with results that not only as-
tounded them, but, later, him as well.
Here, confessedly was a tale of the sea
that made my blood jump.

So I bought the “log” forthwith and
now I have in mind to carry out, as well
as I can, the suppeosed design of the ad-
venturous sailor—that of publishing the
story in order to give the world some views
of life at sea in the days when our nation
was young, its seamen unafraid and, at
times, . unscrupulous.

CHAPTER IL
J. PARSONS, ‘ MISSIONARY.”

S the story runs, beginning on the
first page of the log, Parsons was in
Baltimere when he bought the blank-

book and began to write in it. He had
gone . there to ship on some one of the
privateers then sailing out of that' pert
under various Spanish-American flags, but
before he found a berth to his liking he
had the misfortune to be “ recognized on
the street by the boatswain of the Philippe
galley.”

“I had sooner thought to meet the
devil,” he continues, “ but when I would
have killed him for the lashes he gave me
in those days, he fled down an alley and
I lost him. And the worst of it was he
then told everybody alongshore all he knew
and all he could imagine about me, so that
I have no chance for an officer’s berth.

“Tt is not the story that I was on the
galley that hurts me; other birds of the
feather have held commissions on the
cruisers here, but he has been telling that
I am gun-shy; and he brings two of his
chums to support his lie by telling that T
was court-martialed for cowardice on the
Macedonian. I have admitted that I was
court-martialed for leaving post, and that
I confessed my guilt at the trial, but that
the thing I did was to climb on top the
hammeck nettings in order to get a better
chanee to use my musket.

“ Did that help me any? Not a red.
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For officers looking for berths are thicker
than cockroaches alongshore here, and no
one will take a chance on me as long as
I am under suspicion. In fact, when I
have told the owners, thinking to prove
_my courage, that I have done my best to
overhaul Pierre, who always runs, I have
been laughed at. For he has brought in
prizes. However, I’ll get him yet!”.

At that time, however, Parsons was un-
able to take vengeance on his enemy, for
the former boatswain—his name was Pierre
Soult—had become an American citizen
and captain of a South American cruiser

‘ named Sagacity, which sailed on a cruise,
while I combed the streets to find him.

“ Being now well assured that he could
not get a commision, Parsons gave up try-
ing and took passage on a sloop to New
York, bound, as the diary notes, to see
his “ old-time friend, Deacon Johnson Ark-
wright of Hurstweir, Long Island.”

On the way, Parsons evolved a plan for
a slaving voyage to Africa on a quite novel
plan, and he expresses the belief that the
deacon would enter into it with enthusiasm.
The result of his appeal to his old friend,
as it appears, fully met his expectations,
and as he was eventually—in the following
March—carrying out the plan,
favored him in a most interesting fashion.

The plan, it may be noted, shows the
audacity of the man. He was to pose as
a missionary who was anxious to go to
Africa to “save the lost souls of the
heathen.” 1In order to obtain funds for
this purpose, he proposed preaching a series
of missionary sermons on the island and
then appealing to the ‘ righteous to take
shares in a missionary ship at one dollar
per. If I get the funds and the ship, the
rest will be easy,” says the diary.

Of the first of these sermons for which
the deacon soon provided the opportunity,
little need be said, but one which was
delivered on March 22, is of special interest.

As Parsons tells the story it was with
great difficulty that he held the attention
of his congregation on that day, but it was
not because of any lack on his part. In fact
there were many points about him and his
sermon—points which he enumerates in
the diary—that were likely to impress an

fortune .
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alongshore congregation. For one thing
he had a personality that commanded at-
tention. He was tall and gaunt, his eyes
were dark and piercing, his smooth-shaven
jaws ¢ opened and shut like the jaws of a
wolf trap,” and his long hair “ shook like
a mane ” when, “ with deep-toned, voice and
slugging gestures,” he quoted passage after
passage of Scripture “ to fasten every state-
ment ” he made regarding the faith. The
quoted words were written by the man.

Observe that word * fasten.” Having
been a sailor, as he proclaimed at every
opportunity, the stories he told to illustrate
his text and many of his words were of the
sea and ships. The people of Hurstweir
had never listened to a speaker who was
so easily comprehended as this one.

But there was one other attraction which
held the interest of the people in this
strange man—what Parsons calls a bio-
graphical attraction—and it was excessively
annoying to him. Among the people of
Hurstweir was an old sailor named Ben-
jamin Hawkins. “Old Ben,” as he was
called, had sailed on many seas and had
served in the ships of England and France
as well as in those under the * gridiron
flag ”; and when he heard that ¢ a sea-far-
ing evangelist named Jonathan Parsons was
to preach a series of missionary sermons,”
he abandoned his customary seat at ‘the
tavern to attend the first of them.

“ He came in with others, so that I did
not twig him,” writes Parsons, “and he
took a seat in the shadow of the fireplace
where he thought I could not see him.
But soon after I began my opening effort,
I saw him keeping a bright lookout.

“ Of all places to meet the old scalawag,
this was the worst, but I soon bumped
across the reef and was able to carry on
all sail just as if he was not there.”

When the discourse was ended, old Ben
mingled with the people and ¢ declared
with a string of oaths a fathom long, for
he can’t talk without profanity,” that when
in the harbor of Marseilles, ¢ before the
war, he had seen this strange evangelist
chained to an oar of a galley named the
Philippe.” ‘

The people of Hurstweir could hardly
believe old Ben, at first. They thought
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"it a case of mistaken identity. But the
. old sailor then strengthened his statement
by saying:

“ He hain’t been in the galleys, hey?

Well, now, hain’t he? You seen him sway

from one foot to t’other when he got
excited, didn’t you? You did. Watch
him next time and see it again. He stood
with his right foot forward, didn’t he? He
did. And he sawed his hands fore and aft
breast high, now, didn’t he? Well, now, I
tell you he pulled a port-oar amidships and
that’s how come he makes them motions.
The convicts all get just such motions.”

Even that was not the end of old Ben’s
evidence in the matter. The next after-
noon, as Parsons and Deacon Arkwright
were passing the tavern, the old sailor
spatched the whip from the hand of the
stage-driver, who had just come in from
Brooklyn, and unseen by his victim, he
cracked it over the shoulders of Jonathan
Parsons. Thereat, Parsons shrank away
with an involuntary motion which con-
vinced every spectator that the story of the
galley was true.

“It was a scurvy trick,” writes Par-

sons, ‘‘ and my throat parched with thirst

for his blood. I had well-nigh forgotten
his lying testimony when I was court-mar-
tialed on the Macedonian, and his being a
chum of Pierre Soult was escaping me, but
now, when I would have strangled the
devil’s spawn the deacon caught my arm,
saying I would spoil our broth if I spilled
blood in it. So I let him go; and that
was best after all. For the deacon told the
crowd that while T had been convicted of
a foul crime in a French court, it was done
on perjured testimony.

“Y do not deny he was a scalawag in
his day, but he has since come to the foot
of the cross,” said the deacon, “and he
is now a brand snatched from the burning.”

The attack of old Ben, in fact, favored
the nefarious plans which Parsons and
Deacon Arkwright were pursuing. The
people came out “ in rapidly growing num-
bers and they listened with rapt interest,”
thereafter. But on this particular March
day, Parsons was, nevertheless, wholly un-
able to hold their attention, and well he
understood why. For “ the line storm was

raging and the wind had a marvelous
power. It was coming across the bay from
the southeast, and smiting the shingles on
the wall, until they screamed in voices that
overwhelmed mine, though I shouted with
a deep-toned power that would have carried
to the foretopsail-yard in the roaring for-
res”

In such weather as that no south-shore
audience could be expected to give full at-
tention to any sermon in those days or now.

“ At every shiver and jump of the building

all the men looked from window to win-
dow or turned to glance toward the door as
if they were expecting to receive a message
or a call.”

Seeing the state of mind of the people,
Parsons cut short his remarks as much as
possible without losing the thread of his
argument and at the end of twenty minutes
began lining the closing hymn. And then
as the audience showed manifest relief, a
boy named Sembrick Prebbles, clothed in
dripping oilskins, entered the church. For
a moment he gazed over the audience as if °
frightened. Then he advanced on tiptoe to
the front seat where Deacon Arkwright and
Deacon Henry Stumbleforth were preparing
to lead in the singing, and there said in
what he intended for a whisper:

“Pop says there’s a vessel driv’ over
the bar and she’s high and dry on the beach
already.”

The words were heard by every person
in the building, and as the boy ceased
speaking, Parsons pronounced the benedic-
tion, and then hurriedly joined the men in
their rush for the dunes beyond the Great
South Bay.

CHAPTER III.
THE NEMI;SIS.

N arriving at the edge of the bay, the
people found a tide, such as they had
rarely seen, had filled the bay. Boats

that had been lying high on the sand with
bows to the village, that morning, were now
afloat at the ends of long mooring lines with
bows toward the sea. But as they gazed
across the torn waters, the people saw
dimly through rifts in the driving rain, a
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schooner’s masts on the narrow island that
fences off the Atlantic from the bay, and
wading forth, more than twoscore of the
men climbed into boats and were soon
bending their willing backs in their efforts
to make headway into the teeth of the
opposing wind. :
On arriving upon the island, howazver,
few gave the stranded schooner a length-
ened survey, for there was nothing about
the wreck to attract more than a passing
glance from the average citizen ‘who then
lived alongshore. For one thing every
member of the crew had disappeared—
drowned when she struck on the outer bar
and was swept by the breakers. It ap-
peared, however, that every citizen present
at once recognized the vessel. For she
was ~ Northport built and owned—the

Nemesis, a vessel that had served as a -

privateer in the War of 1812, and had since
been engaged in bringing salt from Turk’s
Island.

A tidal wave had lifted her over the
bar and carried her into a low depression
between the sand dunes and there it had
dropped her. The subsequent waves had
eaten the sand away from under her until
she was lying in a shoal inlet, but it was
not at all difficult for any alongshoreman
to reach her and mount to her deck. But
the sails had been torn away and the run-
ning gear was flying loose in the gale.
The deck had been swept clean, fore and
aft, by the waves, and there was literally

nothing about her for the people to “save ” .

Or rescue.

So the mass of the crowd hurried away
to a belated dinner. But Deacon John-
son Arkwright, Deacon Stumbleforth, and
Parsons remained to board the wreck.

To the admiration of the two older men,
Parsons, when boarding her, put a hand
on the flying-jib stay and with an easy
swing leaped up astride of the bowsprit.
They had climbed up laboriously. Then
when they looked ruefully at the condition
of the hulk, Parsons walked aft with his
eyes on the deck, as far as the mainmast
where he paused and beckoned to the
others.

_“Have a severe look at the mast coat,”

he exclaimed when they came to his side.
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They did as told and then glanced signifi-
cantly one to the other.

“ You're a sailor-man all right,” declared
Stumbleforth, turning to Parsons. ¢ Any-
one looking at her from the beach ’ud
say she was hogged, but there’s not one
copper tack started in that coat. What do
you suggest, Mr. Parsons?”

“We'll strip both coats, fore and main,
S0 no one sees what*we see. Then you'll
sell the wreck where she lies, because she
lies handy for burning to get the metal out
of her; and the deacon here will bid her
in for joint and private account. But will
he burn her? He will not. He will put in
sister and riding keelsons with a few new
streaks in the bilges, and there you are
with a schooner good for twenty years
afloat yet. Put me in charge of the job. T’ll
work as ship carpenter by day and preach
the Gospel by night until we launch her
forth. What we will do next, we will con-
sider meantime.”

The diary of Jonathan Parsons, A.B.,
tells in minute detail how he toiled with a
sailor’s love for the work over the repair of
the stranded Nemesis. Not only were the
new timbers he had mentioned put in, but
she was strengthened wherever the least
weakness might have developed through the
strain of the stranding. Then the cabin
trunk, though it was not rotten or injured
in any way, was rebuilt of solid oak, twice
as thick as that which had been used. The
hatches, too, were greatly strengthened with .
iron bars and iron lips that bit under angle
irons on the coamings when slid into place.

The use of the iron on'the hatches seemed
superfluous to most of the critical specta-
tors of the work, but Parsons replied:

“ Gentlemen, 1 was second mate on the
Marjorie when she sank on the Banks,
six years ago, because her hatches were
carried away and the sea got all mixed up
with her cargo-of bar iron,-as some of you
may have heard. Now, listen to me. What
goes under hatches in the Nemesis is to
stay there safe and sound until the master
orders hatches off.”

“T allow that not a one of them saw
the drift of that small remark,” says a
note in the diary where the remark is
recorded.
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In the mean time, however, Parsons had
had more trouble with old Ben Hawkins.

“ The infernal scoundrel had the effon-
tery to come to me, last night, while I was
serving as a lone watchman on our little
shippie,” says the diary, “ and what did
he do but tell me he needed a hundred
dollars and he calculated I would get it
for him out of the deacon’s pile. I was
struck speechless and when he saw it was
so, he went on and said:

- “Don’t get excited, now, Jonathan, nor
do nothing rash. Fighting’s a heap wickeder
for preachers than airybody else, and
Deacon Arkwright is sartin sure you’re a
brand with the glim doused, at last. So
don’t you forget to keep it doused. Any-
way, you’d better do as I say. You dassent
kill me, and if T escape ashore again, and
you fail’to get the hard money for me, Il
tell everybody ‘why you was sent to the
galleys. T hain’t said a word about that,
so far. But that hain’t all T'll do, for Tl
tell them that when you escaped the Phil-
ippe and fled the country, you left be-
hind in Bordeaux an honest wife, and y u
have never so much as tried to write to her
since. You neverswrote a letter to anybody
all the time you was on the Macedonian,
anyhow, or tried in any way to help that
poor girl, though you knew she wasn’t able
“to support herself and your babe. Either
you’ll get me the good hard dollars or T'll
expose you for the dirty loafer that you
are.” ]

“1 let him have his say,” continues the
diary, “and then I answered as quiet
and calm as if he’d been singing a lullaby.

“ Ben,” T said, “ you’ve brought me up
with a round turn. 1 don’t want you telling
anything like that about me, so as I've got
a few dollars on board, I'll fetch ’em out.
The deacon left them with me for use in
case any man wanted an advance, but I
guess T can make it all right with him
when anythmg is said about our httle bag
of silver.”

“ With that T went down the companion-
way. It was lucky I’d found a cat-o’-nine
tails, in a locker that day, and I laughed
to think it was a regular man-o’-war cat.
I allow the boatswain of the Nemesis never

felt as I did when I took it in my hands.

" said.
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Then I hid it under my jacket behind
my back, took the deacon’s bag of dollars
in my hand and went up on deck again.

“Here’s all the money I've got on
board,” I said to Ben. ‘ Would you like
to count it?”

“I would that,” says he good and
hearty, and held out both hands for the
bag. So I gave it to him and then closed
my hands around his lean old neck. I

‘was aching to tear his head off but I held

myself firm for Lucille’s sake. I knew I
was now to have a good chance to win a
fortune for her, and that killing the in-
fernal old Har would spoil all, as the deacon

“So all T did was to close his wizen,
strip off his clothes and use the cat. I
allow he won’t sit down or lean back against
anything for the next three weeks without
flinching worse than T did when he cracked
the stage driver’s whip. Then ¥ made him
wash up the deck and promise he would
not tel who skinned him under penalty
of killing the next time I put hands’ en
him.”

CHAPTER 1V. il

., THE GOSPEL SHIP.

WHEN the repairs had been finished

Parsons records that the total cost

was “ under two thousand dollars
and we were offered three thousand dollars
for her a week before T was done with her.”
But greatly to the astonishment of the citi-
ens of Hurstweir, the Nemesis was not for
sale at that price or any other. And when
the deacon was asked why, he replied:

“ Parsons will explain the whole matter
next Sabbath morning.”

When the appointed hour arrived the®
church where Parsons had been speaking
was filled to the door, and the attention
paid to his words was now in marked con-
trast with that given him on the day of
the storm. The sermon was of course, what
was called a missionary effort. The speaker
was more eloquent than he had ever been
before, so the diary declared, and the tales
told to illustrate his argument were drawn
from his most exciting experiences as a
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wanderer. The horrors of savage life in
the wilds of Africa were dwelt upon, chiefly.
Finally, when describing a war between two
neighboring tribes he told how the aggres-
sive warriors crept into a village at night
while its people were all asleep; how the
awakened men, women, and children were
mercilessly slaughtered; how a number of
them were saved alive for sacrifice to the
devilish spirts the conquerors worshiped
as gods, and how the unhappy prisoners
were then tortured to death. ‘ And the
torture was described in such detail that
the shuddering listeners seemed to see the
quivering flesh and the gushing blood of the
dying wretches,” declares the diary. Then
it continues:

“ At that I paused and gazed over the
people until they leaned forward breathless
for the moment in order not to miss a
word of what I would say next, and then
1 went on in a voice that trembled with
emotion:

¢ Brethren, as each soul was thus tor-
tured from the torn bodies of those heathen,
there were devils in waiting in the air
round about to grasp it and carry it shriek-
ing away to the internal torment of the
pit, where the worm dieth not and the fire
is not quenched.

“ Brethren, the vision of those writhing
bodies has haunted me to this day. In that
wretched hour I vowed that I would not
rest until I had saved some of the lost
souls found on the black coast; for I had
already been brought to see the light of
the Gospel. With the memory of those
sufferings gnawing at my heart it has been
a weary wait for the opportunity, but now
the time for action has come. Brethren,
the Nemesis is going as a missionary ship
to that coast. Those victims of savage
@ cruelty shall be brought to the light of
the Gospel—they shall learn the ways of
our Christian civilization.”

So much of his talk is recorded in de-
tail. He adds that the people were then
told that the ¢ good deacons of this
church,” having providentially obtained a
vessel fit for the purpose, had determined
to devote it to missionary work. Deacon
Arkwright himself was to go out as cap-
tain of the vessel. More important still, the
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big-hearted owners had provided means for
the support of the ship and crew, so that
no appeal for funds need be made. But
as a special favor to any who loved the
work, of “/lifting heathen from their de-
graded lives,” lawful shares in the Nemesis
would be sold for one dollar each and every
dollars thus invested should be used in the
work in hand.

One sees a sardonic grin, so to say, in
every line of the diary where these state-
ments are recorded. He manifestly enjoyed
much his truthful references—such as “ lift-
ing heathen ”—to the actual work he was
to do. And he was greatly amused by the
response to his appeal for subscriptions to
the shares in the Nemesis company.

“ They tread on each other’s toes to get
alongside the deacon and subscribe,” he
notes, and then he adds: “1I should have
kept an account of the total number taken
but I was so busy I overlooked it. How-
ever, I reckon the deacon knows all about
it. I never knew him to miss seeing a
copper that came his way.”

With the money subscribed up and down
the island, the Nemesis was fitted out with
supplies to last for more than a year, and
the diary notes that the number of water
barrels taken excited not a word of com-
ment. The quantity of rum put on board,
however, caused a preacher from a neigh-
boring hamlet to make protest. .

“But I soothed him by quoting Scrip-
ture,” says the diary. “1I told him rum was
the current coin of the coast and then I
said I would be ¢ all things to all men’ if
by any means I might save some. If a
drink of rum will induce a heathen to
leave the darkness of ignorance to migrate
to the fields of Christian civilization, I will
give it to him.”

When the time came for shipping a crew,
Parsons was astonished and at first almost
dumfounded by the number of men who
wanted to join; but after considerirg the
matter overnight he put them all off by
telling them that only men seasoned to the
coast—able to escape or endure the ever-
present fevers—could be taken. He then
brought from New York, a crew selected
among the seamen who had been in various
voyages to Africa.
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The diary of Parson’s stay at Hurstweir
is so well filled that it has been possible to
record here the sailing of this slaver in the

guise of a Gospel ship in ample detail. In

like manner the story of the passage across
the Atlantic might be described minutely
but only a few incidents need be given.
_First of all the barrels were all set up,
and on reaching the Cape de Verdes, they
were filled with water and placed in two
tiers that covered the whole floor of the
vessel, “leaving a space above them of
just six feet to the beams—more than we
shall need, but it is all right.”

A floor of rough lumber was then laid
over the barrels from stem to stern post,
after which a - stout bulkhead was built
athwartships, close abaft the mainmast.
Just forward of the mast an ornate pulpit
was installed while benches for a congrega-
tion to sit on were arranged in orderly rows
before the pulpit. Many candlesticks were
placed around the walls of the “ house of
worship we thus provided, for nothing is
so attractive at night as plenty of lights,”
to quote the diary-once more. Then “ be-
cause there are many visible knot holes in
the bulkhead where they might excite
heathen suspicions,” a curtain of red cotton
cloth was suspended where it would conceal
the characteristics of the heavy timber wall.

As mate of the Nemesis, and because he
was a superior ship carpenter, Parsons not
only superintended but he took a leading
part in the work thus done. And when it
was ended he wrote:

“It is the best foul-weather meeting
house ever seen. The seating capacity is
small—much smaller than I could wish,
perhaps, but if we can fill it or even half fill
it with the influential men of the tribe
they will bring all of the common sort to

* the foot of the altar—yea, they will.”

Eight weeks from the day the Nemesis
sailed out of the Great South Bay she en-
tered the mouth of the Rio Bongo. With
a gentle breeze to help her along she
reached up the stream to a point opposite
the south bank where, as African travelers
remember, one sees the curious Twin
Knobs, a pair of low hills or buttes thrown
up no one has ever learned how. They
stand in the middle of a low mesa of very
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fertile land which, in those days, was oc-
cupied by people who were ruled by one
Eoretop Billy. -

Foretop Billy’s experiences in life ac-
cording to a history of Liverpool, men-
tioned by Parsons, included a passage
across the Atlantic in the slaver Mary, of
Liverpool, Captain Hugh Crow, during
which he was taught to use a musket. On
the way the Mary had a fight with two
armed French ships—it was during the
French Revolution—and he carried himself
so well that he was shipped later as an able
seaman in the Royal Navy. There he was
in time promoted to the command of the
foretop, a much-coveted berth among naval
seamen in the old days.

Finally this able negro returned to the
Rio Bongo, where he usurped the throne
of his tribe and became a slaver chieftain
whose fame was surpassed only by that
of Da Sousa, the ruler of the Gallinas.

Having arrived within view of the village
of this noted chieftain, the Nemesis was
brought head to wind, the anchor was
dropped and two flags were run to the
truck of the mainmast. The upper flag
was milk white with a blood-red cross in
the center. Below that fluttered the Stars
and Stripes.

CHAPTER V.
THE TRAP.

"HEN First Mate Parsons, of the
schooner Nemesis, had broken out
the two flags at the masthead, as

mentioned in the last chapter, he turned
to look toward the Twin Knobs where
Foretop Billy’s village was located. Only
a stout wall made of timbers set firmly in
the ground was visible at the moment. But °
several men were soon seen running from
the nearby brush to a doorway in the wall,
and then the war horns began to sound,
while two small cannons were protruded
through ports made man-o’-war fashion in
the wall. : =
A few minutes later a company of
negroes, all of whom were armed with mus-
kets and cutlases, came from the enclosure
marched to the bank of the river opposite
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the Nemesis, with a bearing that showed
much training. On the bank of the river
they came to “ parade rest,” after which
four of them stepped into a canee moored
to the bank. A fifth, evidently one of the
bhead men, followed them and then the
canoe was paddled off to the Nemesis.
There the head man stood up and asked
in very good English whether the Nemesis
had come to trade for palm oil or slaves.

" Thereupon, Parsons came to the rail
and pointing to the two flags at the mast-
head, replied:

. “Your royal highness, your question is
proper and right. Never has a merchant
ship come to this river but for the purposes
of trade. But I have to tell you that we
will buy neither slaves nor palm eil. This
is not a trader; it is a juju ship and I am
a juju-man—you savvy—a preacher come
to lead a few lost souls to the light of
Christian civilization. We intend to tell
you all about the white man’s fetish, savvy?
But come aboard, sir, and have a drink—
have all you can hold of good rum, after
which we will show you the dash and tell
you all about things.”

Parsons writes that as he concluded this
mvitation he ‘ went through the motions
of holding a glass of liquor to my lips and
then tilting it slowly as one who drinks
with relish. The sign language is uni-
versal in its use, and that black rascal
climbed on board se swiftly he made the
rail sizzle.”

The other men in the canoce followed.
All were “ embraced like brothers,” and
then conducted down a narrow ladder lead-
ing to the foot of the pulpit in the hold.
A stout table which had been placed there
for the occasion was “ chock-a-block with
grub and liquor, and the way those boys
waded in was a pleasure to see.”

Before they could become intoxicated,
however, they were loaded with the
“ dash,” or presents always given to the
African chiefs of that day, and Parsons
notes that “we were so liberal it made
the deacon flinch. But he stood the gaff
bravely and sent them away hilariously
happy.

“ The black beggars stopped at the rail
to express their thanks, which I never saw
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them do before,” adds the diary, and “1I
allow we have made a deep impression.”

The next move was to bring off Foretop
Billy and his favorite son for a feast. A
score of leadihg citizens of the village
wished to come along, and Billy was willing
they should do so, but Parsons declared
that a king of such renown should have an
exclusive greeting first, after which the
head men should be properly received.

¢ I'll wager that was a trump card,” says
the diary. “ Old Billy was never so proud
of himself as he was when we did the honors
that night. And the dash he carried ashore,
when he could eat no more, loaded his
canoe till the gun’ales were awash.” :

No reference to the work of the ¢ juju-
man ” was made during this feast, but the
next day Foretop Billy was invited to
“bring off say twenty-five of your most
intelligent men to hear the story of the
white man’s fetish. We shall talk briefly
and we shall have a quantity of good things
to eat and drink. But you will tell your
people, I hope, that while I am talking
they are to listen quietly and sit still in
their places so that my words may be
heard and understood by all. |

“ And the old dolt said ¢ I shore will, and
ef dey don’ keep dey moufs shet, I'll break
dey heads—yassuh.””

As the sun dipped down to the man-
groves that bordered the lower reaches of
the river that afternoon, the captain of the
Nemesis with First Mate Parsons. went to
and fro for a final inspection—to see that
everything was in readiness for the recep-
tion of Foretop Billy and his head men.

First of all they examined what Parsons
called the tabernacle. The pulpit and
benches had been set to one side and a
table, long enough to accommodate fifty
men, was erected fore and aft in the center
of the room. A row of benches was placed
along each side of the table. At the after
end a throne was built somewhat in the
shape of a man-o’-war’s foretop with a
big arm chair in the center. At the forward
end was a smaller throne of the same shape.
The thrones, of course, were for Foretop
Billy and his favorite son, while the benches
were for the -head men. On each side of
the table was a row of bottles of rum,
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while at the head of the table were bottles
of wine as well as liquor, and the foot of the
table was provided in similar fashion, save
only that the number of bottles was less.

No food of any kind was served, but
boxes of cigars were scattered at short
intervals along the table and Foretop Billy
and his son were provided not only with
cigars but with Turkish pipes and quan-
tities of loose tobacco.

Only a glance was needed to see that
the arrangement of the table would be
pleasing to the negro king and his head
men. On deck a more careful inspection
seemed needed. First of all, as Captain
Arkwright and Parsons came from the
hatchway they carefully examined the hatch
coamings. These and the adjoining parts
of the deck had been covered with lengths
of red calico but under the calico it was
seen that the hatch covers were lying ready
to be slipped into place and toggled fast
with their iron lips biting under the angle
irons that had been securely bolted to the
coamings.

The forward hatch was already in place
and it received .only a glance, but both
Arkwright and Parson gave particular at-
tention to the cable. The cable was a
substantial hawser, instead of such a chain
as is used in modern times. The end had
been passed twice only around the bits,
but it was. then made fast to the part
extending through the hawse pipe by means
of a short piece of rope yarn. Manifestly
the cable was held securely in place and yet
it could be thrown off the bits in an in-
stant, if the rope yarn were cut.

From the fasts of the cable the inspec-
tors turned to a length of inch rope one end
of which was fastened to the cable at a
point just under the bow. The other end
ran aft outside of all to the quarter. This
rope had apparently been placed there to
hold a raft alongside the vessel for the
accommodation of the crew who had been
standing on it and painting the side of the
hull, all the afternoon. =t

“ How do you like it?” asked Parsons,
as the two gazed from the cable aft along
the rope to the end made fast at the
quarter.

“TIt’s an excellent trap, Mr. Parsons,”
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was the reply, ¢ but, man, we should have
brought a length of old rope and a second-
hand cable for the purpose. It’s a terrible
waste to let all that new stuff go by the
run.”

“That was just like the deacon,” com-
ments the diary. “I couldn’t make him
see that it was better to have new lines
and so make absolutely sure the trap would
work rather than save a few dollars and
take chances.”

From the forecastle the two men went
down into the hold abaft the bulkhead.
By the light of the candles, they could
see that several muskets, all loaded and
primed, were placed handy to some of the
larger knot-holes in the planks of which
the bulkhead was made. Parsons picked
up one of the muskets and poked it into
a hole close beside the mast. '

“1If Foretop Billy were to get a look
down here, we’d see him dive overboard so -
swift he’d burn the air,” he said, whereat
Deacon Arkwright nodded his head but
said nothing. And that ended the in-
spection. : :

When night was at hand, Foretop Billy
was seen coming from the palisade wall
around his village. He was at the head of
a procession of men, all of whom carried -
torches and all of whom were dressed in
rude uniforms made in the shape of that
worn by sailors in the British navy. The
material of which they were made, however,
was red calico which had been obtained
on the Nemesis as a part of the king’s
dash.

The king had been invited to bring
twenty-five of his “leading citizens” as
a guard of honor, but the deacon counted
the procession and announced that it num-
bered forty-eight. His voice was doleful,
but Parsons jeered at him.

“Of course, they’ll absorb much rum,”
he said, “ but, captain, how much time do
you calculate they will have at the table
before the trap is sprung?”

“Very little, Mr. Parsons, very little.
The sooner they are all secure, the better,”
he replied.

Then he ordered a guard of honor to the
rail to receive the king with becoming
ceremonies.
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As the canoe bearing the king came
alongside, a ladder decorated with bunting
was lowered for his use. When he mounted
to the deck the boatswain piped a lay as if
an admiral of the Royal Navy was being
received—a pipe with which Foretop Billy
was well acquainted. Captain Arkwright
and Parsons received him with their hats
off. Then a sailor went to each corner of
the main hatch and as Captain Arkwright
handed his majesty down the companion-
way the boatswain’s whistle once more
-screamed its loudest. And when the black
monarch saw the table and its load, with
the thrones that had been placed for the
use of himself and son, he stiffened his
backbone and held up his head with a
‘ dignity that nearly made me fall down
- the hatchway,” to quote Parsons’s descrip-
tion of the proceedings.

With a careful regard for the feelings of
all the other guests, Captain Arkwright and
First"Mate Parsons conducted them to the
hatchway and when the last had descended,
the captain asked:

“I say, your majesty, are all hands
ready down there for the feast?”

“Yassuh, yassuh. Dey am, suh,” he
replied.

“Very good, sir,” continued the captain.
“Then turn to and have your greg, all
round while the waiters bring the grub
from the galley.”

Nothing loath, Foretop Billy and his
men reached for the bottles that were right
at hand. Some of the blacks poured the
liquor into cups and pannikins that had
been provided, while others placed the un-
corked bottles to their lips and drank
deeply.

And then; as their attention was thus
fixed on the liquor, the men on deck swiftly
snatched away the cotton screens, placed
the hatch covers on the coamings and tog-
gled them fast. Meantime, Parsons ran
forward and threw the cable off the bits.
Instantly, the Nemesis dropped astern
with /the current of the river until the line
extending from the cable to the ship’s
quarter was stretched when she - swiftly
slued around until her head pointed to
the sea.

At that the captain cast the end of
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the line loose and the Nemesis went drifting
with the current toward the sea while Par-
sons and the other members of the crew
began hoisting jib and mainsail to catch
the gentle breeze. By the time the vessel
had reached the first bend below the vil-
lage she was under full control—with Fore-
top Billy and all the leading men of his
village helplessly raging under the fore
hatch. :

CHAPTER VL
THE SAUCE AND THE GANDER,.

HEN the Nemesis lifted to the

waves on the bar, at the mouth

of the Rio Bongo, Captain Ark-

wright and Mate Parsons went to the after
side of the bulkhead that divided her hull
into two compartments. There, Parsons
picked up a musket and poked the muzzle
through one of the knot-holes near the mast.
Although the bulkhead was covered by the
curtain on the other side, he felt the muzzle
strike the body of one of the negroes, and

-it happened to be that of Foretop Billy.

The shrieks and yells that had greeted
the trapping of the company had at this
time died down into low moans, but when
Foretop Billy felt the end of the musket
against his back he yelled at the top of his
voice and was instantly joined in his demon-
strations by his men. At that, Parsons
shouted—according to the diary, Parsons
did about everything that was done, while
the captain merely stood by as a spectator:

“ Shut up your yawps, you in the fore
hold there. You are all bawling out be-
fore you're hurt. Lay aft to the bulkhead
the whole of you and I’ll tell you how
you are all to go free. Do you hear?”

They heard the promise that they should
go free, at any rate, and with one accord
they became quiet, when Parsons econ-
tinued: :

“ Well, well. You can listen to reason,
can’t you? Very good. You thought we
were to shanghai a crew of old duffers like
you, did you? Well, now, I guess not.
We couldn’t sell the whole coffle of you
for the price of three likely young men.
Saving your presence, your majesty, we
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think you and your gang aren’t worth the
cost of the grub you’d eat on your way to
the land of light and civilization. What
we want is two hundred young bucks and

girls—man-boys and women-girls, as you

slavers call them. Therefore what you are
to do is to send a trusty messenger ashore
to bring off the coffles in longboats. For
each boat load you bring, we will free one
or more of your head men until our ship
is loaded, and then you, with all-remaining
on board, shall go ashore.
say to that, your majesty? Speak up
promptly, and keep in mind that if you
don’t agree we will shoot a few musket
balls through the bulkhead to bring you to
your senses.’

“ Needs must when the dev11 drives,”
runs the diary at this point, ¢ and they at
once agreed because they had to.” Two
of the thoroughly cowed negroes were
brought on deck and sent to the village, and
in the course of the next day the two
hundred youths were brought off and
stowed under hatches, the boys forward of
the bulkhead and the girls aft.

" The floor space was more ample for
the number taken than was commonly al-
lowed in the slavers of that period, but
there was a special reason for this. The
Nemesis was to run hericargo to the
swamps west of the mouth of the Missis-
sippi and there sell out to planters who

would come through the swamps and in-.

land waters to buy them. It was there-
fore necessary that the slaves arrive on that
coast in good health; and abundant space
on the floor was needed to keep them in
that condition.

“I had to laugh at the deacon, after
the last of the youngsters were on deck,”
writes Parsons. ¢ He felt positively gen-
erous. Bringing up old Foretop and the
others who had been held as hostages, he
put them in their canoe and loaded it with
muskets and ammunition till the gunwales
were awash. They begged for a.quantity
of rum but there he went shy. The arms
could not be sold in the land of the free
but rum is legal tender everywhere the
world round.”

A paragraph is then devoted to telling
that no man-o’-war had been seen on the

What do you .
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coast for a month, and none was expected,
so the Nemesis was reasonably sure to get
away off shore unmolested, after which the
diary continues:

“The deacon is not the worst pal in
the world, after all. For when I told him
that, as I might miss stays going home, I
wished he would see that my share of the
profits in this adventure reached Lucille, he
at once replied with emphasis that he would
do so if he had to go to France to carry
the gold. And when he gives his word
in that way the deacon never lies.

“ However,” continues the diary, “ I am
not sweating for fear of Davy Jones’s
locker; I am looking forward to a return
to New York. The deacon thinks we
should start opposition to the Black Ball
line of packets. He says those ships are
paying for themselves twice a year, and that
plenty of freight is to be had for another
monthly line. He figures we shall land at
least two hundred blacks in good health
out of the two hundred and twenty-five
under hatches, and that they will sell for
something more than seven hundred dollars
each. He certainly is conservative in his
estimate, and as all expenses of the ad-
venture, and more, too, were contributed
by the good church people of Long Island,
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the price of our cargo will be clean profit.

“ Now, one hundred and forty-thousand
dollars will found a line that will wipe the
eye of the Black Ball, and when the first
ship takes her departure I'll send—mno I’/
go across and bring Lucille and the babe
to the kind of a home they deserve.”

After running clear of the coast the
deacon and Parsons drove the Nemesis,
with all the sail she could carry, across
the famous, or infamous middle passage
of the Atlantic—a region where the trade °
wind blows continuously from the north-
east. With studding sails to starboard and
port sheets “aft by a pull or two,” the
Nemesis ¢ fairly danced over the waves.”

It was most beautiful sailing for Parsons
and the deacon. For the slaves it was not
so. For they were chained, two rows on
each side, on the rude, rough-plank floor
that had been laid over the two tiers of
barrels of food and water in the hold.
They all had room enough to sit up on
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le down at will but when they stretched
cut on those splintery planks—when they
perforce because of weariness stretched
their naked bodies upon those splinters—
the dancing of the Nemesis rolled and
slid them about in torture. And yet that
cargo of blacks was treated better than
any the experienced men of the forecastle
had ever seen.

“ They told me so,” writes Parsons, ¢ and
asked wonderingly why we did not take
on one hundred and fifty more. I guess
they are right, too,” continues the diary.
“Of course we should have lost fifty, or
so, out of that extra number because of
the crowding, but we should have landed at
least a hundred more than what we now
have. However, I shall not complain, for
the deacon was so anxious to keep every
bird in good condition.”

On arriving north of Perto Rico, the
route the Nemesis was following became
““more populous. Several sails are seen
every day, and the deacon shivers at sight
of every one lest we meet a man-o’-war
looking for slavers.”

But no such vessel was encountered, nor
was any of the merchantmen passed near
enough at hand for a hail; and when at
last the Dry Tortugas, seen as a cloudlike
shadow from the foretop-gallant yard, had
been passed, the Nemesis was brought
closer to the wind in order to head up for
an anchorage in Terrebonne Bay.

At that the deacon breathed freely and
“ I’'m bound to say that I was feeling some-
what better myself,” to quote the diary.
“Even when I saw a tall brig standing
up to head us off, the next morning after
we sank the Tortugas, I didn’t have a
quiver. I thought she was likely to be
one of the South American privateers in
search of information only. T was right
too, as to her charter-party, but wrong as
to her adventure.”

When the stranger had crossed the bows
of the Nemesis she filled away on the same
tack only a musket shot to windward.
Then she brought an ugly looking long Tom
to bear, ran out half a dozen carronades
and Ler captain bawled:

“Tet go all halyards and haul down
your sails or I'll blow you out of water.”
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“It was just as I said about Foretop
Billy when we trapped him,” reads the
diary. “‘Needs must when the devil
drives,” and the devil certainly was driving
us in that watch.”

Having brought the Nemesis to the wind
with all sails down, her unhappy crew
looked on stolidly while a boat from the
brig came alongside. A young man in a
gaudy uniform, who was in command of
the boat, came on board and announced
that he was “ Don Daniel Utley, second
officer of the Venezuelan privateer Brutus.”
Then he demanded the papers of the Neme-
sis. These were promptly produced.

As Utley read them and learned that
the Nemesis was a vessel fitted out for
missionary work on the coast of Africa,
he looked with astonishment at Captain
Arkwright, and then he asked:

“ Are these papers forged?”

“ You should be able to tell by the looks
of them that they are entirely lawful,”
replied the deacon with some asperity.

“Yes, they do appear to be so,” agreed
Utley, “but I'll be keel-hauled if I ever
see anything like them bhefore.” He
glanced down the open main hatch to the
slaves who were lying and sitting on' their
deck, and looking up at him with manifest
curiosity. Then he continued:

“J1 see. I see. You pretended yvou
were to use the schooner as a bethel, and
when, after you arrived out, a congrega-
tion assembled to hear you preach, you
clapped on hatches and made all sail. It
was a cunning trap, captain. I never did
see the beat of it. . Where are you bound,
siryCulebre?”’

“ Culebre? No. I never heard of any
port of that name,” replied the deacon.
“We’re to run into Terrebonne Bay and
peddle out the blacks to the planters, just
as Lafitte used to do befgre the war. They
are all young and in prime condition. I
calculate we’ll average at least seven hun-
dred dollars apiece for them.”

Utley grinned wide as he continued:

“ Captain, you’re the smartest Yankee
skipper I ever did see and I've seen plenty
of them, for I'm a Boston man by birth
myself. You've planned and carried out
an adventure that beats anything I ever
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did hear of. It’s so good, sir, that we
will join you in it, or rather, I should say,
we’ll take it over and assume all the risks.
We will also collect the profits. Further-
more, I’ll take charge of the deck at once
and give you and your officers a watch
below. '

“You don’t need to fret for a minute
about the landing of the precious souls
you are bringing to the light of civilization.
Tl see to that. But I must tell you that,
first of all, they and you will be landed on
Culebre Island, which is off the coast of
Texas. Did you mention Lafitte? You
did. Jean Lafitte, the bosse, as we call
him, is in charge there. I calculate that
he is going to lead the Texans to secede
from Mexico and to set up a republic the
same as Venezuela, with Culebre City as
the capital. But in the mean time, he is
buying all the unfortunate black heathens
that come within reach. Let’s see. Did
you say you looked to get seven hundred
dollars apiece? Well, that would be fine,
but the bosse has control of the whole coast
and all he’s able to pay is one hundred
and forty dollars—and, shippie, the Brutus,
as I said, will collect that.

“Your Nemesis is a nefarious pirate,
under the law, and is good prize to any
legitimate man-o’-war, like the Brutus.
Bosse Jean will buy your niggers of us,
and somebody else will pay us something
for the schooner. Um-—you two get into
my boat and a couple of her crew will row
you over to the Brutus while the others
will come on board, here as prize crew.”

Pasted in the diary at this point is a clip-
ping from a newspaper over which was
written: ‘

“ This was printed in the Shipping Ad-
vertiser of New York:” :

The clipping read:

“ The brig Sanderson, Newry, from New
Orleans, brought as a passenger, Captain
Johnson Arkwright, of Hurstweir, Long Is-
land. The captain went to the coast of
Africa, some months ago, in command of
the missionary schooner Nemesis. He re-
ports that while successfully engaged in the
work of saving souls his ship was captured
by pirates. His crew at once joined the mis-
creants. Mr. Jonathan Parsons, who orig-
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inated the missionary project, and who had
been serving as mate of the Nemesis as well
as missionary, was forcibly detained on
board by the pirates and his fate is un-
known. Captain Arkwright was sent adrift
in a dingey without food or water, but a
favoring breeze drove him ashore and he
was then able to make his way to New
Orleans.

“ Captain Arkwright adds that the pirate
was sailing under Bolivar’s cclors. Others
have hitherto complained that these Span-
ish-American vessels were violating the laws
of nations, but this outrage goes beyond
anything that has been reported.”

CHAPTER VIL

ON A LEE SHORE.

“PIYHE whole island seemed to be aflame
for joy. The population, men, wo-
men and children—for there were
children and the whole band is said to
number near a thousand—came down to
Fort Point, as soon as we were sighted.
Half of the men carried muskets or pistols
which they charged with powder and then
fired into the air until a cloud of smoke was
seen above them; and in the mean time,
they flung themselves about and danced
with an enthusiasm that I have never seen
surpassed. Betimes some of them stopped
dancing to bestow exuberant caresses
upon their women folks, which the women
returned with an enthusiasm that was in-
fectious. And all of that was to celebrate
the capture of the Nemesis; for when she
and her cargo are sold, the whole popula-
tion will have in one way or another a
share in the plunder.”

It is in those words that Parsons de-
scribes the scene on Culebre Island—where
Galveston now stands—as the privateer
Brutus with the schooner Nemesis just
astern approached the inlet between the
two points that bore the name of Fort
and Bolivar. When taking possession of
the Nemesis, Second Officer Utley, of the
Brutus, had correctly if briefly described
the settlement on Culebre Island.

Most of Spain’s American colonies were
then fighting for the freedom which" they,
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later obtained, but Mexico had not yét
revolted. Texas was a part of Mexico, but
jean Lafitte, after winning a full pardon
for previous piracies by making a good
fight at the battle of New Orleans, had
gone to Culebre Island on the coast of
Texas to set up an independent republic.

Lafitte was not particularly interested
in freeing Texas fromr the yoke of Spain,

but he was anxious to set up and lead a

new republic that would be recognized by
the United States; or rather, say, that
should have an admiralty court the deci-
sions of which would receive recognition at
the hands of the American officials located
at New Orleans. For Lafitte was in the
business of buying the vessels and cargoes
that were captured by American-owned pri-
vateers, sailing under South American
patriot flags. When these prizes were taken
to American ports the captors were likely
to have trouble even though the prizes
were originally owned by Spaniards. Cap-
tured ships belonging to these nations were
very much more difficult to handle, of
course, and as a matter of fact they were
therefore, on only a few occasions, sent
anywhere by the privateers. They were
looted and sunk with all hands.

If Lafitte could establish a new republic
with a recognized admiralty court, how-
ever, the disposal of such prizes would
thereafter be easily made. For the bHosse*
as he was called, had original methods of
handling all kinds of property in the nauti-
cal “fence ” which he maintained, and it
was certain that with a judge in admiralty
of his own appointing, he would be able
to dispose of every prize brought to him.

That he never did succeed in the matter
of creating a new republic is well known,
but in spite of this handicap he had little
trouble when a slaver like the Nemesis was
brought to him; for a slaver was then, under
the law, a pirate. And as for the slaves,

there was an eager demand for them along,

the Mississippi.

As Parsons tells the story of the
- schooner’s fate he and Deacon Arkwright
were at first received on board the Brutus
by Captain Joli, her commander, with
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boat’s crew first related what had been
said on the Nemesis and “ her adventure -
seemed to him to: be a huge joke.” It
was in fact a specially pleasing joke, be-
cause he was to sell the slaves she carried
and divide the proceeds among his crew.
But after he had laughed until he was
exhausted over the outcome of the  mis-
sionary ”” venture be began to consider what
manner of man it was that had conceived
such a novel plan for “ running” slaves
from Africa to the slave-owning parts of
the United States, and he soon decided
that Parsons was “a good man to tie to,”
as the diary declares.

Thereat he asked both Parsons and
Deacon Arkright to join the Brutus. Par-
son consented to do so, but the deacon
objected and he was then turned adrift
at night in a dingey without food or water.
But when she was thus set adrift, the
Brutus was but a few miles off the Louisi-
ana coast and the deacon made land with-
out incurring any danger worth mention,
as Captain Joli had foreseen, and intended.

Having sailed into the harbor, which
has since become one of the most important
in the United States, the Brutus and the
Nemesis were brought to anchor, after
which Captain Joli went ashore in a cutter,
taking Parsons with him. Jean Lafitte met
them at the water’s edge and after he had
embraced the captain, he turned to Par-
sons and asked: ‘

“ Who is this you bring to us?”

In reply, Captain Joli related the story
of the Nemesis. Lafitte listened with the
crinkles around his eyes deepening from
time to time. Finally he held out his hand
and said to Parsons:

“You are fully welcome, sir. I appoint
you chaplain to our naval force. Ships
that are 'engaged in the holy cause of
liberty, as ours are, need a chaplain of
your tonnage; and I shall send word to
the New Orleans newspapers that we have
you engaged.”

“ Hold fast ‘on that, if you please, sir,
replied Parsons. “1 am sailing under my
own name and I have relatives—at least
my wife has them—in that port. I should
be greatly embarrassed if they—”" -
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much laughter and many jeers. For the
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f#%tté’s men gave him this appellation. The word is Frénch, and means protuberance.
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“Very well, sir,” interrupted the. pirate
chief, “ just as you say, but you shall not
lack employment of some kind, at any
rate, in an enterprising community like
ours.”

The settlement on Culebre Island, as
Parsons describes it, numbered at that time
nearly a thousand souls, all told, includ-
ing the transient population from the pri-
vateers in the harbor. The houses with
but one exception were rude shanties, like
those now to be seen in the desert mine
camps of the West. The one exception was
built in the center of the plaza around
which the other houses had been erected.
It was a low structure of good material,
and it boasted a wide veranda on all sides,
glass in the windows, and as a final touch
of civilization it was painted a bright red.
Here lived Jean Lafitte, the bosse.

But while the other houses were all of
the rudest description, they were “ fine to
admiration,” says Parsons, for the enter-

tainment of the sailors who came into that -

port. And when, during the course of
the day, the crew of the Brutus received
the price of their shares of the plunder they
had captured, they were welcomed with
open arms by those whose business it was
to provide them with the joys the settle-
ment afforded.

Two days later, “ Don” Daniel Utley,
the second mate of the Brutus, met Par-
sons while he was walking on the ocean
beach. Saluting him in man-o’-war fashion,
Utley said:

“1 say, chaplain, 1 calculate from the
way you’ve backed an’ filled and stood by

since I overhauled you on the Nemesis—I-

calculate, 1 say, that youre clipper built,
copper fastened and sparred for racing.
And so here I am to invite you to go on
a little expedition for the recuperation of
your fortune. What do you say?”

Parsons smiled on him, and replied:

“I always read over the articles before
I sign on, my son. What course are you
heading and how are you ballasted?”

“That’s just the trouble with us, chap-
lain. We haven’t any ballast. My mates
and me have had so much wassail and woo-
ing and dice, we haven’t a centavo left to
bless ary one of us. What’s worse, the
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Brutus is to have her top hamper over-
hauled and it ’ll be three weeks before she
will be ready for sea. So we’re all stranded
on a coral reef with not a drop of red liquor
to wet our whistles during all that time.
But in the mean time, there are two fine
long boats bobbing to the swells over
across the harbor, near Peclican Islands,
and the bosse ’ll lend ’em to us for a cruise
alongshore as far as the Sabine. He will
also provide the needed stores.

“Well then: Three Spanish hidalgos
own ranches, up that way, and they are
stocked with nigh to a hundred niggers
each. Now, listen to the call, chaplain.
The dons are neglecting the souls of those
niggers something shameful and what we’re
to do is to rescue as many as our barges
Il carry and bring them to the market you
were heading for with the Nemesis, where,
as you said, their souls will be looked after
shipshape and Bristol fashion. How do
you like the chances?”

“ Perhaps, it would be better to sell them
to Bosse Lafitte,” suggested Parsons,

Utley looked around to make sure that
no other than Parsons would hear him and
then declared with emphasis: '

“ Don’t you believe that, sir. You said
you allowed you’d get at least seven hun-
dred dollars apiece for your coffle, but all
the bosse gave us was thirty thousand dol-
lars for the whole lot. We can snake at
least fifty from the dons to your market
where well get as much for them as the
bosse gave us for the three hundred.”

“ True for it,” agreed Parsons. “ We'll
get our anchor at early candle lighting
this night. But get a written order from
Captain Joli empowering you to make the
cruise; for if things should go wrong we
would need to have our papers in proper
order to save our necks.”

As Parsons’s diary describes this cruise,
it was a prolonged “ fight with mosquitoes
and nothing else,” until they reached the
Sabine River, which was then the northern
boundary of Mexico’s territory. While it
was true that several Mexicans owned cattle
ranches along shore, they had become
alarmed by the presence of Lafitte at
Culebre Island and had fled into the in-
terior with their property.
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Accordingly, the expedition was turning
around to head back to Culebre, when a
negro appeared on the north bank of the
Sabine and begged the men to take him
afloat. Pulling in close to the spot where
he stood, Parsons asked first what he knew
about the Mexicans that had lived along-
shore in the Texas country. Of this he
knew no more than the questioner, but
when asked where he came from and why
he wanted to join the expedition, he said
he had run away from a plantation on the
Nementau River in Louisiana because of
the harsh treatment he received.

“What’s the name of your master?”
asked Parsons.

“ Don Manuel de Potosi,” was the reply.

“Ts he a Mexican?”

“ Yassuh. He shore is.”

“ He has invaded the territory of the
United States, doubtless as a spy,” de-
clared Parsons. “ It is therefore our duty
as seamen under the glorious flag of Boli-
var, and as former citizens of the land of
light and liberty to go there and run him
back to his own country.”

To this the crew replied with cheers.
The negro was taken on board for a guide
and the expedition rowed on to the Nemen-
tau. There the plantation was found as
described by the runaway negro, and it
was surprised and captured without diffi-
culty. The plunder included as many
slaves as the barges could conveniently
carry, together with nearly two thousand
dollars in gold and a large quantity of
wines, cordials and other supplies pleasing
to such a crew as that under Parsons and
Utley.

On approaching the ranch, however, the
owner was seen riding away at a gallop
and when Parsons came to ask the slaves
about the man’s destination he learned that
it was the United States war brig Lynx.

“ He say she am up de coas’ and he
gwine board her and bring her down and
hang you all lak you was pirates, suh,”
explained one of the captured slaves.

“ Utley nearly wept when he heard that,”
says the diary, ¢ for we were now obliged to
forego our expected trip to a market in
Louisiana, so we headed back to Culebre
as fast as we could pull.”
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Until the south bank of the Sabine had
been reached the two barges were driven
at full speed. But by that time the crew
had begun to think less of the market they
had missed and more of the joys to be
found in such plunder as they had brought
away—‘ more especially the joys to be
found in the good grub and liquors we had
captured,” says the diary. “ Indeed noth-
ing would do but we must go ashore on
the south bank of the Sabine for a jollifica- .
tion. So we landed, built a fire, shot a
wild steer in the woods and we were be-
ginning to enjoy an old-fashioned barbecue
when we saw a sail appear not very far off
shore. The Lynx had come hunting us,
as I had feared she would do.”

Thereat the pirates ¢ with the slaves in
tow,” ran to the woods, leaving the boats
and most of the portable plunder. But
Parsons, in spite of haste, carried away the
bag of gold coin. .

The diary now describes in minute de-
tail the miseries of the overland journey
which Parsons and his men made to the
mainland shore of Culebre harbor. When
there two boats came in answer to their
signals, and Jean Lafitte met them when
they had crossed to the settlement. They
had brought in “thirty odd niggers from
the coffle captured,” and Parsons began
to apologize for the absence of -a number,
who had escaped on the way down. But
before he “had got well started,” Lafitte

.cut him short by asking coldly:

“ Will you be so kind as to tell me where
you captured these whom you have suc-
ceeded in bringing in?”

“ Certainly,” replied Parsons, “ with a
dim perception that trouble was brewing.”
“ We raided a Mexican hidalgo, who had
invaded the United States in order to serve
as a spy.”

“Did you have a warrant from the
American authorities when you invaded the
United States? Mayhap you had obtained
a commission as a deputy marshal, no?”

Parsons was “ so flabbergasted,” that he
could not answer at once and Lafitte, “ in a
most menacing tone ordered his followers
to put the whole expedition under arrest.”

“For what am I and my mates ar-

_rested?” Parsons now asked. “ We had a



CRUISES OF JONATHAN 'PARSONS, A. B.

commission from Captain Joli,” he con-
tinued, “ and his commission is' signed by
the great Bolivar. Is it fit that Jean La-
fitte, who has no better license than ours,
should abuse us?” .

“Ah! Did you have a commission,
then?” asked Lafitte. <1 believe you did,
but did it obligate you to invade the United
States, a nation with which the free re-
public of Texas is anxious to establish and
maintain the most friendly relations? Per-
haps you ‘thought to compel, by force of
arms, the recreant American authorities to
extend to us the recognition we seek. Ah!
That was it, most noble leader of our most
valorous band of Texan patriots. But why,
then, did you stop at the Nementau? Why
did you mot go on and capture New Or-
leans? 1 can tell you why. One of our

friends has brought us word that an Ameri-

can man-o-war was on that coast and
you saw her. Then your hearts melted
with fear; for you knew you had violated
the law of nations. You had disregarded
the terms of your commission, as issued by
Captain Joli, and had become a band of
detestable pirates. Now you shall be
brought to trial on that charge.”

Parsons and his men were now impris-
oneéd and closely guarded in an empty
dwelling. As night came on the cruiser
Lynx appeared in the offing. A dead calm
followed by a “ norther ” prevented her
near approach until two days later, but
she was continuously in view by day and
“Lafitte was so much alarmed that he
could reither eat nor sleep during that
time.”

Nevertheless, in his view there was hope
of placating the captain of the Lynx, and
this hope was founded upon his deter-
mination “ to disavow the outrage that had
been committed upon American territory
and to punish the leaders of the infamous
band.”

Accordingly, Parsons, Utley, and all their
men were placed on trial, the next morn-
ing after their arrival, charged with ““ mak-
ing a piratical invasion of the United States,

contrary to the laws of nations and the

statues (sic) of the free Republic of Texas
in such case made.and provided, and the
peace and dignity and tranquillity thereof,”
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to quote a part of the indictment as Par-
sons gave it.

“ A complete record of the trial was
made,” he continues, “ and so far as I
know every legal form was observed, but,
of course, that was done for a show to
the Lynx and not for our benefit. With
Lafitte as judge and a jury of his choosing,
Utley and I didn’t have a chance. So,
when I was asked what I had to say before
sentence was pronounced on me, I told the
bosse he was sacrificing us, not from any
fear of his own neck, but as a business
adventure.

“‘You're afraid you'll lose your very
profitable chance to buy niggers at one
hundred and forty dollars and sell them at
seven hundred dollars each,’ 1 said. ¢ You
think you will be able to sell those we
brought in without paying even the one
hundred and forty dollars for them; and
since we are to be condemned you will
also salt down the bag of gold we captured
Arom the Mexican. You pretend to be a
patriot but you are a bloody thief of a
fence.” And at that some of the specta-
tors as well as my mates applauded.” .

“I was on a lee shore with all sails in

rags,” continues the diary, ¢ but I had my
say and-after sentence was pronounced, I
kept a bright lookout even if the case did
seem desperate.” :
- Parsons was now led with Utley to the
prison to await the building of a gibbet.
A flagstaff, standing on the seaward side
of the island, which was ordinarily used
for signaling to privateers in the offing, was
prepared for this use. “ First of all,” says
the diary, “a crosstree was spiked on the
mast about twenty feet above the sand—
well up so our bodies would be seen swing-
ing clear against the western sky. A snatch
block was lashed to each end of the cross-
tree, and when ropes had been rove through
the blocks a hangman’s noose was turned
into the short end of each and the tackle
was ready.”

In the mean time, the little American
cruiser Lynx had been reaching in toward
the inlet, and as she nodded over the long
swells left by the gale, Jean Lafitte stood
on his veranda, watching her. When she

“had arrived within perhaps four cable
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lengths of the island, he saw her trim her
sails in order to come to the wind and heave
to, when he turned and waved -his hand
toward a sailor with a boatswain’s whistle.
Thereupon the man, after piping a long
shrill call, bawled:
“All hands witness execution.”

CHAPTER VIIIL.
“ BEATING OFF.”

HEN the jailer who had charge of
Jonathan Parsons and Daniel

Utley heard the boatswain’s call

for the execution of the prisoners, he bound
their wrists together behind them, “ using
lengths of hambroline at my request,” says
Parsons, and then started them marching
toward the gibbet with two guards on each
side. The whole population of the settle-
ment “ fell in behind our little procession
and followed us to the beach when -they
formed a ring around the gibbet to which,
of course, we were led. Then a dozen or
more men tailed on to the hauling parts
of the two ropes and stood by to hoist
away at the word, while the jailer took
a noose in hand to fit it to my neck and a
guard prepared to perform the same service
for Utley. The supreme moment for which
1 had looked had come.” :
“Bosse Jean,” says I, “it is a sorry
end for an able seaman, and so I havé to

ask you to give us opportunity to say a

prayer.” :

“ Yes, sir,” he replied, ¢ you shall have
that, if you will bear a hand.”

“ Thank you, sir,” I continued. “ We'll
do that, and since your sentence did not
include torture of the condemned and be-
cause the fasts on our wrists are cutting
through the skin, I beg you to loosen them
a bit. Anyway, we should like to clasp
our hands in church fashion when we ad-
dress the throne of grace.”

“ Aye, that is reasonable,
agreed, “ but make haste.”

The pirate chief was exceedingly nervous

too, s he

over the coming of the man-o’-war, and

as he spoke he turned his eyes to the sea.
The little brig was bracing her head yards
square in order to get under way quickly,
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if necessary, after heaving to. The sailor
instinct of Lafitte told him that the naval
captain was therefore entirely alert, and
this was still more disturbing. So.he kept
his eyes on the vessel to see what it would
do next. In the mean time, the jailer had
fumbled with the line in the wrists of Jona-
than Parsons in an effort to * untie the
tarry knot, but all in vain,” as Parsons
had foreseen.

“ Cut it, shippie,” exclaimed Parsons in
a whisper, when he saw Lafitte look out
to sea. “It’s only for a minute at most.”

The man agreed and. drew his sheath
knife across the line. And then, as the
severed ends fell, Parsons turned on him,
threw him heavily to the ground, snatched
a pistol from his belt as he fell, and using
this as a club to drive the others out of
his way, he dashed for the harbor side
of the island. :

It was a flight for life and Parsons had
shown that he was unafraid, even when
standing under the gibbet. The islanders
saw that he was desperate, and without
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lifting a hand to stop him, they leaped

aside. Unmolested, he ran to the water’s
edge and not till he arrived there was ought
done to retake him. Then Lafitte, who
had been too much astonished at first even
to speak, yelled:

“ Catch him, there!
gawping at? It’s him' or us.
the man-o’-war cutter.”

Sure enough, the Lynx had lowered a
boat and it was on its way to the inlet;
and on seeing this the mob ran in pursuit
of Parsons.

“ But by that time,” says the diary,
“1 was in a light skiff with oars in place.
First they tried to follow in a long boat
and then they began to shoot, but my luck -
was running flood,~and I made the beach
to westward with colors flying. It may
be, though, that they did not try very hard
to hit me. I had made many friends, any-
way, and it is certain they did not hit
even the skiff. But they hanged Utley in
a jiffy, after they saw I was clear of all.”
- Attached to the margin of the page where
the -above is written is a clipping from
Nile’s Register, a commercial periodical,
then printed in Baltimore, which says that

What are you
There comes
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recent New Orleans papers note the visit
of the United States Cruiser Lynx to
“ Culebre Island, on the Mexican coast,”
and adds:

“The captain was in search of certain
slaves and other plunder taken from a
plantation in Louisiana by some of La-
fitte’s pirates. The plunder was found, but
Lafitte seemed to be in a very penitent
mood. He apologized for the assault of
his men upon the territory of a power with
which the ¢ Republic of Texas’ was at
peace—using almost exactly ghose words—
and he made full reparation. As his re-
sort is on foreign soil, the captain of the
Lynx did not, of course, feel authorized
to make an invasion for-the punishment of
the miscreants. Moreover, Lafitte had
just hanged one of the leaders of the ex-
pedition complained of, and he said he
should have hanged another, but the rascal
got away even when standing under the
gibbet.

“ When I reached New Orleans,” con-
tinues the diary, “1 learned that Deacon
Arkwright had contracted with a local firm

to go to Culebre and buy in the Nemesis.

So' I decided to make the best of my way
to Baltimore, where the Nemesis is to be
taken, and see what he means to do with
her. Most likely, he thinks to fit out as
a privateer.”

Below that entry is a line reading:

Condensed Notes of Letter to Deacon.

The letter was written from Baltimore
and it ran as follows:

Arrived here four days ago. Nemesis in same
day, fit and well found. A S. A. patriot from
Bolivar’s staff, Sir Gregor McGregor, is here pre-
paring to erganize republic of two Floridas. Says
when new nation is recognized he will apply for
admission to American Union. - Well received in
business circles, especially merchants having con-
nection with South; for it is well known annexa-
tion of Florida is greatly desired at Washington
and all the way to New Orleans. He will invade
the Spanish territory at Amelia Island. «

You will recall how we ran schooner load of
goods across St. Mary’s River during the em-
bargo, and got away with a full cargo in return,
while two hundred ships lay there at anchor
waiting for embargo to lift! I suggest you fit
out Nemesis for cruiser under McGregor’s flag,
you to take command, me as mate, as usual. He
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~will jump at chance of taking us in, especially as

I can qualify as pilot in Amelia waters. We can
hold him up for, say, ten thousand acres of
choice land, and what’s more, for a free roving
commission on the main, where we may meet the
Brutus and get even. Easy to fit out as privateer
in this port.

“ Especially is it easy to get a crew,”
continues the diary. “ Water Street swarms
with men. And as I was passing Dolan’s
tavern, this morning, I heard one of them
call to a man inside: .
Here goes

“ ¢ Hey, Captain Pierre!
puncher Parsons. Belike he is looking for
you.’

“It was Soult inside, but the devil’s
spawn got away again, though I went after
him on the run. This is the second time
he has escaped, but the third I’ll have
my chance. He is still in command of the
Sagacity and sailing out of this port.”

As the reader knows, Florida was, pre-
vious to 1819, a lawless region, for it was
then wild Spanish territory. The few Span-
ish settlements were far apart and con-
tained but tiny populations. As a whole,
the land was dominated by the Seminole In-
dians—chiefly exiled Creeks, seminole
meaning runaway—but there were a few

)

negroes who had escaped from Georgia’

plantations and a not inconsiderable num-
ber of migrant white men. Some of the
whites had come from Europe and some
from the United States. As a whole they
had sought Florida because of a love of the
wild life there, but many had gone there to
escape officers. of the law.

More than one Spanish-American revo-

lutionist thought of freeing the “Two .

Floridas ’—East Florida and West Florida,
in the nomenclature of the day—and two
expeditions actually descended upon the
coast. Their hope of success was seem-
ingly well founded, as Jonathan Parsone
intimates in his letter to Deacon Arkwright.
Thus the Spanish garrisons were not only

small, but they were commanded by officers

who were practically exiles—men who had
offended superiors and had been sent to
those out-of-the-world stations as a pun-
ishment. Then it was natural to suppose
that the vagrant whites of the region would
flock to the standard of any invader.
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But more important to the success of the

revolutionist than all else was the un-
doubted fact that the existence of Spanish
rule in Florida was a continuous menace
to American peace. The American public
documents of the period are well filled with
tales of clashes between Americans and
the Spanish officials. And there was but
one way to end these troubles—the terri-
tory must be brought under the dominion
of the Stars and Stripes.
. Finally it is to be noted that all Am-
ericans living near the border knew that
Florida soil was fertile and the climate
kindly. Jonathan Parsons was fully justi-
fied in writing to the deacon that the “ an-
nexation of Florida is greatly desired in
Washington and all the way to New
Orleans.”
Washington which prove his assertion that
McGregor was ¢ well received in business
_circles,” after announcing that the new
republic would apply for admission into the
American Union as soon as possible after
-establishing peace. '

CHAPTER IX.
THE NEW ADVENTURE.

N receiving the letter which is quoted

" above, Deacon Arkwright hastened

to Baltimore where, after a talk with

Sir Gregor McGregor, he and Parsons

fitted out the Nemesis for use as a cruiser:

under the “two star flag of the two
Floridas.”

Being greatly interested in this work,
Parsons describes in minute detail how the
sails and rigging were overhauled; how
lumber was taken on board so that the
appearance of the hull could be changed
if that should seem advisable at any time,
how guns great and small were provided,
together with other weapons and stores of
ammunition, “all of which were sneaked
on board without attracting the notice of
the customs officials.”

Of all this matter, however, the part
that seems to be of greatest interest to
his narrative is that relating to the “ Long
Tom,” a huge cannon that was to be
mounted just abaft the foremast after the

In fact there are documents at.

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

vessel should take her final departure for
the expedition.

Parsons says the merchant from whom
the arms were purchased had aplenty of -
carronades, but only ‘one long gun, and
when he mentioned that one, he remarked
that he could “ not conscientiously advise
the use of it.” .

¢ It was cast to please my son Jeremiah,”
he explained. ‘ The boy had an idea he
could design a gun that would outrange
anything afloat.”

The reader who is familiar with the sizes
and models of guns then in use will be in-
terested to read that this one was an eight-
een-pounder—around four and a half inch
bore-—it was thirteen feet long and it
weighed just under seven thousand pounds,
“the bulk of the iron being at the butt
where it ought to be,” as Parsons writes.
Evidently here was a design something like
the Dahlgren gun that came into use in
the Civil War.

“ The boy calculated,” continues Par-
sons, “ that with the use of lead for balls
to give them extra weight, and with ten
pounds of powder to lift ’em, that gun
would knock splinters out of a galleon at
a range of two miles or more; and I calcu-
late that the boy knows more than his
dad or any of the cruiser captains, who have
refused the gun on account of length and
weight. DI’ll bet my head against an old
soldier, it’s just what we want; and the
Nemesis will carry it as if it were a quaker ”
(wooden gun). :

Because it had been theretofore unsal-
able the merchant offered it at half the
usual price and the deacon at once closed
the bargain, much to the delight of Parsons.

A half dozen carronades were then pur-
chased. The merchant said that thirty-two
pounders were favored by most of the
cruiser captains but Parsons- insisted on
eighteen pounders, saying®

“One size of shot on a ship is enough
for me. I have seen excited crews try to
ram six-inch balls into five-inch muzzles
and never see why they failed until it was
too late. And if Captain Arkwright is
willing we will take a hundred lead balls for
the long gun; for I believe your son had
a grand idea.”
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In the mean time McGregor had gone to
Charleston, South Carolina, because he be-
lieved that city a more convenient place
for recruiting an army - to invade the Span-

ish territory; and the Nemesis soon fol-

‘lowed him. When she arrived, Parsons
says McGregor was having “ great success
in his plans, partly because he has a com-
mission signed by Bolivar, who is con-
sidered the greatest of South American
patriots, and partly because of a natural
desire to aid in the liberation of the op-
pressed in Spanish America.”

It is also noted that McGregor was offer-
ing “ Florida farms as a bounty to veolun-
teers. He has a big map of the territory
bordering the St. Mary’s River, on which
he has laid out roads and plotted the
farms which are to be distributed; ‘ subject
to definite surveys to be made by the set-
tlers en masse as soon as peace is
established.” ” :

So profit as well as adventure loomed
before the recruits.

The fact that this recruiting was con-
trary to the treaty between the United
States and Spain made it necessary for
McGregor to cover his work under the
" guise of an emigration party to the terri-
tory in contemplation, but Parsons says
every intelligent person in the port knew
very well what was in hand.

When Deacon Arkwright and Ma,te
Parsons called on McGregor, in the parlor
of the old Raleigh Tavern, they found “ the
room full of enthusxastlc recruits.” Mc-

Gregor at once introduced the two as “ the

senior captain and senior lieutenant of the
navy of the two Floridas,” and they “ were
heartily cheered by the throng.” Then he
conducted them to a private room where
he told them about the great success he
had had in recruiting. As a matter of
fact, he said some of the mast influential
young men of the State had joined his
forces. .

“Now the fact is,”” continued McGregor,
“ they are taking up the best of the land
near .the port and along the St. Mary, so
I suggest that if you two would like a
few thousand more acres than what you
are entitled to as a return for your services,
you would better buy now. I have re-
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served a plot of five thousand acres on
the St. Mary’s, especially for your benefit,
and if you take it now you shall have it
for thirty-five hundred dollars in gold.”

“ By gracwus T’ll take it,” declared the
deacon.

“ He didn’t say, ‘we’ll take it,”” con-
tinues the diary. ¢ He left me out in the
cold. And he’s to pay fo