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CHAPTER 1.
THE MIDSHIPMAN

The first day of term cannot be considered a cheerful occasion. As the boys arrive on the previous
evening, they have so much to tell each other, are so full of what they have been doing, that the chatter and
laughter are as great as upon the night preceding the breaking-up. In the morning, however, all this is
changed. As they take their places at their desks and open their books, a dull, heavy feeling takes
possession of the boys, and the full consciousness that they are at the beginning of another half year's work
weighs heavily on their minds.

It is true enough that the half year will have its play, too, its matches, with their rivalry and excitement.
But at present it is the long routine of lessons which is most prominent in the minds of the lads who are
sitting on the long benches of the King's School, Canterbury.

As a whole, however, these have not great reason for sadness. Not more than a third of them are
boarders, and the rest, who have in truth, for the last week, begun to be tired of their holidays, will, when
they once get out of school, and begin to choose sides for football, be really glad that the term has again
commenced.

"So your brother is not coming back again, Archer?" one of the boys said to a lad of some fifteen years
old, a merry, curly-haired fellow, somewhat short for his age, but square-shouldered and sturdy.

"No. He is expecting in another six months to get his commission, and is going up to town to study with a
coach. My father has lodged the money for him, and hopes to get him gazetted to his old regiment, the
33d."

"What is he going to a coach for? There is no examination, is there? And if there was, I should think he
could pass it. He has been in the sixth for the last year."

"Oh, he is all right enough," Archer said. "But my father is sending him to an army man to get up military
drawing and fortification. Dad says it is of no use his going on grinding here at Greek and Latin, and that he
had much better spend the time, till he gets his commission, in learning something that may be of use to
him. I wish I had done with Latin and Greek too, I'm sure they'll never be of any use to me, and I hate
them."

At this moment the conversation between the boys was abruptly broken off by Archer being called up by
the class master.

"Archer," he said, looking up from the papers on the desk before him, "these verses are disgraceful. Of all
in the holiday tasks sent in, yours appears to me to be the worst."

"I'm very sorry, sir," Jack Archer said, "I really tried hard to do them, but somehow or other the quantities
never will come right."

"T don't know what you call trying hard, Archer, but it's utterly impossible, if you had taken the trouble to
look the words out in the Gradus, that you could have made such mistakes as those here."

"I don't know, sir," Jack answered. "I can do exercises and translations and all that sort of thing well
enough, but I always break down with verses, and I don't see what good they are, except for fellows who
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want to write Latin verses for tombstones."

"That has nothing to do with it," the master said; "and I am not going to discuss the utility of verses with
you. I shall report you to Dr. Wallace, and if you will not work in your holidays, you will have to do so in
your play-hours."

Jack retired to his seat, and for the next ten minutes indulged in a diatribe against classical learning in
general, and hexameters and pentameters in particular.

Presently one of the sixth form came down to where Jack was sitting,—
"Archer, Dr. Wallace wants you."

"Oh, lord," Jack groaned, "now I'm in for it! I haven't seen Marshall get out of his seat. I suppose he has
written a report about those beastly verses."

The greeting of Dr. Wallace was, however, of a different nature from that which he had anticipated.
"Archer," he said, "I have just received a note from your father. You are to go home at once."

Jack Archer opened his eyes in astonishment. It was but an hour and a half since he had started from
Harbledown, a mile or so distant from the school. His father had said nothing at breakfast, and what on
earth could he want him home again for?

With a mechanical "Yes, sir," he returned to his place, gathered up his books hastily together, fastening
them with a strap, and was soon on his way home at a rapid trot. He overtook ere long the servant who had
brought the note—an old soldier, who had been Major Archer's servant in the army.

"What is the matter, Jones? Is any one ill at home?"

"No, sir; no one is ill as I knows of. The major called me into his study, and told me to take a note to Dr.
Wallace, and, of course, I asked the master no questions."

"No," Jack said, "I don't suppose you did, Jones. I don't suppose you'd ask any questions if you were told to
take a letter straight to the man in the moon. I wonder what it can mean."

And continuing his run, he soon left the steady-going old soldier far behind. Up High Street, under the
great gate, along through the wide, straggling street beyond, into the open country, and then across
through the fields to Harbledown. Jack never paused till, hot and panting, he entered the gate.

His father and his elder brother, who had seen him coming across the fields, were standing in the porch.
"Hurrah! Jack," the latter shouted; "you're going to be first out after all."

"Going to be first out?" Jack gasped. "What on earth do you mean, Harry?"

"Come into the parlor, Jack," his father said, "and you shall hear all about it."

Here his mother and two sisters were sitting.

"My dear boy," the former said, rising and throwing her arms round his neck, "this is sudden indeed."

"What is sudden, mother? What is sudden?" Jack asked. "What is it all about?" and noticing a tear on his
mother's cheek, he went on, "It can't be those beastly verses, is it?" the subject most upon his mind being
prominent. "But no, it couldn't be that. Even if Wallace took it into his head to make a row about them,
there would not be time. But what is it, mother?"

"Sit down, Jack," his father said. "You know, my boy, you have always said that you would like to go to
sea. I had no interest that way, but six months ago I wrote to my nephew Charles, who is, as you know, a
first lieutenant in the navy, and asked him if he thought he could get you a midshipman's berth. He wrote
back to say that he was at present on half pay, and feared it would be a long time before he was afloat
again, as there were but few ships in commission, and he had not much interest. But if he were appointed
he might be able to get you a berth on board the ship. As that didn't seem very hopeful, I thought it better
to say nothing to you about it. However, this morning, just after you had started for school, the postman
brought a letter from him, saying that, owing to the threatening state of affairs in the East, a number of
ships were being rapidly put in commission, and that he had been appointed to the 'Falcon,' and had seen
the captain, and as the latter, who happened to be an old friend of his, had no one in particular whom he
wished to oblige, he had kindly asked the Admiralty for a midshipman's appointment for you. This he had, of
course, obtained. The 'Falcon' is being fitted out with all haste, and you are to join at once. So I shall take
you to Portsmouth to-morrow."

Jack was too much delighted and surprised to be able to speak at first. But after a minute or two he
recovered his breath, uttered a loud hurrah of delight, and then gave vent to his feelings by exuberantly
kissing his mother and sisters.

"This is glorious," he said. "Only to think that I, who have just been blown up for my verses, am a
midshipman in her Majesty's service. I can hardly believe that it is true. Oh, father, I have so wished to go
to sea, but I have never said much about it because I thought you did not like it, and now to think of my



getting it when I had quite given up all hope, and just at a time, too, when there seems to be a chance of a
row. What is it all about, father? I have heard you say something about a dispute with Russia, but I never
gave much attention to it."

"The cause of the dispute is trumpery enough, and in itself wholly insufficient to cause a war between two
great nations. It began by a squabble about the holy places at Jerusalem, as to the rights of the Greek and
Latin pilgrims respectively."

"But what have we got to do with either the Latin or the Greek pilgrims?" Jack asked. "I should have
thought that we were quite bothered enough with Latin and Greek verses, without having anything to do
with pilgrims. Besides, I didn't know there were any Latins now, and the Greeks ain't much."

Major Archer smiled.

"The Latin pilgrims are the members of the countries which profess the Roman Catholic religion, while
the Greeks are those who profess the religion of the Greek Church. That is to say, in the present case,
principally Russians. There have for years been squabbles, swelling sometimes into serious tumults,
between the pilgrims of these creeds, the matter being generally complicated by the interference of the
Turkish authorities with them. The Russian government has been endeavoring to obtain from Turkey the
protectorate of all Christians in her dominions, which France, as the leading Catholic country, naturally
objects to. All this, however, is only a pretext. The real fact is that Russia, who has for centuries been
casting a longing eye upon Turkey, thinks that the time has arrived when she can carry out her ambitious
designs. It has always been our policy, upon the other hand, to sustain Turkey. We have large interests in
the Mediterranean, and a considerable trade with the Levant, and were Russia to extend her dominion to
Constantinople, our position would be seriously menaced. Moreover, and this perhaps is the principal point,
it is absolutely necessary for us in the future to be dominant in the east of the Mediterranean. Egypt is
rapidly becoming our highway to India, and many men think that in the future our trade with that great
dependency will flow down the valley of the Euphrates. Consequently, it is necessary to prevent Russia, at
any cost, obtaining a footing south of the Black Sea."

"And do you think, father, that there will really be a war?"

"I'm inclined to think that there will be, Jack, although this is not the popular opinion. We have so long, in
England, been talking about the iniquity of war that I believe that the Emperor Nicholas has persuaded
himself that we will not fight at any price. In this I am sure that he is wholly mistaken. So long as there was
no probability of war, the people of England have quietly permitted the cheese-paring politicians who
govern us to cut down the army and navy to a point when we can hardly be said to have an army at all. But I
am convinced that the people of England are at heart as warlike as of old. Few nations have done more
fighting than we, and, roughly speaking, the wars have always been popular. If the people at large once
become convinced that the honor and interest of England are at stake, they will go to war, and the
politicians in power will have to follow the popular current, or give way to men who will do so. At present,
however, the general idea is that a demonstration upon the part of England and France, will be sufficient to
prevent Russia from taking any further steps. I think myself that Russia has gone too far to draw back.
Russia is a country where the czars are nominally all-powerful, but where, in point of fact, they are as much
bound as other sovereigns to follow the wishes of the country. The conquest of Constantinople has long
been the dream of every Russian, and now that the Czar has held out hopes that this dream is about to be
realized, he will scarcely like to draw back."

"But surely, father," Harry Archer said, "Russia cannot think herself a match for England and France
united."

"I don't know that, my boy. Russia has an enormous population, far larger than that of England and
France united. Every man, from the highest to the lowest, is at the disposal of the Czar, and there is
scarcely any limit to the force which he is capable of putting into the field. Russia has not fought since the
days of Napoleon, and in those days the Russian troops showed themselves to be as good as any in Europe.
At Borodino and Smolensko they were barely defeated after inflicting enormous losses on the emperor's
army, and, as in the end, they annihilated the largest army even Napoleon had ever got together, they may
well think that, fighting close to their own borders, while England and France have to take their troops
across Europe, they will be more than a match for us. And now, Jack, we must go down to the town. There is
much to do and to think about. The principal part of your outfit I shall, of course, get at Portsmouth, where
the tailors are accustomed to work at high pressure. But your underclothes we can get here. Now, my dear,
if you will go upstairs and look through Jack's things, and let me know exactly how he stands, I will go down
with him to the town, and get anything he requires."

"And will you be able to spare me for a quarter-of-an-hour, father? I should like to be outside the school
when they come out at one o'clock, to say good-bye to them. Won't they be surprised, and jolly envious? Oh
no, I should think not! They would give their ears, some of them, I know, to be in my place. I should like to
say good-bye, too, to old Marshall. His face will be a picture when he finds that he is not going to drop on
me for those verses, after all."

It was a day of bustle and business, and Jack, until the very moment when he was embracing his weeping
mother and sisters, while his father stood at the door, in front of which was the pony-chaise, which was
waiting to take him down to the station, could hardly realize that it was all true, that his school-days were
over, and that he was really a midshipman in her Majesty's service.

Harry had already gone to the station on foot, as the back seat in the pony-chaise was occupied by Jack's



luggage, and the last words that he said, as he shook hands with his brother, were,—

"I shouldn't be surprised, old boy, if we were to meet in the East before long. If anything comes of it, they
will have to increase the strength of the army as well as of the navy, and it will be bad luck indeed if the 33d
is left behind."

On arriving at Portsmouth, Major Archer took up his quarters at the famous George Inn, and, leaving
their luggage there, was soon on his way down to the Hard. Half a century had gone by since Portsmouth
had exhibited such a scene of life and bustle. Large numbers of extra hands had been taken on at the
dockyards, and the fitters and riggers labored night and day, hastening on the vessels just put into
commission. The bakeries were at work turning out biscuits as fast as they could be made, and the stores
were crammed to repletion with commissariat and other stores. In addition to the ships of war, several
large merchant steamers, taken up as transports, lay alongside the wharves, and an unusual force of
military were concentrated in the town, ready for departure. By the Hard were a number of boats from the
various men-of-war lying in the harbor or off Spithead, whose officers were ashore upon various duties.
Huge dockyard barges, piled with casks and stores, were being towed alongside the ships of war, and the
bustle and life of the scene were delightful indeed to Jack, accustomed only to the quiet sleepiness of a
cathedral town like Canterbury. Inquiring which was the "Falcon," a paddle steamer moored in the stream
was pointed out to them by a boatman.

"Oh dear," Jack said, "she looks small in comparison with those big men-of-war."

"She is none the worse, Jack, for that," his father said. "If there should be fighting, it will scarcely be at
sea. The Russian fleet will not venture to engage the fleets of England and France united, and you are likely
to see much more active work in a vessel like the 'Falcon' than in one of those floating castles. Hullo,
Charles, is that you?" he broke off, lying his hand upon the shoulder of a naval officer, who was pushing his
way though the crowd of boatmen and sailors to a man-of-war gig, which, with many others, was lying by
the Hard.

"Hullo, uncle, is that you?" he replied. "I am glad to see you. I was expecting you here in a day or so. I
thought you would run down with the youngster. Well, Jack, how are you? Why, it must be eight years since
I saw you. You were quite a little chap then. Well, are you thinking of thrashing the Russians?"

"The boy is half out of his mind with pleasure, Charles," Major Archer said, "and he and all of us are
greatly obliged to you for your kindness in getting him his berth. I think you will find him active and
intelligent, though I fear he has not shone greatly at school, especially," he said smiling, "in his Latin
verses."

"He will make none the worse sailor for that," Charles Hethcote said with a laugh. "But I must be going on
board. I have a message from the admiral to the captain and every moment is precious, for things are
terribly behindhand. The dockyard people are wellnigh out of their wits with the pressure put upon them,
and we are ordered to be ready to sail in a week. How it's all to be done, goodness only knows. You need
not come on board, Jack. I will tell the captain that you have arrived, and he would not thank me for
bringing any live lumber on board just at present. You had better get him his outfit, uncle, at once, and then
he can report himself in full trim to-morrow."

Giving the major the address of the tailor who could be trusted to supply Jack's uniform without loss of
time, and accepting an invitation to dine at the "George" that evening, if he could possibly get away from
the ship, Lieutenant Hethcote stepped into the gig, and made his way to the "Falcon."

Major Archer and Jack first paid a visit to the tailor, where all the articles necessary for the outfit were
ordered and promised for next day. They then visited the dockyard, and Jack was immensely impressed at
the magnitude of the preparations which were being made for the war. Then they strolled down the
ramparts, and stood for some time watching the batches of recruits being drilled, and then, as the short
winter day was drawing to a close, they returned to the "George."

CHAPTER II.
AN ADVENTURE AT GIB

It was on the 1st of February, 1854, that the "Falcon" sailed from Portsmouth for the East, and ten days
later she dropped her anchor at Gibraltar harbor. Jack Archer was by this time thoroughly at home. In the
week's hard work during the preparation for sea at Portsmouth, he had learned as much of the names of the
ropes, and the various parts of the ship, as he would have done in a couple of months at sea, and had
become acquainted with his new ship-mates. So great had been the pressure of work, that he had escaped
much of the practical joking to which a new-comer on board ship, as at school, is generally subject.

He had for comrades four midshipmen; one of these, Simmons, had already nearly served his time, and
was looking forward to the war as giving him a sure promotion; two others, Delafield and Hawtry, had
already served for two or three years at sea, although only a year or so older than Jack, while the fourth,
Herbert Coveney, was a year younger, and was, like Jack, a new hand. There were also in the berth two
master's mates, young men of from twenty to two-and-twenty. With all of these Jack, with his high spirits,
good-tempered face, merry laugh, soon became a favorite.



During the first two days at sea he had suffered the usual agonies from sea-sickness. But before reaching
Gibraltar he had got his sea-legs and was regularly doing duty, being on the watch of the second lieutenant,
Mr. Pierson.

The wind, which had blown strongly across the Bay of Biscay and down the coast of Portugal, moderated
as the "Falcon" steamed past Cape St. Vincent with its picturesque monastery, and the straits were calm as
a mill-pond as she slowly made her way along the Spanish coast and passed Tarifa. Up to the time when she
dropped her anchor in the Bay of Gibraltar, the only incident which had happened on the way was that, as
they steamed up the straits, they passed close by a homeward-bound P. and O. steamer, whose passengers
crowded the sides, and cheered and waved their handkerchiefs to the eastward-bound ship.

The "Falcon" was not a fast vessel, seldom making, under favorable circumstances, more than eight knots
an hour. She carried sixteen guns, twelve of which were eighteen-pounders. It had been intended that the
"Falcon" should only stay a few hours at Gibraltar, proceeding immediately she had taken in a fresh supply
of coal. The engineers, however, reported several defects in her machinery, which would take three or four
days to put in order.

Jack was pleased at the delay, as he was anxious to set his foot for the first time ashore in a foreign
country, and to visit the famous fortifications of the Rock. The first day he did not ask for leave, as he did
not wish to presume upon his being the first lieutenant's relation.

Charles Hethcote differed widely from the typical first lieutenant of fiction, a being as stiff as a ramrod,
and as dangerous to approach as a polar bear. He was, indeed, a bright, cheery fellow, and although he was
obliged to surround himself with a certain amount of official stiffness, he was a great favorite among
officers and crew.

It was not till the third day of his stay that Jack, his seniors having all been ashore, asked for leave, which
was at once granted. Young Coveney, too, had landed on the previous day, and Hawtry, whom Jack was
inclined to like most of his shipmates, now accompanied him. They had leave for the whole day, and, as
soon as breakfast was over, they went ashore.

"What a rum old place!" Hawtry said, as they wandered along the principal street. "It looks as Spanish as
ever. Who would have thought that it had been an English town for goodness knows how long?"

"I wish I had paid a little more attention to history," Jack said. "It makes one feel like a fool not to know
such things as that when one comes to a famous place like this. Look at that tall fellow with the two little
donkeys. Poor little brutes, they can scarcely stagger under their loads. There is a pretty girl with that black
thing over her head, a mantilla don't they call it? There is a woman with oranges, let's get some. Now, I
suppose, the first thing is to climb up to the top of the Rock."

With their pockets full of oranges, the boys started on their climb, which was accomplished in capital
time. From the flagstaff they enjoyed the magnificent view of the African coast across the straits, of Spain
stretching away to their right, of the broad expanse of the blue Mediterranean, and of the bay with its ships,
and the "Falcon" dwarfed to the dimensions of a toy vessel, at their feet. Then they came down, paid a flying
visit to the various fortifications and to the galleries, whence the guns peer out threateningly across the
low, sandy spit, known as the neutral ground.

When all this was finished, it was only natural that they should go to the principal hotel and eat a
prodigious luncheon, and then Hawtry proposed that they should sally out for a ramble into Spain.

They had been disappointed in the oranges, which they found in no way better than those which they had
bought in England. But they thought that if they could pick them off the trees, they must somehow have a
superior flavor. Accordingly they sallied out by the land gate, passed unquestioned through the line of
British sentries, and were soon in the little village inside the Spanish lines.

"It's awfully hot," Hawtry said, mopping his forehead. "Who would have thought that it would have been
so hot as this in any place in Europe in the middle of February? Just fancy what it must be here in July!
Look, there is a fellow with two mules. I expect he would let them. I vote we go for a ride. It's too hot for
walking altogether.

"I say, old boy," he said, approaching a tall and powerfully-built man, who was smoking a cigar, and
leaning lazily against one of his mules; "you let mules, we hire them, eh?"

The Spaniard opened his eyes somewhat, but made no reply, and continued to smoke tranquilly.
"Oh, nonsense," Hawtry said. "Look here."

And he put his hand into his pocket and pulled out some silver. Then he made signs of mounting one of
the mules, and waved his hand over the surrounding country to signify that he wanted a general ride.

The Spaniard nodded, held up five fingers, and touched one of the mules, and did the same with the
other.

"He wants five shillings a head," Hawtry said.

"I don't know," Jack said doubtfully. "I don't suppose he knows much about shillings. It may be five dollars
or five anything else. We'd better show him five shillings, and come to an understanding that that is what he



means before we get on."

The Spaniard, on being shown the five shillings, shook his head, and pointing to a dollar which they had
obtained in change on shore, signified that these were the coins he desired.

"Oh, nonsense!" Hawtry said indignantly. "You don't suppose we're such fools as to give you a pound
apiece for two or three hours' ride on those mules of yours. Come on, Jack. We won't put up with being
swindled like that."

So saying the two lads turned away, and started on their walk.

While they were speaking to the Spaniard, he had been joined by one of his countrymen, and when they
turned away, these entered into a rapid conversation together. The result was, that before the boys had
gone thirty yards, the Spaniard with the mules called them back again, and intimated that he accepted their
terms.

They were about to jump up at once, but the man signed to them to stop, and his companion in a minute
or two had brought out two rough rugs which were secured with some cords over the wooden saddles.

"That's an improvement," Jack said. "I was just wondering how we were going to sit on those things,
which are not saddles at all, but only things for boxes and barrels to be fastened to."

"I wonder which way we'd better go," Hawtry said, as he climbed up with some difficulty, aided by the
Spaniard, on to one of the mules. "My goodness, Jack, this is horribly uncomfortable. I never can stand this.
Hi, there! help me down. It would be better a hundred times to ride barebacked."

Accordingly the saddles were taken off, the rugs folded and secured on the animals' backs by a rope
passed round them, and then the boys again took their seats.

"T hope the brutes are quiet," Jack said, "for I am nothing of a rider at the best of times, and one feels an
awful height at the top of these great mules, with one's legs dangling without stirrups."

"If you find yourself going, Jack," Hawtry said, "the best thing is to catch hold of his ears. Come on, let's
get out of this. All the village is staring at us."

The mules, upon the reins being jerked, and boys' heels briskly applied to their ribs, moved on at a fast
walk.

"We shall have to stop under a tree and cut a stick presently," Hawtry said. "It will not do to get down, for
I should never be able to climb up again. Mind, we must take our bearings carefully, else we shall never get
back again. We have neither chart nor compass. Hallo! here comes the mules' master."

They had by this time gone two or three hundred yards from the village, and, behind them, at a brisk trot,
seated on a diminutive donkey, was the Spaniard.

"Perhaps it's best he should come," Jack said. "There will be no fear of being lost then, and if one of us
gets capsized, he can help him up again."

Upon the Spaniard coming up to them, he gave a sharp shout to the mules, at the same time striking the
donkey on which he rode with a stick. Instantly the mules, recognizing the signal, started into a sharp trot,
the first effect of which was to tumble Hawtry from his seat into the road, Jack with difficulty saving himself
by clutching wildly at the mane.

"Confound it!" Hawtry exclaimed furiously, as he regained his feet, to the Spaniard. "Why didn't you say
what you were going to be up to? Starting the ship ahead at full speed without notice! I believe I've broken
some of my ribs. Don't you laugh too soon, Jack. It will be your turn next."

The Spaniard helped Hawtry to regain his seat, and they were soon clattering along the dusty road at a
brisk rate, the boys quickly getting accustomed to the pace, which, indeed, was smooth and easy. For hours
they rode on, sometimes trotting, sometimes walking, taking no heed whither they were going, and enjoying
the novelty of the ride, the high cactus hedges, the strange vegetation, little villages here and there,
sometimes embowered in orange trees, and paying no heed to time.

Presently Jack exclaimed,—

"I say, Hawtry, it must be getting late. We have been winding and turning about, and I have not an idea
how far we are now from Gib. We must be through the gates by gun-fire, you know."

They stopped, and by pantomime explained to the Spaniard that they wanted to get back again as soon as
possible.

He nodded, made a circle with his arm, and, as they understood, explained that they were making a
circuit, and would arrive ere long at their starting-place.

For another hour and a half they rode along, chatting gayly.

"I say, Jack," Hawtry exclaimed suddenly, "why, there's the sun pretty nearly down, and here we are
among the hills, in a lonelier looking place than we have come to yet. I don't believe we're anywhere near



Gib. I say, old fellow, it strikes me we're getting into a beastly mess. What on earth's to be done?"
They checked their mules, and looked at each other.
"What can the Spaniard's game be, Hawtry? We've had a good five shillings' worth."

"Let us take our own bearings," Hawtry said. "The sun now is nearly on our left. Well, of course, that is
somewhere about west-sou-west, so we must be going northward. I don't think that can be right. I'm sure it
can't. Look here, you fellow, there is the sun setting there"—and he pointed to it—"Gibraltar must lie
somewhere over there, and that's the way we mean to go."

The Spaniard looked surly, then he pointed to the road ahead, and indicated that it bent round the next
spur of the hill, and made a detour in the direction in which Hawtry indicated that Gibraltar must lie.

"What on earth shall we do, Jack? If this fellow means mischief, we are in an awkward fix. I don't suppose
he intends to attack us, because we with our dirks would be a match for him with that long knife of his. But
if he means anything, he has probably got some other fellows with him."

"Then hadn't we better go in for him at once," Jack said, "before he gets any one to help him?"
Hawtry laughed.

"We can hardly jump off our mules and attack him without any specific reason. We might get the worst of
it, and even if we didn't how should we get back again, and how should we account for having killed our
mule-driver? No. Whatever we are in for, we must go through with it now, Jack. Let us look as though we
trusted him."

So saying, they continued on the road by which they had previously travelled.

"I don't believe," Hawtry said, after a short silence, "that they can have any idea of cutting our throats.
Midshipmen are not in the habit of carrying much money about with them, but I have heard of Guerillas
carrying people off to the mountains and getting ransoms. There, we are at the place where that fellow said
the road turned. It doesn't turn. Now, I vote we both get off our mules and decline to go a step farther."

"All right," Jack said. "I shall know a good deal better what I am doing on my feet than I shall perched up
here!"

The two boys at once slid off their mules to the ground.

"There is no turning there," Hawtry said, turning to the hill. "You have deceived us, and we won't go a
foot farther," and turning, the lads started to walk back along the road they had come.

The Spaniard leapt from his donkey, and with angry gesticulation endeavored to arrest them. Finding that
they heeded not his orders, he put his hand on his knife, but in a moment the boys' dirks flashed in the air.

"Now, my lad," Hawtry said. "Two can play at that game, and if you draw that knife, we'll let daylight into
you."

The Spaniard hesitated, then drew back and gave a loud, shrill whistle which was, the boys fancied,
answered in the distance.

"Come on, Jack. We must run for it. We can leave this lumbering Spaniard behind, I have no doubt," and
sheathing their dirks, the boys set off at full speed.

The Spaniard appeared inclined to follow them, but distrusting his powers, he paused, gave a long, shrill
whistle, twice repeated, and then mounted his donkey and driving the mules before him, he followed the
boys at a hand gallop.

They had, however, a good start, and maintained their advantage.

"I don't think," Jack said, "we have passed a village for the last hour. When we get to one, we'd better
rush into a house, and ask for shelter. These fellows will hardly dare to touch us there."

Had the race been simply between the boys and their immediate pursuer, it is probable that they would
have won it, for they were light, active, and in good condition, while the animals behind them had already
been travelling for five hours, at a rate considerably above the speed to which they were accustomed. The
road, however, was an exceedingly winding one, which gave time to the confederates of the mule-driver to
make a short cut, and, as the boys turned a sharp corner, they saw three men barring the road in front.

"It's all up, Jack," Hawtry said, pausing in his run. "It's no use making any resistance. We should only get
our throats cut straight off."

Jack agreed, and they walked up to the men in front just as the muleteer came galloping up with his
troupe.

"What do you want with us?" Hawtry said, advancing to the men.

There was a volley of maledictions at the run they had given them. The boys were seized by the collar,
their dirks, watches, and money roughly taken from them, their arms tied to their sides by the ropes taken



from the mules, and they were motioned to accompany their captors. These at once left the road and struck
up the hill, the muleteer proceeding along the road with the animals.

With their arms tied, the boys found it hard work to keep up with their captors, who strode along with
long steps. The sun had by this time sunk, and presently they heard the distant boom of the sunset gun from
Gibraltar.

"That gun must be fifteen miles away," Hawtry said. "What fools we have been, Jack, to be sure!"

In one of the three men who accompanied them they recognized the peasant who had spoken to the
muleteer when he refused to accept their first offer, and they had no doubt that he had arranged with the
man to lead them to a certain spot, to which he had proceeded direct, while their guide had conducted them
by a circuitous route.

They walked for four hours without a pause, ever ascending among the hills, until they at last reached a
sort of plateau, upon which some six or eight men were gathered round a fire. Upon three sides the hill rose
abruptly, on the fourth the ground sloped away, and in front, seemingly almost at their feet, some 2000 feet
below them stretched away the waters of the Mediterranean, sparkling in the moonlight.

"They have got something to eat that smells nice," Jack said, as they approached the fire. "I hope to
goodness they are going to give us some. I feel awfully peckish."

The men gathered round the fire rose at the approach of the new-comers, and an animated conversation
took place. Then the boys were motioned to sit down, and the rest threw themselves round the fire. Some
meat which was roasting on a rough spit over it was taken off, and one of the men undid the cords which
tied their arms, and a share of the meat was given them.

"This is stunning," Jack said. "What on earth is it? It does not taste to me like mutton, or beef, or pork, or
veal."

"I fancy it's kid," Hawtry said. "Well, it is evident they have no idea of cutting our throats. If they had been
going to do that, they would have done it a quarter of a mile after we left the road. I suppose they are going
to try to get a ransom for us. Where it's coming from as far as I'm concerned, I don't know, for my father is
a clergyman, and has as much as he can do to make ends meet, for there are eight of us and I'm the eldest."

"It's an awful fix altogether," Jack said. "And anyhow, we shall lose our ship and get into a frightful row,
and, if somebody won't pay our ransom, I suppose they will knock us on the head finally. The best thing, you
know, will be for us to make our escape."

"But how on earth are we to do that?" Hawtry said. "There are ten of them, and I see a lot of guns piled
there."

"Oh, I daresay we shall see some chance," Jack said cheerfully. "We must think it over. Jack Easy, Peter
Simple, and all those fellows used to get into worse scrapes than this, and they always managed to get out
of them somehow; so why shouldn't we? The best thing is, just to think what one of them would have done if
he had been in our place. I wish to goodness that we had Mesty prowling about somewhere; he would get
us out in no time."

Hawtry answered with a grunt, and devoted himself to his kid. Presently Jack spoke again.

"Look here, Hawtry, I vote that to begin with we both pretend to be in an awful funk. If they think that we
are only two frightened boys, they won't keep as sharp a watch over us as if they thought we were
determined fellows, likely to attempt our escape. There is the sea down there in front of us, and there are
sure to be villages on the coast. Therefore we shall know which way to go if we once manage to escape,
and, if we can get down there, we can either claim the protection of the head man in the village, or we can
take a boat and make off to sea."

When the meal was over, one of the men, who appeared to be the leader, rose and come to the boys.
Pointing to himself, he said, "Pedro," to another "Sancho," to a third "Garcia."

"He wants to know our names," Jack said, and pointing to his companion, he said, "Hawtry," and to
himself "Archer."

The Spaniard nodded and resumed his seat, when an animated conversation took place. Jack, in the
meantime, began to enact the part which he had arranged, turning over upon his face, and at times making
a loud, sobbing noise.

Hawtry, after hesitating for some time, seconded his efforts by burying his face in his hands, and
appearing also to give way to violent grief.

CHAPTER III.
THE ESCAPE

Shortly after the meal was over, the brigands rose. The boys were again bound, and were laid down on



the ground near the fire. One of the brigands then took his seat beside them, and the others, rolling
themselves in their cloaks, were soon asleep at the fire. The boys, tired as they were by the long and
fatiguing day through which they had passed, were some time getting off to sleep. Indeed, with their arms
bound by their side, the only way of doing so was by lying flat upon their backs.

With the early dawn they were awake.

"I expect they are getting up steam on board the 'Falcon,'" Hawtry said, "and no doubt there is a nice row
over our being missing. I'd give a good sum, if I had it to give, to be back on her decks again."

The band was soon astir, but for some hours nothing was done. They were evidently waiting for the
arrival of some one, as one or other of the bandits went frequently to the edge of the plateau and looked
down.

At last one of them announced to his comrades that the person expected was in sight, and shortly
afterwards the muleteer of the previous day appeared. Over his shoulder hung a heavy skin of wine. In his
hand he carried a large basket, in which were several loaves of coarse bread. His arrival was hailed with a
shout. A fresh supply of meat had been placed on the fire immediately his coming was reported, and in a
short time the meal was prepared, the meat being washed down by horns of the rough wine of the country.

The lads had been again unbound when the band awoke, and were, as before, invited to share the meal.
They continued to maintain their forlorn and downcast attitude. The rascally guide of the day before gave
the company an account of the proceedings, and roars of laughter were excited by his tragic imitation of the
defiant way in which the boys had drawn their dirks, a proceeding which was rendered the more ludicrous
from its contrast with their present forlorn attitude.

"But mind," he continued, "they can run like hares. Going up a hill, no doubt, any of you would soon
overtake them, but along a straight road, I would back them against the best of us."

"There is no fear of their trying that," the chief said, pointing to the rifles. "They would soon be stopped if
they tried it on. However, they are not likely to make any such mad attempt. They are, after all, only young
boys, and their spirit has speedily evaporated."

However, as a measure of precaution, he ordered that the man who was acting as sentry over the boys
should always keep his rifle in hand.

The meal over, the muleteer produced from his pocket some writing-paper and a pencil. The chief then
wrote on a piece of paper the figures 5000, followed by the word "dollars." Then he said to the boys,
"Capitan," giving them a pencil and a sheet of note-paper. He pointed to the figures he had written down,
then to the sun, marked with his hand its course twice through the sky, and then drew it significantly across
his throat.

"Well," Hawtry said, "that's clear enough. We are to write to the captain to say that unless 5000 dollars
are paid in two days we are to have our throats cut. Well, I may as well write,—

"Dear Captain Stuart,—We are in an awful mess. We took some mules in the Spanish lines for a ride
yesterday, and the fellow who owned them steered us into the middle of a lot of brigands. They were too
strong for us to show fight, and here we are. As far as we can make out, they say that, unless 5000 dollars
are paid in two days, we are to have our throats cut. We don't expect that you will get this note, as by this
time the 'Falcon' was to have sailed. In that case we suppose it will be all up with us. We intend to try to slip
our anchors, and make a bolt for it. We are awfully sorry that we have got into this scrape."

To this epistle the boys both signed their names, and as the muleteer had not provided himself with
envelopes, the letter was roughly folded and directed,—

"Captain Stuart, H.M.S. 'Falcon."

Another letter, embodying the same in the form of a demand, was then written, after much consultation,
by the brigands, with postscript stating that if the bearer were in any way molested, the prisoners would at
once be put to death. The youngest of the party, a peasant of some twenty years old, was then selected, and
to him the letters were given, with full instructions as to his conduct.

During the next two days, the boys maintained their appearance of extreme despondency. They lay on the
ground with their faces buried in their arms, and at times strolled listlessly about. They could see that this
conduct had lulled to rest any suspicion of their captors that they might attempt an escape. The sentry no
longer kept in their immediate vicinity, and although he retained his gun in his hand, did so as a mere form.
The others went about their business, several of them absenting themselves for hours together; and at one
time but three men, including the guard, remained at the encampment.

The boys kept every faculty on the alert, and were ready to seize the first opportunity, however slight,
which might offer itself. They agreed, that however much their guard might be reduced, it would be unsafe
to make the attempt in the daytime, as they were wholly ignorant of the way down to the sea, and the
shouts of their pursuers would be sure to attract the attention of any of the party who might have gone in
that direction.

As to the two days assigned for payment, they did not anticipate that the crisis would arrive at the end of
that time, as they felt sure that the "Falcon" would have sailed before the messenger could have arrived, in



which case fresh negotiations would probably be set on foot.

So it proved. On the evening of the day after his departure, the messenger returned, and the news that he
brought was greeted with an outburst of ejaculations of anger and disappointment on the part of the
brigands. They crowded round the boys, shook their fists at them, cuffed and kicked them. When they had
somewhat recovered their equanimity, they made signs that the ship had departed.

By using the word "Governor," they made the boys understand that a fresh letter must be written to that
officer.

This was done at once, and another of the party started immediately with it.

Late on into the night the boys talked in low voices as to their best plan of attempting an escape.
Although free in the daytime, they were tightly bound at night, and the guards, who were changed every
two hours, never for a moment relaxed their vigilance. Finally, they concluded that their only chance was to
endeavor to slip away on the following evening, just as it became dusk, when all the party generally
reassembled, and were busy cooking their food, or relating what had happened during the day.

Immediately in front of the encampment the slope was extremely steep. The brigands, in going or coming,
always turned to the right or left, and kept along the brow for some distance to points where, as the boys
supposed, the slope became more gradual, and paths existed by which they could make their way down to
the shore.

At one time the boys thought of rolling down the steep slope, and taking their chance, but this they
agreed would be a last resource, as it was probable that the slope ended in an absolute precipice.

"I have an idea," Jack said suddenly in the middle of the day.
"What is it, Jack?"

"You see that heap of rugs in which they wrap themselves when they go to sleep? Now I vote that when it
gets dusk, we stand for some time at the edge, looking down into the sea; then, when we see our guard
chatting with one of the men who have just arrived, and the others busy round the fire, we will quietly move
back towards it. If our guard notices us at all, he won't pay any special attention, as we are going that way.
We will steal up to the rear of the blankets, within a few feet of where they are standing, and will crawl
quietly under them. When we are missed, they are sure to suppose that we have either made down the
slope, or along the brow, and will at once set off in pursuit. The betting is they'll all go, but if only one or
two are left, we may take them by surprise. At any rate it seems our best chance."

Hawtry agreed, and it was decided that they should attempt to put the plan into execution that evening.

Late in the afternoon, the brigands, as usual, came dropping in, in twos and threes. One brought in a kid,
and two others exhibited to their admiring friends a purse containing some ten or twelve dollars in silver.
They related, amid the uproarious laughter of their comrades, the manner in which they had threatened the
worthy farmer, its late possessor, into surrendering the proceeds of his day's marketing without resistance.
It was already dusk. Jack and Hawtry had a minute before been standing near the edge of the slope. The
guard was chatting with the last comer, and keeping one ear open to the narrative told by the fire.

Suddenly he glanced round, and perceived that the figures he had, as he believed, scarcely taken his eye
off were missing.

"Madre de Dios!" he exclaimed. "Where are the prisoners?"

At his exclamation, all round the fire started into activity. A hasty glance round the encampment showed
that their captives were not within its circle. With an exclamation of fury, the captain seized his gun, and
with the butt-end struck the sentry to the ground. Then in furious tones he ordered every man off in instant
pursuit. Snatching up their arms, some hurried off one way, some another, shouting threats of vengeance as
they went.

As their voices receded, there was a slight movement among the rugs, and the boys' heads peered out
from below their hiding-place. The encampment was deserted, save that on the ground lay the form of the
prostrate sentinel, while the captain stood, gun in hand, on the edge of the slope, peering down into the
gathering darkness.

The boys rose stealthily to their feet, and keeping along by the side of the hill, so as to be out of the direct
line of sight should the brigand turn towards the fire, they noiselessly approached him.

He did not look round until they were within five paces, and it was then too late. He turned and threw up
his gun, but before he could level it, they both threw themselves upon him.

Taken wholly by surprise, he staggered backwards. He was but a pace from the edge of the steep
declivity, and in another moment he fell backward, his gun exploding in the air as he went. The boys heard
his body as it rolled and crashed through the slight brushwood on the slope. Fainter and fainter became the
sound, and then it suddenly ceased.

As long as it continued the boys stood motionless, and were turning to go, when there was the crack of a
rifle, and a ball whizzed between them. Leaping round, they saw the guard, whom they had supposed to be
insensible, had risen to his feet. Throwing down the rifle which he had just discharged, and drawing his



long knife, he rushed at them.
"Dodge him, Hawtry, dodge him. Get hold of the rifle. I will get a stick from the fire."

The boys separated, one going each way. The Spaniard, still bewildered by the stunning blow he had
received, hesitated a moment, and then rushed at Jack, who darted round the fire. Hawtry seized the rifle,
and with the butt-end attacked the Spaniard, who turned to defend himself. Jack snatched up a heavy brand
from the fire, and coming behind the Spaniard, who was waiting, knife in hand, for an opportunity to rush in
between the sweeping blows which Hawtry was dealing at him with the butt-end of the rifle, smote him with
all his force across the side of the head.

With a scream of agony the Spaniard fell prostrate and Jack, snatching up his knife, while Hawtry still
retained the rifle, they darted off at full speed along the brow.

Presently they heard footsteps of men hastily returning, and drawing aside, threw themselves down
among some low bushes. The men were talking eagerly. They had heard the two reports of the guns, and
had no doubt that the captain had discovered the fugitives.

When the Spaniards had passed, the boys rose to their feet, and continued their flight at the top of their
speed. The men had come from below, and the boys soon discovered traces of a path descending the slope.
This they at once took, proceeding with caution now, for the descent was an extremely steep one, and the
path little more than a goat track. Fortunately the moon was shining brightly, and by its light they were
enabled to follow its windings.

After half an hour's descent, they found themselves in a rough road, along the face of the hill. This they
doubted not was the road from one of the coast villages into the interior. They now went more cautiously,
for the road was extremely rough, with large stones lying here and there upon it, and a heavy fall or a
sprained ankle would be disastrous. They had no fear of pursuit. Once or twice they fancied that they heard
shouts far above them, but they considered it likely that the band would be too far paralyzed by the loss of
their captain to again take up the pursuit.

Three hours later, they stood by the sea shore, near a tiny fishing village, composed of three or four
houses only. They held a consultation as to whether it would be better to rouse the villagers and explain the
circumstances, but they had become suspicious of Spaniards, and thought it likely that there would be a
close relationship between the people here and the band in their neighborhood. No lights were visible in the
village, and it was probable that the inhabitants were already in bed.

They sat down for another hour to avoid the chance of their being surprised by any straggler. Then,
proceeding to the shore, they launched a small boat. Hawtry stepped the mast and hoisted the sail, and they
were soon making their way off the land. The wind was light, and their progress slow. For a time they kept
straight out to sea, and then turned the boat's head towards Gibraltar.

The wind presently died quite away, and, lowering the sails, they got out the oars, and set to work.
Beyond trying once or twice upon the Stour, Jack had had no experience in rowing, and his clumsiness
excited considerable indignation on the part of Hawtry. The boat was heavy, and their progress, in
consequence, very slow. They calculated that they must have twenty-five miles to row, as the point at which
they were captured was, Hawtry had judged by the sound of the gun, fully fifteen miles distant from it, and
they had walked another ten before arriving at the brigands' encampment.

All night they rowed, until the moon sank, this being, as t