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I RUSHED FORWARD, AND THRUST THE HUGE PLANTAIN LEAF 
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LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

CHABLER = T 

LOST IN THE FOG 

ts OU’RE no end of a brick, Leona, and 

it’s awfully good of you to come and 

fix the target so nicely for us. We should 

never have managed it ourselves. I wish 

you could stay and practise with us a bit. 

But I’m afraid mother will be angry if you 

do.” 

It was my guardian’s son, little Charlie 

Cavendish, who was speaking to me, and as 

my own inclinations seconded the pleading 

of his eyes and voice, I resolved to brave the 

displeasure of my over-strict superior, and 

amuse the children awhile. 

“Your mother will be angry as it is, 

Charlie,” I said, ‘‘so the mischief is already 
2 I
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done, and we may just as well have a jolly 
game together as not.” 

If either Charlie or his sister felt any fur- 

  
  

  
  

  
  

  
I WAS SUPPOSED TO BE UP IN MY ROOM. 

ther scruples, they did not show them, and 
the three of us enjoyed ourselves immensely 
for nearly an hour, at the end of which time
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my formidable guardian came and showed 
both by word and mien that she had made a 
discovery which exasperated her extremely. 

I was supposed to be up in my own room, 
stitching away for dear life at a lot of fancy 

_ work that Mrs. Cavendish herself was taking 
the credit of making for a bazaar that was to 
be opened on the following day. And here 
I was, actually enjoying myself! 

Mrs. Cavendish seemed to think that I had 
committed an almost unpardonable crime. 

‘Such monstrous ingratitude,” she fumed. 

‘But it’s only what I expected. I told Mr. 

Cavendish when he persisted in bringing you 

to live with us, that the daughter of this self- 

willed cousin, who was so utterly devoid of 

pride as to marry a plebeian Robinson, was 

sure to be no. better than her mother, 

and——” 

‘Don’t you dare to say a word against 

“my mother!” I flashed out angrily. ‘She 

was the sweetest darling that ever lived, and 

But here ” was a good deal better than—— 

I stopped. 

I knew I had no business to speak like that,
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but how could a quick-tempered girl like 

myself help it, when unwarrantable attacks | 

were being constantly made upon her idolised 

mother’s memory? Mrs. Cavendish knew 

my failing very well, and whenever she 

wanted to be especially aggravating made 

disparaging allusions about her husband’s 

cousin. 

“T have told you often,” she said deliber- 

ately, “that I will permit no impertinence 

from you... Perhaps having to stay in the 

house to-morrow will help you to remember 

this in future.” 

“You don’t mean that I mustn’t go to the 

bazaar ?” 

“That is just what I domean. I will not 

allow you to go.” 

‘But I have done such a lot of work for | 

it! And you promised the vicar that I 

should help at your stall.” 

‘The vicar shall know why you are not* 
there, I assure you. Now go up to your 
room and finish that work.” 

“J finished it all hours ago.” 

‘And you have been idling your time all
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the morning, while I have been worrying for 

fear that sewing would not be done! You 

deceitful girl! Go to your room this minute.” 

I knew of old that further argument with 

Mrs. Cavendish always made matters worse, 

so, turning slowly about, | went upstairs to 

my room and threw myself upon my bed to 

weep bitter tears of loneliness and disappoint- 

ment. 

Presently Mrs. Cavendish and the house- 

maid appeared, the latter bearing a large 

basket, into which was packed the fancy work 

that I had done for the bazaar, as well as a 

couple of stools that I had painted and some 

brackets that I had carved. 

I knew exactly what was going to happen. 

The carriage had been ordered for two o'clock, 

and the angry lady was having put into it the 

many things with which her stall was to be 

filled to overflowing. I had expected to go 

with her to help to dress the stall ready for 

the formal opening on the following day. 

But instead of being permitted to do this, 

I was told that I must occupy myself with my 

lessons until tea-time, when a tray would be
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brought upstairs tome. Even when my tasks 
were accomplished I was on no account to 
show myself’ downstairs again that day. 

These commands were accompanied by a 
good many comments on the misery of having 
to be saddled with other people’s children. 
But I was by this time too subdued and un- 
happy to make any answers, either impertinent 
or otherwise, and for at least half an hour 

after I was left alone I sat, listless and idle, 

capable of nothing but a wild longing for the 
love that had sheltered me from all sorrows 
until death had left me an orphan. 

But one cannot sit and moan for ever,. 
especially when one is only fourteen and full 
of healthy vitality. And so it was with me. 
From weeping for that which was lost to me, 
I grew to thinking again of my present con- 
dition until I began to feel more angry than 
sad. 

“After all,” I thought, ‘I had got my work 
finished, and my fault was too: trifling to 
deserve such severe punishment. And if | 
don’t deserve it, why should I sadm7t to it?” 

After I had asked myself this question two
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or three times, the spirit of rebellion waxed 

stronger and stronger in me, until I needed 

very little more self-persuasion to induce me 

to defy Mrs. Cavendish’s mandates. 

My little room boasted very few comforts, 

and its bare. walls looked particularly unin- 

viting. But it had one great recommendation 

in my eyes. From the window I had an 

uninterrupted view of the sea for miles and 

miles, and many a time had I delighted in 

drinking in the ozone-laden breeze as I leaned 

out of the open casement. 

By craning my neck pretty well forward I 

could tell where the water lapped the sand at 

the foot of my guardian’s long garden, and 

though I could not see more than one corner 

of the roof of the boat-house, the sight made 

me long to snatch an hour’s delight in the 

little craft that was snugly stowed away in- 

side it. 

I was forbidden to meddle with the boat at 

any time, although I knew how to manage 

it very well, for I had had one of my own 

until six months ago, when I was thrown on 

the mercy of Mr. Cavendish and his worldly
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wife. This restriction had always been irk- 
some to me, and just now it galled me worse 

than ever. I was only fourteen, it is true ; 

but I was strong and well grown, and I had 

been used to the water almost from infancy. 

My father, who was a sailor in command of 

a merchant ship, had taken great pride in my 

physical training whenever he was at home, 

and used to say that he could trust me in 

anything. For even if my boat came to 

grief I could swim with astonishing speed 

and endurance. | 

To be forbidden the use of the boat was 

therefore peculiarly disappointing to me, and 

on this particular afternoon I really felt unable 

to resist a sudden temptation that befell me. 

_ My guardian, who was a banker, would 

not be back from Liverpool until five o’clock, 

for it took him quite an hour to travel to the 

villa-strewn little town on the west coast 
where we lived. His wife had sent Charlie 

and Addie with their nursery governess for a 

walk, and they would not be home yet 

awhile. 

The servants were not likely to interfere
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with me, and repeated slights had strung me 

up to such a pitch of resentment that I no 
longer stopped to ask myself what right I 

had to be disobedient. 

Slipping into the drawing-room, I gently 

opened the French doors and_ passed out 

into the garden without attracting atten- 

tion. 

Then, feeling quite secure from observa- 

tion, I hastened down to the boat-house, and 

was very much relieved to find the door un- 
locked. 

It was high tide, too, just now, so I knew 

that I could manage to float the boat with 

ease, and I was soon engaged in an expedi- 

tion that was, I thought, to be nothing more 

than a pleasurable excursion of a couple of 

hours’ duration, but which proved the begin- 
ning of a series of such strange and terrifying 

experiences as my young mind had in those 
days never even imagined. 

There was a breeze, so | hoisted the sail, 

and soon forgot all my sorrows in the delight 
of being once more afloat. 

I knew so well how to manage a boat, and
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-was so perfectly at home on the water, that 
I never once dreamt of danger, and the bay 
itself was all too circumscribed for the spirit 
of adventure which possessed me. I had 
made up my mind to be disobedient, and I 
knew that it would be a long time before I 

was allowed another opportunity of indulging 

in my most cherished pastime. Discovery 

was certain, so also was the inevitable punish- 

ment. This being the case, things couldn’t 
be worse for me than they were. So, | 

argued, what was a little trip in the bay 

worth, when I might just as well sail fora 
few miles on the open sea? 

I don’t pretend to defend my conduct. I 

am only explaining the motives that induced 

me to skim under a freshening breeze until 
the very house of my guardian was blotted 

out of sight and memory. 

I was for several hours so lost in enjoyment 
that the flight of time seemed of no moment, 

until a subtle difference in the atmosphere 
warned me that a change of weather was im- 
minent. Then I noticed also that the wind 
was going down again, and that my boat was ©
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moving much more slowly through the 

water. 

Looking about me I saw that a grey haze 

was already obscuring the land, and that all 

around were ever growing signs of the speedy 
descent of one of the premature fogs that 

occasionally visit our coasts as early as 
September. 

Given a smart little craft such as the one I 
was in, I did not mind if the wind increased 

almost to a gale, so long as I could see what 

I was doing. . But I had a wholesome dread 
of a fog, and promptly resolved to put about 
on a homeward tack at once. 

To make a resolve is one thing. To 
achieve it is another. And I soon found 
that I was likely to pay dearly for my rash- 
ness and disobedience, for the wind dropped 
entirely. My sail was not of the slightest 
use. The fog swept round me relentlessly. 

Seizing the oars I began to row with 
might and main in what I imagined to be 
a shoreward direction, and as I suddenly 

heard the bell of some church not far away 
begin tolling for Wednesday evening service, 

+
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I had hopes that it would guide me to safety. 
So I redoubled my exertions, only to find 

that the further I sculled the fainter grew 

the sound of the bell. 

“T am going away from the land, not 

towards it,” I thought anxiously. So I re- 

versed my course, all the while in dread of 

colliding with something or other. Unfor- 

tunately, the sun, which for a time had glowed 

through the fog like a blood-red ball, had 

sunk below the horizon, and ere long the 

church bell had either ceased to ring or its 

ringing had been rendered inaudible to me 

by increasing distance. 

“1 do believe I am lost!” I exclaimed in 

genuine alarm now, and the sound of my own 

voice, beaten back, as it were, by the weird 

walls of fog by which I was surrounded, 

struck so uncannily in my ears that I gave 

an involuntary start, with the result that I 

lost my hold of the oars. Before I could 

catch them again they had glided out of 
sight, and with their disappearance I seemed 

to have been deprived of my last hold on 

human associations.
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Perhaps the fact that the night was closing 

in as cold as though this were the last week 

in November instead of September, may 

account for the numbness which soon began 

to overpower even my sense of fear. How 

long I crouched in the boat, drifting hither 

and thither at the mercy of the waves, and 

half-choked by the fog, I know not. 

I remember wondering in a dazed sort of 

way what my guardian and his wife would 

think when they heard the news of my death. 

Would they feel sorry forme? Or would 

they be glad that they were relieved of an 

unwelcome encumbrance. 

I could not make up my mind on this point. 

But I had no difficulty in deciding that I was 

exceedingly sorry for myself. 

The fog showed no signs of lifting yet, and 
I was drenched through with the salt spray as 

well as by the wet-blanketty nature of the 

atmosphere. But these discomforts were by © 
no means the only ones that oppressed me, 
for I was being strongly reminded of the fact 
that I was hungry. Not hungry in the mild 
sort of way that one means when one is ready
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for breakfast or for dinner. But ravenously, 

voraciously hungry, willing and anxious to 
eat the driest and most unappetising crust, in 

order to stave off the furious longing for 
sustenance. 

“T have heard of people being days and 
days at sea in an open boat without food,” 

I thought, as I tried to picture what the end 

of my strange adventure would be. ‘And 
they have been reduced to the most horrible 
straits before they have been rescued. Some- 
times help comes too late, and the poor souls 
die one by one, either of cold or hunger. I 
wonder what will become of me if I am left 
much longer here by myself?” 

But though I wondered a good deal, the 
hours dragged their weary length without 
bringing any change save an increase in 
wretchedness of my already wretched con- 
dition. I was colder, wetter, hungrier, and . 
thirstier than ever. And I was becoming so 
tired and sleepy that I could hardly keep my 
eyes open. 

Once I fell asleep in the bottom of the 
boat and awoke with a start of terror.
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‘What have I been thinking of ?” was my 
pitiful remonstrance with myself. ‘“ How 
shall I be able to attract attention if I let 
ships go by without hailing them?” 

I don’t suppose I had really been long. 
asleep, but it seemed to me as though I must 

have been dozing quite long enough to have 
“missed some chance of being rescued. 

All this time my little sail was still set, and 
I was making progress of some sort, but 
whether towards the land or away from it, it 
was impossible for me to tell. Still, progress 
of any kind appeared to be less maddening 
than no progress at all, and I comforted 
myself by trying to believe that if I did not 
reach land very soon, I was sure to be picked 
up by some passing vessel when the ‘fog 
disappeared sufficiently for people to be able 
to see me. 

Yet, though the hours of darkness were 
almost like an eternity to me, they ended at 
last, and I cried with thankfulness when I 
saw the sun come peeping through the haze. 
Presently the fog lifted by degrees, and I 
looked eagerly around for signs of land.
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But look which way I would, I could espy 

nothing but a dreary waste of waters, and then 

I almost wished that black night had con- 

tinued to hide the truth from mea little longer. 

For I was lost ! 

Utterly and hopelessly lost upon the wide 

waters of an ocean that laps the shores of 

Europe, Africa, and America, and which, 

though myriads of ships may be afloat upon 

it, is yet of such vast extent that a boat such 
as I was in might easily be overlooked until 

death by starvation had put an end to my 

sufferings. 

In this way I passed another hour or so in 

half-stupefied misery, until I suddenly remem- 

bered that, as a sailor's daughter, I was 

showing very little wisdom and resource. 

“There is going to be a storm,” I told 

myself, ‘and my boat can hardly survive 

such an angry sea as there willbe soon. I 

will take in the sail while I have the strength 

to do it.” 

“If I have a flag hoisted,” I thought next, 

‘‘there is a chance that a-vessel of some sort 

will sight it and bear down upon me.” ’
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The worst of it was, I had nothing in the 

shape of a flag with me. But the matter was 
too important to be 

neglected, so I took 
off the blue reefer 

coat I was wearing, 
and divested myselt 
of my white muslin 
blouse, which I fast- 

ened to the tiny 
mast, in order that 

it might flutter its 

appeal for succour. 

Then a very 
curious sensation 

came over me. | 

seemed to lose all 

fear, and laid my- 
self down in the Ss 
bottom of the boat 

with almost as much 

unconcern as if [| 

had been going tO PasrENED MY WHITE BLOUSE ‘to 
bed. Fatigue gave THE TINY MAST. 

way to a delicious languor, and I no 
3 

     CMG nay 
See ee
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longer felt the discomforts of my _posi- 

tion. 

I never knew how long that storm lasted, 

for I either fainted or slept until, waking with 

a start of terror, | became aware of a new 

danger. 

Once more daylight had faded, and once 

more the weather had changed. The wind 

had lulled entirely. But in its place the mist 

had again descended. 

If, however, I could not see I could hear, 

and I realised with a wild throb of joy that 

a ship was close at hand. A steamer was 

evidently coming exactly in my direction. 

How was I to save myself from being run 

down in the impenetrable darkness? 

Evidently those on board were apprehen- 

sive of collision, for the syren suddenly 

shrieked forth its unearthly yell, drowning 

my own appealing screams as the vessel came 

nearer and nearer. 

Was it one minute or a whole hour before 
the anguish of dread was merged in terrible 
reality? Looking back now upon that fearful 
night’s experience, it seems to me that an
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| eternity of horror was crowded into what 
| could not have been many moments. 

  
THE SYREN SHRIEKED FORTH ITS UNEARTHLY YELL 

And even while I gazed, motionless, 

fascinated, and helpless, the wails of a



20 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE | 

hundred banshees seemed to issue from a 
huge form that suddenly loomed out of the 
fog. The syren was giving its warning again. 
But of what avail was the warning to me? 

I think I must have shouted. Indeed, I 

was told afterwards that my screams were 
heard by those on board at the very moment 
of the impact of my frail boat with the steamer. 
But of that I do not remember anything 
myself. I only know that foaming waters 
suddenly arose all around me, that I was 
rocked violently from side to side, that there 
was a frightful crash. Then I felt myself 
going down, down, down—into bottomless 
waters.



CHAPTER II 

ON BOARD THE S.S. “SARAH” 

HE next thing I remember was open- 

ing my eyes and gazing languidly 

around me. Had I been utterly and entirely 

a member of the genus ‘“‘landlubber,” I 

might have wondered what sort of a room I 

was in. But, being a sailor’s daughter, it 

did not occupy my awakening senses long to 

make the discovery that I was in a ship’s 

berth. 

The ship was a steamer. I could feel the 

throbbing of the engines, and I could tell 

that the berth in which I was lying was 

situated at the after end of the vessel, for we 

were pitching a little, and once or twice the 

screw was flying round out of the water for a 

few seconds. This is what seafarers call 

“racing,” and those who have slept in one of 

the berths off the after-cabin of a steamer 
2i
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when the screw is racing, will understand how 

it was that I was positively shaken, as the 
whole vessel shivered from stem to stern. 

‘Don’t be alarmed, my dear,” said some 
one, who had evidently been watching by my 
bedside. ‘You have had a very narrow 
escape, but you are safe enough now.” 

The owner of the voice drew the crimson 
moreen curtain away from the bunk-head, 

and looked kindly down at me with a pair of 
beautiful brown eyes that were enframed by 
a face which was so sweet as to make me 
feel wonderfully comforted by its very pre- 
sence. 

‘‘ How did I come here?” I asked sleepily. 
“Didn't I get drowned ?” 

“Drowned! You silly little girl, how 
could you be drowned, when you are lying 
snug and dry in the spare berth of the s.s. 
Sarah ?” 

As my new acquaintance asked me these 
questions, she pretended to laugh and to be 
highly amused. But there was a quiver in 
her voice, and there were tears in her 
eyes.
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For a moment I looked silently at the 
sweet, motherly woman beside me. Then, 

with a queer little catch in my own voice, I 

said: ‘‘ You are crying, and it is because you 

  

‘“YOU HAVE HAD A VERY NARROW ESCAPE!” 

are sorry for me! Have I suffered some 
terrible injury ?” 

“Bless the child!” was the answer, “ what 
a Strange question to ask! Crippled ?—no.
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A few cuts and bruises, that will soon mend, 

are all the damage you have sustained, so 

far as I can make out.” 

‘“Then why are you crying?” 

“My dear, I am a mother myself, and I 

cannot help picturing what your own mother 

must be suffering on your account now! She 

will think you are drowned.” 

Somehow, the mention of my mother’s 

name was more than I could bear in my then 

overwrought state, and my unnatural calm 

was suddenly broken down. I burst into 

bitter tears, for my lonely condition was 

brought more forcibly home to me than ever. 

“Oh, my darling mother,” I. sobbed. 

“You little dreamed that you were leaving 

me to a life of trouble! But I am glad that 

you are not suffering grief on my account. 

Do you think,” I continued, turning to my 

new friend, ‘‘do you think she can see me 

from heaven ?” 

“Surely, my child! But if your mother 

will not miss you, there are others who will 

be fretting on your account.” 

‘Indeed, you are mistaken. Since my
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mother died, I have had no one to love me. 

I have been taken charge of by my guardian 

and his wife, who have shown me every day 

that they consider me a burden upon them. 

Instead of fretting about me, they will be 

glad that they have got rid of me. But you 

look different. Do you mind telling me 

your name?” 

“Of course I will. I am Mrs. Blythe, 

and my husband is the captain of the Sarah. 

I have one son, and he is serving his time 

on board as apprentice. As all my family is 

here, I wanted to be here, too, and so here I 

am. But there, what a thoughtless body 

you will think me, to be sure! Talking 

away like twelve o’clock, and you as hungry 

as a hunter, now, aren’t you?” 

Was I hungry? I wondered. Now that I 
was reminded of the fact it seemed to me 
that I was not merely hungry, but very 
hungry indeed, and it did me good to see 
how it pleased Mrs. Blythe to fetch me some 

soup and bread, of which I partook with a 
voracity that made me feel rather ashamed 

of my appetite.



26 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

“That is right, my dear,” said Mrs. Blythe ; 

“you don’t know what a relief it is to see 

you so little the worse. When you were 

brought on board by the mate, who lowered 

a boat when we heard your screams, we were 

all afraid that you would never pull round, 

and we had to feed you very carefully. But 

after you had. been warmed and fed, you just 

slept hour after hour, and now—do you think 

you could eat something else?” 

I didn’t feel a bit shy with the kindly lady, 

and raised no objection when she went to 

fetch me a supply of bread-and-butter and 

two boiled eggs. 

I ate and drank everything she brought, 

and by the time I had finished I felt so much 

better that I was able to laugh at my wonder- 

ful hunger. 

“And I think I would like to get up now,” 

I said. “But I expect all my clothes are 

wet.” ; 

“Oh, dear, no. I undressed you and put 

you to bed last night after they fished you 

out of the water, and then I saw to the dry- 

ing of your clothes. We were afraid you
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were dead at first, for you took a lot of 

bringing round. Then, directly after we 

had got you out of danger, you went to 

‘sleep, and you have slept as beautifully as a 

baby all night.” 

So I had been sleeping for hours and 

hours! No wonder I felt little the worse for 

my immersion. When Mrs. Blythe brought 

my clothes back, nicely ironed as well as 

dried, I got up without any more ado, and 

dressed myself at once. 

My forehead had two or three. strips of 

sticking-plaster on it, and there was a place 

on my head that felt very tender. I sup- 

pose it had been cut a little, for sticking- 

plaster adorned it also. The plaster did not 

improve my personal appearance, and I felt 

rather shy about facing Captain Blythe and 

the other people on board. 

But my scruples were soon over-ruled, and 

Mrs. Blythe took me on deck to interview 

her husband. 

As I stepped out of the companion on to 

the poop, I glanced swiftly around me, to 

see if by any chance we were near Liverpool,
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whither I supposed the steamer to be going. 

It was still rather rough, but I did not mind 

that, for I had had many a voyage with my 

father -and mother, and no amount of 

‘weather ” ever made me sick. 

Yet I felt considerable dismay, all the 

same, as I looked eagerly around me,:and 

saw nothing but a wide and apparently end- 

_ less expanse of water. 

“Why,” I gasped, “this isn’t anywhere 

near the shore! You are taking me out to 

sea!” 

‘To be sure we are,” exclaimed the cap- 

tain cheerfully. ‘“‘“We were bound to con- 

tinue our course, and you wouldn’t have had 

us leave you behind, would you?” 

“No,” I said dubiously, ‘I suppose you’ 

couldn't have done that. But I am afraid 

you will find me a great nuisance to have to 

keep. That is what my guardians thought 

about me.” 

‘Never mind what your guardians thought. 

We think it a good thing that we picked you 

up, and I know that everybody on board is 

pleased to have you here. Why, half the
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' men have already thought of some way of 

providing you with something for your own 

special use, just to show how welcome you 

are here. And that reminds me, they would 

all like to know what your name Is.” 

“My name is Leona—Leona Robinson.” 

“Leona Robinson! A very nice name 

too, and I shall call you Leona, if you will let 

me. I am going to make-believe that you 

are my own daughter. But the sailors 

mustn’t call you Leona. It wouldn’t be 

respectful enough.” 

‘‘T should like it above all things.” 

“My dear child, it would never do. You 

mustn’t forget that you have to make-believe 

to be the captain's daughter. No; they 

shall call you Miss Robinson.” 

“That sounds stiff, father,” put in Mrs. 

Blythe. “ Let it be Z¢¢Ze Miss Robinson.” 

“All right, mother! Oh, here comes the 

chief engineer—wants to be introduced, I 

expect.” 

‘“Mr. Marshall, allow me to introduce you 

to little Miss Robinson Crusoe,” said Mrs. 

Blythe, with an amused smile.
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“Very pleased to see the young lady 

hardly any the worse for her adventure,” 

said Mr. Marshall, looking kindly down at 

me. ‘‘But why ‘Crusoe’? Surely thatisn’t | 

her real name?” 

  

“*MR. MARSHALL, ALLOW ME TO INTRODUCE YOU ‘TO LITTLE 
MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE.” 

“It's appropriate, all the same, for she 

-was ‘monarch of all she surveyed’ when we 
created a revolution in her kingdom last 
night,” said the Captain. There were more 
jesting remarks made about the name thus
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given me, and as it took everybody’s fancy, 

it stuck to me so long as I had the good 

fortune to remain on board the s.s. Sarah. 

Alas! we none of us imagined how sadly 

prophetic this playful addition to my name 

was going to prove, and it was well for us all 

that we were spared the knowledge of the 

terrible sufferings that were in store for us. 

During the course of the day I was shown 

all round my new home, and I even went 

right down into the stokehold with Mr. 

Marshall, where I was allowed to throw a 

few lumps of coal into the roaring furnaces, 

by way of making the ship do an extra knot 

an hour. At least, that was what Mr. Mar- 

shall pretended, but my little contribution 

was only like a grain of sand flung into the 

ever-greedy sea again. 

Still, it was fun, and fun had been such a 

stranger to me since I lost my parents, that 

the sound of my own laughter more than 

once made me feel not a little surprised at 

myself. Indeed, I was not sure that it was 

not rather heartless of me to feel so merry 

when my guardians must be feeling a great
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deal of concern at my loss, in spite of the 

fact that they had considered me an incum- 

brance while they had me with them. 

But if any one else thinks I was heartless, 

I pray them to remember that for months I 

had been snubbed, and overworked, and 

punished, and snarled at, and that to have 

lighted among’a whole shipful of people, all 

of whom were anxious to humour my every 

fancy, was quite enough to make my natu- 

rally merry spirits rise to bubbling point. 

To Captain and. Mrs. Blythe I related 

every detail of my short life, and they both 

expressed themselves pleased at the pro- 

bability of their being allowed to keep me for 

a while. 
“We cannot write to your relatives until 

we reach port,” observed the Captain to me. | 

“But they shall know as soon as possible 

that you are safe. When we reach our 

destination, our arrival will be telegraphed 

to the owners of the Savah, and I will adda 

few words about picking you up. This will 

serve to let folks know you are alive, and 

full particulars can be sent by letter, And
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unless we are compelled to give you up when 

we return to England, we shall want you to 

come and stay with us. You will be grand 

company for the wife when she isn’t afloat 

with me.” 

I was very thankful that everybody on 

board seemed to have taken such a fancy to 

me, and I did all in my power to show my 

gratitude. 

Always ‘of an industrious turn, I was really 

~ much cleverer at all kinds of feminine work 

than most girls of my age, and even the 

severity with which Mrs. Cavendish had 

treated me stood me in good case now, for 

she had made me learn many useful accom- 

plishments, by means of which I was able to 

afford practical proof of my desire to give 

pleasure to my benefactors. 

Mrs. Blythe brought a lot of her own 

things out of lockers and boxes, and between 

us we rectified the scantiness of my wardrobe 

by altering some of ‘her clothes to fit me. 

We had a good deal of fun over the altering, 

too, for she was a short, stout, little woman, 

and I was a tall girl who had not yet begun 
4
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to lose the lamp-post equality of width that 

distinguishes the hobbledehoy stage. 

There was the right quantity of stuff in 
-my new clothes. The trouble was that it 

was in the wrong pleces ! : 

The bodices had to be made half their 
former girth, and the skirts were shorter 

than the frock I was already wearing. Still, 
they did very nicely for me, and nearly a 

month passed happily on board the s:s. 

Sarah. 

Then there appeared on the horizon the 
first grim foreshadowings of the terrible 

disasters that deprived me of the home and 
friends which were daily becoming more 
precious to me. 

Mrs. Blythe was chatting with me one after- 
noon about the arrangements she hoped to 
be able to make for my future, when such a 
strange quiver ran through the ship as startled 
us into instant attention. 

“Hush!” enjoined Mrs. Blythe anxiously. 

“ Listen |” 

Hardly were the words out of her mouth, 
when the quivering gave place to a fierce
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rattling and flying of machinery over which 

all control seemed to have been lost. There 

was sudden shouting in the engine-room, a 

series of thumps and. cracks, the violent 

hissing of steam, and finally a great crash 

that told even me that something very 

serious must have occurred. 

From all over the ship everybody hastened 

on deck to ascertain what was the matter. 

“Your men, Mr. Marshall,” the Captain 

asked breathlessly, ““where are they? Are 

they all safe ?” 

“The men are all safe, thank God!” 

replied the chief engineer. . “ But matters 

look bad down below. Our shaft is broken.” 

‘Surely not,” gasped the Captain. 

“Tt is true enough. The engines are 

quite useless. When the shaft broke and 

there was no resistance the machinery flew 

round like mad, until it smashed itself up.” 

‘And it is impossible to put things right 

again?” 

“Quite impossible. We have not gota 

spare shaft with us.” 

For some time there were discussions as
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to ways and means of progress. But nothing 

effectual was done, because nothing could be 

done. We were adrift on the Pacific Ocean, 

_ with broken-down machinery. It was no use 

blinking the fact—we were at the mercy of 

the winds and waves. 

Unless some other ship came that way 

and took us all on board, it was extremely 

probable that graver catastrophes would 

overtake us. But it only makes troubles 

worse to meet them half-way, and every- 

body on board the Sarah tried to wear a 

brave face. 

So long as fine weather lasted it was much 

easier to be hopeful than it was afterwards, 

for there was always the chance of being 

picked up, and a very keen lookout was 

kept for vessels. 

‘But day after day went by without us 

seeing the least sign of any other ship, and 

all the time we were drifting Helpless) in 

the great ocean currents. 

Then came wild weather, and the tempest 

having us entirely at its mercy, seemed to 

take a delight in tossing the poor old Sarah
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about so roughly as to make the most san- 

guine of those on board fear that the end 

could not be far off now. 

One night, having been unable to sleep, 

for I could see that Captain and Mrs. Blythe 

hardly placed belief themselves in the hopes 

which they tried to infuse in others, I was 

lying awake in my berth when a furious gust 

of wind gripped the ship by the waist, 

making her jump like a living thing. Then 

came crash after crash. 

The shock threw me clean out of my 

bunk on to the floor, and I was considerably 

bruised by my fall. But, in face of very 

great peril, ordinary bruises are of no 

account, and I began hurriedly to dress 

myself. 

The danger we were in must really have 

been greater than I was supposed to be able 

to comprehend, or else there had been a 

tender conspiracy to keep me in ignorance 

of the worst as long as possible. For I was 

the only one on board who had ventured to 

go to bed that night, and when I emerged 

into the cabin, there was no: question of -
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remonstrating with me for getting up at 

two o'clock in the morning. 

Mrs. Blythe was sitting, fully dressed, as 

if intending to go out for a walk, and her 

son Ted was helping the steward to fill some 

bags with provisions. The cabin, floor was 

covered with water, and as the ship lurched 

from side to side, there was the constant 

swishing of loose goods washing -from one 

side of it to the other. 

A glance told me as. much as I needed to 

know. 

It was thought that the Savas would have 

to be abandoned, and preparations were 

being made to take advantage of the first 

opportunity of doing so. © 

But though I certainly quailed at the 

apparent imminence of our danger, I was 

strong enough to avoid adding to the 

trouble of those around me by indulging 

in useless lamentations. I had always tried 

to do justice to the name which my un- 

willingly-appointed guardians had considered 

_ too fanciful, and if I was not exactly as brave 

as a lion, I was certainly not so lacking
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I MEANT TO DO ALL I COULD TO HELP MYSELF. 

in courage as many of the girls I had 

known.
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On this occasion I stepped back into my 

cabin and put my reefer and boots on. 

Then I packed my scanty belongings in a 

little bundle, which I tied round my waist. 

“Is there anything I can help with?” I 

whispered, as Mrs. Blythe silently put her 

arms round me and kissed me. 

‘Nothing -whatever,” was the answer. 

‘““The men are doing all that can be done. 

And for us women there remains nothing to 

do but to wait quietly for whatever turns 

up.” 

There were no more comments made on 

the situation, but I saw that things were 

rapidly approaching their worst. The ship 

was no longer a safe habitation for us, and 

it was desirable to leave it as soon as 

possible. But unless we were either picked 

up by another ship or were cast ashore, how 

were we all to find safety now that two of 

our boats were completely ruined? 

There were twenty-nine of us on board, 

all told, and twenty-nine people could not 
possibly crowd into the two ship’s boats. 

‘Of course, I have no right to expect to
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be taken if it really comes to having to use 

them,” I told myself. ‘“ I donot really belong 

to the ship, and the others all do. So there 

  
‘* FOLLOW ME AT ONCE!” 

is less likelihood of me being saved than 

any one else.” 

But at fourteen one is usually tenacious
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of life, and though I did not mean to risk 

anybody else’s chances, I certainly meant to 

do all I could to help myself. 

And while we waited there, to see what 

would happen next, I pictured myself telling 

my aunt that I had certainly been drowned, 

but that I had been still alive a whole month 

after I was lost in the fog in my guardian’s 

boat. I was even trying to imagine how 

they would receive my strange news, when 

the commotion that we could hear overhead 

seemed to increase, and Captain Blythe 

hurried into the cabin. 

“There is no more time to lose down 

here,” he said quickly. ‘‘ We are near land, 

and we seem to be drifting broadside on to 

the rocks. Follow me at once.”



CHAPTER III 

THE DISASTER 

N a few seconds everybody was on deck, 

but there was no confusion. The men 

worked silently and steadily, obeying the 

orders with instant readiness. 

The two boats were swung out on their 

davits, and Mrs. Blythe and I were hurried 

to the side. 

But I positively declined to take a place 

that of right belonged to some one else, and 

as there was no time for arguments, the 

boats were filled without me. Ted Blythe 

was in one of them, but as the captain did 

not intend léaving the ship until everybody 

else was saved, Mrs. Blythe also elected to 

stay behind till the boats came back to fetch 

us. 

The next few minutes proved terribly 

anxious ones. We watched the boats leave 
43
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the ship’s side safely, and saw their crews 

pulling lustily towards a low-lying promon- 

tory that jutted out from a coast which 

was of a very forbidding aspect. Tall rocks 

projected like huge ghosts over the very sea 

itself, and the phosphorescent foam that 

lashed the rocks; and dotted the starlit view 

like banks of snow, did not promise the 

securest of landing-places. 

‘““T wonder where we are?” asked Mrs. 

Blythe of her husband, who had done all he 

could for others, and was now quietly await- 

ing his own chance of safety. 

'«‘T have not the least idea,” he said, ‘“‘save 

that we are considerably out of the course 

we intended to have taken. For two days 

it has been impossible to take our position ; 

but I still think that if this land had been 

marked on the chart I could have located it. 

Good Heavens!” 

We had been watching our comrades in 

the boats while talking, and it had gradually 

become evident that they had fallen into the 

grip of some cross-current that was rendering 

futile all their efforts to struggle against it.
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The first mate’s boat, seeing the difficulties 

that the other had got into, tried to steer 

away from the current, but was remorse- 

  
If WAS A TERRIBLE SIGHT FOR ANY ONE TO WITNESS. 

lessly hurried along, in spite of every effort 

to avoid the fate that menaced both. 

What followed next was a scene of horror
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that will never fade from my memory as 
long as I live. 

There were two boat loads of men 
struggling desperately against inevitable 
destruction, and it fell to the lot of those 

on board to see them swept further and 
further into a seething vortex of foam, until, 

amid shrieks of despair, the frail vessels and 

their inmates were dashed bodily against 
the cruel rocks, which united with the waves 
in beating the life out of the poor souls who 
had hoped to find deliverance there. 

It was a terrible sight for any one to 
witness. But what must have been the 
feelings of “the unhappy father and mother 
who thus saw their only son suffering before 
their eyes! 

Words fail to depict all that they must 
have endured; but our own peril - was 
momentarily becoming so imminent , that, 
heartless as it may seem, it was necessary 
to devote all our attention to the attempt 
to save ourselves, even while there was still 
a doubt as to whether there might not be 
still one among those who but now were
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our shipmates, whose struggles were not 
over. 

There were, besides Captain and Mrs. 
Blythe and myself, nine persons still on 
board the Sarah, including Mr. Marshall 
and the second engineer, and, almost simul- 
taneously, we all made the discovery that, 

just as the two boats which were now shat- 
tered to fragments had been unable to resist 
the force of the insetting current, so was it 
becoming utterly impossible for the Sarah 
to escape a like fate. 

The ship was swiftly drawing to her 
doom, and it was only a question of minutes 
before the end must come. 

And now, pale, wild-eyed, yet calm 
enough to reason out the course that must 
be pursued, we looked at each other for | 
one moment with the look that bespeaks 
the supreme crisis of one’s life. 

‘The boats are gone, and if we lash our- 
selves to anything here, we shall be swept 
into the current, too,” said the captain 

hoarsely. 

“ But if we stop on board we know what.



48 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

the end will be,” shouted Mr. Marshall 

through the gale, for he, too, had elected 

to remain with us on board the sinking 

ship. 

“What do you propose, then?” bawled 

the captain. 

“We must jump for it. You take Mrs. 

Blythe, I will try my best for the little miss. 

And may God help us all!” 

At this moment we heard a scraping, 

grinding noise which told us that the ship 

had struck a reef. But this did not stop 

her from freeing herself, and continuing to 

be forced forward towards the vortex in 
which the boats had come to ruin. 

“Do your best for your lives,” I heard 

the captain shout, and then, waiting for no 

help, I sprang with all my might from the 
ship’s side. I dived into a space of water 

that proved to be almost clear of the cur- 
rent, though what with the numerous eddies 

and the onward motion of the ship, there 
was no sea hereabouts that did not rage and 
whirl most dangerously. 

Yet I managed somehow to save myself
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from sharing the fate of my companions by 

grasping convulsively at the slippery rocks 

that edged the road to the whirlpool. Had 

I been less desperate, or had I been no 

stronger than most girls of my own age, it 
would probably have been impossible for me 
to do this. 

As it was, after what seemed an eternity 
of struggle and suffering, I alternately 
crawled and swam until I reached a natural 
fissure in the rocks, through which I was 
able to climb to higher ground. By this 
time I was so exhausted and so overwrought 
by the fearful experiences of the night that 
I was no sooner assured of present safety 

than my limbs gave way beneath me, and 
I sank to the ground in a sort of stupor, 

hardly capable any longer of wondering 

what had become of my unfortunate com- 

panions, or where I was myself.



CHAPTER TV. 

I BEGIN MY NEW LIFE 

T is difficult to judge of the flight of time 
when one has no mechanical means of 

recording it, and I am quite unable to say 
how long I lay insensible after my narrow 

escape from a violent and untimely death. 
I only know that it was quite dark when | 
opened my eyes again, and tried to remem- 
ber what had happened to me. 

A feeling of great discomfort soon helped 
to clear my memory, and I sprang to my 

feet in a state of bitter grief and anxiety. 
My clothes were wet through to the skin, 
and clung uncomfortably to me, greatly 
impeding my movements. In a few minutes 
my eyes, getting used to the darkness, were 

able to distinguish their immediate  sur- 

roundings, and I fancied that, given broad 
50
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daylight, I should see trees and flowers in 

plenty. 

But I was not interested in considering 

the beauties of Nature just then. I had 

been exposed to her wildest vagaries, and I 

craved to know how many besides myself 

had been saved from the wreck of the 

Sarah. 

Alas! though I peered in all directions, 

there was no sign of any other life than mine, 

and when I called aloud for my lost ship- 

mates, I was frightened into silence again 

by the strange lonesomeness of the girlish 

voice which disturbed the still night air. 

Crouching down on the ground again, with 

my back against a rock, I listened with a 

desperate anxiety for a reply to my outcry. 

When one minute after another dragged 

on without the faintest sign of other human 

presence. than my own making itself 

apparent, it was borne in upon me ‘with 

dreadful certainty that of all the happy, 

healthy souls who had been on board the 

Sarah, 1 alone had been spared to live a 

while longer.
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And for what? 

Surely it would have been better if I, too, 

had ended my earthly existence during that 

desperate encounter with Nature’s fiercest 

' elements! For what was to become of me, 

_amere child, cast ashore on what appeared 
to be a speck of an uninhabited island in the 
lone Pacific, where the roaring and swirling of 

rushing waters seemed to be the only break 
in an otherwise deathly silence? In fact, I 

was now more terrified than I cared to 

admit even to myself. 

‘Oh, I wish I had died too!” I exclaimed, 

bursting into passionate grief. ‘There is 
no one left to keep me company, no one to 
help me to bear my troubles.” 

‘Presently I yielded to a sudden drowsiness 
that seized me, and fell into a slumber which 

must have lasted some hours, for when I 

awoke the sun was shining brightly, and, 
for a moment, I almost imagined myself to 

be in Fairyland. 

The air was sweet and warm, and birds of 

beautiful plumage were flitting hither and 
thither, chirping, chattering, or singing in
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merriest enjoyment of an existence that was 

being spent in the most beautiful place I had 

ever beheld. 

I could see nothing of the sea, for it was 

hidden from view by tall rocks that forbade 

any attempt to climb their rugged pinnacles, 

which seemed to pierce the blue vault of 

heaven itself. I could not even perceive 

the path along which I had crawled beyond 

reach of the angry surge that hissed, and 

boomed, and roared in constant fury. 

But, gazing landwards, I saw a lovely and 

bewildering profusion of wonderful trees, 

shrubs, and flowers, and the nearer I ap- 

proached them the more beautiful did they 

appear, for the flowers which grew wild here 

were such as I had seen grown in costly 

conservatories at home, and their fragrance 

and beauty were things to marvel at. 

But there was another attraction for me 

which reminded me that I had had no food 

for many hours, and that I was exceedingly 

hungry. Many of the trees were positively 

laden with fruits, some of which I recog- 

nised, and some of which were strange to
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me. Eagerly plucking some oranges from 
a.tree that invited particular attention by its 
prominent position in front of a perfect | 
grove of its fellows, I soon felt very much 
refreshed, for the fruit, being abundant and 

juicy, afforded me a very welcome drink. 
My thirst was now allayed, but I ‘was still 

painfully hungry. Then I reached a clump 
of cocoanut palms, at the foot of which 
dozens of fallen nuts were lying. I knew 
that these were very nourishing, but it was 
some time before I was able to partake of 
the food thus providentially stored, for it 
was exceedingly difficult to remove the 
strong husk which protects the nuts,- and 
even when that task had been achieved, the 
shell itself was hard to crack. But it was a 
case of either conquering difficulties or going 
hungry, and I perseveréd until I was satis- 
fied. 

By this time my clothes had actually dried 
on me, for the sun was now high in the 
heavens, and the air was as hot as it is in 
summer in England. Remembering the 
time of year, I should have been surprised
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at this, if I had not known that the climate 

of the South Pacific is very different to that: 

of England. 

If in my native country I had allowed my 

clothes to dry on my back, I should pro- 

bably have caught a chill sufficient to give 

me my death. But here no such calamity 

befel me, and I rose from my meal tho- 

roughly refreshed and invigorated. But, 

now that-the immediate pangs of hunger 

had been staved off, my thoughts reverted 

to my lost companions, and my conscience . 

pricked me for having forgotten them for 

a moment. 

“T will go back,” I thought, ‘and try 

to find the place where I was cast ashore. 

Perhaps I may not be: the only one who 

is saved, after all.” 

And go back I did, so far as- I was able. 

But I could not find the slightest trace of 

a path leading to the sea, although I knew 

very well that some such path must be in 

existence, for it had led me to safety. 

Equally futile was it to try to climb over 

the huge rocky barrier that divided this
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earthly paradise from the foaming waters, 
which dashed so angrily against the cliffs 
that. I could tell how thin a partition hid 
them from my view. 

I thought that perhaps some other way 
of rescue might have offered itself to my late 
companions. But as all my efforts to find 
a trace of them proved unavailing, I gra- 

' dually gave up every hope of their safety, 
and centred my attention upon the necessity 
of providing for my own needs. 

Considering the plight I was in, and my 
ignorance of what I might have to contend 
with in the isolated life to which I was 
condemned, it behoved me to bestir myself 
to some purpose. 

There was apparently plenty of land at 
my disposal, but a habitation of some sort 
was needed to protect me from possible 
wars of the elements, and to give me a 
greater feeling of security than could be 
mine when sleeping out of doors. 

My wardrobe and personal belongings 
comprised what I was wearing at the time, 
and something must soon be done to pro-
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vide me with substitutes for those which 

would soon wear out. 

Food and drink in the shape of fruits and 

nuts were to be had in abundance, and 

pine-apples proved fairly nutritious. 

But suppose there should be nothing to 

replace the supplies that were now to be 

had for the taking, how was I to subsist 

in future, unless I strove to make some sort 

of provision for a possible time of famine ? 

No wonder I was full of anxiety, and no 

wonder I: was too busy to sit down and weep 

over my misfortunes! But I went sadly about 

my work at first, for I was in bitter grief 
at the loss of my kind friends on the Sarah. 

I must have wandered a great many 

miles on the first day that I spent on Terra 
Trouva, as I have since christened the land 

of my unwilling adoption. I had an idea 
of finding some formation of rock snear the 
outside of what I presumed to be an island 
that could be used by me as a house ; but, 

for a time at least, my search in this direc- 
tion was useless, and I decided upon an- 
other plan.



58 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

If I could find material wherewith to do 

so, I would use a perpendicular rock for a 

background, and build myself a shelter. of 

some sort. My worst difficulty was the 

total absence of tools of any sort wherewith 

to assist my labours, or to augment the 
natural resources of the place in which I 
might possibly have to spend the remain- 
der of my life. 

Only a year ago I had read the story of 

‘Robinson Crusoe,” and I could not help 

thinking that I was infinitely worse off than 

he was, for he was a strong man, and | 

was only a girl. And the wrecked ship 

supplied him with multitudinous things in a 

most wonderful manner, whereas it did not 

appear as though the slightest mechanical 
help to existence was to be allowed to make 
things easier for me. 

It seemed to me that if I had only had a 
knife, I could have worked wonders; and I 

almost despaired when I thought of the 
difficulty of doing anything without such a 
useful implement as that. 

The second night hardly seemed less ter-
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rifying than the first one I had spent here, 
for all the shelter I had been able to provide 
was a quantity of boughs and large leaves 
which I had piled in two heaps, so as to 

  

I CRIED MYSELF TO SLEEP. 

make a sort of wall on either side of me, 
backed by a bare, steep rock. I managed 
to break off some branches which were long 
enough to lay over the others, thus con- 
verting the leafy walls into a covered hut,
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and. I used more leaves as an apology for a 

bed. 

By this time I was so tired that I could 

scarcely move one foot before the other, and 

my hands were so bruised and torn with the 

rough work they had been made to do, that 

they were very painful. I could not sleep 

for a long while after I laid down, for, 

though I meant to be very brave indeed, | 

was miserable and frightened, and when I 

said my prayers, I hardly knew whether to » 

give thanks for my preservation, or to pray 

for a speedy death. 

For it must be remembered that I was 

too unhappy to try and find any promise 

of better prospects in store for me. In fact, 

I sobbed very bitterly in the gathering dark- 

ness, and cried myself to sleep.



CHAPTER V 

A FORMIDABLE STRANGER 

LMOST as soon as I awoke, I became 

conscious of three separate phases of 
discomfort. 

I was hungry. “I was thirsty. And I felt 
as if I had not had a wash for ages. So 
strong, indeed, was the latter feeling, that I 

sprang up with the idea of washing myself 
without an instant’s delay. Then I remem- 
bered that I had not as yet seen any water 
on the island, and it struck me that I must 

try my hardest to find an efficient supply at 
once. 

Young as I was, I knew that there could 
not be luxuriant vegetation without plenty of 
moisture, so I did not expect to be very long 
before I was successful in my quest. 

Going through the grove of orange trees 
already mentioned, and gathering enough 

or



62 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

fruit for a meal by the way, I went in as 
straight a direction as I could, for this place 
was very peculiarly constructed, being more 
like a basin than anything else I can think 
of just now. The high cliffs formed the sides 
of the basin, and there seemed to be a gentle, 
but unmistakable, dip towards the centre. 

‘There is sure to be water in the lower 
part of the island,” I thought, and_ this 
supposition proved to be perfectly correct, 
though I travelled for hours before my 
search proved successful. 

Sometimes I was almost beguiled into 
forgetting my miserable condition, for my 
surroundings were beautiful enough to have 
made a paradise, and I have always loved 
flowers and birds. Had I ever lived in a 
country that contained wild beasts, I might 
have been afraid of meeting some here. 
But I had never had need to fear them at 
home, and it. did not strike me then as 
singular that this island, on which no human 
beings, save myself, seemed to live, should 
also be untenanted by wild animals of any 
kind.
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Towards midday, having reached a region 
that was strangely unlike any of the other 
scenery I had passed through, I resolved to 
rest and refresh myself before proceeding 
any further. I was already very tired, for, 
though I might not have travelled any great 
distance, locomotion was extremely difficult, 

owing to the density of vegetation in many 
places, 

Here, however, there was a region that 
was almost bare, and in which curious rocks 
were heaped in the oddest confusion—some- 
times one upon another, and sometimes in 
scattered groups. The air. was. hotter and 
drier here than elsewhere, and many of the 
rocks seemed fairly to blaze under the glare 
of the midday sun. 

I cannot say that I felt the same satisfac- 
tion after my fruit banquet as when I had had 
a well-cooked meal. But as the latter ap- 
peared to be out of the question now, I had 
perforce to make the best of what I could 
not help, especially as I was not without 
hope that I might find something that would 
improve my lot before long.
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When I was sufficiently rested, I rose and 
passed into the barren rockstrewn region, 

through which I thought I might possibly 

reach lower ground, where I could not fail 

to find water. 

Some of the rocks here struck me as even 
stranger than the others. Imagine a large 
ring of huge stones, upon which are piled 
other rings, composed of smaller stones, 
‘until the whole forms a great mound. Then 
picture to yourself a giant emptying liquid 
glass over and around the whole structure, 

filling up all the crevices, and rounding off 
the sharp angles. Then, when the liquid 
crystal had become solid, you would have a 
result something like what I saw on this 
wonderful barren plain, only there were 

several such mounds within view at once, 

instead of one. 

‘“T wonder if I could break some of that 
glittering stuff off, and use it in making a 

house of some sort,” I said to myself. “I 
should feel much safer in a house built of 
‘something solid, than in one that was only 

made of boughs.”
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But I soon found that without tools of any 

kind it would be impossible for me to detach 

  
AN ENORMOUS JET OF WATER FLEW INTO THE AIR. 

any pieces of the glittering mineral, for it 
was all welded together in a most wonderful 

6  
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manner. Curiosity prompted me to climb 
to the top of one of the mounds, and I 
had just discovered that the mound was, in 
reality, only the outer shell of a gigantic 
natural basin, when a terrific noise nearly 
frightened me out of my senses, 

There was a loud rumble, as though it 
was thundering underground. Then there 
was a sudden swish, as an enormous jet of 
water flew into the air, propelled by some 
fearful force of nature at a marvellous speed. 

Sheer fright sent me tumbling backwards, 
and before I had a chance to recover my 
footing, water was raining all around me. 
I bruised myself considerably in falling, but 
I had no time to notice it then, for as soon 
as I could scramble to my feet I fled wildly 
for safety, without even noticing whither | 
was going. 

I remember, too, that ] shrieked with 
frantic terror, but, of course, my shrieks 
failed to bring any one to my aid; and 
though I ran on until I was exhausted, I do 
not think that I got very far away from the 
scene of my fright.
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When at last I stopped and looked behind 
me, I could see several jets of water rising 

and falling, one after the other, while a huge 

cloud of steam spread over the plain. 

  

A NATURAL BASIN. 

‘“Why, the water is actually hot!” I told 
myself. ‘These must be geysers. What a 
silly I have been to get so frightened.” 

I had read about geysers, and had been
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told a good deal about them by my father, 

who had loved to relate all his adventures to 
me, and much of what he had told me 

helped to restore my courage again, 

especially as th2 disturbance ceased very 
soon. Then the steam cleared away, and 

shortly everything looked as it had done 
before. . 

‘Father said that geysers usually eject 

water at regular intervals,” I mused, ‘and if 

this one does the same it might serve me for 
a kind of clock. And that reminds me. I 

ought to try and keep some sort of time, for 

it would be horrible never to have the least 
idea what day, or what month it is. Let me 
see. I have been here two nights, so this 
must be Saturday. But I don’t know the 
exact date, so I shall have to guess as near 
as I can. Suppose I call this the first of 
November, and count on from to-day. And 
how fortunate it is that I came here! J] 
have not only found water. I have found 
hot water, and I can do all sorts of wonderful 

things with it if I can only find a way of 
collecting some of it. I wonder if any of
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these small geysers can be made useful. 

Even if they ‘erupt,’ they cannot be so 

terrible or dangerous as the large one.” 

The idea was worth carrying out, and was 

not difficult of accomplishment, for I came 

upon quite a colony of geysers, some of 

which showed their water close to the sur- 

face, so close, indeed, that I was able to test 

the heat of it with my fingers. From two 

of the hot springs I withdrew my finger in a 

considerable hurry, for the water was almost 

boiling, and little bubbles of steam kept 

bursting from them all the time. 

But I eventually found one that was hardly 

a foot across, and in which the water was 

almost cold. Here again I found my father’s 

experiences reassuring. He had told me that 
where the water of a geyser is still and 
almost cold, it is in so far like an extinct 

volcano, that one does not need to expect 

any more eruptions from it. 

There could not possibly be anything 
better adapted for my purpose than this 
natural basin of slightly warm water, and I 
began to bathe. The water was soft and °
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pleasant, and I felt astonishingly invigorated, 

although, having no towel to dry myself 

with, I had to allow the sun to perform that 

operation. 

It struck me as strange that I had as yet 

seen no quadrupeds of any kind. But I 

had no need to complain of the scarcity 

of feathererd things, for they surrounded me 

in great numbers, and I was particularly 

charmed by the gorgeous loveliness of the . 

tiny little humming birds which, scarce 

heavier than some bees I saw, flew from 

flower to flower in the most bewitching 

manner. 

Parrots filled the air with noises that, 

under other circumstances, I might have 

considered harsh and discordant; but now I 

was positively thankful to listen to them, for 

they helped to dispel the terribly lonely 

feeling. 

“If I could tame some of these beautiful 

birds,” I thought, ‘‘and teach them to talk, 

I could almost fancy myself to be no longer 

alone here.” 

Knowing that the day must now be near-



 
 

G INCREASED MY TERROR. IN ‘HE THUNDER AND LIGHTN



72 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

ing its close, I began to plan how to spend 
the night, and as I could see no place that 

equalled my little hut as a sleeping quarter, 
I trudged back, guided by several prominent 
landmarks, of which I had taken notice by 
the way. 

It was a strange place to call home. 
Yet, for lack of any other spot to call my 
own, I thought of it as “home,” and, being 

in less personal discomfort now, I hoped to 

have a sound night’s sleep. But scarcely 
had<I lain down on my bed of leaves than a 
violent storm came on. As I crouched 
trembling in my frail hut, I could hear the 

wind shrieking and roaring terrifically, and 
before long my leafy tenement was lifted 
bodily into the air, leaving me without any 
protection from the drenching rain that 
followed. The thunder and lightning in- 
creased my terror; but I eventually learned 

to regard this storm as only a mild visitation, 
compared with what I experienced later. 

Happily it did not last very long, though 
some time elapsed before I could feel quite 
calm and safe again. When at last I did
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sleep, I slumbered for several hours, feeling 

very little the worse for what I had endured. 

It was, however, quite evident that I must 

lose no time in seeking a more permanent 

and solid shelter, and I resolved to devote 

the whole of that day to the task of securing 
a suitable spot on which to begin building a 
house of some sort. 

For a girl of fourteen to think about build- 
ing a house will perhaps seem strange to 
girls who have never had to do anything for 
themselves ; but as there was nobody else 
to think and act for me, I had, of course, to 

do my best to rise to the occasion. 

The worst of it was, I had neither tools 

nor suitable materials at my command. Still, 

this did not deter me from making a be- 
ginning, and I had no sooner finished my 

breakfast of nuts and fruit than I started on 
my exploring expedition. 

Instead of trying to cross the island as on 
the previous day,* I skirted the rocks as 
closely as I could, for J thought to myself, 

“Surely if I go far enough I am bound to 
come toa break in these awful cliffs some-
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time. If I can find a gap, so that I can 

reach the beach, supposing there is such a 

thing, it will perhaps be possible to come 

across a cave of some sort that will be a 
comfortable shelter for me at nights or when 
the weather is bad.” 

But although I walked miles before I took 
a rest, I seemed to be as thoroughly cut off 
from the open sea as ever, and I knew very 
well that so long as I was thus shut in 
between high walls I could never in all my 
life hope to be rescued from this lonely 
existence, as it would be impossible to 
attract the attention of passing ships. 

About midday, however, I made a very 
valuable discovery. I-had sought the shelter 
and contributions of some fruit trees, and 

was about to sit down on the trunk of a 
prostrate tree, when I noticed something 
odd about its appearance which induced 
me to examine it more closely. Evidently 
it had fallen a victim to the storm of the 
previous night, for it had been snapped 

right through the middle, and the leaves 
were still unwithered. But they looked as
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if they had been dipped in flour, and a careful 

scrutiny showed me that the floury substance 

exuded from the leaves themselves. 

Very much interested by this discovery, I 

looked at the trunk and was delighted to see 

that it practically consisted of a thick heart 

of fibres and flour, snugly enclosed in a firm 

bark. It was no difficult matter for me to 

judge the nature of the treasure I had dis- 

covered, and | could not help feeling glad 

that I had always found my lessons easy to 

learn and to remember. 

One of these lessons had told me a great 

deal about the sago-palm, and everything 

went to show that it was a sago-palm I had 

now lighted upon so providentially. The 
bark, however, proved too strong for me to 

tear from the pith, so I broke off a stick 

from a species of cane that was growing 

near, and poked away until I had extracted 
a good deal of the sago, which I allowed 
to fall on to some large palm-leaves that I 
gathered for the purpose. 

But when I tried to eat a little of my new 
food, I found it less palatable than I expected,
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and decided that it must be cooked before it. 
could be used. This last process did not 
strike me as quite impossible, for I knew 
where to find hot water. The difficulty lay 
in procuring a vessel in which to cook my 
gruel, or pudding, or whatever I might elect 
to call it. After thinking the matter over 
very carefully, I determined to use as large 
a cocoanut shell as I could manage to find, 

and fill it with the sago flour, mixed with 

water from one of the cool geysers. 
There grew hereabouts a great number of 

twining plants, which are, I know now, 

called lianas, and I contrived a sort of sling 
in which to hang my cocoanut shell kettle. 
Then I took a small bundle of the young 
canes, which I intended to use as spoons, to 
stir my sago with, and provided myself also 
with a parcel of palm leaves, filled with sago 
flour, and tied up with lianas. 

I was now ready to set off for the Geyser 
Field, but as I was a long way off, and was 
rather hazy about the right direction to take, 
I started to go back to the comparatively 
clear ground. between the cliffs and the
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verdure-clad slopes in order to sight the 

Geyser Field from a point I knew. 

Hardly had I started, however, when I 

heard a sudden crackling noise near me © 

which startled me very much, and I glanced 

down to see what formidable object it could 

be that was producing such a commotion. 

_ Shall I ever forget the horror I felt at the 

sight my eyes encountered! Even now my 

flesh creeps as I think of it, and I cannot 

look at one of the edible crabs in our fish- 

monger’s windows without being reminded 

of the awful monster that fascinated me into 

motionless terror. 

The particular crab that seemed to be 

regarding me balefully, and that was coming 

straight towards me, was at least two feet 

long, and broad in proportion. It had a 

horny back, not a shell, such as the edible 

crabs known in England have, and, mounted 

high on its long, formidable-looking legs, it 

looked such an awful enemy to have to con- 
tend with, that I stood mute and motionless 

with terror, waiting for the thing to seize me 

with its enormous nippers.
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His eyes protruded from his head, and as 

I stood, fascinated with horror, they appeared 

to gloat over the coming feast. Yet, though 

I felt myself growing cold with dread, and 

though I knew that every second lessened 

my chances of escape, I remained literally 

spellbound while the awful creature came > 

nearer and nearer, until he actually touched 

my ankle with one of his huge claws. 

Then I gave vent to a wild shriek, which 
frightened the crab about as badly as I had 

been frightened myself, and as it scuttled 
away in a mortal scare it looked so queer 
and ungainly that the comical aspect of the 
adventure struck me, and I laughed until I 

cried. 

After this I often saw these giant crabs 
and found they were exceedingly harmless 
creatures, who lived principally upon cocoa- 
nuts. Indeed, I learnt a good deal from 

the clever way in which the cocoanut 
crabs manipulated their natural food. They 
would tear off the fibre of the outside husk 
with their gigantic claws until the nut was 
stripped quite clean. Then they would drill
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a hole at the little soft place through 
which the young trees germinate, and twist 
themselves round and round the nut until 
they managed to extract the rich kernel. 
Occasionally they contrived to break the 
nuts altogether, and I found several shells so 

neatly broken that I was able to use them as 
receptacles for all sorts of things that I 
subsequently came across. 

The crabs, I discovered, were in the habit 

of making themselves cosy homes near the 
roots of trees, and these they would line 
with the finely separated cocoanut fibre. 
This was just the sort of stuff to make my- 
self a comfortable bed of, and seeing how 
much I had to depend on my own ingenuity, 
I had no hesitation in making the land-crabs 
work for me. And by degrees, while the 
crabs were tearing away the husks, I was 
able to appropriate as much fibre as made 
me a most luxurious couch.



   

CHAPTER VI 

Ll MAKE A DISCOVERY 

Y this time I had managed to find a 

better place in which to live, where 

an indentation in the rocks provided me with 
three irregular sides of an inclosure. From 
the top of one of the sides I laid some 
branches that I had interlaced with lianas, 

and for this rude sort of roof I was able to 
gain a firm hold in a large crevice in the 
opposite rock. On the top of this I laid 
palm leaves, which I covered with a layer of 
cocoanut fibre, topping this again with more 
palm leaves, and binding the whole super- 
structure together with strings of lianas. 

This made a splendid roof, but, remember- 
ing my other experience with the first shelter 
1 contrived, I weighted it with stones, not 
heavy enough to crash through on to me, 

7 8
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but heavy enough to prevent the structure 

from being blown away. 

My next proceeding was to contrive some 

sort of a front to my dwelling, and for this 

  

ON THE TOP OF ‘THIS I LAID PALM-LEAVES. 

purpose I made a loose framework of palm 
leaves in which I left the midribs, for greater 
support. There were several plants on this 
part of Terra Trouva which were useful for 
binding, and with which I tied my frame-
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work together. I did not want to block up 
the daylight from my house, but I felt safer 
and cosier at night with a front to it. Later 
on, if it had not been for the terrible loneli- 

ness which oppressed me the moment I 
ceased working, I might have almost 

persuaded. myself to be very happy, for 

Terra Trouva was full of all sorts of un- 
expected beauties. 

The worst thing I’ had to contend with 
when working was the entire want of tools. 
Even one knife would have been a wonderful 
Godsend to me, and the pieces of sharp 
stone which I used as substitutes effected 

_ their purpose very slowly, the tough lianas 
especially being difficult to chop. 

At first my hands suffered a great deal 
from the unwonted rough toil to which they 
were now condemned. But presently they 
lost their tenderness, and accommodated 

themselves to circumstances very kindly. 1 
found that both palm-leaves and lianas were 
easier to manage after I had steeped them 
in one of the hot springs for a few hours, 
and, after a while, I grew so very confident
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of the wholesomeness of the water that I 
ventured to use one or two of the smallest 
geysers for boiling fruits and vegetables in. 

And it was astonishing to think what a 
variety of food I was able to procure as time 
went on, though I had occasionally to wander 
far afield for it.. Somehow I had formed a 
strong attachment to the place where I first 
landed, and in every journey I undertook I 
was careful to observe all the principal land- 
marks as I went along, in order that I might 
be able to find my way back to where I was 
gradually accumulating a good many _posses- 

_ sions of one sort and another. 
I computed that I had been on the island 

ten days, when I went on an expedition from 
which I hoped to return considerably richer. 
And, as was usual with me every day, | 
hoped to find some opening in the strange 
unclimbable wall of rock that encircled the 
island like the perpendicular sides of a 
huge basin. 

“Tf I can find an opening,” I thought, “I 
shall be able to see the sea, whose murmur 
so constantly reaches me, and I may perhaps
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be able to attract the attention of some pass- 

ing ship.” 

But I was as far as ever from realising 

this hope when I set out one morning ‘in 

search of new treasures. My chief com- 

panions on my lonely expeditions were the 

birds, many of whom were of exquisitely gay 

plumage, and, whether they chattered or 

sang, it comforted me to have them near me. 

There was one particular kind of bird 

which I had not previously noticed, but of 

which I saw more and more specimens as I 

proceeded. These, as I have since learned, 

were plantain eaters, and as they feed entirely 

upon that succulent fruit, the presence of the 

birds always indicates the presence of the 

fruit also. 

It was therefore quite in the natural order 

of things that I should come upon a glorious 
find of plantains, of which a small variety is 

best known in England under the name 
“banana.” Rest assured that the sight filled 
me with joy, for I knew that there were 
dozens of ways in which I could make use of 
almost every part of the wonderful trees and
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shrubs, from the beautiful shining green 

leaves, to the huge bunches of fruit, 

individual specimens of which were from 
eight inches to a foot long. 

‘“T will call this place ‘ Plantain Grove,’ ” 
I decided. ‘‘Itis just as well to make the 
island sound as if I wasn’t the only human 
inhabitant in it.” 

From this it will be seen that I had by 
this time given up all hope of ever beholding 
any of my old shipmates alive, and it will 
not seem strange that I welcomed any idea 
that might possibly relieve my loneliness. 
But though I longed for company, I had not 
pictured it coming to me in a weird form at 
all, and I actually jumped with surprise when 
[ heard a frightened cry coming from some- 
one in great trouble, very close to me. 

The surprise soon gave way to excited 
curiosity, and I sprang in the direction of 
the sound, eager to see who needed help, 
and to render such assistance as might be in 
my power. But it was no member of the 
human race which was wailing its misery. 

What I saw was a small monkey struggling
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vainly to defend himself against the attacks 

of a bird of prey that seemed bent upon his 

destruction. The monkey had twisted his 

long tail round the stem of a sapling, and 

the bird was thus foiled in its endeavours to 

drag himi away to its nest, where no doubt 

there were young ones waiting for their 

dinner. 

But the poor little thing was already 

severely wounded by beak and talons, and 

was bleeding sorely. It was quite evident 

that he would soon succumb -unless help 

were afforded him quickly, and. his cries of 

terror were now pitiful to hear. I hardly 

knew at first how I was to aid him, for the 

furious bird would very likely be as ready to 
attack me as he was to attack the monkey. 

But there was not a moment to be lost, and, 
hardly giving myself time to think, I rushed 

forward, and thrust the huge plantain leaf 

that I was carrying as a protection against 
the heat of the sun right into the pugnacious 
bird’s face, at the same time giving a wild 
yell, which had the effect of making him 
retreat in astonished alarm.
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' Very much elated by my easy victory, I 
turned to the monkey, never doubting that 
he would recognise me as a friend. Nor 
was I disappointed in this respect, for he 
looked quite appealingly into my face, and 
whimpered so pitifully that I could not help 
crying with him. 

He was really very much hurt, and I soon 
saw that one of his legs was broken, no 

doubt by the talons of his formidable foe, 
who must have swooped down upon him too 
suddenly to permit him to escape before he 
was disabled. Unfortunately, I had had no 
experience as a surgeon, but I had once seen 
my father set the leg of a chicken, and my 
compassion for the unfortunate monkey was 
even greater than my horror at the sight of 
blood. 

So I put all my other baggage in as small 
compass as I could, and set off on the long 
walk back to my camp, taking my rescued 
little friend with me. Arrived at home, | 

bathed his wounds with some water that I 
had brought from Geyser Field the day before, 
and bound his leg between two short, smooth
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bits of wood. By the time I had finished 

doctoring him he seemed quite tired out, and 

the way in which he submitted himself to my 

attentions was positively touching. 

I once had a little terrier of whom I had 

been very fond, and whose name was Dickie ; 

and I decided to give my monkey the same 

name, 

When I had made him as comfortable in 

other respects as I could, I gave Dickie 

some nuts and fruit, which he devoured with 

great relish. I expected that when he had 

had enough to eat, he would begin to fill his 

cheek pouches, in readiness for another meal. | 

But in this respect he was different to the 

monkeys of the old world, and I know now 

that in the new world, as we call it, none of 

the monkeys possess the little pouches I had 
often seen in specimens brought home by 
sailors from Asia or Africa. 

But their long tails, by way of compensa- 
tion, are prehensile, and the way they swing 
themselves about, and suspend themselves in 
all sorts of odd positions, is too funny for 
words,
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Dickie showed no inclination to leave me 

after he recovered, which he did very soon, 

and I cannot describe the delight it was to 

me to have found so intelligent and amusing 

acompanion. At first, until I was quite sure 

that he was better, I was very careful to 

keep him as quiet as possible. But after the 

splints were taken off, both he and I seemed 

to be transported with joy at the success of 

my doctoring. Whenever I had to go out I 

carried him about with me, for I feared to 

lose him. Now, however, I gave him full 

liberty, and he soon proved that I did not 

need to doubt his fidelity, for he never 

trusted me for a moment out of his sight. 

I could not help wondering how it was that 

Dickie seemed to have been almost as lonely 

as I was, and that as yet the only four-footed 

animals I had seen were a few rats, which 

were always careful to give us a wide berth. 

‘“Now then, Dickie,” I said one morning, 

‘‘we have lost a lot of time, and I think we 

will start after breakfast for Plantain Grove. 

Perhaps we shall make some more dis- 

coveries. Come along!”



I MAKE A DISCOVERY QI 

Dickie understood my meaning perfectly, 

and, chattering with glee, sprang ta my 

shoulder, ready to accompany me wherever 

I liked. While stopping at Terra Trouva to 

nurse Dickie, I had not been otherwise idle, 

and among other things I had manufactured 

quite a presentable bag from the long fibres 

that were left after I had boiled the soft part 

of some of my sago away. 

I found that I could not always utilise both 

sago and fibres, owing to the absence of a 

big cauldron, in which to hold the nutritious 

part of the sago. But as I had a huge 

quantity at my disposal I made a rude 

framework of branches, which I suspended, 

filled with a quantity of sago pulp, across the 

top of a small geyser, which was filled to the | 

top with water that always bubbled, but 

never threw up jets of mingled hot water 
and steam, as did many of the others in this 

curious region. In this way I got rid of the 

pulp, while preserving the fibres, and I 

intended before long to try and make myself 
some clothes. 

The bag that was already made I slung
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across my shoulders. I expected to bring 
some useful articles home in it, though, when 
Dickie and I started on our first journey of 
exploration together, I never anticipated the 
wonderful discovery I was presently to make. 

At first Dickie clung closely to me, but 
after we had travelled some distance towards 
Plantain Grove, he became very lively, and | 

sprang from tree to tree in quite an extra- 
ordinary manner. Nor were his antics 
altogether useless, for he found, and shared 

with me, several species of fruit which 
afforded a welcome change of food for me. 
When we neared the place where the 

savage bird attacked him, he suddenly be- 
came nervous, and crept to my arms for 

protection “again; but once beyond the 
dreaded neighbourhood, he became more 
joyous and sportful than ever, so much so 
indeed, that I was tempted to play a game 
of hide-and-seek with him. I even laughed 
aloud at his comical little ways, and though 
at first even the sound of my own laughter 
struck me with a sense of the loneliness of 
my lot again, I soon recovered my spirits,
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for I] was never given to crying constantly 

for that which I could not have. 

In this manner, alternately playing and 

devoting my attention to the possibility of 

making an interesting discovery, while at the 

same time taking careful notice of the direction 

in which we were travelling, I took my little 

companion a considerable distance before we 

indulged in a rest. Dickie had been eating 

one thing or another all the time, and was 

not hungry. 

But I felt quite inclined for some dinner, 

and I forthwith spread my tablecloth, that is, - 

I laid a beautiful green plantain leaf on a 

rock that was finely adapted for a table, and 

arranged my viands thereon. My dinner 

consisted of wild pineapple, oranges, plantain, 

and a sort of cake made after a recipe that 

had been prescribed by necessity. 

After boiling some sago pulp in cocoanut 

shells, I had dried it in the sun until it was 

quite hard, when I pounded it into a sort of 

flour. Then I prepared some pounded 

cocoanut in the same way, and, after mixing 

the two kinds of flour together with cocoa-
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nut milk, or with pineapple juice, I shaped 

the mixture into cakes, which I baked in the 

sun, for want of anything better. 

This proved to be highly nourishing food, 

but, so far as relish went, it was a very poor 

substitute for bread. Later on, I learnt how 

to make cakes from dried plantains, and they 

were not at all bad. 

After Dickie and I had rested and refreshed 

ourselves, we continued our journey, and I 

was struck with surprise at the great altera- 

tion in the character of the scenery we now 

. passed through. 

The vegetation was, if possible, even more 

luxuriant than ever, but everything looked 

wilder and grander, and I noticed several 

cold-water springs which bubbled out of the 

ground right joyously, but which soon seemed 

to lose themselves again in the porous earth. 

Huge rocks were scattered about, as though 

giants had been at play, and even my inex- 

perience could not help noticing that some 

strange convulsion of nature must have taken 

place hereabouts. 

“There has been a terrible earthquake
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here in years gone by,” I thought, “ which 

seems to have turned the whole countryside 

topsy-turvy. I wonder if there is a likelihood 

of the same thing happening again. And how 

strange it is, that so beautiful a country seems 

never to have been inhabited until I was 

stranded here. If only my dear friends from 

the Sarah had escaped with me, we might 
have been very happy here.” 
“Thinking thus, I forgot all about Dickie 

for awhile, until I saw him bounding towards 

me in a great state of excitement. As soon as 

he reached me, he showed me some treasures 

he had found, and I readily recognised 
them as precious stones, for I had often been 
taken through the Liverpool Museum with 
my father, and I had retained especially vivid 
impressions of what I had seen in the cases 
containing gems, cut, or uncut. 

I judged Dickie’s specimens to be 
amethysts and topazes, and it afterwards 
turned out that I was right. Precious stones 
could not have quite the same value to a 
girl who had been cast on to an uninhabited 
island as would have been the case under
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other circumstances. Nevertheless, there 

was always a possibility that I might be 

rescued, and at all events a diversion of any 

sort was a welcome relief from the monotony 

_ of my present life. 

So I followed. whither Dickie led, and 

passed right. round an immense boulder 

that had seemed to cut off all further pro- 

gress in this direction. I almost gasped 

with the surprise of beholding a yawning 

crevice, which seemed to have been split into 

the rock by nothing less powerful than the 

earthquake which I was sure had taken place 

here. 

Down below I could hear the rushing of 

water, and great birds, like owls, swooping 

from side to side in. dusky depths which 

almost made me giddy to glance at. Buta 

strange circumstance was revealed to me: by 

the face of the rocks hardby. They seemed 

to be literally packed full of crystals. and 

various coloured stones, which had a most 

beautiful appearance wherever the sun got 

leave to shine on them. 

It was undoubtedly some of these that



  
CLOSE TO MY FEET WAS A SMALL HAMMER. 

8
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Dickie had found, and, looking to see which 

way he had travelled, I saw that a huge 

natural bridge spanned the cavernous ravine. 

This must also have been the work of the 

earthquake, for it consisted of three gigantic 

stones, which had fallen together in so peculiar 

a manner as to support each other. 
For a little while I hesitated to cross the 

bridge ; but on looking again at its vast pro- 
portions, I gathered courage, and, closely 

followed by Dickie, I crossed with ease to 

the other side of the ravine. 
But I had no sooner crossed over than my 

eyes. became riveted upon an object that was 
of no particular importance in my estimation 
in former days, but the very sight of which 
filled me now with the wildest excitement 
For, close to my feet, lying on the bare rock 
was a small hammer such as would be used 
by a carpenter. 

No wonder the blood surged in my veins 
with sudden elation as I picked up my 
wonderful find, for this insignificant object 

told me so much. 

The hammer was of familiar make, and J
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knew that it could not have come there itself. 
It must have been brought by man, and it 
must, moreover, have been brought by a man 
of civilised race, as it was nothing like a tool 
that savages would use. I might well, there- 
fore, become excited about finding it, for did 
it not hint at the possibility of rescue from 
this life of loneliness ?



CHAPTER. VII 

WHOSE DWELLING IS THIS? 

HAMMER, under the circumstances, 

could not fail to be of extraordinary 

usefulness to me. But at first I did not 

think of this, for I was asking myself a 

number of questions. 

‘“Whose hammer is it? How did it come 

here? Does the owner live near ?; Shall | 

meet him coming to seek his property?” 
Alas! the answer to the last question 

needed no one to speak it aloud, for the 

hammer showed plain signs of having lain 

unnoticed for a long time. . But one likes to 
delude oneself with false hopes at times, for, 

as was the case with me, there are some 

conditions in life which would be utterly un- 
bearable without hope. So I tried to believe 
that I was on the point of gaining human 

companionship, as I expectantly walked on, 
100
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I could not tell whither, not forgetting, how- 
ever, to carry the precious hammer with me. 

Every step I took showed more and more 

conclusively that I was in the very heart of a 
volcanic region. It must, however, have 
been several years since the last earthquake, 

as the terrible evidences of its devastating 
power were in many places softened into 
beauty by the most luxuriant vegetation. 

Walking still further I found that the 
neighbourhood grew less wild, and I had 
just resolved to turn back again when I 

became virtually petrified with amazed 
delight. 

For, suddenly revealed by a turning in 
the route I was pursuing, there stood a 

whole group of cottages, such as I once 
saw in a Lancashire colliery village. I had 
been hoping for more signs of human 
presence, but my hopes had hardly whispered 
the possibility of seeing several houses here, 

and even as I clasped my hands in rapture 
at the sight, my heart suddenly failed me 
again. 

“Heaven help me!” I murmured, bitter
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tears of disappointment running down my 

face, ‘‘these houses are desérted, and who- 

ever lived here once has long since left the 

place. But what am I thinking of! Even 
if there is nobody else living here I ought to 

  

thank God for providing me, in so signal a 
manner, with a dwelling-place in which I can 
feel really secure.” 

This was a better frame of mind in which 
to look at matters, and I set about ex- 

ploring the strangely deserted settlement
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I counted eight cottages altogether. Two 

stood a little apart from the rest, and the 

remaining six were built back to back. 

They were all single-storied, and had but 

one window. each, none of the panes 

being intact. Most of the doors were off 

their hinges, and when I noticed. that some 

of the cottages had partially sunk into the 

ground, while still more had telescoped each 

other, I set the mischief down to the earth- 

quake again. 

“The people who once lived here have 

either fled in terror or they perished before 

they could escape,” I thought, and this 

reflection made me approach the nearest 

cottage very nervously, for I did not like 

the idea of seeing the remains of some poor 

soul who had been overwhelmed by the 

earthquake. _ 

I need not, however, have been afraid on 

this score, for there was nobody in the 

houses, either dead or alive, and I gradually 

grew more confident. I even began to lose 

my disappointment in the delightful sensation 

of being overwhelmingly rich. ©
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For I need no longer lacerate my hands 

in tearing things asunder because I had no 

tools to use.. The first cottage I entered 

seemed a palace compared with my hut at 

Terra Trouva, since it contained all sorts of 

articles likely to prove useful tome. Here 

were a few knives and spoons, and a couple 

of forks, as well as some tin plates and cups 

‘and saucers, besides many other culinary . 

articles. But the most delightful things in 

my eyes were an iron kettle, a big saucepan, 

and a frying-pan, not to speak of a regularly- 

built fireplace, with a little cast iron oven at 

the-side. 

“Why, I can light a fire, and do some 

wonderful cooking, Dickie,” I exclaimed, in 

a transport of delight. ‘“‘ We won't go back 

to Terra Trouva to-night. We will sleep 

here, with a solid roof over our heads, and 

- perhaps a real bed to sleep on.” 
At first there was nothing in the way of a - 

bed visible, but on opening a large cupboard 

I saw that it was filled with bedding, and 

that it had a wooden framework, which 

would pull out. There was also a mattress, |
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and it was evident that this had once been 

the bedroom and living-room combined of 

whoever had lived here in days gone by. 

The bedding, however, had suffered from 

mildew, and moths had _ begun _ their 

ravages, so I resolved to rout them at once 

by taking them out into the sunshine to 
air. 

Dickie watched all my movements with 

great interest, but he was evidently tired, for 

he laid himself down while I was still working 

and fell fast asleep. This reminded me that 

I was tired, too, besides being hungry, so I 

thought it would be as well to take a rest 
while I produced some food from my bag. 

I finished my meal all right, using a little 
table that was more roughly made than any 

we ever see in England, though it appeared 

to me to be a possession to be exceedingly 
proud of. There was also a chair: made of 

unpainted wood, which Time had mellowed 

into the sober tint of age. Sitting in this 
chair, and cutting my food with a horn- 
handled clasp knife, I had quite an enjoyable 
meal. Then I lost myself in dreams of
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glories still to happen, and did not awake 
again until Dickie crept to my arms for com- 
pany. 

It was quite dark then, and I could not 
help wishing I had slept on until daylight, 
for all sorts of nervous fears began to oppress 

me... I would have liked to move about, and 
busy myself in exploring my new kingdom. 
But I was positively too frightened to move, 
and thus I sat for the remainder of the 
night, quaking and trembling at I knew not 
what. 

I was very thankful, therefore, when day- 
light came, and I lost no time in looking 

about me, for I knew that if I could make 
- certain alterations, and have a bed of some 

sort to lie down on, I should not again be 
troubled by the terrors of the past night. 

‘“ Now, I wonder how I shall light a fire?” 
I said to Dickie. I knew he could not 
answer me, or even understand half of what | 

I said, but I felt less lonely with him to talk 
to, and I fancied that if I did not talk aloud, 
I might forget how to talk at all. 

“Perhaps,” I went on, “we shall be able
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to strike a spark from some stones by rubbing 

them together. That is how fires.are always 

lighted where there are no matches, at least, 

I fancy so. Anyhow, we must try what we 

can do, Dickie, and perhaps we shall be able 

to make ourselves quite comfortable before 

night swoops down on us again.” 

As it happened, however, the making of a 

fire was not so difficult a matter as I had 

imagined, for in one of the other cottages I 

found a flint and tinder box, and as though 

to give me time enough to learn how to use 

them, there was a single box of matches. 

“Not matches, mind you, such as we are in 

the habit of seeing nowadays, but matches 

that were bought at a time when they were 

dear, and when, consequently, they’ were 

carefully packed in strong round wooden 

boxes, with a tightly fitting lid, the whole 

being well adapted for preserving the 

precious contents from damp. 

It was an anxious moment when I ventured 

to strike the first match, especially as it was 

rather slow in lighting. But it proved a 

good match, after all, and the wood that I
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had gathered was soon blazing merrily in the 

grate. 

“JT think we must put the kettle on now, 

Dickie,” I said, clapping my hands gleefully. 

‘And won't it be just lovely if I can find 

some tea in one of the cupboards ?” 

After running in and out of all the six 

cottages that were built together, and 

examining all the cupboards, I found several 

canisters that contained tea. But when I 

put some into a brown stoneware teapot, and 

poured some boiling water on to it, the 

result was not quite so good as I had 

expected. It was weak and flavourless, the 

tea having lost all the strength it ever had. 
Besides, there was neither sugar nor milk to 

put into it, although I knew where to find 

plenty of sugar-canes that would come in 
_ useful on other occasions. 

Yet what mattered the tastelessness of 

this, my first cup of tea here, in face of all 

the things I should be able to do with the 
conveniences at my disposal now? There 
need be no limit to the experiments I should 
be able to make, and | pictured my cupboards
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full of all sorts of dainties, cooked by myself 

in my pans or my ovens. 

My cupboards! my pans! my ovens! 

What.a lot of thoughts the words awakened ! 

Who could have been the people who had 

lived here before me? And what could 

have been their business here? Were they 

sailors who, like myself, had been stranded, 

and had made the best of the situation until 

succour arrived? This was a question that 

occurred to me, but which I soon answered 

in the negative, for it was hardly likely that a 

ship could have furnished the various fittings, 

such as fire-places, ovens, &c., with which all 

the cottages seemed to be supplied. 
One thing struck me very forcibly. So 

far I had seen nothing that indicated the 

presence of members of my own sex among 

the people who had lived here. There 

were many articles of clothing. But they 

‘were all things that had belonged to men, 

and were, moreover, of the roughest descrip- 

tion, yet they helped me to the conclusion 

that their owners must have been shore- 

workers by trade, not sailors.
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This could never have been a place in 

which manufactures were carried on, so I 
concluded that my predecessors must have 
been miners, who had pitched upon this 
place as a likely one in which to find rich 
mineral produce of some sort. Perhaps the 
sight of the gem-encrusted crevice helped me 
to this conclusion, and there were abundant 

signs that the little settlement had been for- 
saken in a desperate hurry. 

No doubt an earthquake is calculated to 
make anybody run, and I could not be sur- 
prised on that score. But I would have 
liked to know whence these vanished 
Strangers had come and whither they had 
gone. It seemed to me that there must be 
some known way to and from the place that 
I had begun to think had been inhabited by 
nobody but my hapless self, and I was con- 
siderably heartened by the thought, for was 
it not possible that they might return ? 

Every cottage had been fairly stocked 
with provisions, judging from boxes and 
cupboards full of decomposed remains that | 
found, while heaped in iron-bound chests in
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some of the cottages a quantity of gold 
nuggets and precious stones met my 
astonished eyes. 

‘IT wonder which of these houses we shall 
live in, Dickie?” I asked gravely, for though 
I knew that my little companion could give 
me no advice, it pleased me to pretend to 
consult him. 

“Don’t answer me,” I continued, “until 

we have looked through these two cottages 
on the hill. Perhaps they are nicer: than 
these. At any rate they,will have a better 
view than these.” 

Dickie did not object to this plan, so 
off we set together, and, as I neared the 
cottages I could see plainly that they were 
of rather better build: than the others. 

‘““T expect the managers of the mine lived 

here,” I said to Dickie, who chattered glibly 

a reply that I was unfortunately not able to 
understand. 

Time and earthquakes did not seem to 

have had much effect here, for I saw very 

few things broken or atwist, as in the other 

cottages, and a single glance told me that
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there had been at least one woman living 

here, for though the place was humble 

enough, it looked much more homelike than 

the other houses. 

But there were various signs of a hurried 

flitting here also, and several things lay 

scattered about the floor, On a plain 

wooden table under the window there lay a 

half-knitted sock, the needles being all 

rusted with age; and a rudely made basket 

contained cottons, wools, needles, scissors, 

and many other homelike things that made 

my eyes fill with tears. 

There was also a tin box about six inches 

long, and on opening the lid I actually found » 

an English Bible. But the greatest surprise 
was still to come, for on’ passing into a tiny 

inner room I spied a cradle. It stood in a 
corner of the room, and some rotten, faded 

coverings that hung over its side and lay on 
the floor, showed that the baby that had 
been rocked in it had been snatched away in 
some desperate panic. 

The cradle itself was made of hard wood, 
and it touched me to think that the baby’s 

9
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father had wrought with his own hands the 

elaborate carving with which the top of it 
had been ornamented. As for the bedding 

that it had contained, this was now nothing 

but a little heap of rubbish, which I should 
probably find it necessary to burn. 

This thought reminded me that I might 

as well light the fire, and try to make myself 

comfortable here, as I entertained no doubt 

now as to which house I would live in, for 

at least part of my time. In spite of long 

disuse, the chimney worked well, and my 

little fire was soon ablaze. 

Having been successful in this, I put a 

panful of water on to boil, and then I set to 

cleaning my house up, until I began to feel 

very hungry. 

Dickie and I had not much choice for this 

meal, but I did not mind this, as I meant to 

go foraging before dark, and did not care to 

waste much time at present. I was all anxiety 

to get on with my work, and I began to be 

quite proud of myself as I saw what a 

wonderful change I was making in the place. 

“Now, let me see,” I said to myself,
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bustling about in eager enthusiasm, ‘‘ suppose 

Mrs.—I wonder what they called the people 

who used to live here—suppose she was here, 

she would want the fireside to look tidy and 

I’ve done that up a bit already. Then she 

would straighten the floor and one thing or 

another up; but I have hardly time for that 

to-day, so I will wash the table, and then I 

will wash some crockery. Then, to-morrow, 

after Dickie and I have had breakfast, I will 

clean the cupboards out, and see what there 

is in some of those boxes. Why—if there 

isn’t actually a looking-glass |” 

In these days I can laugh at the amazed 

horror I felt at sight of my mop of hair, 

which not a comb had touched since I was 

wrecked. But the shock was pitifully real, 

and I burst out crying. 

You see, it wasn’t just my hair. That 

~ could soon be made to look respectable once 

more, for I had found two or three combs 

about the hamlet. But my recent experiences 

had, I was sure, made me look years older, 

and my frock was too. soiled and torn to 

know itself again. ,
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“Thank goodness, there is nobody to see 

what a fright.I look,” was the first thought 
that occurred to me, but I was not many 

minutes in concluding that it wouldn’t matter 

how I looked, if I could only find somebody 
to deliver me from this state of peril and 
loneliness. 

All the same, I spent half an hour in trying 
to satisfy my own sense of propriety, and 
then I thought it time to try and make 
myself a bed to sleep on that night. There 
was a wooden settee, with a very broad seat, 
and I drew it towards the fire, for though I 
did not feel cold in a climate so warm as 
this was, I naturally liked to make all the 
use I could of the firelight. 

By way of making believe that this was 
‘not such a very uninhabited island I fixed a 
sheet across the window, which had mar- 
vellously escaped being broken like the 
(others, in order, so I told myself, to “ pre- 
vent anybody from looking in.”



CHAPTER VIII 

MAKEBELIEVE 

HAT night I slept soundly until quite 

. late into the next morning, when I was 

awakened by a fearful crash that caused’ me 

to jump up in a fright. But I was soon 

satisfied that I had no fresh cause for alarm, 

for the commotion had been caused by Dickie. 

I suppose he had got tired of waiting for me 

to awaken, and he had begun to amuse him- 

self by playing with some tin plates, which 

had slipped from his grasp and clattered on 

to the earthern floor. 

Now I meant to have devoted the morning 

to exploration, for there was still one cottage 

which I had not yet entered, and I had only 

had a superficial look at the contents of any 

of them. But I was already too hungry to 

think. of waiting long for my breakfast, so 

decided to go on a foraging excursion at once. 
118
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It was, however, raining very hard, as I 

had seen directly I took my makeshift blind 

down, and, almost for the first time, it struck 

me that there might be a long spell of such 

weather as would make it extremely difficult 

for me to get my food day by day, as I had 

hitherto done. 

This time, however, there was no help 

for it, and I viewed the prospect of get- 

ting wet through without much dismay, 

now that I was no longer houseless and 

homeless. 

‘“Come along, Dickie,” I said, ‘‘ you had 

better go with me, for fear you get into 
mischief, or imagine that you have lost me. 

We will work hard at fetching food in as long 

as daylight lasts, and then we can inspect our 
new premises to-morrow.” 

There were two good big baskets hanging 
from hooks in the ceiling, and I set off with 

one on either.arm, rejoicing at being able to 
“go to market” so comfortably. It was a: 
long walk to the place in which my sago log 
was stored, but it seemed to me that it was 
the most important thing to secure, and I
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took some tools with me that would simplify 
my work amazingly. 

With a saw, an axe, and a sharp knife, I 

could positively work wonders. Dickie and 
I breakfasted quite luxuriously on plantains, 
nuts, and wild grapes, and then, in spite of 
the drenching rain, and frequent gusts of wind, 
I persevered in my errand, and filled both my 
baskets at Plantain Grove and Terra Trouva. 

I found my dried plantains spoiled by the 
rain, although I had tried my best to protect 
them from the weather, so I made up their 
loss as well as I could with supplies of the 
fresh fruit. 

My baskets, when I started to return to my 

new home, were filled with sago, plantains, 

oranges, cocoanuts, grapes, short lengths of 

sugar canes, and limes, and I soon found my 

load almost too much for my strength, especi- 

ally as Dickie preferred to ride on my shoulder 

rather than run about by himself. 
I think the rain made him a little miserable, 

and I am sure that I found myself growing 

very melancholy. I had to rest so often, too, 

that I began to fear that darkness would ~
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come on before I reached my journey’s end. 

But though I could have travelled quicker 

by leaving one of my baskets behind until 

the next day, I did not want to do that, and 
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_I persevered to such purpose that I got 

everything safely indoors while it was still 

daylight. - : 

Luckily there was a rough shed near the
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house, full of logs, so that I was able to light 

a fire without much difficulty. 

I was by this time shivering with cold, and 

knew that I stood a good chance of becoming 

ill if I did not get my clothes dried soon. 

So I fixed up my blind again, put the kettle 
on the fire, and opened a cupboard, that was 

built across a corner of the room, in search 

_of a change of clothing of some sort. 

I found two lilac print dresses, as well as 

a shawl, some skirts, and some underclothing, 

and I lost little time in effecting a change of 

raiment. Some lines across the room would 

have been useful to me, but, failing these for 

the present, I hung my wet clothes over a 

chair back, and then sat down to some tea, 

which, in spite of its weakness, was very 

refreshing. 

Dickie was tired out, and went to sleep the 

moment his hunger was satisfied. I was tired, 

too, but I was also curious, so, keeping the 

fire blazing brightly, I entered upon a more 

careful tour of inspection. It made me feel 

just a bit uncanny to see myself arrayed in 

garments that had belonged to the poor
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woman, who, for anything I knew to the 

contrary, might have met with a tragic death 

during that terrible earthquake which had 

left so many evidences of its presence. 

Nevertheless, I could not help being glad 

that my own needs were so providentially 

provided for, and I was heartened into the 

belief that even greater ameliorations of my 

hard lot were in store for me. 

I can hardly describe all the useful things 

I found, not the least surprising being a few 

English books, which would be delightful 

company for me as soon as I was no longer 

too busy to read. But at present the most 

' interesting find of all was a small box con- 

taining baby’s clothing. The materials were 

all of the cheapest kind, and, as was the case 

with the clothes I was wearing, age and 

mildew had been busy at work, but the work- 

manship was beautiful. 

“And what a comfort that baby must have 

_ been to its mother, who must have left all 

her kindred behind her to follow the fortunes 

of her adventurous husband,” I thought. 

“Tf only I had such a companion, I should
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be so much happier. Dickie is very nice in 

his own way, but how much more comforting 

a baby would be, or even a doll. I know 

that people in England would laugh at the 

idea of a great girl like me wanting a doll. 

But things are different when you have 

nobody else for company, and I think I will 

play at makebelieve.” 

The thought was such a happy one, that I 

became straightway eager to carry it out, and 

I forthwith started to make a big doll, a doll 

big enough to wear the other baby’s clothes, 

and sleep in the other baby’s cradle. 

- I must have been a long time in making 

that doll, but when I had finished dressing it, 

I hugged it and kissed it in a perfect transport 

of delight, for | almost persuaded myself that 

this was a real baby, not a makebelieve one, 

and that the horrors of sheer loneliness would 

. never oppress me again. 

“ And what shall I call you?” I exclaimed, 

kissing the rag face as though my new 

treasure had been a marvel of beauty. ‘‘ You 

must have a grand name, for I may have to 

introduce you to all sorts of people some of
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these fine days. Oh, I have it! You shall 

be called Victoria, after the Queen, and mind 

you act up to your name.” 

If any of the girls to whom I am now 

relating my story think it was absurd of me 

to talk to a doll as though it could answer 
me, I can only agree with them, reminding 

them at the same time, that it is easy to pass 

judgment in the shelter of a home that lacks 

neither company nor comfort. 

Anyhow, Victoria became so endeared to 

me, that Dickie eventually grew. jealous of 
her, and I had to watch carefully over her 
safety, for fear he should do her an injury.



CHAPTER IX 

AN UNSEEN ENEMY 

HE next morning was wet again, and 

it looked by no means inviting to go 

out. Fortunately, there was no necessity, as 

I was well stocked with provisions for a few 

days now, so I thought I would visit the 

cottage next door. 

‘J had no difficulty in opening its door, for, 

like all the other houses, it was devoid of lock 

or bolt. This helped to increase my feeling 

of security, for the former dwellers in the little 

village had evidently not been apprehensive 

of intrusion. 

But I had no sooner entered than I saw that 

this cottage was different to the rest in every 

respect, for it had not been used as a dwelling, 

but as a storehouse, and perhaps you girls 

can picture the glee with which I rummaged 

drawers, cupboards, and boxes. 
126
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And the more I looked, the more thankful 

did I become, for there was such a bountiful 

supply of groceries, household utensils, tools 

of every imaginable kind, as seemed im- 

possible for me to use up. The groceries 

were in hermetically sealed canisters, and 

comprised tea, coffee, cocoa, soap, tobacco, 

salt, butter, milk, lobster, beef, and various 

other things that seemed almost to take me 

back into the world from which I had been 

so strangely cut off. 
There was also a rough kind of desk, in 

which I found diaries, account books, and 

day books, which I handled with positive 

awe, for it seemed to me that they held the 

whole history of the people who had lived 

there before me. I took all the books into 

my “home,” and busied myself for a few 

hours in arranging and tidying my cup- 

boards, into which I packed some groceries 

from the “ Shop,” as I decided to call it. 

Then I remembered two things both at 

once. I was getting very hungry, and 

Dickie was not in the house with me. It 

would have been a terrible misfortune to
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lose Dickie, and I hastily ran back to the 

shop to see if I had shut the poor thing 

up there. ; eae 
Sure enough, I had shut him in behind 

me, but he was not troubling himself about 

that fact at all. On the contrary, he was 

in high spirits, and was amusing himself by 

scattering to right and left a lot of bright 
little stones that he had found in a box 
which I meant to have examined later on. 
I did not know what the glittering stones 
were. But I saw that they were pretty, 

and I was sure that they would not have 
been stored so carefully in the shop if they 
had not been worth something. 

In the afternoon, as it was still raining, 

I busied myself in hanging up my plantains 
and wild grapes and several other odds and 
ends to dry, for it had struck me that if I was 
likely to be kept indoors a great deal by bad 
weather it would not do to depend altogether 
upon fresh daily supplies. 

True, the shop had a good many stores 
in it. But they would maybe not last many 
months unless I was exceedingly careful,
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and I had resolved to use as few as possible 

of the things that were not obtainable on the 
island, for I could not be sure that I should 

ever be able to get another supply. 

There are, I believe, some girls who are 
born cooks, and I fancy that I was one 
of them, for I fairly revelled in the concoc- 

tion of all sorts of wonderful things. Having 
so many kettles and pans at my disposal, 

I filled several of them with pounded pieces 
of sugar cane and with water, which I boiled 

together until ] had made a rich thick syrup, 

which I stored in a cask. Some of this 
would do to sweeten my tea and coffee with, 

and I meant to use great quantities of it” 

in making jams of the many kinds of fruit 

which the island grew in profusion. 
My sago, too, was infinitely more palat- 

able after I was able to boil it properly in 

water until all the soft part separated from 

the bark and stringy portions of the pith. 

I found a coarse sieve, through which’ I 

poured the sago as soon as it had cooled 
a little after being cleansed of all impurities. 

The result was more like tapioca than the 
Io
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even round pellets you can buy in shops, 

but I assure you, girls, I was very proud of 

my ingenuity all the same. 

Tea was almost a repetition of dinner, 

except that I indulged in less variety of food. 

Dickie saw me offering some cocoanut to 

- Victoria, and proved himself to be a. very 

greedy little monkey, for he snatched the 

piece out of my hand and ate it voraciously 

himself. 

- Then while I gently rocked Victoria to 

sleep in the cradle, I tried to make out the 

writing in the book. 

‘“Now I shall know who has lived here 

before me,” I thought. ‘What a comfort 

it is that they spoke English, and that I can 

understand what they have written.” 

My predecessors certainly wrote and 

spoke English, but I found it difficult to 

decipher the writing. In the first place, 

it was not of a very legible kind. And in 

the second place, the ink had faded con- 

siderably. 

When, however, I had made out a few 

pages, I became breathlessly eager to con-
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tinue, and was so much interested in the 

details that I should have kept on reading 

for hours if I had not lost the firelight, 

without which I could not see. I had 

brought in enough wood to serve a long 

time, and when the last log began to die 

down, I grew suddenly nervous, and put the 

books in a cupboard. 

I confess that I was positively afraid to 

go outside for more wood, and as, after all, 

I had any amount of time at my disposal, 

I crept into bed, and slept soundly until 

Dickie pulled at my hair to rouse me up 

again. 

Perhaps if I repeat’ here some of the 

things I had read, it will be the more easily 

understood why I could- hardly stop to. do 

. full justice either to myself, to Victoria, or 

to Dickie before I set out on an exploring 

expedition. Even if it had not turned out 

to be a beautiful fine morning, my impatience 
would not have permitted me to reinain 
indoors. 

As it was possible that I might not 
light upon something by way of dinner
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while out, I packed a small basket full of 

food, and set off, taking Dickie with me, 

but leaving Victoria to ‘mind the house 

while her mother was out.” 

This settlement, I had learned, had been 

tenanted by a party of English emigrants, 

who had sought fortune in South America, 

and had been victimised by the emigration 

agent who had sent them out. Finding 

themselves stranded and destitute, they had 

looked around for means of support, and 

had: listened with interest to a marvellous 

story of mineral wealth that had been 

narrated to one of their number by an 

Indian whose life he had saved. 

This man said, that many leagues to the 

west there was a long, outlying spur of land 

that was one of the wonders of the world, 

for the soil fairly teemed with innumerable 

precious stones, such as the emerald, topaz, 

beryl, and amethyst, tons of which might 

be gathered with very little labour, owing 

to the extraordinary manner in which they 

had been brought to the surface. 

Unfortunately, the history of the place
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was one long chapter of accidents, for it. 

suffered terribly from earthquakes, which 

had periodically depopulated it. These 

visitations sometimes gave warning of their 

approach in time to permit the escape of the 

few residents who ever ventured to live 

there. But more often than not they came 

on with such frightful suddenness as_ to 

stamp out of existence everything that did. 

not possess special means of surviving the 

death-dealing ordeal. 

In this way successive groups of native 

settlers had met with a dreadful end, and 

four-footed animals shunned the place as 

much as human beings did. But the more 

the earth was upheaved by earthquakes, the 

more wonderfully easy was it to become 

fabulously wealthy. So, in spite of. the 

lugubrious warnings of the Indian, the 

stranded settlers determined to try their 

fortune in what was known to the South 

American Indians as ‘‘The Land of Death.” 

‘Tf we remain here, we starve,” had said 

a man named Wesley Wicks, ‘‘so we cannot 

be worse off than we are. On the other
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hand, we may easily have a chance of 

becoming wealthy before the next earth- 

quake comes on.” 

His companions agreed with him. So 

did his wife. And so also did an English- 

man whose income was already fairly com- 

fortable, but who longed to become one of 

the princes of the earth—without running 

any risk himself. This Englishman, a Mr. 

Jethelm, fitted the adventurous group out 

with everything that was likely to be needed, 

stipulating for a quarter of all that they 

earned as his share of the venture. 

I found that the whole expedition was_ 

described with great minuteness, but I 

thought that I could read all these parti- 

culars more carefully another time. What 

interested me most was an account of some 

wonderful gardens that the settlers had laid 

out soon after their arrival here, and it was 

my eagerness to see these that took me out 

of the house on the morning mentioned. 

As I had not noticed any signs of culti- 

vation of the land so far, I concluded that 

I must seek the gardens in a different
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direction to any I had taken yet. And, 

after turning a sharp corner, which had 

hidden a most charming landscape from my 

view, I felt sure that I was on the right 

track at last, for flowers and trees sur- 

rounded me on all sides. 

I could not help feeling uneasy whenever 

I thought of the possibility of another 

earthquake occurring any minute. But I 

would not think more than I could help 

of my daily peril, and I certainly did not 

expect danger from any source but the 

earthquakes. 

Yet I had hardly stretched forth my hand 

to gather one of the flowers mentioned than 

I felt a:sudden and frightful blow, which, 

without giving me even time to cry out, 

felled me to the ground as senseless and 

devoid of power as though I had been struck 

by lightning.



CHAPTER. X 

LONESOME FEELINGS 

\ HEN I recovered consciousness I 
was lying on the ground, and Dickie 

was whimpering piteously beside me. He 
was also pulling my hair in a very vigorous 
fashion, this evidently being the readiest 
method of “awakening” me that he could 
think of. 

“What had happened to me?” I asked 
myself, as I rose to my feet, still feeling very 

dazed and stupid. ‘Oh, I know. Some- 
body struck me!” 

As I said this, I looked hastily around to 
see who it was that had served me such 
a scurvy trick. But there was nobody 
visible except poor little Dickie, and I was 
quite sure that he would never willingly do 
me an injury, for he was altogether of too 

affectionate a disposition to hurt anybody. 
But if it was not Dickie, who was it? 

2 136
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This question puzzled me a great deal, arid 
~ I could not help feeling nervous as I hur- 

riedly pursued my way, carrying my faithful 
little monkey in my arms. 

“Tf it was not somedody, Diglae. it was 

something,” I said, ‘and what has happened 
once may easily happen again.” 

I had lost all inclination to gather the 
pretty, flame-coloured flowers now, and I 

walked along quite listlessly until I came to 
a sudden turning in the road_I had been 
traversing. 

For some time I had noticed that the 
path I trod was one that must have been 
made by men, and I was therefore all the 
more confident that I was walking in the 
right direction. 

But I was amazed and bewildered by the 
sight of the splendours that met my gaze, 
as I came all at once within sight of the 
gardens I was in search of. Of course 
everything was growing wild by this time, 
and hardly a trace was left of the order that 
must have reigned when these gardens were 
carefully tended by those who had made them.
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It seemed to me, however, that there 

could not anywhere else be found such a 

wonderful collection of fruits and vegetables, 

and I speedily resolved to work during all 

my spare time in reducing the wild exuber- 

ance of growth to something like order. 

‘Peas, and beans, and lettuces!” I ex- 

claimed gleefully, the while Dickie darted 

from one tempting fruit tree to another, and 

regaled himself right royally. ‘I can take 

quite a dainty supply of food home with me. 

But before I turn back for the day, I will go 

down that avenue of peach trees. Perhaps 

it leads to a nice shady arbour.” 

And down the avenue I went, obediently 

followed by Dickie, who always seemed 
afraid of losing me for long together. But 

I shall never forget my delighted astonish- 

ment at sight of a level piece of ground of 
dazzling whiteness, round which were planted 
in regular order, several graduated rows of 
trees, of which the inner and smallest ones 
were covered with exquisite flowers, while 
the taller ones at the back bore various 
delicious fruits.
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But, in a land where nothing seemed to 

have any trouble in growing, it was not 

surprising to see that the efforts of man had 

resulted in a wonderfully luxuriant square of 

vegetation. What did surprise me was an 

erection in the middle of the square, built of 

stone of the same snowy whiteness as that 

which had seemingly been scattered on the 
ground in a powdered state. 

As I hurried towards it, I curiously asked 

myself what purpose a building.so far from 

the dwelling-houses could serve. But I no 
sooner entered the doorless entrance of a 

sort of vestibule, than a strange feeling of 

awe came over me, and I instinctively 

walked softly and noiselessly, for something 

told me that this was—a chapel. 

But even here in what should have been a 
sanctuary against all troubles, I was not able 
to feel secure, for, hearing a peculiar, hissing 
sound near me, I looked affrightedly round, 

and, with a shriek of terror fled for my life, 

just as a hideous-looking snake glided swiftly 
towards me. Hardly had I reached the 
entrance to the avenue that led homewards
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again, ere I remembered that, in my wild 

panic, I had forgotten all about Dickie. 

But I think he must really have left the 

chapel before I did, for he actually came to 

meet me, chattering volubly, and carrying 

some more of the same shining stones that 

had tempted my predecessors to come hither. 

He had. evidently been visiting the place 

whence the gems had been gathered, and 

that place must apparently be close at hand. 

But I felt so upset by one thing and 

another, that I decided not to explore any 

more that day, as I was likely to have plenty 

of time for the task in future. So I coaxed 

Dickie to hurry back with me to where I 

had left the baskets, meaning to go home 

at once with the provender I had gathered 

during my ramble. 

What, however, was my dismay to observe 

that the baskets, with their contents, were 

being rudely overhauled by no less than six 

huge landcrabs, who. seemed bent upon ' 

destroying my useful receptacles, in their 

eagerness to purloin the few cocoanuts they 

coitained. I was not equal to disputing
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possession with them. Neither was Dickie, 
for in trying to avoid the monsters, he made- 

an even wider aéfour round some bushes 
than I did, and he seemed suddenly to have 
become quite tired. 

In fact, he soon jumped on to my 
shoulder, and insisted upon being carried 
the rest of the way home. I am not sure 
that I was not worse tired than Dickie was. 
But I do know that I was feeling very 
miserable and low-spirited, for although 
there was a profusion of food hereabouts, 
I still felt the effects of the many scares | 

~had had. As a proof of this, I may mention 
that as soon as I had brought in plenty of 
wood and water, I fastened the door as well 
as I could, for as night approached, my 
feeling of insecurity grew worse, and I 
hardly dared look at the window for fear 
somebody should be looking through it at 
me. Even when I-had fixed up two or 
three sheets, to serve as blinds, I could not 
get rid of the idea that there might be a 
threatening face pressed against the panes.



CHAPTER: Xi 

AN EVENTFUL EXPEDITION 

NOTHER wet day followed, so I 

resolved to work indoors, and found 

plenty of occupation in giving my little 

cottage a thorough cleaning. I also did a 

lot of cooking, and some of the things I 

made were very nice. But I must own that 

many of my experiments were rank failures. 

In the shop I found a box of candles, 

which had been spoiled by too long keeping. 

Such.as were not half eaten away by insects, 

were twisted all ways by the heat. So I 

took a bundle of them, put them into an old 

saucepan and melted them over the fire. 

Then I fished out some of the wicks and 
when the mixture was nearly cold, I dipped 

them into the tallow again. Only a little 

tallow adhered at one dipping, but I hung 

them in as cool a place as I could find, and, 
143
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just keeping the tallow warm, I repeated the 
operation until I obtained some attenuated 
dips of which I felt quite proud, although 
they certainly gave a very poor light. 

However, they looked more cheerful than 
the firelight alone, and they did not cast 
such fantastic shadows. 

“And when all the tallow is done,” I 
thought, “ perhaps I can find something that 
will do as a substitute. I dare say those 
great cocoanut crabs furnished this queer- 
smelling tallow at first, but I am afraid that 
if I can only procure candles by killing and 
melting crabs, I shall have to go without. Ugh! 
What fearful looking monsters they are!” 

It was a good thing that.I was of a really 
industrious disposition. Otherwise the life 
I was condemned to lead would have been 
intolerable to me. At the same time it has 
occurred to me since that if I had been less° 
practical and diligent, I might all the sooner 
have been struck by an idea that will pro- 
bably before now have suggested itself to 
many of those to whom I am now relating 
my experiences.
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When cast upon this strange place, I had 

concluded that it must be an island.. And 
though I had never yet been able. to obtain 

a glimpse of the sea, I had often heard it, 
and was only kept from seeing it by the 
utter impossibility of scaling the tall cliffs, 
which were not merely. devoid of secure 
footholds, but which actually leaned in- 

wards. 

“T am upon an island,” I had thought, 

“and as I cannot scale the cliffs, to show 

myself, I am not likely to be seen by any 
one else. This being the case, I must work 

to make myself as comfortable as possible by 
seeking food and shelter.” 

Now food and shelter I had found in 
abundance. But I had evidently accepted 

my lot too patiently. For had I ‘not actually 

read in the diary of Wesley Wicks, that this 

was not an island at all, but a long narrow 

tongue of land, which the South American 

Indians had called “The Land of Death?” 

And had I not also read that all the 

emigrants had come here with waggons, 

&c., that were so constructed as to be 
II
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capable of transporting both the settlers and 
their baggage. 

‘Why, what a stupid girl I am!” I ex- 
claimed, in constantly growing excitement. 
“Those people came here in waggons, 
drawn by mules. And they must have gone 
away in waggons, drawn by mules, for there 
is neither one nor the other left here. So 
this cannot be an island, after all, and there 

must be some way out of it. I ought to 
have travelled on and on until I found an 
opening through the wall of rock that meets 
me everywhere. Let me see what the diary 
says again.” 

Turning the leaves over very impatiently 
I soon found what I was in search of, and 
read as follows : 

‘Hore SETTLEMENT. 
“July 9, 1866. 

‘When we started for this place, eighteen 
months ago, we were told of certain signs by 
which we must be guided in time to save 
ourselves from becoming overwhelmed by 
the periodical convulsions of Nature which
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have earned for this peninsula the name of 
‘The Land of Death.’ This morning Pete 
Humphrey reported that when he and Cross 
Penny were in Beryl Quarry, they heard a 
loud explosion, equal to the report of a 
cannon, and saw a jet of hot water rise high 
into the air from one of the tepid pools of 
which several are situated near the quarry. 
Soon afterwards another’ pool became an 
active geyser, and the men lost no time in 

letting the rest of us know what they had 
seen. It appears that whenever a more 
than usually terrible earthquake is at hand, 
it makes its intended appearance first felt by 
the geysers. It has sometimes happened 
that the people who have ventured “hither in 
search of gems have escaped with their lives 
by seeking the mainland without delay, and, 
judging from their reports, seven days usually 
elapse between the first agitation of the 
geysers and the actual eruption. 

“Tf, therefore, we would escape in time, 
we must immediately set out on the return 
journey, taking as great a quantity of our 

wealth with us as can be transported without
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hindering our progress too much. We have 

been wonderfully fortunate here in many 

things. Our little band has always worked 
with hearty goodwill under my directions, 

and our harvest of precious stones is so great 
that it will only be possible for us to escape 
with a portion of it. Nevertheless, the por- 

tion we can.take will make us all rich for life, 
so we will not waste our regrets upon the 
wealth we must perforce leave behind. 

“Packing is already progressing quickly, 
and the men have insisted that, for the sake 

of my dear wife and child, I must have the 
lightest and most comfortable cart. Our life 
in England wasa hard struggle for existence, 
and the prosperity we have enjoyed here 

* makes us all sorry to leave the place. We 
know its treacherous nature, yet we love it 
for what it has done for us, though we dare 
no longer trust it. 

‘“‘ Besides our mules, we have some dogs, 

and my wife has a little monkey that seems 
to have been the only animal left alive here 
after the last earthquake. Birds, reptiles, 

and anything that is reproduced by means
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of eggs seem to have a better chance of 
escape than human beings or quadrupeds, 
and even the reptiles seem to have a poor 
chance compared with the birds, who can fly 
from one place to another. Our monkey is 
very amusing, and is quite devoted to our 
baby, so we mean to take him away with us.” . 

The entries in the diary ceased here, and 
it seemed to me that there had been no time 
to think of anything more save the speediest 
means of escape. But I was able to glean a 
good deal from what I read. 

The whole party must have left without 
waste of time, taking with them nearly all 
their animals. It was impossible for me to 
say whether they had reached safety before . 

the earthquake displayed its fury, but the 

departure had been so hurried, that no pre- 

cautions had .been taken to insure the safety 

of the property they left behind. 

“Dickie,” I said suddenly. ‘‘ Why, you 

must be the little monkey they had, and you 

must have been lost somehow. Poor little 

thing! How lonely you must have felt with
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not a friend or relation near you—just as 
lonely as I feel sometimes.” 

I have never had reason to alter my 
opinion that Dickie’s original home was 
where he lived with me, but in the first 

flush of enlightenment, I wondered less about 
Dickie’s origin than about finding a means of 
escape for myself. i 

“Suppose,” I thought, “there were signs 
of another earthquake, as terrible as the one 
of which there are so many evidences round 
this neighbourhood—how should I know 
which way to turn for succour ? I must set. 
about the task of finding a way to the main-. 
land at once, before it is out of my power to 
do anything but fall a victim to one of these 
awful visitations. Now, as it seems no use 

to ‘travel over any of the ground I have 
already covered, for if there is no road out 
that way, I must continue to go in the 
opposite direction, and I shall perhaps find 
the right way to safety.” 

Before I went to sleep that night I made a 
great many plans, more, indeed, than I had 
the capacity to carry out. For instance, |
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decided to take Victoria with me on my 

exploring expedition next morning. Dickie 

would go, of course. And as I might be 

away all day, I must have some provender 

with me, to supplement the fruits I was sure 

to find by the way. Then, also, it must not 

be forgotten that the bright stones which 

Dickie had found so readily were all very 

valuable indeed, and if I got back to civilisa- 

tion once more, they would keep me from 

ever being poor, or dependent upon any one 
again. ‘Therefore,’ thought I, ‘ I must 

_take a good supply of them with me.” 
But, when I was eventually about to start, 

I found that it would be more than I could 
manage to walk far and at the same time 
carry so many things with me, especially as 
my shoes were. far from comfortable. My 
own were already worn out, and I was now 

wearing an old, mildewed pair that Mrs. 
Wicks had left behind in one of the boxes. 

““Which shall it be?” I deliberated. 
“Victoria, or the jewels?” 

But I was not very long in deciding. 
Victoria had already been a great comfort to
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me, and the very idea of deserting her seemed 

to be positively wicked, whereas the uncut 

stones only represented so much wealth which 

might or might not prove useful to me. 

So I set off with Victoria in one basket 
and some food in the other, without adding 

the weight of the jewels to what I had to 

carry. 

“Besides,” I argued. “If I make any 

important discoveries, | may have a chance 

to come back for all this wealth, for I do not 

believe that there are any signs of a new 

eruption about yet.” 

Nevertheless, there was an evergrowing - 

uneasiness at my heart, and there was one 

question that constantly recurred to me: - 

“Why haven't Mr. Wicks and his friends 

come back, when there was a huge fortune 

in gems. just waiting to be fetched away?” 

Of course, it was possible that the party 

had escaped all right, and that they did not 

care to risk coming here again. But in the 

five years that had gone by since they were 

here, they must, if they were still alive, have 

told their marvellous story to somebody who
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did not fear to risk his life for riches, even as 

they had done, so it was really difficult to feel 
hopeful about the possible return of either 
them or any one else in time to be of any 
service to me. 

In passing through the grounds I had 
traversed yesterday, I steadily refrained from 
diverging either to the right or to the left, 
but walked bravely on, gathering hope as I 
noticed that I was travelling eastwards. 

Perhaps it was through being a sailor's 
daughter that I was naturally observant of 
little details of geography and latitude, and 
as I remembered that we were well. in the 
Pacific when we were wrecked, it seemed 

quite natural to assume that in -travelling 
eastwards I was travelling towards the main 
land, if this was really only a neck of land 
which jutted out into the Pacific from’ South 
America. i 

About noon I stopped for half an hour for 
rest and refreshment. Then, as I began to 
feel nervous about being out of doors all 
night, I resolved to try what might be done in 
one more hour ere I turned homewards again. 

™
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Walking had, upon the whole, not been 

very difficult. But the further I went the 

rougher and the more overgrown did the 

ground become, so that I got on very slowly. 

Presently I came in sight of some tall cliffs, 

and I quite lost heart for a time. 

“T amstill inside that horrid ring of rocks,” 

I said despairingly. Then I recollected that 

there must be a pass somewhere. Otherwise, 

how could mules and waggons have come 

hither? So I pushed on until I was over- 

joyed at the discovery ofa gigantic split in 

the rocks, evidently the work of an earth- 

quake. There seemed to be a mass of rocks 

still barring the way at the back, but on close 

inspection I found a narrow opening through 

which I was able to pass with ease, and then 

—oh ! how shall I describe my rapture at 

sight of a great expanse of billowy water ? 

‘The sea!” I exclaimed, falling on my 

knees in an ecstasy of joy. ‘I have found 

the sea again, and a ship that will pick me up 

may pass this way any minute!”



CHAPTER. XII 

A NEW USE FOR GEMS 

\\ cs. my rapture had subsided a 

little, I looked eagerly around me, 

and even as I looked, a blank feeling of 

bitter disappointment began to possess me. 

For, beyond the haze caused by the 

evaporation of water in the heat of the 

sun, I gradually discerned the outlines of 

just such a wall of perpendicular, inacces- 

sible rocks as bordered the water on 

the side near where I was_ standing. 

Looking to the right I saw the same 

barrier. And looking to the left gave me 

just as disheartening a spectacle. 

This was not the ocean, after all, but an 

inland lake, and there was no more chance 

of my being seen by passing ships than if 

I was shut up in Hope Settlement. 

Alas! what a mockery even the very 
155
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word “Hope” seemed to a girl with whom 
ill fortune was playing such cruel pranks ! 
No wonder I sat down and cried as if my 
heart would break, for was there not a 
horrible death in store for me at no distant 
period, if I did not succeed in leaving this 
Strange land soon? 

Yes, it was terribly strange altogether ;. 
and sometimes I was nearly tempted to 
believe in the reality of the wild tales of 
enchanted castles and islands that used to 
delight me so much when. told to me by 
my dear father. I had really come here 
by sea. Of that there could be ‘no 
doubt. 

Yet no fairy princess ever lost herself 
more completely in magic labyrinthine sur- ‘ 
roundings than I had done here. And: 
neither languishing princess nor rescuing 
prince were even more bewildered by the 
doings of witches and sorcerers than I was. 
If I had been transported from one place to 
another in a train or carriage, I could-have 
understood how it was that I could not 
find my way back to the sea. But I had
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travelled no way save on foot, and yet I 

had lost the sea! ; 
There had been no mention of a lake 

so far as I -had read in Wesley Wicks’ 

diary, so I concluded that the last earth- 

quake, which had convulsed the whole land, 

had enclosed a large body of water by the 

-huge rocks I saw. Nevertheless, I felt mysti- 

fied when I observed again that the water of 

the lake seemed to be in constant motion, 
although there was not a breath of air blowing. 

Under happier conditions I might have 
admired the many grand beauties of land 
and waterscape. Just then I felt it im- 
possible to feel anything but the keenest 
disappointment, for I seemed to have 

"arrived at what promised to be an effectual 
barrier to all further attempts to leave this 
danger-breathing region. 

Dickie, having tired himself out, chose 

to be carried in my basket, and as 'I 
walked swiftly homewards again, I cuddled 
Victoria so tightly in my arms that if she 
had been a real baby she would have 
raised her yoice in protest.
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I hardly remember anything of that dis-— 

heartened walk back, except an incident 

that happened when we were nearly home. 
You will remember the pretty, flame- 

coloured flowers that I was about to gather 
when I was apparently felled to the earth 
by a hidden foe? 

Well, a solution of ¢ha¢ mystery was at 
hand, and I could afterwards feel thankful 

to know that my fears of an unknown 

enemy were unfounded. 

Dickie, like myself, was attracted by the 
gorgeous blossoms, and having recovered 

from his fatigue, had a fancy for gathering 

one of them. But no sooner did he run 

up and touch the prettiest and most bril- 
liant of the innocent-looking things, than 
he fell to the ground as if he had been 
struck by lightning. With a shriek of dis- 
may I ran towards my unfortunate pet, and 
dragged him away from the vicinity of the 
death-dealing flowers, which were, I could 

see now, the real cause of the disasters 

that had occurred to both of us. 
Needless to say, I was careful to avoid
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contact with any part of the plants, which, 
I have since discovered, belonged to an 
order of flowers that are so powerfully 
charged with electricity that their very 
touch is dangerous to life. | have never 
discovered their real name, so I always 
call them “lightning plants.” Since then 
I have often seen birds struck dead by 
contact with them, and when I first picked 
Dickie up, I certainly feared that he was 

beyond recovery. 

However, after a great deal of trouble, 
I managed to bring him round, though, 

being so much smaller and weaker than 
myself, he was several days before he re- 

covered altogether. Meanwhile, I was no 

longer possessed by the terrifying idea 
that there lurked some savage foe near me 
ready to do me a bodily injury, and this 
in itself was an enormous relief to me, as 
can readily be imagined. 

Perhaps some of you girls think that I 
was easily daunted when I spent several days 
after this in looking after what I may call. 
the culinary department of my life, instead
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of trying time after time to find the way of 
escape that must exist somewhere. Truth 
to tell, I had begun to think that the last 
earthquake must have destroyed the road 
to safety, and that all I could do now was 
to try and make things as cheerful as pos- 
sible until death removed all my troubles. 

But a reaction set in at last, and I varied 

my daily domestic duties by taking long 
rambles, during which I made tany inte- 
resting discoveries, but failed to pierce the 
strange chain of rocks by which I was 
surrounded. 

In course of time, having accumulated 

stores enough to serve me a couple of 
years, if necessary, I felt that it would be 
sheer waste of time to gather more food 
than such fresh fruits and vegetables as 
would satisfy each day’s needs, especially 
as I had begun to suspect that the won- 
derful climate of the country caused a con- 
stant growth of food-stuffs of some sort or 
other all the year round. I had no diffi- 
culty in discovering what Wesley Wicks 
quaintly called the “stone quarries,” but I
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did not find them so wonderfully attractive 
as I should no doubt have done had I not 
already been used to the. idea of the 
wealth which they might have represented 
if this had not been a place shunned by 
all, because it was the “Land of Death.” 

Gems and precious stones were of no 
service to a girl situated as | was—at least 
I thought so at first. But by and by it 
occurred to me that I might make a very 

beautiful use of them, and I soon began 
to put my brilliant idea into practice. 

It will be remembered that I fled panic- 
stricken from the little chapel in which the 
settlers of Hope Settlement had worshipped. 
But second thoughts showed me how foolish 
it was to imagine that the snake I had seen 
would remain in the chapel, or that that 

special place was necessarily a favourite 
with it. So. I had plucked up courage, and 
after awhile I no more expected to see 
a snake in the chapel than in any other 
place. 

Here it was then’ that I repaired every 

day, and though the prayers I uttered were 
12
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very simple and girlish, I always felt better 
for the saying of them. 

It was here also that I had begun to keep. 
a systematic record of the flight of time by 
putting a pebble every day into a box that 
I had. brought down from the settlement 
for the purpose. 

In order to mark Sundays, I always used 
an.emerald, and by counting my markers 
I could tell within a day or two how long 
it was since I crawled ashore through the 
aperture which had ever since eluded all 
my efforts to find it. 

But this was at best a very clumsy way 
of marking the time, so I tried to think of 
a better plan—a plan which would not leave 
it possible for my reckoning to go wrong 
through simple accidents, such as the pur- 
loining of my counters by Dickie. 

I have already told you that I was fond 
of making cookery experiments, and that 
some of these experiments were rank 
failures. One, indeed, was laughably so in - 
one respect, though I had astuteness enough 
to know that the strange compound I had
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intended for “me zelly would be useful as 
—what do you think ?—cement/ A curious 
gum which exuded from the bark of some 
tall trees attracted my curiosity. 

“It looks sweet and sticky, something 
like treacle,” I thought. ‘“I have a good 
mind to boil it with some lime juice. — 
Perhaps it will make nice jelly—or toffee.” 

I had heard that it was always safe. to 
eat anything that monkeys: would eat, and 
as Dickie seemed rather to like chewing 
the brown gum I had gathered, I was not 
afraid of being poisoned. But when, after 
boiling the mixture for an hour, I poured 
the liquid mess into a shallow tin, I lost 
all fancy for, tasting it, as it had a very 

queer odour. After it was cold it would 
have been impossible to taste it, for the 
two vegetable compounds had exerted such 
a strange chemical action upon each other 
that they became as hard as stone as soon 
as they were cold. 

Remembering this, I now resolved to turn 
my failure to good account by using the 
compound for decorating the chapel and
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for keeping a better record of the flight of 
time. Every week, on what I believed to 

be Saturday, I prepared some of this cement, 
and laid some of it on one of the walls of the 
chapel as soon as it was fairly stiff. Before 
it had time to get quite set, I inserted 
some yellow, and green, and other coloured 

stones in it. These adhered firmly in their 
places, and looked wonderfully pretty, being 
arranged in a neat pattern. 

There was an emerald for every Sanday, 
and an amethyst for every week-day, and 
I always filled in each week’s design with 
stones of a dull brown, with bright yellow 
ones for a border. In this way I beautified 
my church, and as each completed square of 
equal size represented a week, I could tell 
at a glance how the time was rolling on. 

I was always reminded, too, of the near 
approach of Sunday, and got quite used. to 
setting that day apart, to be kept reve- 
rently and restfully. Even my dress was 
different on Sundays, although I was the 
only worshipper to attend the chapel. 

In other respects I did not make a great
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deal of progress for some time, but I grew 

tired of my many failures to find a break 

in the strangely piled up walls that en- 

circled the place, and I made preparations 

for a prolonged tour of exploration, resolv- 

ing to risk losing my home and_ substance 

rather than allow myself to be baffled by 

what certainly appeared to be insurmount- 

able obstacles.



CHAPTER XIII 

WANTED—A BOAT 

Y preparations included the packing 
of a basket with various articles of 

food such as I could not expect to find 
growing by the way. A strong knife, a 
tinder-box, a rope, a hammer, a hammock, 

a blanket, and a small saw were all con- 

sidered necessary, and, so that I might not 
feel too lonely at night, I took Victoria 
with me. 

Dickie seemed to guess that an important 
expedition was in progress, and I had to 
unpack my baggage twice because he would 
persist in popping all sorts of heavy things 
among my stores. 

There were very few spare boots or shoes 
about the place, but of those that I found, I 
was able to make good use. There was one 
pair of long boots to which I took a par- 

166
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ticular fancy, and as they seemed to have 

belonged to a little man, they were not a 

great deal too big for me. With some 

leather that I procured from ‘the shop,” I 

contrived to re-sole them, and though a 

regular cobbler would perhaps have laughed 

heartily at sight of my handiwork, I was 

exceedingly proud of it, for I could tramp 

fearlessly through all sorts of undergrowth, 

secure from the bite of any stray snakes 

that might be lurking about. 

I had also woven myself a big hat. It 

was almost flat, for I did not find palm 

leaves easy to use in millinery. But, when 

I had tied some calico strings round the top 

of the hat and under my chin, I did not 

need an umbrella to keep the sun off me. 

The rest of my things were getting old and 

shabby. But I kept them scrupulously clean 

with the aid of some curious leaves that 

grew hereabouts in profusion. I had read 

about these ‘soap leaves” in Mr. Wicks’ 

diary, and found that they gave quite a nice 

lather when rubbed between the hands in 

water.
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My soap plants had another marvellous 

property. I used them to wash my hair 

with, and if you had seen how thick and 
long my hair soon became you would have 

been surprised. In every other physical 
respect, too, my enforced residence in the 

Land of Death was doing me good, for I 

was growing wonderfully tall and strong, 
and when I set off on what was destined 
to prove a very eventful expedition, I felt 
almost able to cope with a lion or a tiger, 
if there had been such things about. 

Fortunately for me, wild animals of any 
sort did not exist in the Land of Death, 

and the most formidable things I met with 
were some big cocoanut crabs, of whom I 
was no longer afraid. 

Then I set off in earnest, not skipping 
and jumping, as Dickie did, but tramping 
steadily onwards as nearly as possible in 
one direction, and keeping an observant 
lookout by the way. 
When I arrived at the place where the 

turning in the rocks led to the lake, I 
halted, it being my intention to pitch’ my ,
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camp here until the day following. By the 

time Dickie and I had a meal in progress 

we were quite ready for it, and I must own 

that I felt quite tired enough to be glad of | 

the chance of an hour’s rest. After which 

I took Dickie with me to the opening. in the 

rocks which led to the lake. 

I had already paid a few flying visits to 

the place, so I knew where to find it, and 

as I was to sleep close at hand to-night I 

could reconnoitre for a couple of hours yet. 

While trying mainly to find a spot from 

which I could get further round the lake, a 

singular fact suddenly impie sce itself upon 

my. notice. : 

The wind was rising, and it blew so 

strongly that my long hair streamed wildly 

to the left, and I had to keep a tight hold 

of my big hat to prevent it from flying off 

in the same direction. Being, as I have 

already mentioned more than once, a sailor’s 

daughter, I had inherited some of the 

qualities which distinguish the men who rise 

in their profession from the mere automatons 

who simply do what others tell them to do,
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without questioning the why or the where- 

fore of anything. 

Therefore the most natural thing to attract 

my notice was the action of the wind upon 

the water. Any ordinary inland lake is 

ruled in its motions by the direction of the 

wind,.and the water flows east, west, north, 

or south according to the way in which it is 

blown. But here the case was different, for, 

though the wind was blowing from the south, 

the water was pursuing a steady northerly 

course. 

“Why, this cannot be a mere lake, after 

all,” was my excited exclamation. ‘‘ There 

is a strong current running, and you cannot 

have a current unless there is water running 
in at one place and running out at another.” 

This was an argument: which could not 
be gainsaid, that was certain. The question 

was, did the water come in from the sea? 
Or did it flow towards the sea? 

There were no signs of a tide, so it was 

not difficult to answer the question. I had 
only a very precarious foothold, but I 
balanced myself very carefully, and held on
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to a jutting piece of scarified rock, while I 

stooped down and raised some water in the 
palm of my hand. 

The tasting of that water once more raised 
wild hopes in my breast, and once more | 
began to picture the end of my captivity in 
the Land of Death. 

For the water was salt ! 
And being salt, I told myself, it must 

come from the sea. 
Therefore, to find the sea, I must travel 

up stream, and search for that opening 
between it and the lake, which must un- 

doubtedly exist. 

But how was I to manage the feat, when 

the whole of the water, as far as I could 

see; was bordered by fantastic rocks, which 
all terminated in unclimbable peaks, and 

which were all divided from each other by 
yawning chasms that seemed to penetrate 
the very bowels of the earth? 

True, I could swim very well. But it 
would be madness to attempt to swim, 
unless I was sure of being able to find a 
foothold, not to speak of the risk of failing



172 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

to re-discover the place where my clothes 

would have to be left. 

If only I had a boat! What wonders 

might I not be able to do with it! Yet 

there was not the remotest sign of a boat 

of any kind near Hope Settlement, and this 

in itself was a singular proof of my theory 

that the enclosed water I: had lighted upon 

owed its presence here to the action of 

the last earthquake. 

Mr. Wicks and his fellow settlers had had 

no use for boats. Therefore, they had not 

troubled to make any. 

But it seemed to me that I had a very 

important use for a vessel of some sort, so 

I determined to possess myself of either a 

boat or something that would do as an 

equivalent. So, without going any further, 

I quietly spent the night, encamped as I had 
intended, and early next morning started to 

walk back to the settlement, wondering all 

the while if it would really be possible for 
me to make a vessel that would serve the 
purposes of a boat. 

I do not know that I am particularly slow
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or uninventive. Yet it took me nearly a 

week before I could finally hit upon a 

practical plan. Everything that had been 

left behind by my predecessors was care- 

fully overhauled, but there was nothing in 

the remotest degree shaped like a boat, and 

even if there had been, how could I, only.a 

girl and unaided, have found means to tran- 

sport it to the lake, to which I only knew 

one way of approach, about ten miles away. 

But if one’s inventive faculties are not 

spurred by such a predicament as I was 

in, nothing will brighten them, and I 

eventually succeeded in devising quite a 

wonderful floating apparatus, which was 

more like a raft than a boat. 

My materials were four long poles, some 

planks, four empty casks, and a goodly 

supply of ropes and lianas, besides plenty 

of hooks and nails. Of course I could not 

attempt to make a vehicle of any sort in 

the neighbourhood of the settlement, for it 

would have been impossible for me to move 

the thing when finished. 

Even to transport the bare materials ten
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miles along a road that was more a matter 

of guesswork than of regular sequence, was 

a herculean task, and it might well have 

daunted even a strong man. But I knew 

that my rescue depended upon my own 

exertions, so I persevered under enormous 

difficulties, and though it took weeks to 
accomplish the task, I managed at last to 

lug my last heavy load to the place near 
the gap in the rocks that led to the water. 

Yet, in spite of my increased exertions, 

the most difficult part of my undertaking 

had yet to come, and it was, perhaps, as well 

that I did not know of the extraordinary 

nature of some of the adventures still in 
store for me. 

Otherwise, I might possibly have shrunk 
from beginning that eventful voyage at all.



GHAPTER. XIV: 

A MAIDEN CONQUEST 

T had more than once happened that I 

had been overtaken by sudden storms 

of wind and rain while I was collecting the 

materials for my raft-building, and though I 

was certainly very hardy, I preferred not to 

get wet through more than I could help. 

So I had erected a sort of hut made of 

four upright posts, held together at the top 

by four others, which I lashed to them at the 

corners with lianas, and covered with palm 

leaves, tightly interlaced, to prevent their 

being blown away. From the four corners 

of this rude but effectual shelter from the sun 

I suspended a hammock which I had made 

from some strong sacking that I had found 

in the shop, and here I slept whenever any- 

thing kept me from returning to the settle- 

ment before dark. 
175
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Asa matter of course, Dickie insisted on 

curling himself up at my feet, and sometimes 

Victoria took up her share of room. In fact, 

if | had been deprived of my two companions 

I am sure | should have been kept awake by 

thoughts of snakes and other possible enemies. 

A few cocoanut crabs made themselves rather 

obnoxious, for though they scuttled away 

when I feigned to make a rush at them, they 

had a great fancy for exploring my baskets, 

in search of cocoanuts. 

Dickie generally ran to me, chattering with 

fear, whenever any of them approached him, 

and he several times took refuge in my arms 

from the big birds that threatened to swoop 

down upon him. 

Taking warning by the frustrated attempts 

of the crabs, I erected a stronger hut, in 

which I placed my food stores as I brought 

them from the settlement, in readiness to put 

in my water-carriage as soon as it could be 

prepared to receive them. 

Then, when all was ready, and not till 

then, I set to work at the most dangerous 

part of my task. When it is remembered
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that I only contrived to reach the water with 

difficulty even when unencumbered, it will be 

seen how utterly impossible it was to make 

my raft anywhere but in the water itself. 
Each necessary item must be dragged and 
lifted separately, and I was sure to be many 

a long day before I had finished. 

The first thing that I fixed into position 
was one of the long poles, and I was quite 
jubilant at my success with it, for its weight 
and thickness were no joke to contend with. 
I laid it close down to the water, with each 

end jammed into a crevice of the rocks. 
After satisfying myself that it was quite 
immovable, I felt as if everything else would 
be managed successfully now, for the firmly 
fixed pole was to be the basis of all my 
subsequent operations. 

Two more of these poles I had-sawn -in 
‘two, making four poles altogether, holes 
’ being drilled at both ends of them, to permit 

a bolt to be: dropped through. To guard 
" against losing one of these logs, I tied them 

to the captive pole, by means of ropes drawn 
through the bolt holes, until I was ready to 

: 3
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bolt the four legs together, so as to make a 

square frame. 

So much being safely accomplished, I 

fastened one of my empty casks at each 

corner, and put as many baskets full of 

pebbles in them as sufficed to balance them 

and the raft. These pebbles were chiefly 

composed of amethysts and emeralds, and 

sapphires, but I did not scruple to use them 

as ballast, since they suited my purpose better 

than anything else that was at hand. 

The evenly weighted casks served to 

steady my frame, but oh! what hard work it 

was to attain this result. Twice I lost a 

basketful of my ballast in the water; and 

once I should have lost a cask if I had not 

swum quickly after it. 

Two of the logs that made the square 

frame. were of course much lower in the water 

than the two that were bolted on the top of 

them, and it was across these lower logs that 

I laid the planks which formed the floor of 

my raft. It was fairly easy work for me to 
bolt all these into their places, for I had 

drilled a couple of holes at the end ‘of each
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plank, through which I threaded the rope 
wherewith I lashed my flooring down. 

My only regret when:I had got so far with 
my task was that I must leave off work until 
next morning. But I did not lose any sleep 
in useless impatience, though I was up and 
at it almost as soon as the sun himself. 

I confess that I could not contrive a rudder 
of any sort, but as the water seemed to be 
very shallow, at all events near the shore, I 
meant to use the fourth long pole for punting. 
Of course there still remained the one that 
was jammed in the rocks, but I did not want 
to remove it at present, for two reasons. It 
was useful to keep my raft secure until I was 
on board, ready to push off up stream. And 
it would serve as a landmark, to show me 
where to seek egress through the wall of 
rock, if I found it necessary to return this 
way. 

As I did not know whether I could be sure 
to find food during my explorations, I laid in 
a small stock of provisions and other neces- 
saries, as well as a change of dry clothing. 

But on the very morning of my departure
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I got a terrible fright. I have said nothing 

about the creatures that lived in the lake, 

because none of them seemed to be specially 

noteworthy, and as I was perfectly satisfied 

with a vegetarian diet, I was not desirous 

of killing fish for the sake of food. 

However, you may guess my horror, when 

something began to pull my raft low in the 

water on one side. What was the name of 

that particular something I did not know at 

the time. But, judging from some of my 

father’s adventurous stories, I surmised it to 

be an octopus, or poulpe as some prefer to 

call the fearful-looking beasts. Two long 
arms were dragging at the raft, while two 

others were feeling about for something to 

seize with their ghastly array of suckers, of 
which each arm possesses 120. 

Feeling that not one moment was to be 

lost, I seized my axe, and, though it sickened 

me to do it, chopped off the two arms that 

were pulling the raft downwards, and the 

creature, without waiting to reconnoitre 

further, relinquished its hold, and swam 

away, leaving behind the writhing members
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with which it had threatened to seal my 

doom. I just caught sight of its sinister 

eyes and parrot-like beak ere it dyed the 

surrounding water with the inky fluid which 

so many of its tribe eject whenever they are 

alarmed or enraged. 

Then, fearing its return, I pushed the 

severed claws into the water, got my pole in 

readiness, loosened my painter, and began to 

punt my way up stream. But I made fear- 

fully slow progress, both because I was 

struggling against the current, and because 

my queer vessel proved to be fonder of 

turning round and round than of going 
steadily onwards. 

Still, I certainly did manage to get on, 

though slowly, and every inch of headway 
that I gained meant an inch nearer the goal 
I was aiming for. As afternoon approached, 
I began to realise that I should not be suc- 

cessful that day, and I also began to notice 

that I was so tired as to be almost unable to 

continue working. Besides, Dickie was whim- 

pering for his dinner, and Victoria was looking 

wretchedly neglected,
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So I decided to search for a place that 

would do for a holdfast, and thought myself 
lucky when I succeeded in fastening the 

painter to a projecting piece of rock, which 
had been worn comparatively smooth by the 
friction of the water. 

Then both Dickie and J had a substantial 
meal, and after we had finished, I slung my 

hammock to the cross-pole, so that I might 
be well rested for to-morrow’s labours, as I 

meant to make a very early start. 
Dickie was not inclined to go to sleep yet. 

But when he found that no amount of teasing 
could make me play with him as usual, he 
turned sulky, coiled himself at the foot of 
the hammock, and allowed himself also to 

be soothed into slumber by the constant 
motion of the raft, which bobbed first one 

corner and then another, as if it wished to 
remind me all the time that we had not yet 
arrived at our goal.



CHAPTER XV 

ROSIE’S LONELY 

HEN I awoke the first morning after 
2 

“going to sea” again, I felt very 

joyous and hopeful. The weather had been 

warm, but not oppressively so, and there had 

been just enough of a gentle breeze from one 

direction to prevent the current from straining 

my painter too much in the opposite direction. 

I had slept as comfortably and calmly as a 

baby in its cradle, and awoke feeling as fresh 

and as buoyant as a lark. My clothes, too, 

were nicely dried, and I redressed myself 

with quite anxious care, for it was just possible 

that I might get a glimpse of a human face 

soon, and of course I wanted to make as good 

an impression as possible. 

Dickie looked after his own toilet, but 

there was Victoria to attend to, and | had 

dressed her in her very best frock and sun- 
183
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bonnet. She could not speak to me, or 

respond to the many warm hugs I gave her 
in the exuberance of my youthful optimism. 

But she was the symbol of human love and 

companionship to me, and in that sense she 

afforded me as much comfort as does the 
picture of a saint to the religious enthusiast. 

As soon as we had _ breakfasted I got 
under weigh again, and in the course of two 
hours I began to note a great change in my 
physical surroundings. The rocks no longer 
looked as if they owed their existence to a 
recent terrible upheaval of the earth, but were 
clothed with a luxuriant vegetation that lent 
indescribable beauty to the scene. 

Presently the hard outline of the water was 
broken by little inlets, each one of which | 
pursued until I was checked by abruptly 
rising cliffs that mocked all my efforts to 
scale them. Nevertheless, I was now full of 

hope, for the nature of the scenery was still 
steadily changing, and I was sure that I had 
only to persevere in order to be successful in 
reaching the place whence the waters of the 
sea entered this great enclosed lake. I had
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from time to time, tested the saltness of the 

water, and thus kept myself assured that I 

had not missed the inlet I was looking for. 

Happily for me, the lake was nowhere very 

deep, at least not in any place over which | 

passed, and though it was fatiguing work to 

-propel my queer craft, I was thankful to be 

always able to find a good footing for my 

pole. i 

The second day found me still unsuccessful 

in my search, and I had to spend another 

night afloat. But on the third day there 

reached my ears a continually increasing 

murmur of waters that raised my anticipa- 

tions to a high pitch of excitement. 

Presently, the shores narrowed on either 

side, until the lake began to look like a 
narrow river, and I no longer doubted that 

I was nearing the end of my quest. But 
with this certainty there now arose a terrible 

fear lest, after all, it should lead to nothing 

but bitter disappointment. I tried my best 
to battle with my nervousness, but it 

thoroughly overmastered me, and it reached 
its crowning point when I suddenly found
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myself in a current that I could not possibly 
stem. 

Indeed, my frail craft began to bob up 
and down, and whirl round and round until 

Dickie screamed in terror, and even I began 
to grow giddy. So I thankfully took advan- 
tage of the shelter of a projecting rock which 
broke the force of the current, and offered a 

safe foothold for landing. 
Dickie was so overjoyed at finding himself 

ashore again, that he jumped about and chat- 
tered like a wild thing; then, seeing some 
limes and oranges at hand, he speedily 
climbed the trees and threw a goodly supply 
of fruit to the ground. 

Thad no difficulty in securing my painter, 
and as I was able to moor my raft out of the 
current, I felt no anxiety concerning its safety. 
As proof of the strength of the nervousness 
that had seized me, I may mention that when, 
with Victoria in my arms, I climbed to a 
higher level, my legs trembled so much 
under me, that I was forced to sit down, 
before I dared look around to see what sort 
of a place I had lighted upon.
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When at last I was able to take a calm 

survey of my surroundings, I hardly knew 

what conclusion to come to at first. For, as 

far as I could make out after I had climbed to 

high ground, I was on an island, surrounded 

on every hand by water, just as I had been 

surrounded on every side by a terrific wall of 

rocks at Terra Trouva. Whether this was 

the sea upon which I now gazed so eagerly I 

could not yet say for certain, but [| felt a 

gradually growing conviction that it was, for 

I could see where the water rushed tumul- 

tuously into the lake through a narrow open- 

ing under some over-arching rocks. 

I had really found what I was looking for 

—the source of the supply of water to the 

lake, and only my fear of being mistaken 

made me think it possible that this might not 

be the sea itself, after all. Certainly, there 

seemed no limit to the vast expanse of water 

to right and left; but, on the other hand, I 

could see, stretching right in front of the 

intervening waters, a long tongue of moun- 

tainous peaks that would effectually hide the 

view to and from the open sea.



188 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

This island was, in fact, so strangely 
situated, that I might perhaps live here for 
years without ever coming under the notice 
of any one save those who might know of the 
place, and be willing to defy its sinister 
reputation as the Land of Death. 

-“ Dickie,” I said despondently, “I am 

afraid we are not much better off than we 
were at the settlement. In fact, my dear, I 
am afraid we are very much worse off. But 
we won't give in, will we? As soon as we 
have had a good rest, and have had a com- 
fortable meal, we will go prospecting, and, 
who knows, we may have some pleasant 
surprises in store for us yet.” 

In this manner I heartened myself into 
better spirits, and as I knew that I had plenty 
of time to spare, I thought I would prepare 
myself a more comfortable meal than I had 
partaken of during the voyage hither.. So I 
boarded my raft again, and fetched every- 
thing that was necessary for making tea and 
a sort of vegetable hash that I was very 
fond of. 

It is astonishing how much better one feels
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after meals, both physically and mentally, 

and when I had finished my meal I was once 

more ready to look upon only the bright 

side of everything. 

Certainly, so far as beauty was concerned, 

this place would have taken a great deal of 

beating. Had I been looking around as a 

sightseer only, I would stop to describe some 

of the marvellous charms of scenery by which 

Il was surrounded. As it was, my chief 

anxiety was to reach some place where there 

might be a chance of being seen by pass- 

ing ships, so I naturally devoted my attention 

to utility, rather than to beauty, simply noting 

the most important landmarks as I journeyed 

on, in order that I might be sure of being 

able to find my way back again. 

Dickie had not been working all the morn- 

ing as I had, and he was positively wild 

with delight over his new surroundings. He 

found several kinds of fruits to which I was 
still a stranger, but which I had no hesitation 

in using when I saw how much he relished 
them. The further I went, the more con- 

vinced did I become that the whole of the
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vegetation hereabouts was older than most 
of that which I had hitherto met with in 
this strange country, and there was a much 
greater variety of everything. From this I 
felt all the more sure that the last earthquake 
had not ravaged this place so much as others 
I had seen. 

“Suppose,” I told myself, “suppose that 
narrow point of land towards which I am 
travelling, should actually prove to be the ! 
junction between the Land of Death and the 
mainland! Why, in that case, my captivity 
and loneliness will be nearly at an end, and 
I shall Dertene be living with human es 
again soon.’ 

For a little while this thought afforded me 
unqualified delight, until I remembered how 
doubtful it was that there was any one alive 
who would care to welcome me, for my kind 
friends on board the Sava had all perished, 
and my relatives had shown so plainly that 

they considered me an unwelcome burden 

upon their generosity, that I could not dream 
of inflicting myself upon them again, even if 

I got the opportunity of doing so.
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While pursuing this vein of thought, I had 

not taken much notice of Dickie’s movements, 

for he was always careful not to let me out of 

his sight many minutes at a time. But he 

suddenly scrambled towards me in such a state 

of excitement as I had never yet seen him in. 

Catching hold of my thin print frock, he tried 

to drag me with him. I had been keeping 

close to the water all this while, hardly 

a trusting my eyes on land more than a minute 

at a time, for fear of missing a vessel of any 

kind that might be passing, and as Dickie 

wanted me to go through some thick under- 

growth in an opposite direction, I gently 

declined his invitation. But he pressed it 

so pleadingly, and began to look sv dis- 

tressed at my obstinacy, that I eventually 

gave way, and followed cautiously whither 

he led. 

‘“T wonder what he has found,” I mur- 

mured. “And I hope it is not a wild goose 
chase he is leading me on. It would oh ! 
heaven help me! Am I going mad?” 

As I uttered this exclamation I stood stock 
still, for I had heard a sound that almost 
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stopped the beating of my heart, so great was 

the surprise it gave me. 

‘Hush! Dickie,’ I implored in a perfect 
agony of suspense. ‘Let me listen. Perhaps 

I have been mistaken.” 
But I was not mistaken. For the sound 

which had arrested my attention was repeated 
in a much louder tone this time, and even as 

I cried aloud in amazement, I began to run 

with all my might in the direction whence it 
seemed to come. 

Truly I, who had not heard a human voice 

for many a long month, might well become 

uncontrollably excited, for it was the cry of a 

child I had heard ! 

And as I ran breathlessly on, frequently 

stumbling in my haste, the sweet treble was 

once more raised in keen distress, and I 

distinctly heard its pitiful adjuration, 
“Mamma! mamma! Wake up, mamma. 

Rosie's lonely.”



CHAPTER XVI 

A TIMELY RESCUE 

HAVE many a time tried to describe 

what my feelings were when | had con- 

vinced myself that I really heard the voice of 

a little child, in this land that I had believed 

to be tenanted by not a human being save 

myself. But my descriptions have always 

fallen so absurdly short of the reality, that 

I do not intend to make the attempt again. 

Suffice it that I ran, almost beside myself 

with excitement, until I came upon the 
prostrate figure of a woman, over whom a 

little girl was wailing her pitiful loneliness 
and grief. 

To the child I paid little attention until I 
had done all I could to restore the mother to 
consciousness. For she was not dead, though 

I doubt if she could have been saved if I had 
arrived only a few hours later. She was a 

14 193
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young woman, naturally very handsome I 

should imagine, but fearfully thin and worn 

looking, and clothed in rags, as though she 

had suffered great privation. 

_ Fortunately, I had with me many little 

things that helped to bring her round, and it 

was an unspeakable joy to me when she 

opened her eyes, to look wonderingly into 

my face. The little girl was sitting on the 

ground now, happy in the possession of a 

supply of food which seemed to be quite a 

banquet to what she had been used to. 

Dickie was watching us all with such 

interest as to have forgotten, for once, that 

he was not also hungry, and at first there was 

nothing but my own queerly dressed figure to 

arrest the unfortunate woman’s attention. 

‘There now,” I said thankfully, ‘“ you are 

ever so much better already! I am so glad! 

found you! Do you think you can eat some- 

thing now?” 

“Eat?” she queried wonderingly, ‘‘ does 

one need to eat even after death? I 

thought " 

‘Oh, but you are nothing like dead!” I. 
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exclaimed. ‘And I am hoping that you will 

be quite well soon.” 

‘Then I am dreaming, and I shall awake 

again to go through all the old misery!” 

Speaking thus, she raised herself on her 

elbows, and caught sight of my beloved 

Victoria lying forlorn and uncared for on the 

ground, her face hidden by her lilac print 

sunbonnet. ‘Ah, yes,” she continued sadly, 

‘“‘T am dreaming, sure enough, as I shouldn't 

seem to be looking at my own Rosie, in the 

very clothes she wore when just such a baby 

as she looks now.” 

‘Good gracious!” I almost screamed, so 

excited was I with the sudden revelation that 

had come to me. ‘Why, you are Mrs. 

Wicks! However do you come to be here 

by yourself?” 

The mention of her name seemed to dispel 

the last trace of haziness from the poor 
woman’s brain. It even seemed to bring 

back some of her bodily strength, for she 

actually sprang to her feet and seized Victoria 
as if she meant to smother: her with kisses. 

But she saw at once that my poor little pet
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was only a make believe, and at the same 

moment the real Rosie, with a cry of delight, 

ran up to her mother, from whom I took 

Victoria in some alarm. 

I think poor Mrs. Wicks must have been 

hysterical for'a few minutes, for she laughed 

and cried all in a breath. But by and by 

she quietened down, and then, having con- 

vinced her that I was a real human being, | 

was able to exchange a good many confidences 

with her. What we had to tell each other 

was very surprising, but it was disheartening 

too. 
This was, as I had guessed, really the Mrs. 

Wicks whose house had been so -blessed a 

refuge for me, and whose clothes Victoria 

and I had taken possession of so unblush- 

ingly. She did not begrudge me anything 

that I had found. Indeed, she was thankful 

that I had been rescued from my extremity 

in so wonderful a manner. But she was dis- 

appointed to hear that her only refuge was 

the place she had quitted under most tragic 

circumstances five years ago, though at the 

same time she was grateful for the boon of
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my society and the prospect of increased 

comforts for little Rosie. 

‘Tt has been very hard to live on at all,” 
she said sadly. ‘There is very little choice 
of food hereabouts, and we have often been 
nearly hungered to death. I can, however, 

never thank God sufficiently for bringing you 
to my rescue. Whatever would have been 
Rosie’s fate if I had really died!” 

I naturally asked if there was no means of 
reaching the mainland this way, and it was 
bitter news to learn that for five years, ever 
since the last earthquake in the Land of 
Death, Mrs. Wicks had followed one spur of 
land after another, only to find that they were 
rocky promontories, hidden from the open sea 
by the huge, towering wall of rock which I 
had already noticed. 

“Tn all these years,” she said, “although 
I have always been within sight of the water, 
I have never once caught even the faintest 
glimpse of a passing vessel to which I might 
have signalled, and I fancy that it is not 
known that there is room for ships to come 
in behind those cliffs, or else the country has
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so bad a name that nobody will venture 

within a hundred miles of it.” 

This was all very bad news for me, but, 

seeing how very much I could cheer Mrs. 

Wicks, I strove to hide my own disappoint- 

ment as much as | could; and, indeed, I had 

room to be thankful that I had found people 

to share my life who would be infinitely more 

appreciative companions than Dickie or 

Victoria ever could be, poor things. 

After what I had been told by Mrs. Wicks, 

I knew that it was no use trying to explore 

any further in this direction, so I suggested 

that she and Rosie should accompany me to 

where my boat was moored, and thence make 

tracks for Hope Settlement. She was only 

too glad to find some sort of an escape from 

the rock-strewn place on which she had lived 

so precariously. But she was very weak, and 

I had to help her to get on board the raft, 

which rocked and bobbed about in a manner 

that was very alarming to both my un- 

expected passengers. 

Indeed, Rosie could not be persuaded to 

embark, so I had to lift her by main force,
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and her screams of terror lasted a few 

minutes even after I had started on the 

return voyage. By and by her mother 

soothed her into confidence, and I was able 

to divert her attention from the idea of 

danger by giving her another supply of food 

and Victoria to take care of. She soon fell 

fast asleep, but Dickie was sulky because I had 

not taken much notice of him, and I believe 

he was jealous of my attention to the new- 

comers until Mrs. Wicks, suddenly taking 

keen note of him for the first time, seemed: 

to remember that she had seen him before. 

“Why,” she cried, “I do believe it is 

Jacko! Jacko! Jacko!” 

Only for a moment did Dickie hesitate. 

Then he gave prompt answer to what had 

once been a familiar name by indulging in 

all sorts of joyful antics, by way of proving 

that he and Mrs. Wicks were not such new 

friends after all. 

From this time forward he was always 
called “Jacko” by Mrs. Wicks and Rosie. 

But I never cared to call him anything but 
Dickie, and I often felt a mean sort of satis-
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faction because Dickie seemed to like his 

friend Leona better than Jacko liked his 

friends. 

I must confess that I had not calculated 

upon having so much weight on my craft, 

but I got over the difficulty by throwing 

some of my ballast overboard. Then I 

made all the progress I could towards home, 

and as I was now going with the stream, 

instead of against it, I made wonderful pro- 

gress. My passengers all went to sleep, and 

I would fain have followed their example, 

being both hot and tired, if there had not 

been so much responsibility on my shoulders. 

I could not help wondering how these two 

came to be the only survivors of those who 

had fled from the terrible earthquake, but 

Mrs. Wicks was hardly in a condition to be 

very explicit until nearly a week after we 

had actually arrived at. Hope Settlement 

again, for the sight of her old home upset 

her, and for three distracting days I was 

tortured by the fear that she would die. 
Thus it may well be believed that I was 

in every respect unspeakably grateful when
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Mrs. Wicks became restored to health and 

strength. And I may add here that she 

showed in a thousand ways how much she 

over-estimated the services I had been able 

to render her. Certainly I tended her night 

and day while her illness lasted, and, under 

Providence, I was the means of pulling her 

through. But I deserved no_ particular 

credit for doing what was as much my duty 

as my inclination. 

During this trying time I found Rosie 

quite easy to manage, for I told her that 

mamma could not bear any. noise or anxiety, 

and let her amuse herself in whatever quiet 

way she pleased, so long as she did not go 

out of my sight. 

But for her, Victoria and Dickie would 

both have been neglected, for I had no time 

to attend to them. But she found endless 

delight in playing with them, and thus 

passed the time until her mother was able to 

explain to me all that had so far been 

puzzling and mysterious. 

“You say that you have gleaned a great 
many particulars from the books I left
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behind,” began Mrs. Wicks, “(and as we can 

talk things over another time again, I will 

begin now from that part of our history 

which is naturally of most interest to you 

now. 

‘You see, Leona, we had some idea of 

the nature of the country before we came to 

it. But we hoped to get away before the 

next convulsion of the earth, and when one 

of our men reported that new geysers were 

beginning to be active, we made hurried pre- 

parations for getting away before destruction 

overtook us. But, prompt as we were, we 

were not quick enough, and we had to make 

a wild scramble for life at the finish, without 

waiting to take with us the results of our 

enterprise and labour. If we had only 
succeeded in escaping with the hoards of 

precious stones that we had accumulated, we 

should have been so fabulously wealthy as to 

astound those who think they are passing 

rich if they have a few thousand pounds to 

their credit. But it was not to be, and oh, 
how often I have bewailed most bitterly our 

foolhardiness in coming here at all!
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“For the venture lost me the best and 

kindest of husbands, and the lives of all the 

good friends who had shared our adversity, 

even as they were to have shared our 

prosperity. 

‘The memory of that awful time is too 

painful for me to dwell upon, but I am never 

tired of recalling how nobly every man of the 
community stood by my child and me. I am 
sure that, but for us, the rest of the party 

might have reached some place of safety 
before the happening of the final tragedy. 

“Indeed, we felt almost positive that we 

had only a short distance to travel before we 

were beyond the reach of the seismic disturb- 

ances, when, of a sudden, earth, air, and 

water were engaged in furious battle with 
each other. It was as though each vied 
with the other in noise, tumult, and motion, 

and, turn whichever way we would, we were 
confronted with yawning fissures in the 
ground that threatened to swallow us; by 
toppling rocks that longed to crush us; or 
by fierce rushing waters that yearned to 
overwhelm us.
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‘“ Between panic, hunger, and fatigue (for 

since the moment of ‘the outbreak, we had 

never stayed our wild flight for anything), 
we were nearly ready to drop, when the end 
came for all but Rosie and me, and heaven 

knows how often I have wished that we had 
died too! 

“I heard the furious rumbling of under- 
ground thunder. Then I felt the ground 
under my feet upheaving itself, and all I 
remember after that of my dear husband and 
my fellow fugitives was that they gave a 
shout of alarm at the same instant that I 
shrieked aloud in mad terror of the death I 
saw descending upon us all. 

“When next I recovered my senses, I 

heard nothing save the crying of my Rosie, 
who was still such a baby as to be unable to 
understand why she had been jerked out of 
the arms of her father, who would have 

given his life to save hers. I naturally 
picked my little one up first, and then I 
looked round to see what had become of 
my other companions. 

‘Alas! not one of them was left alive. It
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seemed to me that miles of land had sub- 

sided, and had been converted into a huge 

lake by the inrushing waters. I was lying 

perilously near the edge of an upheaved rock, 

and it was not difficult for me to judge what 

had been the fate of the others. They had 

all been swallowed up in the earth, or 

drowned in the waters that still surged 

turbulently around me. I was, as you have 

since witnessed, left alone—save for my help- 

less babe—to fight for existence on an island 

which neither afforded sufficient quantity or 

variety of food for two people, or had upon 

it the wherewithal for me to fashion a boat, 

even if I had had the wit to do as you have 

done. When you found me I had virtually 

died of privation, and I fear that I have 

only been rescued in order to go. through 

all the old agonizing experiences again.” 

For a little while there was not much said 

by either of us, and I am not ashamed to say 

that we both cried a little to relieve our over- 
charged feelings. 

Just think how hard I had fed to get 

away from this fire-tortured region before
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the death-dealing element overtook me in its 
most horrible form, and how bitter it was to 

have realised that all my future efforts must 

be in vain, since there was evidently no pos- 

sible way of escape from what was only too 

truly called the ‘‘ Land of Death.” 
I had met with many signal mercies, it is 

true. And I had been the means of saving 

Mrs. Wicks and Rosie. But what prospect 

did life hold out for us? And of what use 
was it to have our lives prolonged for a short 
time, if they were to be sacrificed ultimately? 

In this spirit did we look our position 

in the face. 

I believe Mrs. Wicks was: the first to 
recover her cheerfulness, and her rising 

spirits had such a good effect on me, that I 
hardly think I should have given way to 
despair even for a moment, if I had only had 
my own troubles to dishearten me. It was 
so pleasant an experience to see her smile at 
something little Rosie, who was extremely 

pretty, said to her, that I positively forgot 

to be miserable any more. 
“Do you know,” I exclaimed, “I feel as
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if I had moped in the house for a century. 

Suppose we have a long excursion to Plan- 

tain Grove, or to Terra Trouva, or even to 

where my raft is moored. We might have a 
sail, and I am sure it would be pleasant for 

all of us.” 

But Mrs. Wicks could not muster either 
my healthy spirits or my enthusiasm, and I 
could not persuade her to go any further 
than Beryl Quarry with me. 

‘“We will stop now, dear,” she said to me, 

“ Rosie is too young to go far yet, and I feel 

sure that you are longing for a wider 
excursion than you could take if you were 

hampered with us. So we will go home 
again, and I will see that a nice cooked meal 

is ready for you. You shall tell us your 
adventures when you come back, and I will 
do all I can to make you comfortable on 
your return.” 

Seeing how useless it was to expect the 
sad, prematurely-aged woman to look at life 
through my own more hopeful spectacles, I 
no longer tried to persuade her to go with 
me against her will, but felt that I must go
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forth into the world a little more myself, or | 

should begin to mope too. 

So without stopping to make any import- 

ant preparations, I told Rosie to be sure and 

take care of Victoria while I was away. 

Then, with no other companion than my 

dear faithful Dickie, I set off on what was 

to prove as eventful a journey as any I had 

taken yet. 

I found my raft quite safe, as also some 

stores that were ready at hand for use, and | 

embarked with such delight that I could not 

help wondering at the positive aversion to 

the water which Mrs. Wicks displayed. In 
fact, to use a term that sounds contradictory, 

she was only happy when she was on land, 

while I was most ‘at home” when I was at 

sea. But as it was apparently impossible to 

get to sea, I would enjoy myself on the lake 

as well as I could. 

There was, however, no reason why I 

should not vary my route, and I accordingly 

allowed my raft to float with the current, 

instead of following my previous plan. But 

as my theories had all been to some extent
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upset by my failure to find a way into any- 

thing but landlocked enclosures of water, I 

hardly dared hope for any better fortune 

now, though I was not one to be unobser- 

vant of anything that might indicate a 

coming change in the nature of my strange 

environment. 

“Tf I had lived in the middle ages,” I 

murmured to myself, ‘I should very likely 

believe myself to be on an enchanted island, 

from which only one way of escape exists. 

If you tread on the magician’s toe, he winces, 

lifts it up to soothe it, and hey presto ! you 

see the secret exit that he has been hiding 

all the time. Now if I only knew where to 

find the magician’s toe, I might—‘‘Oh, good- 

ness! what is the matter?” 
I might well be suddenly alarmed, for my 

raft had begun to behave in a most extra- 

ordinary way. It had, so far, been very easy 

to manage, but it now began to do as it liked, . 

in spite of all my efforts to control it. One 
would have thought that it had just been 
taken hold of from underneath, and twisted 

round like a teetotum. And, instead of 

15
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quietening down, it grew worse in its gyra- 

tions, so that at last I grew quite sick 

with the shaking, 

round. There seemed to be two or three 

and rocking, and swirling 

currents at war with each other here, and 

each one of them was like an evil spirit that 

was trying to clutch me and my poor raft 

into destruction. 

After a time I could do nothing but hold 

on for dear life, the while I was sucked into 

a swiftly-narrowing part of the lake. It was 

with increasing terror and helplessness that I 

saw certain destruction looming ahead in the 

form of a yawning cavern, into. which the 

waters rushed with a wild shrieking and 

hissing that were positively appalling. 

For one moment I thought it possible that 

I might yet be carried past the abyss. But 

the hope was quickly dispelled, and I remem- 

ber thinking that as I seemed doomed to die 

young, I might as well try to meet death 

with a brave front, when I felt the raft give a 

mighty shake under me, and in another instant 

it was rushing madly along an underground 

stream, Heaven alone could say whither !



CHAPTER XVII 

I FIND SOME OLD FRIENDS 

F time were to be measured by sensation, 

I must have been hours in that awful 

tunnel. If by the ordinary swing of the 

pendulum, I suppose a few minutes would 

be its limit. 

Anyhow, it was a frightened, crouching, 

forlorn, and helpless voyager who even- 

tually emerged into open daylight again, 

after going through an experience which 

transcended in horror anything I had 

hitherto encountered, I felt, rather than 

saw, that the sky was once more above 

my head. The roaring of water confined 

within too narrow bounds had given place 

to a swishing noise, that reminded me of 

the weir in the old river that had been 
sailed on so often by me in the old 
happy days, when I had had my father 

21L
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for companion, guide, comforter, and friend. 

And the air was free, too, from that dark 

sickness which had lent additional horror 

to my fearful voyage through the under- 

ground passage. — 

Yet, at first, I hardly dared open my eyes, 

lest they should reveal some new terror to 

me. When, however, my raft began to 

move more slowly, and more steadily, I 

mustered courage to look about me, and 

could hardly credit the sight I saw. So 

far as I could judge, I was in another 

landlocked lake, but it was a lake of 

marvellous beauty, dotted from end to end 

with tiny islands, which were all luxuriantly 

clothed with vegetation of the most varied 

description. 

Perhaps, if it had been my fate to come 
here months ago, I might almost have 

preferred it to Hope Settlement. But I 

was filled with a sort of panic when I 
reflected that I could perhaps never find 
my way back again. It had been my 

earnest desire to escape from the place 

to one that was less likely to suffer from
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the periodical earthquakes, and the region 
upon which I now gazed looked as if it 
had never known trouble of any sort. 

_ But I had left Mrs. Wicks and Rosie 
behind me, and it would be a terrible 
calamity for us all, if we were never able 
to find each other again. 

So I was now as much concerned about 
seeking the means of communicating with 
my friends once more, as I had been an 
hour previously in looking for the open 
way to the sea. 

“I must get home to-night,” I told myself 
anxiously, “or Mrs. Wicks will be miserable 
about me; I shall be miserable about her too, 
for she is by no means well yét, and needs 
company to cheer her. If I could get back 
and then bring them both here, we should 
not live in such dread of the earthquakes, and 
we might perhaps reach some inhabited 
country, after all.” 

Fired by the idea of discovering a way 
back to Hope Settlement, I meant to 
navigate ‘my raft alongshore a little, but, to 
my dismay, my pole was no longer available.



214 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

It had been forced out of my grasp in the 

tunnel, and for fully an hour I lamented its 

loss. Then I spied it leisurely coming my 

way. Fortunately, I was able to secure it, 

and as by this time poor Dickie showed 

many signs of being hungry, I gave him 

what little food was left on board. Even 

that was wet, and as the rest had been 

washed away, it was a blessing that I 

once more had the means of working my 

raft in whatever direction I wanted to go, 

provided I was not caught in a current again. 

Moving cautiously alongshore in the 

direction which I believed to point home- 

wards, I looked about for a place to land, 

that I might find something to assuage my 

hunger, and reach ground wherefrom | 

might be able to get some idea of my 

whereabouts. 

After proceeding some distance, I reached 

a tiny bay, formed by a break in a long line 

of rock, and here I thought I would land. 

What, however, was my joyous amazement 

to make the discovery that mine was not the 

only craft hereabouts !
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There was actually a boat, a real boat, 

lying quite close to me, as I rounded the 

bend of the rocks, and the sight was so 

unexpected, besides being suggestive of so 

many wonderful possibilities, that I turned 

quite faint for fear I was only dreaming, 

after all. 

But it was no dream!. On the contrary, 

it was a wonderful, blessed reality, as I 

soon convinced myself, after I had drawn 

my raft far enough up the beach to be able 

to leave it with safety. 

With great eagerness I examined the boat 

I had noticed, and I shall never forget the 

sensation with which I read the name painted 

on it. The paint was no longer in good 

condition. But it was legible, and I read 

the words plainly enough— 

“S.S. Sarah, Liverpool.” 

I did not quite know whether to rub my 

eyes or to pinch myself, for it seemed 

impossible that this could really be a boat 
belonging to the very ship in which I had 
crossed the Atlantic, and from which I 

believed that I alone had escaped being
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ground to pieces in the strange whirlpool 
that had ever since eluded my search. 

Surely, I thought, the boat would not be 

in such good condition if there was nobody 
left alive to look after it. But my eyes were 
so full of tears of joy that my sight was 
obscured, and it was not until I heard an 
unwonted sound near me that I turned and 
saw somebody coming my way. 

I positively screamed my rapture as | 
recognised my dear benefactor, Mrs. Blythe, 
who was, however, not quite sure of my 

identity until my sobs, and hugs, and ex- 

pressions of thankfulness convinced her that 
it was really “Little Miss Robinson Crusoe,” 
very much alive, who had turned up in such 
an extraordinary fashion. 

Then she, too, allowed her emotion full 

vent, and we were sobbing in each other's 

arms, when another surprise was sprung 
upon me. This time it was Captain Blythe, 
and after that, I was capable of feeling no 
more astonishment, even though it turned 

out that seven of the people I had believed 
to be dead were as much alive as I was.
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These included Mr. Marshall and Ted 
Blythe, and I leave you to guess whether 
they made a fuss of me or not. 

Of course they were all very much 
interested in my story, and many were 

the expressions of wonder with which 
they listened to it. Nobody had believed 
it possible that I could be alive still, and 

when I heard what had been their experi- 
ences, I was sure that only a very watchful 

Providence could have preserved us through 
so many awful dangers. 

“We have been piecing the Sarak 
together again,” said Captain Blythe, 
“that is, so far as we had materials to 

do it with. And she is almost fit to try 
her luck at sea again, though, of course, 
as half her machinery is missing, she will 
depend entirely upon sails. This is a 
tremendous region for whirlpools and 
currents, caused by the vagaries of the 
earthquakes that have honeycombed the 
rocky spurs, which don’t seem to know 

_ whether they are intended for mountains 
or for the bed of the ocean. But we
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have worked very hard, and we have got 

the Sarah outside, well sheltered from 

storms, but out of reach of the current 

that smashed her up and landed us here.” 

“And you really know where to find the 

sea?” I inquired, in an astonishment that 

was echoed in Captain Blythe’s reply. 

“The sea? Why, of course we do! We 

are close to it this very minute, though I’m 

bound to admit that it took us a few days to 

understand the twistings of the currents that 

lead out into the open again.” 

‘But, if you know where the sea is all the 

time, how is it that you are hereabouts yet? 

Have you never sighted a ship of. any sort 

that would pick you up?” 

“Not a single one. We are out of the 

regular track here, and a tall mountain spur 

that won't permit a small boat to approach 

it, on account of its reefs and currents, shuts 

us out from the open Pacific. We must 

have been carried a lot out of our course 

before we were wrecked.” 

“ And how far from here is the place where 

you were wrecked?”
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“Oh, about two miles, I think. There 

was nothing but a tall wall of rock land- 

wards, so we sought this lake out and have 

not had a particularly hard time of it.” 

‘A tall wall of rock! Why, it must have 

been through some narrow passage in that 

same wall of rock that I scrambled for my 

life, and I might have been with you all this 

time if I could have found my way back!” 

This was so self-evident that it suggested 

a solution out of a difficulty that had almost 

seemed insurmountable. If I had scrambled 

through such a narrow passage once, the 

thing might be possible again, provided | 

could approach it from the same side as 

before. To get back to Hope Settlement 

by the way I had come hither was an utter 

impossibility. But even if it could have 
been done, it was a long and_ toilsome 

journey, which could not be undertaken in 
time to relieve Mrs. Wicks from the anxiety 
she -must be already enduring on my 
account. 

Of course, my good friends would never 

have dreamed of leaving the forlorn woman
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and her child to their fate under any circum- 

stances. But the strange things I told them 

about the Land of Death, which was also a 

land teeming with fabulous wealth, had made 

them ‘all anxious to see it for themselves, 

and there- was likely to be a big party of us, 

if we could only find a way to get there. 

Every one was surprised to hear what 

there was to tell concerning the earthquakes 

and the geysers, but if I had had an even 

more terrible picture to paint, it would not 

have kept anybody from going to see the 

wonders spoken of. 

I must not forget to mention that I had 

been well cared for while I was telling my 

story, and, judging by the quantity of food 

that Mrs. Blythe brought to me, she 

measured my appetite by the length of 

time that had passed since she had_ last 

seen me. 
“And you shall see where we have been 

living all these months,” she said, as soon as 

I declared that I was properly rested. ‘We 

have been wonderfully comfortable, all things 

considered; for we have been able to use
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some of the furniture and utensils belonging 

to the Sarah, and I believe they will all 

prove useful when we sail again.” 

When I saw the habitation, built of stones, 

under the lee of a widely projecting rock, in 

which my former shipmates had made them- 

selves a home, I was not surprised at the 

comparative content with which they had 

settled down in it. But after seeing me, 
they were all agog to visit Hope Settlement ; 
sO we rose with the sun on the following 

morning, and after a refreshing toilet and a 
good breakfast, I accompanied the whole 

party to the spot where the boat was 
beached. 

It would not hold us all at once. But 
Captain and Mrs. Blythe, and Ted and J, 

crossed first to what had the appearance of 
an island, though it communicated with the 
high ring of cliffs that I have had previous 
occasion to mention, by means of a succes- 

sion of projecting rocks over which the crew 
of the Sarah had fastened a rude bridge of 
planks. As soon as the rest of us had 
landed, Ted took the boat back for the
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others, and thus the whole party was accom- 

modated, Dickie taking care to hold on to 

me for fear he should get left behind. 

My raft was badly damaged, and it looked 

so funny when compared with a properly 

shaped boat, that I was sure it did not 

deserve half the praise that was bestowed 

upon it. 

“Tt is really a very queer concern,” I 

apologised. ‘But you couldn’t expect a 

girl to think of anything better. But if it 

is ugly, it is worth a great deal, all the 

same.” 

‘Of course it is,” exclaimed Mrs. Blythe. 

“Look how pricelessly it has served you.” 

“Ves, it has; but that is*,not exactly 

what I mean. Did you notice the four 

barrels fastened to the corners of the 

raft?” 

‘“We couldn't help noticing them.” 

_ “And you know, of course, that they are 

ballasted ?” 

‘To be sure.” 

“But you don’t know what the _ ballast 

consists of.”
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‘Well, I suppose it is sand, or gravel, or 

pieces of stone, or even cocoanuts, or any- 

thing heavy enough.” 

“That ballast is just a collection of 
precious stones—amethysts, beryls, emeralds 

and topazes. They seem to be as common 
in the Land of Death as pebbles are in 
England, and perhaps, if we really get back 
to our own country again, we shall be ever 
so rich,” 

Barrelfuls of precious stones, used. as 

ballast, are not things of frequent occurrence, 
and I was very much amused to hear all 
sorts of anxious speculations concerning the 
safety of my raft and its accessories. There 
was nobody,left behind to steal the stones, 
but.a storm might raise the water to where 
my possessions were beached, and run off 

with them, it was thought. But I laughingly 
reminded my friends that as we were 
perhaps going to Hope Settlement that 
very day, we could all bring our pockets 
full of treasure back with us. 

After a good deal of twisting and turning 
along rocky paths, we reached a place whence



224 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

I could distinctly hear the roaring of water 

as it dashed against the cliffs, and a while 

later we actually emerged close to the very 

place where the new ship was being made 

out of the materials of the old one. 

It was a wonderful joy to me to see the 

ocean again, even though the view was 

circumscribed by that same outer ring of 

cliffs. But I had no time to devote to 

rhapsodizing, for the next mile of our 

journey had to be very carefully trodden, 

as it was little more than a narrow cutting 

in the face of the very cliffs that I had 

found quite insurmountable from the other 

side. 

Presently we approached a roaring whirl- 

pool, and this, I was told, was the place 

which had proved so disastrous to the 

Sarah. The vessel had been forced through 

a cavern that yawned near by, and the 

experience of those on board had _ been 

something like mine in the subterranean 

river. Only seven people had survived 

the ordeal, and when the Savak emerged 

into the lake that I and my raft had reached
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by another route, she was but a woeful wreck, 

incapable of proper repairs. 

In any case, however, there seemed no 

way out of the landlocked lake for her, 

though her materials were available for 

building the smaller vessel of the same 

name, in which it was hoped to go back 

to England again. 

‘We were carried past here,” said Captain 

Blythe to me, pointing to some rocks whose 

tops only just cleared the whirlpool. ‘And 

that, as far as we have been able to make 

out, is where you jumped to, as the ship was 

whirled towards the cavern. Of course we 

thought you were drowned, or we should 

have sought you constantly. Now do you 

think that you can find the place through 

which you crawled to that wonderful land 

you have been living in?” 

At first it seemed very unlikely that I 

could succeed in doing this. But, after 

diligent search, I found a very narrow 

opening, through which I squeezed myself 

with a little difficulty, being followed by 

Ted Blythe, whose duty it was to pull me 
16
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back, if I seemed likely to pitch headlong 

into some unknown pitfall. 

‘“T believe this must be the way,” I cried, 

after crawling several minutes, the while I 

scratched my hands and my face half a dozen 

times against the projecting bits of rock. 

“Hurry up, Ted, we shall be in Terra 

Trouva in a minute! There, isn’t that 

disappointing ? How can we pass this 

great boulder? Wild horses couldn't move 

it out of our way.” 

It certainly did seem as if we were to be 

baffled. But Ted noticed that the boulder 

was shaped very like a famous. rocking- 

stone that he had seen two years before, 

and it struck him that this one perhaps 

worked on the same principle. 

The passage was wider here, and Ted, 

calling to the others to follow him, pressed 

forward to my assistance. We noticed that 

at its base the rock was worn almost to a 

point, so we pushed gently at it, and, sure 

enough, it swayed backwards and forwards, 

revealing to my delighted eyes glimpses of 

what I knew to be Terra Trouva itself.
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By this time the rest of the party had 
come up to us, and the strongest of the men, 
giving the stone a simultaneous push, sent it 
rolling over, so that there was now a clear 

way through. 

I must have set the stone in motion when 
I was too dazed with my experiences to 
know exactly what was taking place after I 
jumped from the ship. Then I had crawled 
past it, and had probably wandered a 
little distance before I collapsed altogether. 
Then, when the boulder was in position 
again, the face of the cliffs was unbroken, 

and thus it had happened that I had. never 
been able to find my way back to the sea 
out of the strange land, which was just one 
huge collection of magic and mystery. 

“And to think how near I was to you, 
after all!” I exclaimed, after we were all 
fairly on our way in the direction of Hope 
Settlement. ‘Fancy travelling all those 
miles by land and water to reach people 
who live ‘up the next entry,’ as you may 
say.” 

“And fancy that we were never able to
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scale those cliffs, so as to get a look at all 

the wonders you have here,” said Captain 

Blythe. ‘One would think that a race of 

giants had been building retreats for them- 

selves, from which they wanted to exclude 

everybody. who was only a mere mortal.” 

“ But what an experience for poor Leona,” 

interjected Mrs. Blythe, “I wonder she 

wasn’t terrified out of her senses. It must 

have been awful for her when night came on.” 

This was the signal for such a chorus of 

praise, that it made me feel very uncomfort- 

able, for I had done nothing that I could see 

except what was absolutely necessary for my 

own safety, and there is nothing particularly 

praiseworthy in that. So I pretended not to 

hear what was said about me, and just 

hurried on towards the Settlement. Dickie 

skipped joyfully along too, feeling thoroughly 

happy now that he was on familiar ground 

again. 

I was very anxious about Mrs. Wicks, for 

she was still far from strong, and I knew 

that it could have done her no good to be 

worrying about me, as she must be doing.
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So I led the way almost too quickly, until 

Mr. Marshall laughingly reminded me that 

we were not all robust young people like 

Little Miss Robinson Crusoe. 

The others were immensely interested in 

our surroundings, especially when I showed: 

them the fissures in the rocks, which glittered 

with the vast quantities of crystals and 

precious stones of which they seemed to be 

chiefly composed. 

“JT think I had better go on pied to 

prepare Mrs. Wicks for your coming,” | 

said to Mrs. Blythe. ‘Our house is not 

far from here, and 

But even while I was speaking, I heard 

  

Rosie’s shrill voice screaming my name, and 

the next moment mother and child came 

running from behind a clump of orange trees. 

When Mrs. Wicks caught sight of my 

companions and me, she also uttered a 

cry of joy, and we embraced each other 

rapturously while I explained that these 

were some of my friends from the Sarah, 

who had, after all, been as miraculously 

saved as I had been myself.
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“Thank God! you are here again,” she 

exclaimed. ‘I have been almost mad with 

grief, for I thought I had lost you too. Oh! 

heaven help us! The geysers!” 

She might well be alarmed, for there was 

a succession of violent reports, and, high 

above the tops of the intervening trees, we 

saw shoot skywards two hissing columns of 

water and steam, and we knew what that 

meant, all too surely. 

The interval of safety was over at last. 

The warning geysers were in eruption again, 

and, before we could possibly escape from 

the Land of Death, we should be overtaken 

by all the horrors of another earthquake !



GHAPTER. XVIII 

THE EARTHQUAKE 

“THERE are some terrors that stimulate 

you to prompt action. And there are 

others that seem to paralyse body and mind. 

Of the latter nature was the one that had 

now come upon me, and I was not the only 

member of the party who remained rooted 

to the spot at the shock of hearing that so 
awful a death was imminent. 

Mr. Marshall was the first to recover his 

presence of mind, and he helped to reassure 
us all by his very first words. 

‘Are not some parts of the country more 
liable to danger than others?” he asked 
hurriedly. ‘We must decide at once what 
part to make for, and then run for our lives.” 

‘There were no signs of earthquakes of 
recent date among the islands on the lake. 
Let us turn back,” advised Captain Blythe. 

231
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‘‘T am sure we shall be safer on water than 

on land.” 

“The lake I started my voyage on is 

much nearer,” I said, and I began to run in 

that direction, but turned back to catch hold 

of little Rosie, who, seeing the general con- 

sternation, began to scream aloud in terror. 

‘“Come, come,” exclaimed the captain, 

“we mustn’t lose our heads like this, or we 

shall do no good at all. What about Hope 

Settlement? Didn’t you say that it seemed 

to have escaped the last earthquake ?” 

“Yes,” I answered, feeling very much 

relieved at the recollection. ‘And there is 

the chapel too.” 

While this hurried conversation had been 

going on, the signs of coming disaster had 

been multiplying with frightful speed. The 

explosions recurred more frequently ; the sky 

became overcast; the air was filled with a 

sulphurous smell, and subterranean thunder 

growled its threats beneath us. 

- The first alarm being over, we no longer 

were likely to give way to panic, and even in 

the midst of the confusion which soon reigned
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all around, it was comforting to me to feel 

that I was supported by the presence of 

others. I had hardly time just then to 

remember that if anything serious happened 

to any of my friends, I was in a measure 

responsible for bringing them away from the 

chance of seeking safety on the water. 

Captain Blythe and Ted each grasped one 

of Mrs. Blythe’s hands, and two of the other 

men did the same by Mrs. Wicks, who 

seemed to have suddenly become mad with 

terror. 

Poor thing, she had gone through the 
horrors of one earthquake, and had suffered 

untold privations for five years afterwards, 

besides losing her husband, so she might well 
be distracted. But she was in no danger of 
being. left to fight for herself now, and Mr. 
Marshall took little Rosie from me. Then 
Mr. Dumford, the mate of the Sarah, had a 

mind to help me. But I was so fleet and 
surefooted, even with the trembling Dickie 

in my arms, that I easily kept up with him. 

Quick as we were, however, we were not 

quick enough to reach either of the places
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we fancied safest for us, ere there was such a 
deafening roar as made it impossible to hear 
either our own voices, or the screams of the 

frightened birds that were darting hither and 
thither. Had there been time to think, I 
daresay some of us would have concluded 
that one place was as safe as another, and 

that even if the settlement had escaped 
destruction once, that was no proof that it 

would not perish the next time. 
Anyhow, we were still some distance off 

when we were all thrown flat on our faces. 

Then the earth heaved up behind us, so that 

we seemed to be almost on the summit of a 

hill, and we were either flung down the hill, 

or rolled down, in company with showers of 
stones and hot mud, which poured down 
upon us in a most dangerous manner. 

Some of us were both bruised and scalded, 

but we were too excited at the time to feel 

anything but the desire to get as far as we 
could from the huge rent in the earth whence 

was pouring a stream of destructive missiles. 

And scarcely had we run fifty yards further 

when once more was heard the ominous
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rumbling, and it seemed as though the earth 

were splitting in every direction. 

Yet, marvellous to relate, not one of us 

was lost or disabled, although large groups 

of trees were swallowed whole in some of the 

abysses that formed. Very likely Mrs. 

Wicks would have. found it impossible to 

keep pace with us unaided. As it was, she 

was literally dragged along by the fine fellows 

who were determined to save her or die in 

the attempt, and she was too breathless and 

shaken to be able to scream, as she had done 

at first. 

The weirdest part of the visitation was the 

impossibility of knowing where or in what 

form it would show itself next, and between 

lowering clouds, volumes of hissing stream, 

and recurrent showers of dust and stones, the 

air soon became as dark as though it were 

night, 

Suddenly, as if the elements had not rained 

horrors enough, tongues of flame darted 

from some of the fissures, and caused us all 

to be thankful that we had not been able to 

carry out our first intention of sheltering in
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the chapel. There was another mighty 

upheaval, and the earth rose in a high cone, 

the chapel itself being at the very apex of 

this cone. For a few seconds it remained 

poised thus in mid-air. Then the whole 

cone collapsed, and thundered wildly down 

into a gaping hole, which swallowed it up, 
and closed over it as though it had never 

existed. 

We had certainly escaped an awful fate. 

But soon another danger menaced us, though 

I, for one, was not able to grasp its nature at 

first. 

We were now on the almost level plain 

which lay between Beryl quarry and the 

place from which I launched the raft that had 

helped me to find first Mrs. Wicks and Rosie, 

and afterwards my friends of the Sarak. 

In front of us things looked much quieter 

than behind us. But we seemed as though 

we were being raised to a much greater 

altitude, together with the whole plain. Then 

we heard an inexplicable grinding noise, 

accompanied by a faint trembling of the 

earth, and it seemed to us that though we
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had all ceased to run, through sheer inability 
to run any further, yet we were rushing 
through the air at an abnormal speed. 

In point of fact, a landslip on a very 
enormous scale was occurring, and our puny 
efforts were quite unavailing to alter the 
direction in which we were now travelling. 
But we were all alive yet, though there was 
no telling where we were going to now. 
And the strong ones had staunchly helped 
the weak ones through all the dangers we 
had escaped so far. Sometimes we had 
been on our feet, sometimes we had not. It 

we fell we dragged each other up again. 
And if we hurt ourselves, we did not feel it. 

But, with the earth itself travelling swiftly 
beneath us, it was useless to struggle any 
more, and though I do not quite know how 
the others met what seemed to be our coming 
fate, I remember that I just sat down, 
cuddled Dickie closer in my arms, and 
waited, as I thought, for death. 

Then came a tremendous shock, as though 
the earth-slide had met an irresistible barrier, 

and we all sprawled about as if spurned by



238 LITTLE MISS ROBINSON CRUSOE 

some invisible giant. After that I heard the 

crashing of rocks, and the roaring of many 

waters ; something seemed to strike me on 

the head; a shiver ran through me as | 

came in contact with water, and—I knew 

no more.



CHAPTER XIX 

TED HAS SOME NEWS FOR US 

T is a queer experience to go to sleep, 

as it were, in the midst of terrific 

uproar, and to awake in the seclusion and 

comfort of a quiet room to see a kind face 

bending over you in motherly solicitude. 

Once before I had awakened to almost 

the same surroundings, and just for a 

moment I fancied that I must be living over 

again in a dream the scene wherein dear 

Mrs. Blythe welcomed me back to life, after 

the collision between my little boat and the 
s.s. Sarah. 

Then my eyes wandered, and I recognised 

a certain fact with great wonder. 

I was at home, in my own bed, at Hope 

Settlement, and everything looked as com- 

fortable as though I had never been away 

from it. : 
239
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_ Are we really alive?” was the first 
question I asked. But I needed no other 

answer than the rapturous exclamation that 
my dear benefactress uttered, as she con- 

vinced herself that I had really recovered 

my wits again. She kissed and embraced 

me, and cried over me, until another kind 

face peeped from behind a curtain that partly 

divided my bed from the room, and inquired 
with pretended gruffness if that was the 
proper way to treat a delicate invalid. 

There was somebody else, too, who claimed 

a share of my attention. This was my 

friend Dickie, who actually tried to drag 

poor Victoria towards me, and the sight 

made me laugh so much that all anxiety 

about my condition was allayed at once. 

‘“Is everybody else all right?” I inquired 

eagerly. 

“Yes, everybody. We are all scratched 

and bruised, and are sore all over, but that 

doesn’t count. We were afraid that your 

head was badly hurt, and you can’t think 

how thankful we are to know that you will 

soon be well, after all.”
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‘And the earthquake. Is it over?” 

‘Thank heaven, yes.” 

“Then I’m not going to stop in bed a 

minute longer, Mrs. Blythe. I am going to 

dress myself, and show the others that | 

don’t want to be lazing here, instead of doing 

something to make myself useful. And oh! 

I’m just awfully hungry !” 

But my resolution was bigger than my 

ability, and, very much to my own surprise, 

Iwas too giddy to be able to stand and 

dress myself. So I had perforce to lie down 

again, and it was several days before I quite 

recovered my usual strength. Still, I was 
able to do justice to the meal Mrs. Blythe 

quickly prepared for me, and I was never 
tired of expressing my thankfulness that my 
days of loneliness were over. 

Mrs. Wicks and Rosie came and lived in . 

the same cottage with me, and, remembering 

that the house was really theirs, I was very 
glad to be allowed to remain where I was. 

They had both been terrified and bruised, 
but were not as much shaken as I had 
been, and the child had almost dismissed 

17
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the fearful experience from her mind, 

though there was no likelihood that her 

unfortunate mother would ever be able to 

do so. 

The Blythes were living next door, and 

the others had taken possession of a couple 
of the cottages that were capable of being 

made fairly comfortable. 

During the daytime the men were away 

from the Settlement, and I concluded that 

they were either finishing their work on 
board the Sarah, or seeing after the pro- 
viding of food for our little community, while 

the women cooked the meals and looked 
after other household matters. 

It was only after I was able to go about 
again, which was in about a week, that | 

understood how great a change had come 
over the prospects of my friends since I 

came upon them so unexpectedly the day 

before the earthquake. The ship which was 
to have conveyed them to some _ better 

populated region had either perished or been 
carried elsewhere -during their absence. 

Whichever it was, the result was the same
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for them, and their work must now be all 

begun over again. 

But, strangely enough, the country had 

undergone such wonderful changes, that it 

was difficult to believe any part of it save 

the Settlement was in the same land that 
they had been wrecked upon so many months 
ago. 

The landlocked lakes were landlocked no 

longer. Nay, some of them had vanished 
altogether, and in their places had arisen 
curiously formed hills, that would no doubt 
be clothed with vegetation ina year or two, 
but which at present looked very bare and 

woebegone, being clothed only with the 
withered remnants of what had once been a 
subaqueous verdure. 

Here and there were great chasms whose 

edges were dangerous to approach, and many 
of the choice groves of fruit trees whence | 
had been in the habit of getting my own 
supplies had been swallowed up. But the 

strangest thing of all was the total break- 
down and partial disappearance, not merely 

of the high wall of rocks that had been such
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a source of trouble to me, but of that outer 
ring of cliffs which had so effectually blocked 
the view to the open sea. 

The men were not disheartened by the 
loss of their ship. On the contrary, they 
were working with a will at another that was 
intended to replace it. There were plenty 
of tools in Hope Settlement, and the trees 
that would yield timber were by no means 
all destroyed by the earthquake. 

Another thing that reconciled them to 
their loss was the total destruction of every- 
thing in and around the place where they 
had been living. It turned out to be 
fortunate, after all, that I had found them, 
for there would have been small chance of 
escape from the earthquake, if they had still 
been in their old quarters. 

And whereas formerly they had worked 
under great difficulties in transporting their 
materials for building to a suitable place, 
they were now able to work almost within 
sight of home, for the sea had encroached 
upon the land near our Settlement until it 
was not above ten minutes’ walk away from us,
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It was, in fact, the waters of the in-rushing 
sea which had overwhelmed me when I lost 

consciousness, and but for the loyal help of 

Mr. Dumford, who considered me to be in 

his care at the time, and who had saved my 

life at great risk to his own, I must have 

perished miserably. 

Now that the earthquake was actually a 
thing of the past, we none of us felt any 
more fear of disaster, for, according to all 
tradition, it would take four or five years to 
accumulate explosive forces enough to bring 

about another such convulsion of the earth 
as we had witnessed. So we became cheer- 
ful and full of hope, and neglected nothing 
that would be likely to help us to escape 
from the Land of Death at the first oppor- 
tunity. 

The best possible progress was made with 
the building of the ship, and every night a 
beacon fire was lighted on the shore, in the 

hope that it would be seen by some passing 
vessel. 

Diligent search was also made for precious 
stones, for there was no reason why we
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should not provide against being poor on 
our return to our native land. Each 
individual gathered for himself or herself, it 
being understood that all the wealth that 
was already garnered in “ the shop” was to 
be the property of Mrs. Wicks and Rosie, 
who, besides having the best claim to it, 
were not so well adapted for work as the 
rest of us. 

As for me, I was never so happy in my 
life as I was now. At least, I had never 

been so happy since my father died. I had 
recovered perfect health, and was considered 
quite a marvel of strength. There were 
kind friends around me, who all conspired to 
spoil me, for they behaved as if I was a 

heroine. 

I believe the greatest pleasures I had were 
cooking and boating. They didn’t go very 
well together, it is true. But they are 
hobbies which can easily be followed 
separately, and I did a good deal in both 
directions. 

My old raft had left no traces behind it. 
But I, assisted by Ted, had built myself
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another one, and Mrs. Blythe often had a 

sail with me. 

Now that I had other companions, | did 

  
THE GREATEST PLEASURES I HAD WERE COOKING AND BOATING, 

not like to be seen nursing Victoria, and I 

hardly thought it right to use Rosie’s things 

for dressing a doll, when they could be 

pieced together for the child’s own use by
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her mother’s nimble fingers. So poor 

Victoria, having completed her mission, was 

taken to pieces and put to other uses, not, 

however, without many secret tears and 

kisses of gratitude from the girl whose lonely 

life she had helped to comfort. 
Dickie was livelier than ever, and he and 

Rosie became almost inseparable. If I had 

not been so sorry that the child had no play- 

mates of her own age, I might almost have 

found it in my heart to be jealous of her, for 

Dickie actually became a great deal fonder 

of her than of me. Certainly, he liked. me 

still. But he liked Rosie still more. 

Sometimes of an evening we would all 

assemble in our house and pass a few 

pleasant hours away in telling anecdotes or 

in singing, on which occasions even. Mrs. 

Wicks’ pretty face would lose its usual sad 

look. Andon Sundays we met for service 

in a little wooden hut that the men had 

knocked up, Captain Blythe being our 

minister. 

In this way a few months passed by, and 

we were looking forward to the time when
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our new ship would be ready, when a most 

remarkable event altered the whole current 

of our thoughts. 

We three women—for, though I was still 

a girl in years, I was a woman in experience 

—were one afternoon busily preparing some 

sugar canes and sago for boiling down, when 

we heard some one running up to the open 

door, and a jubilant voice called loudly: 

‘‘Mother, mother, whatever do you think ? 

There is a ship close at hand, and a boatful 

of men are coming ashore. Come and have 

a look, to see who they are!”



CHAPTER XX 

*" REUNITED AT LAST! 

ED'S news seemed too good to be 
true, considering that not a soul had 

willingly come to visit this death-smitten 
land for many a long year. But nobody 

stopped to argue the matter. In fact, I do 
not remember whether any of us said any- 
thing at all. We just snatched up our home- 
made straw hats, to keep the hot sun off our 

heads, and then ran our swiftest until we 
came in full view of the wonderful sight 

that awaited us. 

For there-really was a ship anchored close 

at hand, and there really was a boat within 

a few yards of the shore! One man in her 

seemed to be the spokesman for the rest, and 

he hailed Captain Blythe in unmistakable 

English. 
250
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“Who are you? What place do you call 

this 2?” 

Captain Blythe, putting his hands to his 

mouth the better to carry the sound of his 

voice, shouted a joyful and stentorian answer: 

‘‘ Shipwrecked English sailors. Hope Settle- 

_ment.” 

a At this reply, some astonishment was 

shown by the newcomers, but they no 

longer hesitated to land, and rowed quickly 

until they were near enough for Mr. Dum- 

ford and Mr. Marshall to seize their boat 

and draw it out of the’ water. 

By this time I was on the spot too, feeling | 

the utmost delight at the conviction that I 

should soon have the certain. means of 

reaching my own native land again. Mrs. 

Blythe and Rosie were there too. But what 

had become of Mrs. Wicks ? 

As soon as I missed her, I turned round 

hastily to look for her, and at once ran back 

in alarm at the sight she presented. 

Excitement had made her almost as fleet 

of foot as myself. But she had suddenly 

stopped short, as though she had seen some-
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thing that had terrified her and robbed her 
of the power of motion. She was swaying 
to and fro, like one in a dream, with 
parted lips, blanched cheeks, and wide open 

eyes. 

“What is it?” I exclaimed, putting my 

arms round her to prevent her from falling. 
‘“What has happened to you, dear? Are 

you ill?” 

Her lips moved, and she tried to answer 

me, but was as yet quite incapable of speech. 
But her glances showed me that her exces- 
sive emotion had something to do with the 
boats that had just landed the visitors, who 
were talking excitedly to Captain Blythe. 

Presently one of the men gave a violent 

start, and looked hastily our way. Then, 

with a wild cry of “Mary! My own Mary!” 
he ran towards us, and in another instant the 

long-parted husband and wife, who had 

believed each other dead, were sobbing in 

each other’s arms. 

For, strange as it may seem, this man was 

no other than Wesley Wicks himself, who 

had been providentially led to find his wife
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and child again after a separation of more 

than five years. 

I do not know what they said to each 

other when they met. For as soon as I 

grasped the situation, I left the pair to 

themselves, and joined the astonished group 

lower down. 

“Rosie,” I whispered to the child, who 

was watching the meeting with a very 

puzzled expression on her sweet little face, 

“run to mother, and tell her that the nice 

gentleman is to kiss you too.” 

And then, having done my best to com- 

plete the happy family group, I meant to 

have asked a lot of questions of the other 

strangers, but found that I was crying for 

sheer sympathy, and couldn’t talk any more 

just yet. 

Mrs. Blythe was just as upset as I was, 

and I even saw the captain brush a stray 

tear from his face. But he soon recovered 

himself; and then a most interesting con- 

versation took place, in which many mutual 

explanations were given. 

‘I never saw anything so funny as this in
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my life,” said a gentlemanly-looking man, 

who introduced himself as Mr. Jethelm, the 
capitalist who had found the money to start 
the expedition to the Land of Death five 
years ago. ‘‘It beats creation for queerness. 
Wesley Wicks is a smart man as a rule, but 
he has been off his head ever since the 
earthquake that killed his belongings, as he 
thought. Not many months since, he came 
to all at once, and the doctor of the house 

where I have been paying for his keep sent 
me word that he was as right as you or me. 
So I went to see the poor fellow, and sure 
enough he was as bright as ever, except on 
one subject. He said that he had been told 
in a dream that his wife and child were still 
alive, and he implored me to rig up an ex- 

pedition to come and look for them. Just 
to spare his feelings, we hadn’t told him how 
long he had been off his head. But I knew 
how long it was since the last earthquake, 
and that there might easily be another one 
soon. I didn’t believe the poor things were 
still living, and as I didn’t want to be the 
death of anybody else, I put Wesley off on
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one excuse or other. One day I was told 

that fire and smoke had been seen rising 

from the Land of Death, so I concluded 

that there had been another game of topsy- 

turvy played here. 

‘“Somehow, remembering that it was 

through my persuasions that Wicks ever 

ventured here, I felt sorry for him. But 

I didn’t see the fun of going to a lot of 

expense in seeking people who, I thought, 

couldn’t help but be dead, so I put Wicks 

off with all sorts of excuses, till he reminded 

me that the places where the jewel quarries 

were might be undamaged, and still be as 

rich as ever. 

“«VYou shall have everything we get,’ he 

said, ‘and I will do all I can, if you will only 

help me to return once more to the place 

where my wife may still be waiting for me. 

As you know, I haven’t a farthing of my own 

to pay you with, but there is sure to be a 

fortune from the enterprise, and there won’t 

be another earthquake for years.’ 

“Poor fellow! how could I tell him the 

truth? I couldn’t do it, so I just let things
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slide. And when he coaxed me on my 

pocket side, I had the excuse of not giving 

way to simple sentiment alone, so here we 

are.” 

Mr. Jethelm was evidently a much kinder- 

hearted man than he pretended to be, as his 

very next .words testified. 

‘“Of course, Wesley will have to take his 

fair share of the profits, if there really is any- 

thing to be got out of the adventure.” 

“And what about the men who were with 

him, sir? Did they all escape with their 

lives?” 

“Ves, all of them. Some of them went 

back to England, having had enough of 

adventure, and I lost tracks of them. But 

two of them are here with us, and they also 

expect to be shareholders in the concern, if 

you folks, who seem to be in possession here, 

have no objections.” 

“Objections!” laughed the Captain. 

“Why, man, there is a big fortune for 

every man that likes to come, and even 

if there was none left for us, perhaps we 

wouldn’t grudge what there is in return for
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a safe passage in your ship to old England, 

We are trying to build a craft of our own, 

but she doesn’t make much progress.” » 

Mr. Jethelm, having ascertained exactly 

how many of us there were, readily promised 

to give us all a passage, and we were very 

thankful thereat, for, delightful as this land 

was in many respects, we none of us cared to 

risk staying on it until the return of another 

earthquake. 

‘The funniest part of the business to me,” 

said Pete Humphrey, one of the men indicated 

by Mr. Jethelm, “is to find Hope Settle- 

ment still on its feet, And not only that, 

but instead of being miles and miles inland, 

as it used to be, it’s come almost down to the 

seashore to meet us. Then them big walls 

of rock that used to be all round the land 

have tumbled into the sea, and there’s almost 

a clear course from the mainland to the Land 

of Death and Dollars. Earthquakes isn’t 

nice things to deal in, but they can do some 

real wonders, and no mistake.” ; 

Asked how it was that the men of the 

party had all escaped alive, while the woman 
18
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and child had been left behind to what 

must have seemed certain death, Humphrey 

scratched his head in a shamefaced sort of _ 

way, as he answered, ‘‘ Well, it do almost 

look as if we had bin a cowardly lot, but, if 

you'll believe me, there wasn’t one of us but 

would have gone back if we had thought it 

was any use, and as for poor Wicks, he 

seemed to go clean off’n his head when 

the thing happened. We were all keeping 

well together, trying to get to the mainland 

by way of the little neck of land that we had 

come by. All at once there was the biggest 

combustion as anybody ever imagined. Fire, 

and rocks, and water all got terribly mixed 

up, and it seemed to us as if the solid land 

were turnin’ into the sea. So we runs all 

the harder, me holding Mrs. Wicks by the 

hand, and Wesley carryin’ the baby. Then 

we all seemed to be heaved up together, and 

the next I remember, we was all on a solid 

rock except the missus and the _ baby. 

Wesley had got chucked down, and the 

little °un flew out of his arms like a shot. 

As for the missus, I couldn’t imagine what
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had got her. Anyhow, we couldn't find 

either of them, and when Wesley reckoned 

he’d dreamt they were alive yet, well—I just 

thought he was still a bit wrong in his upper 

storey. And to think that none of these 

troubles would have happened to us if we had 

stopped quietly at Hope Settlement! That’s 

the queerest part of all, to my thinking.” 

Humphrey would have liked to go on 

talking ever so much longer; but Mr. 

Jethelm was impatient to see the cottages and 

Beryl Quarry, while Mrs. Blythe and I set 

about preparing a nice meal for our visitors. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wicks, after the first rapture 

of their meeting was over, had gone to their 

own house, taking Rosie with them, and we 

would not have intruded upon them if they 

had not come out, of their own accord, and 

placed the cottage at our service. 

They say great joy kills sometimes. 

Perhaps it does. But I think that Mrs. 

Wicks would soon have died but for the 

joy that came to her on that wonderful 

day when Hope Settlement was visited 

by the schooner Leséza.



CHAPTER XX] 

WITH KIND FRIENDS AND TRUE 

~“EVERAL weeks after the events re- 

corded in the last chapter, there were 

a good many signs of bustle about Hope 

Settlement, for there was to be a general 

removal that day. The building of the new 

ship had been abandoned, and all hands had 

devoted themselves to the accumulation of 

riches. It had been considered the fairest 

arrangement for each man to gather as large | 

a hoard of gems as he could for himself. 

This would belong to him, subject to a small 

percentage to Mr. Jethelm, without whose 

‘money and enterprise nobody would have 

been so well off as they were likely to be. 

Certain accumulations of which I have 

made mention before were divided between 

Mrs. Wicks and myself. She wanted me 

to have them all, because I had been the 
260
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means of saving her life, but of course I was 

not going to take pay for what had been a 
blessing to myself as well as to her. 

I won't bother you with details about the 

gathering and storing of the precious stones 

which, when sold in England or Holland, 

would realise a fortune for every one of us. 

In fact, the prospect of leaving the Land 

of Death was a greater joy then than the 

prospect of being rich. But I know now 

what a good thing it is to have no more 

need to fear poverty, and to have something 

to spare for poor girls who need a helping 

hand to tide them over their troubles. 

When first our visitors came to Hope 

Settlement I. had become so used to the 
rather extraordinary get-up in which | 

found it convenient and necessary to go 

about, that it never struck me how queer 

I looked until Mrs. Blythe mentioned the 

subject to me. Then my pride—or was it 

my vanity ?—rose up at once, and | knew 

no peace until I had obtained a great favour 

from Mr. Jethelm. 

I persuaded him to give me the crimson
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plush curtains out of his private cabin, and 

with the help of Mrs. Blythe and Mrs. 

Wicks I made myself such a gorgeous 

dress that everybody nicknamed me ‘“‘ The 

Princess.” I believe it was not exactly the 

most suitable garment in which to undertake 

a long sea voyage, but I was very proud of 

it while its beauty lasted, and it was cer- 

tainly an advance on what I had been 

wearing. 

The others, too, smartened themselves up 

as well'as they could, and I even made a 

sort of coat that would do to keep Dickie 

warm, since he was going to a climate where 

he would need a wrap. 

In one way or another we were all very 

busy until we were ready to sail, and I 

believe that the day on which we bade 

farewell to the Land of Death was the 

busiest day of all forus. But we were off at 

last, and | shall never forget how indes- 

cribably its treacherous beauty impressed me 

as we sailed away from it, and made steady 

headway towards the country we were all 

longing to reach.
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Since the memorable day on which I had 

taken French leave with Mr. Cavendish’s 

boat my life had been one series of privation 

and adventure. Now, however, more peace- 

ful times seemed to have dawned for me, 

and even the voyage to England was devoid 

of excitement of any sort. 

We talked many plans over by the way, 

and I was asked if I intended to submit 

myself to the guardianship of my relations, 

Mr. and Mrs. Cavendish. But I promptly 

announced a far different plan. 

‘7 want to live with you, if you will have 

me,” I said to Mrs. Blythe. ‘‘ You wanted 

to keep me for your daughter when we were 

all poor, and there is all the more reason 

why we should live together now we are 

going to be rich. If you will be my guar- 

dians, I know you can manage all my busi- 

ness affairs better than anybody else will, 

and I shall not need to go to school either. 

I am very ignorant, and I should look silly 

learning at school among other girls of my 

age who know three times as much as I do. 

But at home with you I can have masters
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and governesses, and you will be astonished 
at the progress I shall make.” 

All my good friends on board the Lesédza 
thought my plan a very good one, and the 

Blythes were delighted with it. 
‘You two will be fine company for each 

other while Ted and I are at sea,” observed 

the captain, whereupon I inquired in aston- 
ishment why he still thought of going to sea 

instead of settling quietly down on shore, 

seeing that he would henceforward be rich 

enough to live without working. 

‘My dear girl,” he exclaimed, ‘I’m not a 

used-up old man yet, and loafing ashore 

isn't in my line. I have been at sea ever 

since I was fourteen years old, and I always - 

said I would stick to it till I was sixty ; and 
so I will. As for Ted, he must~work his 

way up in his profession, and as soon as 

he is able to take command he shall have 
as fine a craft of his own as money can 

buy.” 

Ted was quite pleased at the prospect, 
and there were no end. of things to discuss 

while the Zeséza sped, under all plain sail,



WITH KIND FRIENDS AND TRUE 265 

towards London, where everybody on board 

was anxious to do some profitable business. 

The Wicks’s had some relations whom 

they wished to hunt up in England. But, 

according to present plans, it was quite likely 

that they would settle in some pretty place 

near us. 

When we actually arrived in London, none 

of the ladies on board cared to be seen until 

some change of clothing had been procured. 

So Captain Blythe and Ted, Mr. Wicks, and 

Mr. Marshall, were all sent to buy as good a 

selection as could be found within a few miles 

of the London Docks. 

Meanwhile, telegrams announcing their 

safe arrival in England had been sent to 

friends and relatives by everybody but 

myself, and the owners of the ill-fated Savah 

were apprised of the end that had befallen 

her. 

I could not help feeling just a little bit 

lonely when I saw how eager my friends all 

were to relieve the anxiety that had been 

felt on their account in many quarters. But 

I was determined to see Mr. and Mrs,
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Cavendish without letting them know of the 
change in my fortunes. 

If they came well out of the ordeal, I 
meant to treat them very generously. If 

they did: not, I should know how to deal 

with them after they had learnt my true 
position. 

It was the day after my share of the gems 
had been finally realised into a hundred 

thousand pounds that I went with Captain 

and Mrs. Blythe to Liverpool, and thence to 

visit Mr. and Mrs. Cavendish. 

It was evening when we called upon them, 

and we found them both at home. 
A change of servants was, I knew, a 

common event in Mrs. Cavendish’s house- 

hold, and I was not surprised to see a total 

stranger open the door for us. 

‘‘Who shall I say it is, please?” she 

inquired civilly, and was told that Captain 

and Mrs. Blythe, and a young lady wished 

to see both her master and her mistress, if 

possible. 

We were not kept waiting very long, and 

I must own that I felt very nervous when
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they first saw me. I was a good deal altered, 

but they both knew me at once, and when I, 

forgetting everything but that these were my 

nearest relations, would have kissed Mrs. 

Cavendish, she drew back with such an 

expression on her face that I was never likely 

to repeat the offence. 

“So,” she said sternly, ‘you are not dead 

then, after all, Leona Robinson! You surely 

forget all the anxiety and sorrow we have had 

on your account, or you would have sent us 

some explanation of your conduct. First, 

you steal a valuable boat, and then you get 

us into bad odour with other people, who 

have actually had the nerve to say that we 

did not treat you well. Then, having per- 

suaded everybody that you had come to a 

violent end, you come back to us again. 

But we decline to have anything to do with 

you, either now or at any other time.” 

‘Permit me to explain, madam,” inter- 

posed Captain Blythe. ‘ Your young relative 

narrowly escaped death, and was picked up 

by our ship as we were outward bound. We 

have only just returned to England, and
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thought it only right to offer you the oppor- 

tunity of retaining your guardianship over 

her. If you prefer to resign it in my favour, 

I shall be very pleased to look upon her as 

my daughter—and so will my wife, who has 

grown fond of her.” 

“You are at perfect liberty to act as her 

guardian, sir,” said Mr. Cavendish blandly. 

‘Our own children need all the attention we 

have to spare.” 

“Then will you please sign your name to 

this paper, sir? In it you simply resign your 

authority as Leona’s guardian to me, and I| 

undertake to look after her interests to the 

best of my ability.” 

Mr. Cavendish signed the document with- 

out a moment’s hesitation, and then we were 

given an unmistakable hint to depart. 

Captain Blythe leisurely folded the docu- 

ment up and put it into his pocket, as he 

remarked coolly, “I am sorry that your wife 

has just left us without stopping to shake 

hands with Leona. - And I forgot to mention 

that your young relative has acquired for 

herself since you last saw her a fortune of a
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hundred thousand pounds. Good evening, 

sir.” 

And before the poor gentleman could 

recover from his astonishment, we were all 

three out of the room. I have never seen 

these relatives of mine since, but they offered 

no objection when I placed five thousand 

pounds each to the credit of their two 

children, who were dear little things that 

deserved their good luck. 

It is so short a time since all these things 

happened that I have nothing more to tell 

save this: My friends, including my beloved 

Dickie, are all very happy, and I have every 

reason to be grateful for the many blessings 

which have fallen to the lot of one whom her 

friends still persist in calling ‘“ Little Miss 

Robinson Crusoe.” 

THE END.
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