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TO MY READERS.

—_—

My dear friends, should you perchance 7ead this
preface, it must be satisfactory for you to know that,
while the characters (and story so far as there be
one) in the following narrative are of the Author’s
creation, it contains not a single incident that has not
fact for its basis.

For the truthfulness of the descriptions of the
natural history and productions of Ceylon, it is not
necessary to vouch in this place, inasmuch as the
names of my authorities will be found quoted in the

text.
WILLIAM DALTON.
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LOST IN CEYLON.

[, S—

CHAPTER L

I AM INTRODUCED TO MAY FORD, WITH WHOM
I GO TO SEA, AND MAKE ACQUAINTANCE
WITH TWO QUEER PEOPLE — BOB CHASE AND
FOSFORUS.

O lively is my disposition, so buoyant my
spirits, and so elastic in general my gait,
that at times I am inclined to think the
original intention of nature was to keep

me a boy the whole of my days. Even at this present
writing, an it were not for a semi-girdle of lumbago,
and the by no means light weight of some eighty
years piled upon my shoulders, I should feel game
for a match at cricket, leap-frog, or fly-the-garter.
As, however, I think it quite possible that at eighty
I might not be a match for twenty-eight, eighteen, or
even eight, I shall instead take up my pen and
perform a solo—for your amusement I believe, and
for your instruction I hope. Do not let the latter
word frighten you, for the experience of the old
should always be for thewbeneﬁt of the young ; but



14 Lost tn Ceylon.

at the outset let me impress upon your minds that in
the following narrative I shall put forth no incident
or adventure that has not fact for its basis.

The two chief events which led to my after
adventures in the island of Ceylon, were, first, the
appointment of one Thomas Elton (namesake and
father of mine) to the command of a ship belong-
ing to a very old person, now deceased, one John
Coompany,—better, however, known as the Honour-
able East India Company,—in whose service my
father had spent the greater portion of his life. That
appointment was my first heart’s rejoicing; for I
heard him tell my mother that he had at length
obtained that which would not only enable him to
place me in a position in the world, but which, under
Providence, must in a few years give them both the
means of passing the evening of their lives in comfort
and repose.

Event number two was the return of my father
from his first voyage in command. Having embraced
my mother and me, he said,—

‘I have a present for thee, wife, and for thee also,
son Tom.’

¢ A present!’ repeated my mother. ‘Surely itis the
parrot you have so often promised me.’

‘No, no, mother; it is the monkey father promised
me, said I, with a thrill of delight at the fun I should
have with the animal.

‘Nay, neither parrot nor monkey exactly, though
mayhap a little of each; but rest patient, and you
shall judge for yourselves.’

So saying, my father ran back to the hackney
coach which had brought him from the docks and
then stood waiting at our door.

During his short absence my brain was strangely
puzzled. ‘Part parrot, part monkey! What animal
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is this my father has brought us from those wonder-
ful Indies?’ I muttered to myself. But guess my
astonishment when in another minute he recturned,
bringing a little girl about two years younger than
myself, with light olive complexion, smiling face,
features as beautifully chiselled as the statue of a Greek
goddess, lithe, fairy figure, and an abundance of very
dark brown hair, which hung around her fair brow, and,
falling over her shoulders, almost reached her waist.

‘Lord a mercy, Tom! why, what a little beauty!’
said my mother, starting with surprise.

¢Is it parrot or monkey?’ said my father, laughing.

‘Fie, fie, Tom !’ replied my mother, snatching the
child up in her arms and kissing her.

‘What a pretty girl. How jolly ! won’t she do for
a sister!’ said I, running up to her and taking both
her hands in mine; adding, ‘ You will be my sister,
little girl, won’t you?’

But although she smiled very prettily, and secemed
greatly pleased, I was both pained and surprised to
hear her reply in a language that was strange to me,
and, indeed, to my mother, who said,—

‘From what heathenish land comes the lass, my
husband, that she speaks not English?’

¢ Tut, tut!’ said my father; ‘thou hast heard but
one side of her tongue yet. She is a little scared at
present, and has lost the use of the other ; but take
ber to thy heart, dear wife, for that will understand
the language of misfortune, however strange to thine
ear may be mere lip-words.’

And, obeying, my mother clasped the little stranger
to her bosom, when I knew that their hearts had
spoken to each other through their eyes, for in both
gleamed affection ; and thus was I first introduced to
one who will play no unimportant part in the following
narrative.
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Now, young people become friends much sooner
than their seniors; so, before we had been an hour
together, the little girl found the use of the ozker side
of her tongue, which was a kind of foreign English.
Strange, however, as it was, I soon learned from her
that the language she had first spoken, and which
neither my mother nor myself could understand, was
Dutch, and that her name was May Ford, and that
she was the child of an Englishman and a Dutch
lady ; but, as I at once made up my mind she was an
orphan, I inquired no more, for fear of tearing open
old wounds. That night, however, as I lay awake
thinking of my new companion,—and that, too, with
the head of my bedstead next a thin wooden partition
which divided my bedchamber from my parents’
sitting-room,— I heard my father give my mother
the following account of May’s history :—

‘Mayhap, dear Lotty,’ said he, ‘ you may remember
an old shipmate of mine, one Mat Ford.’

‘Truly ; he sailed with you in the Mart/ia as third
officer,’ said my mother. )

¢Ay, the same; but thou dost not know that,
having been long promised the command of a ship,
and getting tired of waiting, he at length took service
with the Dutch East India Company; when, after
making several successful voyages, he settled for life
in the Indian seas,—that is, he married a Dutchwoman,
of Bantam, in Java,—and from that day to this has
been employed in trading trips among the islands in
the Pacific and Indian Oceans.

‘Now, as you know, we were bourd for Madras.
Well, having discharged our cargo there, the agent
sent us on a trip to the coast of New Guinea. The
run there was pretty smart, and we discharged our
cargo and shipped another; but, on our return to
Fort St. George, it so happened we fell in with such
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a hurricane in the Straits of Sunda that we were
obliged to cut the mainmast by the board. Accord-
ingly, I put into Bantam to refit; when, bethinking me
of my old shipmate Ford, I searched him out, and
found him in great distress, for his wife had recently
died, leaving him with this little girl, his only
daughter.’

‘ Poor dear child!’ interposed my mother, with a
deep sigh.

¢ Ay, ay, maybe, wife ; and poor Ford, too, I say;
for it is hard fate for a seaman to be left with such-
like gear as a girl to look after, and he all the while
obliged to be with but a board or two betwcen him
and the sharks. But that is neither here nor there.
So, to go on with the yarn, you see I tried to chcer
Mat up under his trouble ; and, knowing he had an
old aunt in this country, I persuaded him to send the
girl to her, to be educated like an Englishman.’

¢An Englishwoman, you mean,’ said my mother,
interrupting him, for the dear soul liked to be precise
in all things,

‘Tut, tut, Lotty! you /Anow what I mean. Of
course, like an Englishwoman, and not like the
Indian Hollanders, who, at the best, are but a
mixture of the worst parts of both races, without any
of the good of either. And so you see Mat jumped at
the notion. As for the little girl, although at first she
whimpered a little at the idea of leaving her father
for an old grand-aunt whom she had never seen,
when we had made her comprehend that, anyhow, her
father would be away from her, with the exception of
short intervals, till his fortunes over - balanced the
necessity of his keeping afloat, she dried her eyes, and
from that moment has not shed a tear.

“The darling !’ said my mother. ‘But, she added
sorrowfully, ‘surely you do not intend looking after

B
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this old aunt now, who, take my word for it, Tom,
won'’t love her as I shall’

‘Tut, tut, thou art impatient, wife of mine,’ said
my father. ‘When the ship, on arriving, put in at
Plymouth, I at once set out in search of the old lady;
for Mat told me she lived about five miles t’other side
of the town. I soon found the house, but also, to my
disappointment, that the old lady had left it some
twelve months before for her last home; so, as the girl
was adrift and lonely, I brought her to thee, that she
might be brought up like a Christian and an English-
woman, and mayhap be a daughter to thee till it
- shall please God to restore her to her father.’

¢Ay, husband ; and, as I am a true woman, thy
wish shall be carried out,’ said my mother.

And I listened no longer; for, having heard it
arranged that she was to remain with us, I fell asleep,
to dream of the merry life I should have now that I
had a new companion ; but, as it is not the history of
my whole career, or even of my boyhood, that I am
about to narrate, but only an account of my adventures
in the island of Ceylon, I will pass in rapid review the
early events of my life.

The coming to our home of May Ford gave me a
delight the like of which I had never before known;
for not only was she pretty and clever, but so good-
humoured and lively, that the three following years,
during the whole of which my father was at sea, passed
away as quickly almost as if they had been but so
many months.

At the end, however, of that happy three years,
when my father returned, he grieved us, but especially
my mother, by telling us that May’s father had retired
from the sea service, and settled as a merchant in
Bantam ; and as he longed to have his daughter with
him, it had been arranged that upon my father’s next
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voyage May should accompany him to Madras, at
which place she would remain until a passage could
be taken for her in some ship that would touch at
Batavia on her homeward voyage.

Now, to lose May was grief enough for my poor
mother ; but, alas! she had more to bear: for, having
long resolved upon following the sea for my livelihood,
and being fifteen years of age, I was so restless to
begin that I persuaded my father to take me with
him that next voyage ; and thus I entered into that
profession which it is proverbial most boys hanker
after, and of which most men tire when too late in life
to turn to other means of obtaining a living ; and that
they should so tire of the sea is not to be wondered at,
for so monotonous, so wearisome is the life, that in time
the dangers which seem so charming, so romantic to the
youthful imagination lose their relish, and become
hated for their dull frequency.

Apart from being separated from my mother, to
whom I was passionately attached, and with whose
grief at parting for a very indefinite period with thosc
so dear to her affectionate heart I could not but
sympathize, the day I first touched the deck of my
father’s ship was the happiest I had ever known. A
new world, a fresh life seemed opening up to me. It
was, or seemed to be, the sudden transition from boy-
hood to manhood ; nay, from that very moment I
became as impatient to commence my duties as a
racehorse to run the course stretched before him.
But such was not to be ; for, but a few hours after the
ship left the river, sea-sickness laid me by the heels,
and there kept me for a good three weeks ; but what
was more galling to me was, upon my recovery, to find
that while I, the boy, had succumbed, my little sister
—as I always called May—had had the use of her sea
legs from the outset, an advantage over me at which
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the little rogue laughed so often, that—well, I must
own, I only wished she had been a boy for a few
hours, that I could have quarrelled with her. But
when, bless her heart! she saw I was really pained by
her innocent banter, she begged my pardon, and from
that moment never repeated the offence. Of our
voyage out I have little to tell that could interest you,
for, like most voyages, we had the usual share of calms
and storms. The event of chiefest importance to me
was the making the acquaintance—indeed, I may say
friendship—of one Bob Chase, an old man-of-war’s
man, but then coxswain, boatswain, and almost
confidential friend of my father. Now, this Bob was
a rough, honest, hearty old fellow, who had spent the
greater portion of his life at sca, and, like all old
sailors, loved the society of young people; and so,
when we got into warm latitudes, he would employ
his spare hours in spinning long yarns about his former
service and experiences, greatly to the delight of May
and myself, who, sitting upon a coil of rope, would
listen as earnestly to his stories as if every word had
been gospel truth. But of Bob more anon, when he
will speak for himself. Suffice it to say that the old
man’s yarns did much to shorten the tediousness of
the voyage after we had passed the Line.

About seven months after leaving the Downs we
arrived in the Madras roads, and for the first time I
saw the continent of India, the wonderful India of
which I had heard so much; and greatly was I
disappointed to find that, in consequence of want of
anchorage, and a surf so strong that the largest ships
can never approach the town, and sometimes even
boats cannot live, our landing must be indefinitely
postponed. In a week, however, we were able to land
our cargo; and this was no sooner done than the
Company’s agent at Fort St. George ordered us to



Avaricious Hollanders. 21

ship a fresh cargo for,and make a quick run to Ceylon,
where, if possible, we were to open up a trade with the
natives, in spite of the avaricious Hollanders, who at
that time were the only Europeans who openly traded
with that ‘pear]l hanging from the brow of India, as
the island has been charmingly called.

Here let me remark, for the benefit of those of my
readers not versed in the history of the East, that
although so large a portion of Asia is now under the
dominion of England, the Portuguese and Spaniards
were the first Europeans who, by force of arms or fraud,
established themselves in India, the Indian Islands,
China, and Japan. But these people, although brave,
were so cruel and treacherous, and consequently so
hated by the Asiatic races among whom they
endeavoured to establish themselves, that they were
without great difficulty driven from their chief settle-
ments by the Dutch, who for a long time were the
real lords of the East (even now they hold vast and
valuable possessions); but if the Portuguese and
Spaniards had been hated and feared, the Hollanders,
by their selfish love of mere money-making and
grovelling habits, earned so deservedly the utter
contempt of the natives, and were, moreover, so feeble
in the military art, that they had in their turn to
succumb to the English, who, it is to be hoped, may
be found to deserve the conquests they have made,
and recently fought so hard to retain, by building an
empire of love, gratitude, and respect in the hearts of
the conquered.

Well, in obedience to orders, we had shipped our
cargo, and were ready to stand out to sea ; but what
was to be done with May? for it was probable that
months might elapse, and no ship bound for Batavia
touch at Madras. This was a great trouble to my
father, till the agent, coming to his relief, kindly offered



22 Lost in Ceylon.

to take charge of her till our return. Kind, however,
as was this offer, May would not listen to it: no, she
would sail with us; and so earnestly did she plead for
my father’s permission that he could not find it in his
heart to refuse, and thus it was that she became a
fellow-wanderer with me in the woods and the wilds
of Ceylon.

Now, the true reason of our being so hurried was
that two Malabar merchants, who had had dealings
with the agent, had for some time been waiting for a
ship in which they might obtain a passage to Trin-
comalee, from whence they intended proceeding to
Kandy, the capital of the island. The agent, therefore,
deeming it an opportunity of opening up a trade with
the natives, agreed to give the merchants a frec
passage, on the condition that they should make such
a representation to the chiefs of the Singhalese of the
wishes of the English that any attempts the jealous,
avaricious Hollanders might make to foil us (for it
was certain they would make such attempts) would
be fruitless.

Now, notwithstanding our hurry-scurry in freighting
the ship and getting her fit for sea, to accommodate
these Malabar merchants, they kept us waiting two
days, greatly to the vexation of all, but to the especial
annoyance, I may add fear, of Bob Chase, who, to
usc his own language, ¢ could see not no reason what-
somdever why decent- Christian white people should
be kept skulking about just to oblige a pair of lazy
heathen lubbers ;’ but the old man’s ire rose to boiling
point when, upon the morning of the day they were
to have arrived, the agent sent a message telling us
that they would come on board early the following
morning. ‘For, look you, Cap’n, said he to my
father, ‘to-morrow is Friday, and no good ever came of
a ship that sailed on that day ; and of that I'm sartin
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sure, for three times in my life have I been cast away,
and it all came of sailing on Fridays. I tell ’e it's
playmg your cards right into “Davy Jones’s” own
hand;’ and, although I laughed incredulously, and
- my father pooh-poohed and pshaw-pshawed, it was of

no use. Bob was in a fit of the doldrums, and in it
he would be sure to remain until we had weighed
anchor, and the active business of the ship occupied
his mind.

Well, night came, and with it a delicious land
breeze, that repaid us for the choking, sickly heat of
the day. May and I, as was our wont, were sitting
upon the half-deck, near my father’s cabin, talking of
England, my mother, and regrettingly of the time
when she would quit the ship to rejoin her father;
and delightfully the minutes seemed to pass. The
elements were calm, the sea unruffled, and nought but
the bright moon shining upon the ship, which sat
upon the waters like a slumbering swan. My father
and the crew were at rest—all, indeed, save one man,
who was to the fore, and Bob Chase, who had the first
watch, and who kept pacing to and fro with the surly
restlessness of an ill-conditioned bear, growling and
grumbling at the two ‘niggers’ who were the cause of
our being at anchor in those roads.

For a time he soliloquized his discontent, but at
length, coming to where May and I sat, he said,
‘ Now, look you, Master Tom, and you too, Miss May,
old Bob isn’t the man to croak, but it’s my hope that
these pleasant overhaulings of your memory mayn’t
come to split upon a reef of misfortune.’

¢Oh, Bob, you disagreeable, spiteful creature, you
are envious !’ said May, skipping towards the old man
and playfully patting his weatherbeaten cheek.

‘Lor’ bless your pretty little face, Miss May ! old
Bob isn’t the man to show spite, no, nor envy either ;
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but when a man has been afloat nigh upon forty
years, and has kept his weather-eye open, so as always
to see what comes of sailing on a Friday, and that,
too, to please a couple of niggers, who, being black,
you see, must be more akin and on friendly terms
with the old un, why, you see’—

‘Fie, fie, Bob! I thought you were a Christian,’ said
May.

¢Ay, ay, miss, that’s where the wind lies; for
don’t you see these niggers ain’t: but, Lor’ love you!
as for that, niggers though they be, I'd do ’em any
good turn in my power,—that is, at least, if so be it
didn’t go for to injure the Cap’n, the owners, or the
passengers; but, as for this sailing on a Friday, I tell
’e no good ’ll come of it.’

‘Come, Bob, clear out of these doldrums; for,
remember, if these forebodings of thine should come
true, thou wilt deserve being burned for a witch,
said L.

‘Come, come, Bob, if you do not soon forget these
fancies, I shall really think you are afraid of putting
to sea,” said May:.

¢ Afraid!’ he replied. *Lor’ bless you! it’s little old
Bob’s afraid of ; but then I am only a man and a
Christian, and so, you see, can’t nohow stand up agin
a dead head wind like Fate, any more than I could
expect to keep my head upon my shoulders if I claps

"it atwixt the jaws of an alligator. But if so be you

think I'm afraid—and perhaps I am a little,—it’s
because, d'ye see, a little while after I heard we were
to sail to-morrow (Friday) I fell into a kind of dog-
sleep, and dreamt that I was a-keeping the mid-watch,
and walking to and fro, when all of a sudden there
jumped over the ship’s side a’—but the old man
stopped as if at a loss for a word—*but '—

‘In the name of goodness, what ?’ asked May.
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‘Why,’ replied he, scratching the back of his head,
‘axing your pardon, miss—a devil’

‘Fie, fie, Bob!’ said May.

‘Then, maybe, a friend of his'n, miss.’

¢ But, pray, Master Bob, how did you know it was
the Evil One?’ I asked.

“Cos, d'ye see, he was black, with great goggling
eyes.’

‘Nonsense, Bob! besides, the colours of demons are
more varied than the natives who believe in them—
white, red, blue, and black,’ said 1.

‘That may be, Master Tom; howsomdever, all I
ever see wor black uns.

“All you have seen!’ repeated May and I,
laughing.

‘Well, well; all I have heard on, I mean, he replied ;
adding, ‘ But, at first, the sight of this unearthly shark
as I wor tellin’ you on took me a little by surprise ;
and, before I could speak, he winked his eye at me,
and said, says he, “ Mind, Bob, if yox sails on a Friday,
I sails on a Friday; and if we both goes together,
you’ll know what'll happen ;” and then’—

‘What, Bob, what?’ asked May and I to-
gether.

¢ Why, you see, I'd overcome my fright, and was so
enraged at his cool imperdence, that I snatched up a
marlinspike, and '—

¢ Struck him, said I.

‘Lor’ bless you, no! but brought my knuckles so
heavily alongside the bulwarks that it skinned ’em ;
and that just woke me up, when of course I didn’t
see him, because, d’ye see, that kind o’ varmint never
lets you see ’em with your eyes open.’

‘Tut, tut, Bob!’ said I, laughing at him. ¢This
demon of thine was conjured up by the last meal of
salt junk, which, sitting heavily on thy chest, caused
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nightmare. But really, old friend, thou shouldst have
been an old wife to believe in such things.’

‘I tell ’e what, Master Tom,” he replied ; ‘I've been
in the world some forty years longer than you, and so
may have got a little rusty in salt water ; but what I
believe I believe; an’ as for a heap o’ years upon
your head, if they do nothing better, they teach you
not to laugh at things you don’t understand, he
replied, walking away from us much angered.

‘Beg his pardon, dear brother,’ said May.

I did not, however, want pressing to do that; and
so, jumping from my seat, I caught him by the hand,
saying,—

‘Forgive me, Bob; for, although I may be young
and thoughtless, it would grieve me to offend you.’

‘Lor’ love the young skipper! I'm not offended ;
for, d’ye see, I believe there are old fools in the world
as well as young ones, and I may be one on ’em.’

And, uncomplimentary as was this reply, it satisfied
me that the old sailor held no malice ; to prove which,
he there and then sat down upon a water-cask and
began to spin one of his long yarns; but, stopping
suddenly, he held up his hand, and in whispering
tones said,—

‘Hush! there is some one in the stern chains. )

I listened, and sure enough heard a noise as of some
person (not a seaman) climbing up the side of the
ship.

“That fish ain’t in his own water, I can tell, by the
flapping of his fins; but follow, and maybe we'll put
him right,’ said Bob.

I followed Bob to the side, when, having cautiously
looked over, he said,—

‘It is some land-shark from the shore ; let us see
the object of his cruise.’

And the next instant we were crouching down
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behind a heap of packages, but so that we could
easily watch the movements of the thief, for we had
little doubt that it was some rogue who, taking
advantage of the night and the calm, was about
attempting some petty pilferings; an occurrence, by
the way, not uncommon in those latitudes. Well, the
man, whoever he might be, at length fell upon the
deck as softly, as noiselessly as a cat upon all fours.
For a moment he crouched down and looked
cautiously around. As he did so, the pale light of
the moon shone upon his face.

¢ It is—it is the very demon I saw in my dream ;
but this time he shan’t escape !’ exclaimed Bob.

And, as he spoke, he darted forward, and, snatching
up a pike from the deck, would at once have slain
him, had I not caught his arm; when the new-comer,
a poor, half-starved black boy, fell upon his knees,
and, turning upward his great, brilliant eyes, said,—

¢ Sar Excellency, I no debil ; I Fosforus.’

¢ Come, come, Bob, don’t look so furious; for,
after all, your devil is but a rogue of a black boy,
whose turn may be served at most by a good rope’s-
ending.’

‘Sar, I no steal. I no debil. I no tief. I no
black boy. I white boy Fosforus. I ’ropean,’ said
the boy.

¢ Devil or no devil, you go to the sharks,’ said the
angry Bob, taking the boy up in his arms, and in
another instant the poor fellow would have been
tossed into the sea without further ceremony, but for
May, who, little angel as she was, caught hold of
Bob’s arm, crying,—

‘Fie! shame upon you, Bob! Would you be
guilty of murder? Indeed’ she added, catching
hold of the old sailor’s arm, ‘you shall not hurt the
boy’



28 Lost in Ceylon.

‘Lor’ bless you, miss!’ he said, for Bob was
softened ; ‘murder! Why, you might as well try to
kill a fish by throwing it into the sea as to drown
this imp.’

‘Imp? What dat, sar?’ asked the boy, gaining
courage. ‘I not imp. I white boy Fosforus, and
‘ropean like sar hisself.’

‘Well, well, white boy,” replied Bob, who had now
recovered his temper, but who, wishing to frighten
the thief, as he believed him to be, added, as he held
him by the neck, ‘These good young people are
harder with you than old Bob; for, instead of giving
you a washing, they save you for a skinning to-
morrow with the rope’s-end;’ and, so saying, Bob
lashed him to our great bow-gun, there to remain
during the night, notwithstanding the entreaties both
of May and myself.

The next morning, when our captive was arraigned
before my father, I could not help laughing at the
pertinacity with which he insisted upon his being a
white boy and a ’ropean (European). In height
he was a little more than four feet; his limbs were
thin, and so loosely adjusted at the joints that they
might have been sticks held together by wire; for
an Asiatic, his shoulders were broad and his chest
rather prominent; his head was quite round; his
features in shape a mixture of European and Asiatic ;
his face, indeed his whole skin, nearly black, though
far from the shining blackness of the negro, from
whom he again differed by his thin lips and long
black hair; moreover, his forehead was higher and
squarer, while his eyes, if not larger and more
brilliant, were certainly fuller of intelligence. His
dress was comical in the extreme, and evidently got
together by instalments: upon his head he wore a
red cotton handkerchief, adjusted turban fashion ; his
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neck was bare, but the upper part of his body was
- encased in the tattered, well-worn, left-off uniform
red coat of an English soldier, and which fitted him
as gracefully as a purser’s shirt upon a marlinspike ;
his nether garments were of a light-blue calico; and,
while without stockings, which he had evidently not
been fortunate enough to pick up, his legs were
immersed in a pair of what had been cavalry boots,
and the upper leather or leggings of which reached
up to the knees; and of all this dress he seemed
immensely proud, for whenever he spoke of his being
a white boy, and a ’ropean like us, he would let a
glance of satisfaction fall from his red coat down his
blue trousers into his great boots.

Now, my father, who, although a kind, was a stern
man, and moreover with a great horror of thieving,
no sooner heard how the boy had made his appear-
ance on board the ship, than he ordered him at once
to receive a rope’s-ending, and be sent adrift in his
little boat; and as old Bob was greatly prejudiced
against the boy, and the latter could not speak
sufficient English to give weight, or rather impress
upon my father the real motive of his coming on
board, he most assuredly would have been at once
dismissed, in accordance with the sentence, but for
May, who herself being proficient in Dutch, and
finding the boy knew more of that than any other
language that she could understand, questioned him,
when he told her—

That he was born in Kandy, was of Portuguese
descent, and that some two years before he had been
persuaded by a Dutch skipper to enter on board his
vessel as a kind of cook-boy. On board the Dutch-
man he served till within a few months of that time ;
but the skipper so fearfully and brutally ill-treated
him, that he sought every opportunity to escape.
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That opportunity occurring, he swam ashore on to
the Malabar coast; had made his way to Madras;
there he had served an English merchant, always,
however, with the hope of getting back to Ceylon;
when, finding that we were bound for that island, he
had taken a boat from its moorings, and boarded us,
with the hope of hiding until we had got too far out
to sca to put him ashore.

When May had told us this story, she added to my
father,—

“ And now, dear sir, he is very sorry for having
come on board without your leave, but will serve
you as a faithful slave if you will take him to his
native island.’

¢ As soon believe the old un as such a yarn, growled
Bob.

‘ Silence, Bob !’ said my father; adding to the boy,
‘ Here, thou rascal—what is thy name?’

‘Sar Excellency, I not rascal—I white boy, 'ropean,
like Excellency, and called Fosforus.’

‘ Fosforus !’ repeated my father.

¢ A proper name, too, for such an imp, as I take it
he is, Cap’n,’ said Bob.

¢Sar, I no imp, I Fosforus. Look, Excellency say
so: because I quick foot, quick eye, quick tongue,
quick eberting ; see in the dark, run in the dark, like
cat, Excellency—boy useful servant.’

My father, having meditated for a minute,—he
always thought more than he spoke,—then said—

¢ Take him below ; feed the poor wretch ; let him
make himself useful to the cook. Moreover, he speaks
the tongue of the heathen Singhalese, and will serve
us as interpreter.’

Thus the matter ended, and Fosforus (which I
suppose meant Phosphorus) became known and
attached to us; indeed, no more than May and I
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did to the boy himself before we had known him
many months.

Later in the day the two Malabar merchants came
on board, and we sailed—sailed, too, on a Friday ;
and, although I do not believe in the secamen’s
superstitious objection to that day, still old Bob’s
predictions came true. We did sail on a Friday, and
were unfortunate—most unfortunate ; but I will not
anticipate.




CHAPTER II

WE ESCAPE THE JAWS OF A SHARK, AND LAND IN
CEYLON, BUT EASILY FALL INTO A TRAP.

and losing sight of the great continent of
India, till we came in view of the dark

i mountain chain of the beautiful island of
Ceylon, notwithstanding Bob’s forebodings, all went
well ; and although to most on board the voyage was
tedious, by reason of an almost dead calm, the whole
of the passage gave much pleasure to May and myself :
for we whiled away the time in watching the sporting
of the smaller members of the deep, the swarms of
flying fish, and the gambolling of the huge whales
which infest those seas, but which we then saw for the
first time.

Fosforus, who on our voyage had shown, by his
liveliness and willingness to serve every person on
board, how well he merited the character he had given
of himself, was the first who made out the island.

¢ There, there, said he, pointing to a dark speck in
the distance, ¢ is Lanka-Lanka Dwipa.’

‘ Lanker-Wiper ! Who:g he, you black dog? for
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though, man and boy, I've been in the seas well-nigh
half a century, this is the first I ever heard on him,
said Bob.

‘No, sar, not him; but what yox call Cce-lon,
replied the boy, who had called the island by its
Singhalese name. And Fos was not mistaken ; for
there before us, as it were in the midst of the ocean, a
very universe of hills, tipped with the rays of the
evening sun, sat the island reposing—hiding, as it
were, from the orb of day amidst its thick clothing of
cocoa woods and palm-trees. Lanka the resplendent,
one of the most ancient of the world’s kingdoms ; the
Ceylon of modern Europeans ; the Taprobane of the
Greeks and Romans; but the Lanka Dwipa of the
natives, who in a portion of the island yet show an
imprint which Brahmins declare to have been left by
the foot of Brahma ; the Buddhists, of their deity,
Buddha ; and the Mahometans, the footstep of our
first parent, Adam, who, being expelled from Paradise,
sought rest for the soles of his feet in Ceylon. But
apart from such fables, the island is regarded as sacred
by the antiquary and the philosopher as the undoubted
tomb of a lost but once vast civilization and of an
energetic race; remnants of whose vast works still
exist to mock the puny efforts of the effeminate
people who now inhabit the island, and who, if
descendants of the former race (which, by the way, is
most questionable), have miserably degenerated, but
who, miserable as they are, can yet show a veritable
record of a monarchy consisting of a hundred and
seventy kings, the first of whom reigned 543 years
before Christ,—that is, remember, before the time of
King Ahasuerus, Haman, and Esther of Holy Writ;
prior to the battle of Marathon, and about two
hundred years only after the supposed founding of

Rome,—and the last of whom, the monarch who
o}
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occupied the throne at the time of which I write, was
deposed by the British in 1815. So you see, in point
of antiquity, which, by nations no less than families, is
made a greater boast than virtue, the Singhalese have
reason to be proud ; that is, if any race have anything
to be proud of whose long line of ancestors have left
no benefits to their descendants, and, like the beasts
of the field, have only been born, fed, and died. For
my part, I think the beasts have the best of the
comparison, for they at least cannot be reproached
with having misused God’s noblest gift—reason.

But to resume my narrative. When we arrived at
the great bay of Trincomalee—a bay, by the way,
said to be sufficiently large to float the whole of the
navy of England—we put the Indian merchants
ashore at a native town called Cottiar, desiring them
to inform the authorities of our arrival and wish to
trade with the people. We cast anchor in the bay,
there to await the result of our application to trade,
but, for fear of treachery, did not venture to send a
boat ashore, and well was our patience tested, for more
than a week elapsed ere we received the slightest sign
from the land that the merchants had even made
known our wishes.

At length, when tired of lying at anchor, and my
father was debating within his own mind whether
he should send a boat party ashore, we observed,
skimming through the water at the rate of some ten
miles an hour, a queer-looking little craft, or rather,
double canoe, made of two trees lashed together by
yarn, and hollowed out about two feet in depth;
moreover, so frail that a single capful of wind would
have upset it, but for an outrigger made of two long
elastic poles, at the end of which was fastened another,
which, falling in the wake upon the windward side,
steadied her; a contrivance, by the way, which was
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in fashion among the same people some eighteen
hundred years ago. This boat was manned by four
rowers, who manfully toiled at their long paddles to
the tune of some native air, and who, with the excep-
tion of a band of cloth around their heads and a loose
linen cloth around their waists, were quite nude. As
soon as she came alongside the ship, we saw she
brought an individual who, from the superior texture
and greater length of the cloth around his waist, the
addition of a broad silk band, a shirt, a waistcoat, and
a loose jacket, worked with silver thread and orna-
mented with buttons of the same material, we
imagined to be an officer of some rank. And so it
proved ; for when he came over the side, we found
from Fosforus, who acted as interpreter, that he was
a messenger from the king of Kandy, who, having
heard from the Malabar merchants of our arrival in
his kingdom, had at once sent down to the coast a
dissuava (Ze. general) and some troops to welcome
us. Whereupon my father, stopping all conversation
between the king’s messenger and the boy, at once
ordered a royal salute to be fired. This piece of
politeness and respect, however, by its noise much
terrified the poor man, who seemed very far from
thinking that, by shaking his body and almost
stunning him with the thundering of cannon, we
meant peace and amity. His alarm, however, only
continued till Fosforus had explained to him the
meaning, when he appeared greatly pleased at the
compliment.

When the salute was over he told us, through the
boy, that Dishondrew the Dissuava (his Excellency
the General) was the bearer of a letter from the king,
but as his Excellency was commanded by his Majesty
to give it only into the captain’s own hands, he begged
that he would there and then come ashore and receive
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it. And so straightforward did this appear, that I
verily believe my father would instantly have manned
a boat and proceeded to an interview with the great
man, had not I, fearing for his safety, said,—

‘It is impossible, my father, that you can leave the
ship, and trust yourself among perhaps a whole army
of men, who, if treachery be intended, may be even
now hidden in yonder forest, within gunshot, and
awaiting to get you in their power. Let me therefore
represent you, for, as your son, they will not be
offended at the rank of the messenger, while it is
scarcely likely it can serve any purpose of this chief
to harm a mere boy, especially if he really intend
mischief. It can be nothing less than to get the
whole ship and her cargo into his power.

At this my father became thoughtful, when Bob
Chase said,—

‘The young-skipper is right, Cap’n; for if this
nigger fellow wants the old bird and his nest, he won’t
be contented to harm the chicken, and so be as you
let him go and fetch this letter, Bob Chase ’ll keep
alongside, and convoy him safe in and out of the
enemy’s port.

‘Thou art right, Bob, yet the risk is great,’ said my
father. ‘But, Tom, he said to me, ‘dost thou not
fear to trust thyself among these savages?’

‘Fear!—not I, even if without Bob, for they’ll not
harm a boy like me ; and if they do, it is better they
should than you, my father.

¢Did I really fear that it was their znferest to harm
you, my son, you should not venture among them for
the whole cargo, ay, and the island to boot ; but, he
added, ‘go, and whatever may happen, be guided by
Bob, whose experience may aid thee; and take with
you this black fellow, who will serve as an interpreter.’
Then, taking some half-dozen silver dollars from his
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pocket, and showing them to Fosforus, who stood
near with open ears and gaping mouth, he said,—

‘What say you, boy? will you serve us well and
honestly, and so earn these and some like them?’

‘Sar Excellency,’ began the boy — but he was
suddenly interrupted by a fit of sneezing; upon
recovering from which he drew a long, melancholy
visage, and continued, ‘Sar Excellency, Fosforus
will be good servant to white man, and ’ropean, for
Fosforus is white boy, and 'ropean too ; but, sar'—

‘But? Give me no buts, boy; go at once, or T'll
have you rope’s-ended,” said my father.

‘Sar Excellency, Fosforus white boy and ’ropcan,
and so no tell lies; but, sar, it is what white man call
not possible to go now, for gods send message not go
now—so ;’ and as he spoke he imitated a sneeze.

This speech astonished me, for at the time I did
not know that, however important may be the
business upon which a Singhalese is about setting
out, a fit of sneezing—which he regards as an omen
or warning from the gods of evil if that business be
carried out at that time—will cause him to forego it
till a fitter opportunity. My father, however, being
aware of this superstition, but yet not in a temper to
humour the boy, at once ordered Bob to launch the
long-boat, and if he would not go without, throw him
into it; but, finding my father firm, Fos got into the
boat, but, not without exhibiting much disgust and
muttering some prayer which he believed might
induce the gods to avert the misfortune which they
had threatened. Bob was scarcely less contumacious ;
for, being given to superstitious fancies, he rather re-
garded the boy’s omen as a confirmation of his own
doubt of the happy result of an expedition commenced
upon a Friday.

‘For, look you, Master Tom,” said he, as we were
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pulling towards the shore, ‘though it may not be
given to these niggers to understand the religion of
us Christians, still they have a kind of understanding
when something wrong’s a-going to happen, as maybe
the birds and the animals have of a storm afore a
drop of rain or a gust of wind has come.’

‘Pooh, pooh, Bob. What! an old salt, and faint-
hearted?’ said I.

‘No, no, Master Tom, not exactly faint-hearted, but
you see I don’t like to go a-tempting fate: it ain’t
Christian-like. Howsomdever, once shipped, it's no
good kicking against the articles, and so we’ll just see
if we can’t come yardarm and yardarm with this
misfortune, whatever it be,” replied Bob.

And it was not long before his resolution was put
to the test ; for, when we were about midway between
the ship and the shore, Fosforus, giving a sharp, short
cry, jumped up in the stern-sheets of the boat, hold-
ing in his hand his long, gleaming knife.

‘What! a new omen?’ said I, laughing.

¢Sar Excellency, 'um shark !’

‘By Neptune! the rascal is right. There he is,
said Bob, pointing to a large shark, which seemed
not swimming, but darting after the boat.

¢Pull for your lives!’ said Bob to the men.

‘Why need we fear? The brute will not board us,’
said I.

‘Don’t know that, Master Tom ; at any rate, it’s
best to be prepared,” said Bob, drawing his cutlass,
which, fortunately, he had brought with him, as well
as myself, to make a formidable appearance before
the Dissuava.

‘Sar Excellency, keep look!’ said the boy, who
had become excited, and evidently feared the savage
fish might make an attempt upon the boat; for it
had now passed us—ay, and kept swimming, or
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rather darting, through the water, backwards, forwards,
and around the boat, with its hideously great goggle
eyes fixed upon our crew.

¢ It looks as if it were making choice of one among
us,” said I.

¢ Ay, ay, said Bob; ‘the black boy in course; the
grutﬁs ‘Il never take white flesh while they can get

lack.’

So Fosforus seemed to think, for he trembled
terribly as the fish darted around the boat; but with
a strange courage, probably arising from intense fear,
he hung half-way over the stern, with his long, gleam-
ing knife in his hand, as if ready for an encounter.

‘Bah! it is useless to provoke the brute, said I;
but before I could finish the sentence the monster
made a dart out of the water in the direction of
Fosforus, but, fortunately, with more force than
calculation, passed the boy,and fell into the bottom
of the boat. Again, fortunately, the latter had becn
prepared by experience for such a feat, and in an
instant the stunned fish lay writhing and plunging,
lashing its tail, but with fifty knife-wounds in its
stomach and under its fins; for the moment it had
alighted in the boat the boy had commenced striking
it with his knife, and had so often repeated his blows
that, although it flounced terribly, there was but little
to be feared save from the lashing of its tail, which
Bob, who had often seen sharks taken, hacked off with
a hatchet which luckily happened to be in the boat.
After which Fosforus, as if he had no doubt that the
fish had been solely bent upon making a meal of
him, shook his knife at it, saying,—

‘He! he! debil ob shark, neber again mistake a
white boy and a ’ropean for a black man.’

‘Truly you have had a lucky escape, boy. But,
come, let us heave the carcass overboard, said I.
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‘Sar Excellency, no. Debil want makee meal of
Fosforus, so Fosforus take him shore and makee 'um
into dollar, den makee dollar into meal,’ was the reply.

‘Ay, ay; the boy’s right, Master Tom. We will
take the carcass ashore; for it’s only fair the boy
should sell it to the natives, who will make oil of his
liver, dry and prepare his fins, and sell them again to
the Chinamen, who will make them into shagreen.’

‘So be it. But let’s pull ashore with all speed, and
in the meantime keep a look-out fore and aft, for
another such an adventure may not prove so for-
tunate,’ said I, gazing at the brute, which was some
twelve feet long, and so heavy that it required three
or four men to lift it.

Then, as they pulled lustily at the oars, and we
kept a look-out for any of the shark’s family who
might be tempted to come and fetch his carcass, Bob
said,—

‘Look you, Master Tom: one of us was nearly
losing the number of his mess. It might have been
me, it might have been you, in which case it would
have been owing to sailing on a Friday.’

‘I don’t see that, Bob, said I, laughing; ‘for, if
there had been any truth in your superstitious
nonsense, we should undoubtedly have been the
victims, but which we certainly are not.’

‘But look you, Master Tom, though you are misbe-
lieving in such things, you can’t go for to deny that
there was something in the black boy's omen ; or how
is it, d'ye see, that he was so near being at this very
time in that shark’s stomach?’ said Bob.

‘Tut, tut! It 7s this very near, and not guite, that
proves you both wrong; but bother such nonsense!’
said I, adding, ‘Now tell me, Bob, do you really
believe that sharks, when they have the choice, prefer
black to white men?’
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‘Sartain sure. Do ye see, the brute is always
cunning enough to know black from white; and
this is how I came to know it. It is now about
thirty-five years agone, when I was little more than
a youngster on board a king’s ship, a cruising
in the West Indies. Well, our cook was a nigger
called Casar, and very fond of him we all
were; for, though only a nigger, he was as big-
hearted, brave, and good-natured as if he had been a
Christian. Well, one day the cap’n, just to kecp the
men from thinking too much about Yellow Jack (the
yellow fever), which was then ashore, killing blacks
and whites by thousands, ordered the boatswain to
pipe all hands to mischief. ~About twenty took it
into their heads to bathe, and among them was Casar.
Well, while they were swimming and plunging about,
like so many over-heated porpoises a-trying to cool
themselves, I and a sort of a hobbydehoy—that is,
something between a man and a boy (axing your
pardon, Master Tom, as you might be, d’'ye sce)—
named Dick Bones, were stationed together to look
out for sharks, which swim in shoals in them seas.
Now, we had been on the look-out mayhap about
ten minutes. The men were swimming a sort of
game like a hoop—that is, round a circle, in the
middle of which wor our black cook Casar. Well, all
at once Dick turns pale in the face, and calls out to
’em at the top of his voice to clear away from a great
white shark whose goggle eyes and big tail I could
see as it came darting for'ard. Well, the men in the
water swam towards the ship ; and we on board threw
out ropes and scrambled up the sides sooner than you
would say Jack Robinson—at least, that is, all but
one, and he was the poor nigger Casar. Howsom-
dever, even he managed to get hold of a rope ; when,
giving a cheer, we hauled him on deck—that is, d’ye
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see, all that was left of him, which was not more than
a half ; for the shark had bitten the poor fellow right
clean in two, just about the middle.

‘ Now, in course, this sets our bloods biling, though,
so scared were the crew, that, while some ran for
pikes to revenge his death, others—the greater
number—stood stupid-like, not knowing what to do ;
but as for Dick Bones, no sooner did he see what had
happened than he snatched up a long knife, and,
afore one could whistle, jumped into the sea and
swam towards the shark. Then, Lord ! how all our
hearts came into our mouths; for the hungry brute,
thinking he had a new meal before him, opened
his great jaws in readiness, and made one great
plunge towards Dick ; but, finding he disappeared,
we prepared to lower a boat and harpoon the
brute, for we made no manner of doubt he had
swallowed our messmate, when all of a sudden we
saw the shark plunging and writhing, and lashing
his tail.

¢“ Hurrah!” cries one; “Dick has killed him.” And
so it was ; for the brave heart had plunged beneath
the shark, and, after the fashion of the pearl-divers,
had struck his knife again and again and again into
its stomach, all the while keeping hold of its fins, so
that the brute could neither get away nor hurt him.
Well, for some minutes the struggle went on ; but the
shark, getting weaker and weaker, made towards the
shore. That was fortunate for Dick ; for, once feeling
his feet touch the ground, yet still keeping his hold
of the fins, he forced the brute on shore, when he
finished him by ripping him up; and sure enough
there was the other half of the body of poor Cesar.
The end was, that we gave the poor fellow’s two
parts Christian burial in the sands. And I tell
you, Master Tom, although he was only a nigger,
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I don’t think there was a dry eye in the ship
during that cruise; at least, not when the fate of
black Casar was talked over, said Bob; adding
very illogically, ¢ And so you see that was a proof
these sharks prefer black men to white ; or why did
he choose the only black man out of twenty-one
orso?’

I did not answer Bob, for I was too busy con-
templating the fate that one of us had escaped ; for
although the monster was not so large as some I had
seen—hitherto I had only viewed them from a dis-
tance, and with every sense of security around—a
close examination of one of these savage and voracious
fishes, with its large, flat head, long mouth, goggle
eyes, mouth and throat large enough to swallow a
man, made me thankful for our escape. If you would
realize the ease with which it can snap a man into two
halves, just think for a moment of its six rows of hard,
sharp-pointed, wedge-like shaped teeth, amounting to
about one hundred and forty-four in the whole, and
which, curiously enough, the animal has the power of
erecting or depressing at pleasure : for, when it is at
rest, these teeth lie quite flat in the mouth ; but when
he prepares to seize his prey, he erects all of them
by the help of a set of muscles which join them to
the jaw, so that the man or animal he seizes dies
pierced with a hundred wounds almost instantly.
Then its terrible eyes are so arranged in its head by
nature that it can turn them so as to see behind as
well as in front; moreover, formidable as it is in
appearance, it is no less so in courage and activity, for
no other fish can swim so fast, or is so fearless in
attacking. Now, as it is evident that, possessing such
terrible powers of destruction, the shark tribe might
soon have cleared the ocean of other fish, nature has
shown her wisdom by at the same time having so
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formed the shark’s mouth—that is, made the upper
jaw project so far beyond the lower—that the fish is
obliged to turn on one side to seize its prey; an
operation which takes so long to perform that it
affords an opportunity for the escape of its intended
victims.

Now, as this adventure with the shark had delayed
us for at least half an hour, when we reached the
shore we found the Dissuava’s messenger, who had
quitted the ship simultaneously with us, so urgent in
his request that we should proceed to meet his master,
that poor Fosforus was compelled to make a very
hasty sale of the shark’s carcass—to take, indeed, the
first offer, namely, a small box of betel-nut and a long
hunting-knife. ~ The latter we found truly useful
hereafter ; but the first was to me, at least for some
time, a source of much annoyance, for the nasty
fellow’s mouth was for ever running over with a bright
red saliva, caused by chewing the preparation of betel.
But, mind you, in this he was no worse than the rest
of the natives, who, from king to peasant, are for ever
munching this nut; but of this practice and its uses
more anon.

The boat had touched the ground. I was about
stepping out when Bob, catching hold of my arm,
said,—

¢ Steady, steady, Master Tom ; don’t let us make
ourselves bait for land-sharks. To my thinking, it ain’t
all fair and above-board.’

¢ Nonsense, Bob,’” said I impatiently. .

‘Well, well, Master Tom, you’re skipper here: but,
if all’s fair and straightfor’ard, where’s the General, if
so be he ain’t one of these niggers?’ replied Bob ;
and I saw at once that he was alarmed that, instead
of the Dissuava being there in person, there was only
the officer who had boarded us, and some thirty black-




Courage and Caution. 47

skinned, more-than-half-naked natives, armed with
bows, arrows, and long knives.

‘Right, Bob, right, said I, retreating backwards
into the boat; adding to Fosforus, ‘Put the
question, boy—ask this chief where he intends taking
us.’

¢ Ay, ay ; let’s find out where this General lies at
anchor,’ said Bob; and, leaping from the boat, the
boy made a low obeisance to the chief, put the
question, and having returned, said, as he pointed to a
magnificent wood of cocoa-nut trees,—

¢Sar Excellency, Dissuava at village half a gow
through cocoa-nut trees.’

‘Half a cow ! that’s a queer measure,’ said Bob, who
mistook the sound of the g for c.

¢ How far is that?’ said I ; and Fosforus, pondering
for a minute to think how he should make me
comprehend him, held before me six of his fingers,
saying,—

¢Sar Excellency, Dissuava not many what you
call dog’s talk—bow-wow-bow—dat is, ’bout as far as
can hear’

‘Bah! what’s the fellow mean?’ said Bob. *Just
now it was half a cow, now it’s six bow-wow. Don’t
go, Master Tom, don’t go; he may mean a hundred
knots.’

‘Sar, no; not one knot, said the boy, who
understood that sea phrase; and then I com-
prehended the distance. It was some time, however,
before I learned that a Singhalese gow means about
three miles, and that the natives calculate distances
by the sound of the voice. For instance, if they
mean to express a distance of a quarter of a mile,
they call it a dog’s cry; by which is signified the
gistance they believe the cry of that animal can be

eard.
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‘Don’t half like it, Master Tom. If the nigger
General has a letter for the Cap’n, can’t see no
how why he shouldn’t have been here hisself,’ said
Bob.

‘Nonsense, Bob! the General cannot intend harm
to you or me—it could answer no purpose : so forward
at once, or the fellows will think we are afraid of them,’
said I, stepping ashore, to put a stop to further argu-
ment.

¢Ay, ay, sir, replied Bob, obeying orders; and
the next minute we were by the side of the officer,
who, by motion, signified to us that a couple of horses
which stood near were for our use. Before mounting,
however, I stepped back near enough to get within
hearing of the crew, and told them to await our return,
just keeping far enough out from the shore to prevent
a treacherous surprise, yet near enough in-shore to
come to our aid, should we find it necessary and
possible to beat a retreat.

Having given this order, Bob and I mounted the
horses, which were bridled with ropes, and, getting as
near as possible to the officer of the party, the only
other person mounted, I bade Fosforus jump up
behind Bob; and so, at the head of a long line in
single file, we proceeded on our embassy.

Then, leaving this small collection of huts, which I
have dignified by the name of village, we proceeded
on our march through a vast plantation of cocoa-nut
trees. The path was new, having but recently been
hewn through the branches and dense underwood ;
therefore not penetrated without great difficulty, no
little toil, and some danger: for every now and then
we disturbed a family of monkeys, who, in return,
pelted us with cocoa-nuts; or fell in with the lair of
a leopard or bear, who in alarm would scamper across
our path. At length, after about two hours’ sheer
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pushing, we came upon an open plain covered with
tall lemon groves, to the great disgust of a herd of
wild elephants, who, alarmed, scampered off at a pace
which I thought could alone have been achieved by
much more slender animals. It was a comfort to find
the plain; but imagine our surprise, in passing
through the opening which led to it, to see that at
least one half of the men, who at starting had
been behind, were now spread before us in crescent
form.

‘Treachery, Bob, treachery. These fellows must
have gradually fallen off to the right and left; and
so, by other and shorter paths than the one we have
just quitted, met and formed here to surround us,
said 1.

‘Can’t be no manner of doubt about it. It’s
what I expected, d’ye see, replied Bob, with pro-
voking coolness, but with a gusto that plainly
showed his predictions of mischief were likely to be
verified.

‘ Comes ob neber minding omen, said Fosforus.

¢ Silence, you black dog!’ I cried in a rage.

‘Sar Excellency, Fosforus white man, ’ropean,’
replied the boy indignantly, opening his mouth and
showing a set of teeth encrimsoned with the juice of
the betel. A

‘The boy’s right, Master Tom. Never knew no
good, d’ye see, of sailing on a Friday.’

‘Silence, Bob !’ I said angrily ; adding to Fosforus,
¢Ask the chief if we are near the place of our
destination; and tell him we won’t advance a step
farther.

“To my thinking, Master Tom, it would be a foolish
fish that'd wait till he got into the net afore he’d say
he wouldn’t be caught,’ said Bob.

“Tut, tut, Bob! let us hear what the chief says, I
D
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answered, too angry with myself to notice Bob’s
impertinence, for such I then considered it.

‘Sar Excellency say, no fear; he is your friend.
The great General is only one gow farther.

‘Three miles; probably more. Why, we shall not
get back to the ship to-night,” I muttered angrily.

‘No, sar ; not back to-night,’ said Fosforus.

‘What do you mean, you rascal? Are you laugh-
ing at me? Did you tell the chief we would go no
farther?’ said I

‘Sar, no; ’cos it no good. Excellency mean to
take you to General, and it's no good say no; ’cos
why ? 'cos he got 'um in net, and he hold strings
tight.’

K Very sensible that for a black fellow, Master Tom.
And so we had better make the best we can of our
position; for, d’ye see, I have always remarked
through life that the best way to meet a difficulty is
to drive your bow into it ‘'midships ; when ten to one
ymtl) cut it in two and run atwixt the pieces, said
Bob.

‘Sar Bosen is wise man. Speak.good; for what
use elephant kick when all him legs in hunter’s rope?’
said Fosforus, who on board the ship had frequently
appended what he assumed to be Bob’s rank to his
title of courtesy.

Although sorely vexed, having no alternative, I
resolved to make the best of my error in having
placed myself so entirely in the power of a Singhalese
chief ; and so, without another word, I submitted to
be conducted across this plain, through jungle, then
through the forest again, until we came to a park-like
space of at least five hundred acres in extent. These
openings, which occur chiefly in the lowlands, or
forests upon the sea-coasts, in addition to the relief
they afford from the dense woods and jungle, have
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an especial beauty in themselves: for it is in such vast
meadows, belted as they are by trees and dotted here
and there with a single tamarind or banyan of
magnificent size, and, to Europeans, most rare foliage.
that herds of wild deer, buffaloes, and elephants scek
sportive relief from the monotony of the forest; which,
by the way, these wild animals seldom quit before
nightfall.

It was in the midst of one of these Zafevas—as
the natives term these openings —that we found
the Dissuava and his party encamped beneath tents
formed of the leaves of the talipat palm-tree. That
it was the encampment of the great man we were
soon assured ; for, when within a few hundred yards
of the tents, the chief of our party drew his men in a
circle around us, and proceeded at once to report our
arrival. During the officer’s absence I had the first
opportunity of examining that extraordinary member
of the vegetable world, the talipat-tree, one of which
stood near at hand. It is a straight trce, and grows
from eighty to one hundred feet in height, with a
huge tuft of leaves at the top, each of gigantic
size. As this tree, however, is not only singular
in appearance, but to the natives one of the most
valuable in the island, it is deserving of an especial
description.

The wood is seldom used except for rafters of
buildings. Near the root it is black, very hard, and
veined with yellow ; but the inside is nothing more
than pith, for the sake of which the natives sometimes
cut it down for food, rendering it catable by beating
it in a mortar till it becomes like flour, when they mix
it with water for dough, and bake it. Singularly, this
tree bears no fruit until the last year of its life.
When the flower—which is encased in a sheath like
that of the cocoa-nut—is ripe, the sheath bursts with
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a loud noise, and emits a smell so disagreeable that
the people sometimes cut it down, not being able
to live near it. The fruit is round, and about the
size of an apple. It contains two nuts. I have said
that the tents of the Dissuava were made of the leaves
of this tree. Indeed, the latter are a wonderful
curiosity of natural history ; they hang down from the
top, and are nearly circular, and so large that a single
one is sufficient to cover fifteen or twenty men. The
size, form, strength, and elasticity of these leaves
render them of the greatest service to the natives,
who, as they will fold up in plaits like a fan, use them
as umbrellas against the sun. Indeed, any person of
any consequence has a talipat-bearer to keep off the
rain or sun. People upon long journeys carry with
them large quantities of these leaves already prepared
and cut into the requisite shape; so that the labour
of erecting a tent is but small, and very quickly
effected. Then, in addition to its uses as a covering
for houses, carts, and palankeens, it is used for the
manufacture of a paper, which, as well as for ordinary
purposes, is used for books; when, however, required
for the latter, which are called o/as, the leaves are
taken when young, cut into strips, and boiled in water ;
first dried in the shade and then in the sun; after
which they are made into rolls, and stored for sale
or use.

We had not long to wait ; for, a few minutes after
our conductor had entered the tent, the Dissuava,
accompanied by six attendants, one of whom walked
behind holding a large talipat umbrella over his head,
walked forward to meet us. He was a short, slim
man, with a very disagreeable, forbidding - looking
countenance, grey hair parted in the middle, and at
the back, towards the neck, rolled up in a coil called
a kondé ; a white calico hat, shaped like a saucer; a
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long grizzly grey beard, which fell upon a vest of trans-
parent cloth partly hidden by a jacket embroidered
with gold. Then his legs, in addition to the long white
cloth, or comboy, as it is called, which is fastened round
the waist, were encased in loose white cloth trousers;
but the little man, as if ashamed of his natural spare-
ness, or what the Chinese call ‘short measure,” had
several folds of cloth around his legs, and so much
more around his stomach he could scarcely waddle;
and his attempts to support a dignified carriage under
such disadvantageous circumstances were so ridiculous
that I could scarcely refrain from laughing outright.
Our interview with this personage was short; and his
disappointment at finding only a boy and a common
sailor instead of the commander of the ship was
plainly visible; indeed, so much so, that he found a
difficulty in suppressing his indignation. However,
having by way of form first asked who we were,
and what we wanted in Ceylon, he condescended
to inform us that the king, his master, having
heard of our arrival and wishes, desired that we
should remain and trade as long as we chose; but at
the same time he gave us to understand that he could
place his Majesty’s letter in no other hands but the
captain’s, and therefore urged that one of us should
immediately return to the ship and desire my father
to come to him.

¢Tell him,’ said Bob to Fosforus, ‘that that’s agin
the ship’s articles ; and it ain’t to be expected, nohow,
that the Cap’n ’ll come all this distance.’

¢Silence, Bob!’ said I; adding to the boy, ‘Tell
his Excellency, also, that, if he will proceed to the
sea-side, the Captain will come ashore, pay his respects,
and receive the letter.

¢And if the old gentleman won’t do that, he may as
well keep his letters to make curl-papers for that hair
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of his, which, to my thinking, ought to be his wife’s,’
added Bob.

When Fosforus had translated my words to the
General, the great man seemed mwuch vexed; but,
having pondered for a minute, and talked aside with
the chief who had conducted us to him, he told the
boy to tell us that he was sorry the Captain could not
come to him, but, as it was so, it could not be helped,
and therefore the next day he would do as we wished,
namely, go down to the sea-shore ; but that he prayed
we would accept his hospitality and one of the tents
for the night, and return with him the next day. To
which I should have given an instantaneous refusal, had
not Fosforus intimated that, although couched in
courteous terms, the General’s invitation was a com-
mand which it would be worse than useless to dispute ;
so, with no little chagrin, I permitted myself to be
led to a tent, where, in company with Bob, I passed
the night. As for Fosforus, he was berthed among
the native soldiers and attendants.

The last words Bob said, before going to sleep,
were,—

‘That black skipper means mischief—there can’t be
no manner of doubt of it; but it all comes of sailing
on a Friday!’




CHAPTER III

I AM SURPRISED AT THE CONTENTS OF A CASK,
AND MY FATHER IS KIDNAPPED.

: OB’S surmises were correct ; for, under pre-
= tence that the General was much engaged,
and that we could not be permitted to
depart till we had had another audience,
we were detained until late in the afternoon of the
next day. Then we were conducted to the great
man’s tent, when, lo and behold! there before us stood
my father and six of the ship’s crew, unarmed, and
surrounded by a multitude of natives armed to the
teeth.

‘Thou rascal !’ T exclaimed.

‘You black land-shark!’ cried Bob; at the same
time shaking our fists in the face of the General; but
it was a foolish proceeding, for the next minute we
were both pinioned.

‘It is no use repining—we are in the hands of
Providence ; but thank Heaven thou art safe, my son,
for I feared they had killed you’

¢Excellency no mean kill; say he mean good to
Sar Captain,’ said Fosforus, who was standing by the
side of the Dissuava, ready to interpret his wishes or
commands.

" G

55
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¢Ask him wherefore he has caused this violence
towards me, and why he has thus made us prisoners,’
said my father; who then told me that, finding I did
not return, he and his men had come ashore early in
the morning, and, proceeding a short distance into the
woods, they found themselves suddenly surrounded
by the natives, who then secured their arms and legs
with ropes of cocoa-nut fibre, and brought them upon
their backs to the Dissuava.

Fosforus, having interpreted the Captain’s question,
said,—

¢Excellency say, Sar Captain no prisoner, but good
friend of Excellency’s.’

‘Then tell him to give me the king’s letter, said
my father. And this being interpreted, the reply
was,—

‘Excellency good friends of English; has got in
village the letter from king of Kandy, and presents
to send to king of England ; but Captain must come
and be his friend, and live with Excellency till
presents are got ready.’

And this was all the satisfaction my father could
get; for the General then, saluting him, left the tent,
taking care, however, to leave it so guarded and
hemmed in by his soldiers that we could not escape.
An hour after, the tents were struck, and we were
conducted about five miles to a native village, consist-
ing of some thirty or forty huts. To one of these, the
largest, we were taken; and the reception we met
with, by the beating of tomtoms, the bowings and
bendings of the native head people of the place,—the
doctor, the schoolmaster, the barber, and the washer-
man,—as well as the fact that the hut appropriated to
our use was hung with white cloth (a mark of honour
to visitors), made us believe that the Dissuava really
intended treating us as friends, although his mode of
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proceeding had hitherto been, to say the least, very
doubtful.

Upon our arrival at this hut, we found a plentiful
meal of fish and rice prepared for us; after partaking
of which, we received a visit from the Dissuava.
Now, thought I, the letter will be forthcoming; and
again my father, through Fosforus, desired to have
the document given to him. But the Dissuava again
evaded it, saying that it could not be delivered till the
presents were ready, and that would be some days
first. And Fosforus added,—

‘Excellency say, the Captain has big ship at sea,
and that the Dutch people will burn it; so Captain
had better send his son to ship, to tell his next
officer to bring her up the river, out of the way of
Dutch.

‘The rascal '—then he intends treachery, after all,’
said my father; adding, ‘ Tell him, boy, that he is a
rogue, and that, although he kills me, I will not do
this thing.’

‘Sar Cap’n must not tell Excellency this; better
tell him will do it; then little Cap’n (meaning me)
can go to ship and tell officer to take him ship
away.’

The Dissuava was growing impatient for a reply ;
so my father said,—

. “Your advice is good, boy ; so tell the rogue I will

send my son with orders.” And then to me my father
said, ¢ And if the rascal permits you to leave here, let
those orders be that the ship runs back to Madras,
and tell the governor we are prisoners, but that we
may yet be saved, if he at once sends to this king of
Kandy.

The reply having been interpreted to the Dissuava,
he appeared mightily pleased, and left the hut, chuck-
ling with delight that he should soon have the whole
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ship in his power. As for Fosforus, who was evidently
our friend, he said,—

¢ Excellency big rogue, like crane ; hope, like crane,
he too get choked.’

‘Like crane, you rascal! more like a sick monkey,
with a bit of the jackal, the black-looking land-shark !’
said Bob.

‘No, sar; like crane, said the boy.

‘What mean you, boy?’ said my father.

¢Sar Captain neber hear old crane. Well, Fosforus
tell him ;’ and he began:—

¢ Sar, once a crane very hungry, so he look in a pond
at fishes. He frighten fishes, because he tell ’em he
know a great big fish was coming to eat 'em; but if
they would trust him, he would get ’em out of danger.
Well, fishes ask him home : then crane say, There is
another pond not far off, where you had better go;
but fish say, Don’t know how get from one pond to
other; so crane say he be delighted to carry ’'em one
at a time; and stupid fish believe him. So crane
gobble one, gobble two, gobble three, and would
gobble all; till a friend of theirs, a crab, who believe
crane a rogue, ask him to carry him too. Crane
didn’t like, but tinking fish might find him out rogue,
he say yes. - So crab get in his mouth, and choke
rogue crane. So, Sar Excellency is de crane, and he
tink English all foolish fish what he can swallow little
at a time

Well, early the following morning Fosforus con-
ducted us to a native whom, he said, the General
had ordered to lead me through the woods to the
sea-side ; and, further, that his Excellency had given
permission for Bob to accompany me. As for my
father, after he had given me instructions what to
tell the officer in command of the ship, with tears
in his eyes he took leave of me as if we had been
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parting for ever; nay, that he must have believed,
for he said,—

‘Get thee to the governor at Madras, my son, with
all speed, and tell him that, although by my impru-
dence I have probably sacrificed my life and that of
several brave fellows, it is some consolation to me
that I am enabled to save the remainder, with the
ship and cargo; and, moreover, let him know our
plight.

“Surely, my father, shall this message be given ;
but it will be by another mouth than mine; for can
it be possible you, my father, can believe me such
a coward as to remain behind while my parent is in
danger? No, no’

‘ By the piper that played before Moses, if I didn’t
expect this. Hurrah, Master Tom! you're a lad after
my own heart,’ said Bob, taking my hand and giving
it a hearty grasp.

Then my father grew serious indeed, and com-
manded me, as I loved him, to save myself by
remaining on board; and what shall I say? Well,
I fairly mutinied, and at length, by begging and pray-
ing, got him to say that, as my sense of duty would
not permit me to obey him in that instance, he would
forgive me ; and then, when he called me his brave,
noble-hearted boy, and wished me ‘ God speed’ and a
happy deliverance from the hands of our enemies, I
went upon my task with a light heart and bounding
footsteps. As for Bob, he jumped about like a play-
ful kitten, so pleased was he that the ‘black-looking
old land-shark,’ as he called the Dissuava, had per-
mitted him to accompany me.

As we had a horse each, and a guide, who ran
before us, hatchet in hand, to cut, where necessary,
a pathway through the jungle, we were not long in
making the journey to the ship; and much delighted
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were our people, for they had given us up for lost.
But great was their rage upon being told the
manner of my father’s capture; indeed, one and
all, as they stood around, volunteered to attempt his
rescue.

‘Nay, nay, my lads ; the effort would be madness.
My father is too far in the interior, and too well
guarded,’ said I.

¢ Ay, -ay, it would be moonstruck nonsense; you
might as well walk into the belly of a shark to fetch
back a messmate who had just been swallowed.
Moreover, it’s agin orders, as the young skipper here
Il tell ye,’ said Bob.

Then I delivered my father’s orders, insisting they
should be carried out immediately. But how? what
of May? says my reader. Well, I will tell you. I
was both surprised and disappointed at her behaviour;
for she heard the news of my father’s capture, and how
that I and Bob were returning to place ourselves again
in the hands of the enemy, with dry eyes; ay, not a
single tear—no, nought at parting but a warm shake
of the hand. Indeed, so indignant was I, that when
Bob returned from the cabin, to which I had sent him
for a couple of rifles (one double-barrelled), and several
flasks of powder and a small store of shot, I gladly bade
her farewell, and hastened over the side into the boat.
But: seeing Bob loitering behind, I cried up from the
boat,—

¢ Come, look alive, Bob, or I will pull ashore without

ou.’

‘Ay, ay, Master Tom; but just you hold on
there till I fetch a few things as may be useful ;’
and so he disappeared below, and kept me waiting
so long that I grew impatient. At length, how-
ever, he came over the side into the boat; and
having, by the aid of a messmate, helped into the
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stern-sheets a large cask apparently filled with
clothing, such as jackets, Guernsey shirts, and
trousers,—

.‘dV\;hy on earth have you brought those things?’
said L.

‘ Because they are my own, and mayhap will be
useful ; and if they ain't, d’ye see, Master Tom, we may
change them for something that will, for all these
niggers likes barter.’

‘ But why bring that big cask?’

‘D’ye see? The things happened to be in it, and
so, besides, it’ll sell for something better,’ replied Bob;
adding, ¢ But look out for sharks, Master Tom. One
of the relations of t'other animal that jumped into the
boat after the black boy may be cruising about in
these waters.’

And feeling at once the necessity of the caution, I
put no more questions to the old man, who then
pulled might and main at his oar till we reached
the shore, where our guide stood awaiting with the
horses.

‘Now, Bob,” said I, leaping from the boat with a
rifle in each hand, ‘just hand out the ammunition, and
then capsize that precious cask of yours, and we'll lash
the clothes athwart the animals.’

¢ Ay, ay, sir!’ said Bob. ‘Here’s the ammunition ;
but flog me if I land these clothes without the cask,
seeing as how this cask is useful ; so just lend us a
hand, mates.’

And taking no further notice of my order, Bob, by
the help of one of his shipmates, brought the cask
ashore.

¢ Zounds, Bob, this is rank mutiny !’ said I, sadly
vexed ; for if, as I thought, he intended to remain until
he could barter away the cask with the natives, it might
delay us some hours; for, with the exception of our



62 Lost in Ceylon.

guide, there were no natives nearer than a village
about a mile along shore.

¢ Ax your pardon, Master Tom ; but, d’ye see, when
you comes to know the value of this cask, you'll forgive
me,’ said Bob. Then turning to the people in the
boat, he said,—

‘Three cheers and a quick deliverance for the
Captain !’ and so hearty were the cheers that I forgot
the cask, and having bid the men farewell, they pulled
off from the shore. But then, again, thinking of this
troublesome cask, I said,—

‘Come, Bob, capsize this cask, and let’s lash the
things to the horses.’

¢Ay, ay, sir; just you look after the horses, and
I'll ’tend to the cask.’

And as I saw the obstinate old fellow was bent upon
having his own way, I complied. Well, I had lashed
some things I had brought with me from the ship—
that is, the two rifles, the shot and powder, and the
books—to the animals ; indeed, was busily engaged,
when Bob, taking two large pea-jackets and a blanket,
brought them to his horse, and, by means of some cord
he had with them, lashed the things across the animal’s
back, but after such a fashion that they formed a soft
saddle.

¢ Why, Bob, you'll never be able to straddle that,
said I, laughing.

‘D’ye see it’s a kind of quarter-deck I'm rigging out,
Master Tom. Hilloah!’ he added, looking out to sea ;
‘the people are alongside the ship!’

Now, the native guide, who could neither speak nor
comprehend a single word of our language, had been
standing holding the rope bridles of the horses in his
hand, and staring out to sea; but, as Bob spoke, he
fixed his eyes upon the cask, then suddenly he fell
upon all fours, with his face to the ground, muttering
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what I took to be some short prayer. And well he

~ might ; for, as Bob spoke, some clothes jumped out of

the cask of their own accord, and after them the figure

ﬁf a boy with a loose pea-jacket and a large slouched
at.,

¢ What means this?’ said I.

‘Why, d’ye see, it is the officer as is going to walk
this quarter-deck,’ said Bob.

‘It means, dear Tom, that I won’t be left behind
while my father and brother are in danger,’ said the
sailor boy ; who, having extricated himself from the
cask, now held both my hands, adding, ‘ You'll forgive
me now ; won’t you, Tom?’

¢Shall I capsize the cask now, Master Tom ?’ said
Bob maliciously.

‘May, dear May, this is imprudent ; this must not
be. It will endanger thy life ; it will anger my father.
Should anything happen to you, it will make me
miserable for life. May, you must return to the
ship.’

‘Tom, dear Tom, it is useless to ask me, for I wi/
not, she replied firmly.

“Shall we put her in the cask again, and set it
afloat ; because, d'ye see, we can’t send her no other
way ?’ said Bob.

‘Silence, Bob! You should at least have known
better than to have suffered this,’ said 1.

‘Lord bless you, Master Tom! I only did it
because I couldn’t help it; for, d’ye see, when we
were aboard, and while you wor a-talking to the
hands, Miss May called me to her cabin and begged
that I would smuggle her into the boat, saying she
knew you would not, and that the chief mate he
wouldn’t ; and if so be 7/ didn't help her, she would
swim ashore!’

*May, dear May, said I, taking her hand in mine
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‘you are a brave, noble girl. Still, this must not be.
You must return to the ship.’

‘What Bob has told you is true. Had he not
helped me, I would have jumped overboard, and at all
risks have swum ashore; therefore, think you I will
return now? No, indeed, not I. So, Master Tom,
just make up your mind to have me for a comrade ;
and, mind, I shall not make such a bad one: for, if
you are a sailor, and a sailor’s son, I am as great a
sailor, and also a sailor’s daughter,” she replied.

¢ Hurrah, Master Tom! What a skipper Miss May
would have made, had she only been a man, said
Bob; adding, ‘Now, look you, we can’t help what'’s
done, so we had better make up our minds to sail
together. And, my life on’t, she shan’t come to a
ha’porth of harm while old Bob keeps upon this
world’s books, or, at least, while he can show a clean
bill of health.’

‘Well, well, said I, ‘I would rather it had been
otherwise; but what must be, must be. So let us
mount and away, or we shall never reach the village
by nightfall’

And, so saying, I helped May to her saddle; and
mounting the other horse, with Bob behind, we
followed the guidc’s lead through the dense belt of
cocoa trees which line the plains near the sea : indeed,
it is only near the sea, great towns, or villages that
this tree will grow; and the natives superstitiously
believe it will not thrive out of the sound of the
human voice. A superstition, however, that in all
probability grew out of their affection and pride for
this member of the vegetable world ; a pride, by the
way, not only excusable, but commendable, for it is
as dear to them as the Nile to the Egyptians, or the
bamboo to the Chinese ; and that it is thus valuable
you will easily believe, when I tell you that the trunk



The Uses of the Cocoa- Tree. 65

of this tree—which most boys only know from its
agreeable fruit—supplies the natives with timber for
building, making furniture, ships, farming implements,
fences, and firewood ; the leaves with thatch, matting,
fodder - baskets, and minor utensils; its web for
strainers and flambeaux ; its blossoms for pickles and
preserves ; its fruit-sap for spirits, sugar, and vinegar ;
its nut and its juices for food and for drinking, for
oil, curries, cakes, and cosmetics ; its shell for cups,
lamps, spoons, bottles, and tooth-powder ; its fibre for
beds, cushions, carpets, brushes, nets, ropes, cordage,
and cables; ‘and, says Sir J. E. Tennent, who has
published the most elaborate history and description
of this interesting island, ‘it acts as a conductor in
protecting houses from lightning. All that has ever
been told of the bread-fruit, or any other plant con-
tributing to the welfare of man,’ adds Sir James, ‘is as
nothing compared with the blessings conferred on
Ceylon by this inestimable plant. The Singhalese,
in the warmth of their affection for their favourite
tree, avow their belief that it pines when beyond the
reach of the human voice ; and recount with anima-
tion the hundred uses for which its products are
available. Houses are timbered with its wood and
roofed with its plaited fronds, which, under the name
of cajans, are likewise employed for partitions and
fences. The fruit, in all its varieties of form and
colour, is ripened around the natives’ dwellings; and
the women may be seen at their doors, rasping its
white flesh to powder, in order to extract from it the
milky emulsion which constitutes the essential excel-
lence of a Singhalese curry. In pits by the roadside
the husks of the nut are steeped, to convert the fibre
into coir (cords made from cocoa-nut), by decompos-
ing the interstitial pith ; its flesh is dried in the sun
prepatory to expressing the oil; vessels are attached
E



66 Lost in Ceylon.

to collect the juice of the unexpanded flowers, to be
converted into sugar ; and from early morn the toddy-
drawers are to be seen ascending the trees in quest of
the sap drawn from the spathes of the unopened
flowers, to be distilled into arrack, the only pernicious
purpose to which the gifts of this bounteous tree are
perverted’ Indeed, so precious an inheritance does
the Singhalese deem his ancestral garden of cocoa-
nuts, that when, in the year 1797, an attempt was
made to impose a tax upon them, the population
arose almost ez masse in rebellion.

Now, although mounted, we made less progress
than if we had been a-foot; for so dense were the
trces that we often had to halt while the native guide
cut a pathway for the horses; and by these frequent
delays the shades of evening surprised us before we
had made any great headway ; and, as the day grew
towards its close, we began to look out for wild
animals. Then, again, we were terribly annoyed by
the great multitude of bats which, commencing their
nocturnal gambols in search of food, filled the air
with their din, and compelled us to keep bobbing our
heads in every direction; but, with all our efforts,
every now and then one or the other would receive a
blow from their wings.

‘Look ahead, Master Tom, for, if that big beast
be a bat, I'm a Dutchman,’ cried Bob, as a roussette,
or flying fox, which must have measured at least five
feet from wing to wing, launched itself through the
air from the branch of a tree, and struck my horse’s
head so violently that the animal reared upon its
hind legs.

‘Keep a better look-out, Bob, for the future—this
time you were too late, said I; adding, ‘But let us
stop here and load the guns.’

Ay, ay, sir; for I take it there are worse things
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at night in these latitudes than even such flying
varmint,’ replied Bob ; so we dismounted beneath the
branches of a magnificent satin-wood tree.

‘Now, Master Tom, for the rest of the voyage I’ll
just ease these here two legs of mine, and this nigger
may get aboard the animal, for, d’ye see, he must
want to bring his legs to an anchor,’ said Bob, as he
dismounted.

‘Ay, ay, Bob; we will both tramp the rest, and
let the man have the horse all to himself;’ I replied,
beckoning to the guide to mount. The man complied
with a grin, and we set to work to unfasten the guns,
which were secured to the sides of May’s saddle; but,
as we were loading the weapons, a sound rang through
my ears so strange, wild, and terrible, that I can
compare it only to the shrieks for assistance of a half-
strangled man.

‘Halloo! that’s onnatural-like,’ said Bob, grasping
the barrel of the rifle, and poising the weapon, so
that he could bring, if necessary, the stock to bear
upon the head of a sudden assailant. What I said I
know not ; but, as May shrieked, I clutched her arm,
saying,—

‘ May, fear not, dear May ;’ but, shaking my hand
off, she replied,—

¢ Pooh, pooh, nonsense, Tom! I am not frightened,
only a little startled ; but look to the guide—see, he
is running away !’

Which was the most frightened of the two, man or
horse, it was difficult to judge; for at the strange
sound the animal lifted its ears, snorted, and started
forward at a terrified gallop, while the man crouched
down upon its back, with his arms around the neck,
and in a minute they were out of sight. Immediately
afterwards there was a movement, a rustling of the
underwood.
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‘Halloo! keep your weather-eye open, Master Tom ;
the enemy is within gunshot,’ said Bob, who, not
having had time to load his rifle, held it, as I have
said, by the barrel, and so poised that the stock might
give something worse than a headache to the animal,
man, or whatever it might be.

¢ All right, Bob,’ said I, jumping in front of May’s
horse, and levelling my piece.

‘For Heaven’s sake, Tom, don’t fire!—it’s a man,’
cried May, who, being mounted, was the first to sight
the cause of our alarm.

‘Crocodiles and caterpillars! to think we should
a-cleared the decks only to fight this young nigger,’
said Bob, as Fosforus thrust his head and shoulders
forth from the underwood.

¢Hush, hush, Sar Bosen! Fos got news not
good for Excellency,’ said he, looking cautiously
around.

‘What mean you, boy? Has aught happened to
my father, the Captain?’

“Hist! Fos tell, replied he ; adding, ‘ When young
Excellency go to big ship, the Captain very foolish :
he tell Excellency the Dissuava what message he
had sent; then Dissuava find he cannot get all the
sailors into his hands, like crane did fishes ; so he get
angry, break up his camp, and go, Captain and all, to
Kandy.’ :

‘To Kandy !’ I repeated in stupefied surprise.

“’Cos Kandy right in middle of the island, that’s
where take Sar Captain ; but young Excellency need
not fear—will do him no harm—only keep him.
King keeps all white people he can catch, replied the
boy ; adding, ‘ But when Excellency Dissuava go, he
leave many soldiers behind at village; so, when
young Excellency and Sar Bosen come back, they
catch ’em, and take ’em to Kandy ; so Fos know this,
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and he come away from village, and hide under here;
and when he see the guide coming, he frighten him
and his horse away by making a noise just like
devil-bird.’

This devil-bird, which the boy had so cleverly
imitated, is a large brown owl, common in the forests
of Ceylon, and is so named because of its screech;
which the superstitious natives never hear without a
sensation of horror, for they regard it as the harbinger
of certain terrible calamities.

‘It wor you, wor it, that made that queer noise?’
said Bob, with an incredulous stare; ‘then, hark ye,
youngster, it's my belief you must be near akin to the
gentleman you have named.’

¢ Sar Bosen, Fos know what 'um knows—'um know
‘'um frighten guide; so he go one way, while young
Excellency go another, and not get 'umself into net,
and be caught like a fish,” was the reply.

¢ Harkee, boy : this looks all fair, and as if you had
done us a good turn; but if so be as you means all
square and above-board, just you show us how we
may get back to the sca without falling in with any
of these black land-sharks,’ said Bob.

‘For shame, Bob, to talk of returning to the sea,
and deserting our good father!’ said May, as it were
almost taking the words out of my mouth.

¢Ask your pardon, Miss May ; but old Bob ain’t
the man to forget his duty. I only mean that we had
better clear out of this into some harbour, so that,
should the nigger return, he will think we have pro-
ceeded onwards to the village without him.’

‘Right, Bob, right. We will clear out of this,
But,’ said I to the boy, ‘can you show us a hiding-
place?’” .

‘Sar Excellency, Fos knows all ’bout forest here,
So, if follow 'um, will show place where can hide.’
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The boy led ; and for more than half an hour we
followed, beating our way as best we could through a
small pathway made in the jungle by a bear or a
leopard, till we came to an opening of about one
hundred feet in diameter. This opening was formed
by a circle of trees—the ebony, the tamarind, and the
satin-wood ; but in the middle was a hillock, upon
which stood the most marvellously-shaped member of
the vegetable world I had then seen. It was a
banyan tree, evidently of great age; for the main
trunk was hollow, and large enough to hold at least
threc men. I say the main trunk ; for from the top,
or crest, from among the foliage, the branches had
grown downwards ; and in long, slender, but tough
poles had taken root in the ground, giving the
appearance of a large canopy supported by about fifty
pillars, all placed at regular intervals,

‘It is a marvellous tree, said I, looking with
astonishment upon its strange formation.

‘Ay, ay; and will afford us a place to hang our
hammocks,’ said Bob. ‘But still, d’ye see, this tree
is a kind of vegetable shark, or at least bear, amongst
other trees ; for it never grows but by strangling some
other tree, and this is how it is:—D’ye see, a bird,
perhaps, carries some of the seed of one of these
banyans into the leaves of a palm tree. There it
takes root, branching out as it descends; in fact,
growing downwards and around the trunk of the
palm till it reaches the ground, when it takes root
like a stem. But, you see, it isn’t like other stems ;
for it throws out no buds, leaves, nor flowers. No;
the real stem, with its branches, its foliage, and
fruit—very queerly, as you see—springs upwards
from the top of the tree wherever the root grows
down, and so, in time, forms these pillars. But the
process entirely strangles, or hugs to death, the tree
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around which this banyan originally entwined itself,
as this is.’

So saying, Bob pointed to what had been the
trunk of the original palm, but which now formed
only a hollow cylinder interlaced with branches and
roots of the fig.

‘Very wonderful ; and, as we must pass the night
in this forest, we could not have found a better fortress
against the beasts; for the hollow of the tree will do
for May’s state-cabin; while you and I, Bob, having
first lighted a circle of fire around these stems, will
bivouac in the middle.’

‘Ay, ay. Well thought of, Master Tom, said
Bob. Then, addressing Fosforus, he added, ‘Now,
;_nalte, just put us in the way of getting some
uel’

“’Es, Sar Bosen. But s'pose all help, or we neber
get 'nuff’

‘The boy is right. You and I must help, Bob,
or we shall never get sufficient fuel. But you,
May '—

‘Will take care of myself, brother,’ replied she;
and, before I could say another word, she had dis-
mounted, and was fastening her bridle-rein to the
branch of a tree.

‘Nay, May !"—

‘Tut, tut, brother! Say no more ; for, once for all,
it is my intention to share in all the labours for our
common good.’

Then, as opposition was useless, I accepted May’s
aid, and we at once began cutting and pulling the
driest underwood to be found; and so earnestly did
we work that before night quite closed in we had
collected so much fuel that we were enabled to sur-
round our leafy tent with a ring fence of fire, which
we regulated and caused to burn slowly by the addi-
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tion of damp grass, small heaps of which we placed
within the circle, ready for use.

Then, taking the clothing which had formed May’s
saddle, and having placed it within the hollow of the
tree, so as to form a sleeping mat or bed, we sat
down within the circle to a supper of sliced cocoa-
nuts and milk. During this rough but welcome meal
we consulted as to our plans for the future. There
were but two courses open. One was, to endeavour
to make our way through the woods to the nearest
Dutch settlement, and throw ourselves upon the
mercy of the Hollanders, who might also be induced
to intercede with the king of Kandy for my father’s
release. The other, to proceed at once to the
presence of the king himself. To the first proposi-
tion Fosforus at once put a stop by telling us that
not only were the Dutch at that time at open war with
the king, but that several of their officers and men
were then, like my father, prisoners in the capital.
The course, then, that we resolved upon was to beard
the lion in his den ; or, in other words, make our way
to Kandy. ’

The conference being over, we retired to rest after
the following fashion: May within the tree, which I
slightly barricaded with twigs; myself, with my rifle
by my side, before the entrance to the tree ; and Bob
and Fosforus, who arranged by turns to keep watch
and the fire alive, as nearly as possible in the middle
of the circle.

Then, fatigued, I lay down ; but ‘ Nature’s sweet
restorer, balmy sleep,” was long delayed by the
screeching of the owl or devil-bird, the humming of
numerous insects, the roaring of prowling beasts. At
length, however, it did visit me ; but as, save Provi-
dence and the guardianship of Bob or Fosforus, I felt
conscious of being at the mercy of the first beast
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who might pass in search of its nocturnal meal, my
sleep was fitful ; for every now and then I would
put forth my hand to feel for my rifle, or sit up to
see whether the fire was kept alive, and listen if May
were stirring or making any signs of terror, although,
bless her brave heart! I believe she was as bold as
either of us.




CHAPTER 1IV.

I FIND A BEAR IN DIFFICULTIES, AND FOSFORUS
VERY USEFUL.

Q;of >ERY restless must have been my sleep ; for,
A\ 3\ being awakened about daybreak by a deep
y groan, and putting forth my hand to my
rifle, I found it was not there. Starting
up with alarm, however, I saw that, although I had
moved, the rifle was still where I had laid it, near the
tree ; but with his hind feet upon the weapon stood
a huge bear, busily engaged at a crevice in the
tree, searching for honey, I at first thought. His
amusement, however, I soon found, was much less
satisfactory to himself. The brute had fallen in
with a nest of red ants, which he was busily engaged
in cramming into his mouth with one paw, while
with the other he tried hard to brush away those
insects which adhered to and were stinging and
biting his eyelids and lips.

Terrible as was my situation (for I could neither
advance nor recede, for fear of calling his attention),
the battle was amusing, although the bear seemed
to be getting the worst of the contest ; indeed, the
truth was, he had ‘caught a’ large famlly of ‘tartars.’

After the instincts of his tribe in those parts, the
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bear had been hunting for honey, which is commonly
found in the holes of the trees, where the bees build
their nests; and having, as he believed, discovered
a comb, he had thrust into it his paw, and filled his
mouth, alas ! not with sweet, but bitter insects, who,
in their great rage at the treatment, commenced such
a furious attack upon their new lodgment that the
disappointed beast became maddened with rage ; yet,
as if senseless of the real cause, he still continued to
thrust pawful after pawful of the supposed honey into
his mouth.

My fears, however, for the safety of May were
greater than my satisfaction at the unexpected
punishment of the angry thief: but what could I
do? to withdraw would bring the brute upon me.
A moment’s thought, a desperate resolution followed,
and, lifting myself gently upwards, I made one spring
at my rifle; my foot slipped, and I fell at the fect
of the brute, who, instantly turning from his attack
upon the ants’ nest, had his huge paw upon my
breast. The thought flashed through my mind, was
such to be the end of my efforts to save my father?
No ; for, almost simultaneously with the paw touch-
ing my breast, a ball passed through the animal’s
brain. It was a scene for an artist. Picture it to
yourself : day just dawning, the bear upon his side
at his last gasp, with its glassy eye in omnipotent
rage fixed upon me, who, although upon my feet,
so tottered with fear that a feather almost would
have capsized me. May, with the paleness of death
upon every feature, just stepping forth from the tree,
where for some time she must have been watching
the beast’s movements in terrible suspense. Fosforus,
running towards me, followed by Bob, who, as he ran,
shook his fist, exclaiming, ‘ By my grandmother’s toe,
and a little gouty it was, but I would have had you



76 Lost tn Ceylon.

up at the yardarm, you little baboon, if that ball
hadn’t found its billet.’

‘Thank Heaven! God bless you, boy !’ said May,
wiping the sweat of terror from her brow. ‘But you
are hurt, dear Tom?’ :

‘Nay, May, not so, but a little frightened ;’ which
was natural, seeing it was my first fight with a bear,
and might have been my last.

‘Every man’s frightened when he first goes into
action ; but, d’ye see, danger’s a thing you gets used
to, as eels do to being skinned,” said Bob; adding,
‘Howsomdever, although I forgives the young varmint
for taking such a responsibility upon him (which is
agin all orders) as to save your life, Master Tom,
that trigger ought to have been pulled by old
Bob’

¢ Tut, tut, old friend, you are jealous! But if you
love me, shake hands with the boy ; for “ Bis dat qu:
cito dat”’

‘Why, what on airth’s that?’ said Bob, scratching
his head; adding, ‘If it isn’t one of them perscriptions
as tells the doctors ashore how to make their

physic.’
* “Prescriptions, Bob? Well, it is a kind of receipt
for the benefit of charity, and means that “he gives
twice who gives in time,”’ said I.

‘Ay, ay, Master Tom, and a very good one: for,
d’ye see, if you can do a messmate a good turn, doing
it in time is a kind of physic that’ll save a sight of
doctor’s ‘stuff; so give us your hand, boy” And, so
saying, Bob shook the hand of Fosforus till he made
wry faces at the pain.

‘Sar Bosen couldn’t watch and sleep same time,
said the boy.

‘That’s it, d’ye see, Master Tom; it was this
fellow’s watch, and so he came in for the luck.
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Howsomdever, it's no good talking, so let’s pipe
to breakfast.’

‘A meal would be a godsend, Bob ; but where is
it to come from?’ said I.

‘Sar Excellency, many meal up there’ said
Fosforus, pointing to a kittul tree; that is, a tree
nearly as large as the cocoa-nut, from the stalk of
which the natives express a coarse sugar called
Jaggory, and the pith of which, when dried and
granulated, becomes the favourite pudding material,
sago.

‘Monkeys!’ said I, perceiving some twenty or
thirty of the little animals called wanderoos busily
engaged with their morning meal, the seeds of the
tree,

“’Es, sar ; good for eat, said the boy; and before
I could reply he had snatched up my rifle. There
was a chattering and screaming as the little animals
with their young ones in arms, and regardless of
height or width, leaped from branch to branch with
astonishing accuracy of aim, and a mother and her
young one fell dead at the feet of May ; who, shocked
at the sight (for it was a sad one), exclaimed,—

‘You cruel boy, how could you kill the poor
things?’

‘Never mind, Miss May ; it’s only the fortune of
war, replied Bob, laughing.

‘Shame upon you, Bob! for what purpose can
this cruel slaughter answer?’ said I, with indigna-
tion.

‘The young varmint has done only after his
nature ; for, d’ye see, you can’t expect a nigger to
act like a Christian. They eats ’em in these parts,
I suppose’

“’Es, sar, little’n berry good to eat ; like young pig,
if roast him,” said Fosforus, fully convinced that what
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May and I had dcemed a useless slaughter was a
meritorious act.

“Pah ! they are cannibals,’ said I.

‘Let us move from here, and look for cocoa-nuts,
Tom, said May, with disgust at the sight of the
slaughtered animals.

‘Ay, ay, cocoa-nut’s better than monkey; so,
look you, boy, get us some nuts and a little water,
if you can find it,’ said Bob.

“’Es, sar.

“Then why don’t you go?’ said I, seeing he did
not move.

¢’Cos I think, if Excellency don’t like monkey,
he like bear’s paw better than nuts.’

¢That's good, Master Tom ; why, the fellow is fit
to cater for a man-of war,’ said Bob.

“’Es, Sar Bosen, said Fosforus, and, delighted
that he had suggested something that pleased us,
he pulled out his knife, and manfully and skilfully
set to work amputating the paws.

In the meanwhile Bob and I endeavoured to
prepare the fire, in order to make the meal as dainty
as possible, and so we left the ill-fated monkeys
where they had fallen; but, as I afterwards found,
to the great terror of the first Singhalee who passed
that way—for, inasmuch as in England there is a
kind of vulgar proverb that dead donkeys are rare,
the natives of Ceylon believe that the remains of a
monkey are never found in the forests; which
accounts for their proverb that ‘He who has seen
a white crow, the nest of a paddy-bird, a straight
cocoa-nut tree, or a dead monkey, will live for ever.
And in this belief they are not less superstitious
than the people of India, where it is believed that
if a man takes up his residence upon a spot where
a hoonuman monkey has been killed, he will
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certainly soon die; hence, before building a house,
they use every means to discover whether there are
monkeys’ bones in the ground. With regard, how-
ever, to the eating of monkey flesh, I must admit
that, although I for one should not prefer it to beef
or mutton,—for the animal bears too great a
resemblance to man to be an agreeable sight
upon a dinner-table—it is only custom ; for roast
monkey is in many countries a favourite dish, and
I am told is really a delicacy much resembling
sucking-pig, while in China monkey-soup is fre-
quently used by the doctors as a restorative. Thus
you see there is much truth in the vulgar adage,
that ‘What is one man’s meat is another man's
poison.’

Well, we dressed the bear’s paws; and our
breakfast-service, which, by the way, consisted of
cocoa-nut shells for plates and cups, splints of wood
for forks, and our pocket-knives, being ready, we
began our meal; but lo! we were famishing for
water. Fosforus offered to go in scarch of some
stream.

¢ But, d’ye see, you have nothing to bring it in, said
Bob.

¢ Sar Bosen will see,’ said the boy, running off ; and
in about half an hour returned, bringing a quantity of
water in a vessel which he had improvised by shaping
a talipat leaf into the form of a basin.

‘Pah, boy ! you don’t mean us to drink this filthy
stuff; said I, sickening with disgust at seeing the
muddy fluid.

¢ No better can get; but Sar Bosen hold leaf, and
water soon get well’

‘It’s very bad now ; get better out of the cook’s
slush tub,’ said Bob, holding the leaf ; when the boy
purified it by the following process.

¥
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Taking from his pocket two horny seeds, about the
size of coffee-beans, and holding them in the water,’
or rather mud, he rubbed them vigorously together
for some minutes, until the seeds became reduced to
one quarter their original size, when the effect was
apparent ; for the ground seed, now mixing with the
water, seized upon the impure particles and carried
them all to the bottom, forming a thick, glutinous
sediment, leaving the water above comparatively pure,
at all events quite drinkable.

‘Water quite well now; Missee try, said he,
dipping a cocoa-nut shell into the water and handing
it to May.

‘Fosforus, you are a jewel !’ said May, after drinking
the water with great relish.

¢ Ay, ay, boy ; you are too clever for this land of
niggers. Why, do ye see, if you were in Old
England you'd make a fortune,’ said Bob.

‘A fortune! what’s dat, sar? Fosforus not know
how make dat ; he neber eat such ting,’ replied the
boy.

¢ It is not anything to eat, you rascal,’ said Bob.

¢ Den Fosforus no care what it am; for, if not eat,
it am no good.’

¢ But what berries are those ?’ I asked.

¢ Call ’em Goda-Kadru, sar;’ and with that answer
I was compelled to rest satisfied. I should not,
however, have relished the water so much had I
known, as I afterwards learned, that they were the
seed of the deadly poison strychnia. The Strycknos
nux-vomica is very common in the forests of Ceylon,
and grows near the banks of rivers or tanks. Its
fruit is about the size and colour of a small orange ;
within which, in a pulpy substance, is held the nux
vomica, from which the poison strychnia is extracted.
Of this Strychnos nux-vomica Tennent says:—*In this
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genus there are two plants—the seeds of one being
not only harmless but wholesome, and that of the
other the most formidable of known poisons.
Amongst the Malabars there is a belief that the
seeds, if habitually taken, will act as a preventive
of ill effects from the venom of the cobra di capello;
and thus they accustom themselves to eat a singlc
seed per day, in order to acquire the desired protec-
tion from the effects of the serpent’s bite.’

Thus having made a tolerable meal, we began to
think about making the best of our way on the
road to Kandy; but a formidable difficulty stood
before us—which, by the way, was pointed out by
the boy, who, having partaken of a bear’s paw,
said,—

‘Sar Excellency, Sar Bosen, and Missee, s’pose
all stop here while Fosforus goes to village and get
tent and axe: 'cos s’pose got no tent, can’t get away
from sun ; s’pose got no axe, can’t make path.’

‘Very good; but s’pose don’t know how to get 'em,
said Bob, laughing.

¢ S’pose Fosforus tell Massa Bob Bosen.’

¢ Well, let us hear,’ said I.

¢S’pose Sar Excellency and Sar Bosen help pull
bearskin off, den s’pose Excellency got some dollar,
when Fosforus take dollar and skin to village, and get
all ting wantee to go to Kandy.

¢ Good, again ; but will it not bring the people down
upon us?’ said I.

‘No ; ’cos people be pleased to find bear killed and
get dollar, and won’t say not’ing to Fosforus, but gib
what ‘'um want.’

Now, this suggestion was so reasonable, and the
boy had already shown his willingness as well as
capability of serving us, that we at once complied ;
and, setting to work under the direction of Fos, who
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seemed to be a proficient in the hunter’s art, we
speedily divested it of its skin. This done, with the
skin around the horse’s neck, and a couple of dollars
in his hand, he started upon his expedition; and we,
having loaded our two rifles, took up our position
beneath the most shady portion of the tree, and
while awaiting the return of our messenger, we were
sufficiently employed in studying nature as she
exhibits herself during the first few hours of day in
Ceylon.

When I had been so suddenly awakened the dawn
was first breaking : the bats, owls, and other birds of
night were hastening to their haunts, elephants and
elks from the open pastures and pool sides to the
shade of the forest ; but now the sun had burst forth
in all its splendour, melting the dewdrops from the
foliage of the trees, sparkling like hanging clusters
of diamonds. The flowers, trees, and shrubs were
crowded with butterflies ; bees were hastening forth
in all directions. Then, as the morn grew older—
but the scene has been described by the eloquent
writer I have before named, and this is his picture :—

‘The earliest bird upon the wing is the crow,
which leaves his perch almost with the first peep of
dawn, cawing and flapping his wings in the sky. The
paroquets follow in vast companies, chattering and
screaming in exuberant excitement; next the cranes
and waders, which fly inland to the breeding-places
at sunset, rise from the branches on which they had
passed the night, waving their wings to disencumber
them of the dew ; and, stretching their awkward legs
behind, they soar away in the direction of the rivers
and the far sea-shore.

¢ The songster that first pours forth his salutation
to the morning is the dial-bird (Copsyckus saularis),
and the yellow oriole, whose mellow, flute-like voice
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is heard far through the stillness of the dawn. The
jungle-cock, unseen in the dense cover, shouts his
réveille. As light increases, the grass-warbler and
maynach add their notes ; and the bronze-winged
pigeons make the woods murmur with their plaintive
cry, which resembles the distant lowing of cattle.
The swifts and swallows sally forth as soon as there
is sufficient warmth to tempt the minor insects
abroad: the bulbul lights on the forest trees; and
the little gem-like sun-birds (the humming-birds of
the East) quiver on their fulgent wings above the
opening flowers.

¢ At length the fervid morn approaches, the sun
mounts high, and all animated nature begins to yield
to the oppression of his beams. The green-enamelled
dragon-flies still flash above every pool in pursuit of
their tiny prey ; but almost every other winged inscct
instinctively seeks the shade of the foliage. The
hawks and falcons now sweep through the sky, to
mark the smaller birds which may be abroad in search
of seeds and larvae. The squirrels dart from bough
to bough, uttering their shrill, quick cry; and the
cicada, on the stem of the palm-tree, raises the deaf-
ening sound whose tone and volubility have won for
him the expressive title of the “ knife-grinder.” It is
during the first five hours of daylight that nature
seems literally to teem with life and motion, the air
melodious with the voice of birds, the woods resound
with the simmering hum of insects, and the earth
replete with every form of living nature.’

How charming, how delightful, to spend one’s life
in such a place, says the reader. True, it would, if
only there were no pestilential fevers, no land leeches,
which, despite all effort, cling to your legs, and bleed
you nigh to the weakness of death; no mosquitoes,
which are an ever-present plague ; no snakes, the bites



86 Lost in Ceylon.

from which are death ; no savage leopards, bears, wild
pigs, maniac elephants, which render the traveller’s
life worth a small purchase; or, if such a climate
would permit any race to live without deteriorating
into listless savages, whose greatest pleasures are acts
of cruelty and the love of jewels. No, such climates
have ever enervated and effeminatized humanity. For
it would seem impossible for man to be energetic and
industrious where nature is so bountiful; and no
country in the world gives greater proof of this, for
the very numerous ruins of beautiful cities and
stupendous works which exist in the island, which it
would be impossible for the existing race of natives
either to imagine or build, prove that a great race or
races have lived, and died, or in their descendants
have become sadly deteriorated.

The same pen which has so eloquently pictured the
first five hours of the day, tells also how, ‘as the sun
ascends to the meridian, the scene is singularly
changed, and nothing is more striking than the almost
painful stillness that surrounds the vivacity of the
early morning. Every animal disappears, escaping
under the thick cover of the woods ; the birds retire
into the shade; the butterflies, if they flutter for a
moment in the blazing sun, hurry back into the damp
shelter of the trees, as though their filmy bodies had
been parched by the brief exposure; and at last
silence reigns so profound that the ticking of a watch
is sensibly heard, and even the pulsations of the heart
become audible. The buffalo now steals to the tanks
and watercourses, concealing all but his gloomy head
and shining horns in the mud and sedges; the
elephant fans himself languidly with leaves to drive
away the flies that perplex him ; and the deer come
in groups under the overarching jungle., Rustling from
under the dry leaves, the bright-green lizard springs
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up the rough stems of the trees, and pauses between
each dart to look inquiringly around. The woodpecker
makes the forest re-echo with the restless blows of his
beak on the decaying bark; and the tortoise drops
awkwardly into the still water, which reflects the
bright plumage of the kingfisher as he keeps his
lonely watch above it. So long as the sun is above
the meridian every living creature seems to fly his
beams and linger in the closest shade. Man himself,
as if baffled in all desires to escape the exhausting
glare, suspends his toil; and the traveller, abroad
since dawn, reposes till mid-day heat has passed.
The cattle pant in their stifling sheds, and the dogs
lie prone upon the ground, their legs extended far in
front and behind, as if to bring the utmost portion of
their body into contact with the cool earth.’

Our position now was critical, for, as the sun was
ascending the meridian, we should have sought the
shade of the forest ; but if we did, the boy, upon his
return, might not discover our whereabouts; yet to
remain beneath that burning sun was to risk sun-
stroke. Providentially, however, near us stood a great
talipat-palm, up which Bob clambered ; and, having
secured some leaves, we erected a temporary tent
beneath the banyan; but even under that covering
the heat was so intense, our thirst was so great, that
we seemed consuming, yet we bore it patiently till
the sun’s decline, and the birds, once more upon the
wing, betokened that the cool hours had again
returned. ‘

‘Look out, Bob! there is some beast upon us,’ said
I, hearing a rustling in the jungle.

¢ Ay, ay, Master Tom, but you reserve fire, while
I give it first welcome,’ replied Bob, bringing his rifle
to shoulder.

‘Golly, no! If shoot, kill Fos, and he no beast,’
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exclaimed that personage as he forced his horse
through the thicket.

“And sarve you right, too; for, d’ye take us for
salamanders, that you have kept us all this time in
this broiling sun?’ said Bob.

‘Lion am bery quick, but ’um turtle more clever.
Fos, like turtle, gone bery long time, but got all ting.
See, Sar Excellency;’ and as he spoke he threw a
large bundle upon the grass.

‘Bravo, Fos! you are indeed a jewel of a fellow,
said I, when, opening the parcel, I saw an equipment
before me worth its weight in gold: namely, two
portable tents made of talipat leaves, three axes,
small but sharp, a deerskin, two good-sized jars for
water, a bag of rice, pepper, salt, and an iron vessel to
boil food in, some jaggory (coarse sugar), a tinder-box,
some betel, and, though last, in the eyes of Bob not
by any means the least, two bamboo-pipes and a
quantity of tobacco ; for, seeing the latter, he caught
hold of the boy’s hand, saying,—

‘I ax your pardon, youngster; but, d’ye see, it was
enough to vex an admiral to look at yon cool forest,
and yet, for fear of parting company with you, to be
kept in the sun till our skins have become like a
porker’s after a roast—crackling.’

“Um had to wait, but so 'um good come at last, it
no matter, sar,’ replied Fos.

¢That's philosophy; but where did you get that
gun, Fos?’ said I, catching sight of a rusty-looking,
old-fashioned rifle fastened to the horse’s side.

“’Um buy it with bearskin and dollars, like de rest.
S’pose it belong to some Dutch pig; but it little, so
just do for missee,’ replied the boy, handing the weapon
to May.

‘ Belonged to a Dutch pig! what mean you?’ asked
May:.



Dutch Pigs. 89

‘Yes, 'um Dutch pig; not 'um four legs, but 'um
two legs. 'Um Dutch not good ; 'um all pigs—beef-
eating rascals.

‘Then am I a pig? for, my mother being a Dutch-
woman, I am half Hollander, said May, laughing ;
at which reply Fos seemed greatly vexed, but, having
paused for an instant, he said,—

“’Es; but dat half make de difference. Fos himself
only half white, but dat half de best, ’cos it was 'um
fader’s half.’

¢ But did you hear of our father, the Captain ?’ asked
May.

“Um know de way. Dissuava rogue’s gone; so
Missee, and Excellency, and Sar Bosen go anoder,
what Fos take ’em; but now better make tent, make
meal ; so 'um go on journey to-morrow before sun
wakes.’

‘Very good advice, Fos; so get you in search of
water while we prepare the pot,’ said I; and the boy,
fastening the horse to a tree, was out of sight in an
instant. Then, while Bob and I erected the tents,
one for ourselves, and another near the hollow tree for
May, she set womanfully about her duties as our a/
Sresco housewife, clearing away the long grass, cleaning
out the cooking-pot, and kindling a fire. By the
time these things were done Fos made his appearance
with a calabash of water and the carcass of a flying
fox, which he insisted upon our eating. After some
objections, we conquered our repugnance. Fos
skinned the little animal, and while May roasted it,
the boy purified the water, so that in a short time we
sat down to a rough meal of flying fox meat, and
boiled rice ; the only one who would not be prevailed
upon to partake of the meat being May.

Then, when we had finished, Bob smoked his pipe,
and with no little relish, for he had not seen such a
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thing since our first leaving the ship. As for myself,
my mind was fixed so entirely upon my father’s
captivity, that I employed myself by questioning
Fosforus as to his knowledge of the country between
the coast and Kandy, and as to the chance of our
being able to rescue him; but to all of which he
replied so explicitly that any doubt I might have had
as to his fitness for a guide vanished.

‘To my thinking, d’ye see, Master Tom, if so
be we are going to walk into the lion’s den, we
ought to keep our weather eye open, said Bob
thoughtfully.

“Um lion very strong, but 'um not clever, like
tortoise,” said Fosforus.

‘Hark ye, boy ; you /ave a head on them shoulders
o’ yours, though it’'s only a black un; so why can’t
you open fire in plain English, instead of going
cruising about in them fables?’

‘Fable? Fos not know what fable is; neber
put his eyeballs on him: but Fos means he like
tortoise.’

¢ Hark ye, boy ; bring your tongue to an anchor.’

‘Nay, nay, Bob; let Fos tell his story in his own
way,” said I; whereupon Fos said,—

‘Well, 'um great lion make angry 'um tortoise, by
jumping over river four yodun (sixty-four miles)
across, and so tortoise told lion 'um could swim across
under water quicker than he could jump. Well, lion
laugh, but 'um say he try. So tortoise get 'um friend
bery like himself, so lion not know difference, to swim
to oder side. So when day come to try, tortoise go
in water and lion jump ; but when he came toder side
he find tortoise dere, who look at him fierce, and say,
“Why you come so late? I been wait here some
time ;” and dat so frighten lion, he tumble in water
and get killed.’
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¢ And, to my thinking, it’s all a lie,” said Bob very
seriously ; ‘because, d’ye see, the beast could as
well jump up and sit astride the moon as jump
all them miles; and if so be the yarn 7s true, d’'yc
see, the turtle was a lubber, and ought to have
been made into soup, for a rogue of a land-shark as
he was.

“So Dissuava am lion, and Fos am turtle, said the
boy, disregarding Bob’s interruption; adding, as he
took his knife and a small packet containing some
needles and thin string from his pocket, ‘ But night
coming ; so, if Missee and Excellency give Fos 'um
legs'—

‘Give what?’ May and I exclaimed with astonish-
ment.

“’Um legs; and Fos cut up deerskin, and make
shoes, so legs no get pricked, and land-leeches can’t
bite ‘'um.’

‘ Why, the fellow adds cobbling to his other trades,
said Bob.

“’Es; Fos bery poor boy, so he do a little ob eb’ry
ting.’

¢ Bravo, Fos! all right, here is my foot,’ said I ; and,
having taken our measures, he sat down upon the
spot where, with loaded rifle by his side, he intended
taking up his first watch and position for the night.
Then, loading the other guns, and placing the lightest
in May’s hand, I said,—

‘ Now, May, in the event of a necessity, do you think
you could fire?’

‘We none of us know what we can do without
trying ; but if I had had it in my hand when the bear
attacked you, I think I should have saved Fos the
trouble of firing: at all events, I shall feel safer with
than without it, said she, taking the weapon in her
hand, ay, and handling it, too, after the fashion of a
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sportsman, as if she knew what she was about. Then,
wishing us good-night, she retired within her tent;
and Bob and I having drawn a circle of fuel so as to
enclose both tents, we retired within our own, leaving
Fos at the entrance to watch, keep up the fire, and
make deerskin boots at the same time.




CHAPTER V.

MAY HAS AN ADVENTURE WITH A LEOPARD, AND
BOB HEARS THE GHOST OF A SHIPMATE.

& T early dawn I awoke, and, finding Bob still
) sleeping soundly, I was about to awake
him ; but at the moment hearing the crack
of a gun, and fearing it to be a signal from
May that she was in danger, nay, perhaps even at
that moment being set upon by some beast, I caught
up my rifle and ran out of the tent, when, lo! I met
May running to my tent upon a similar errand, for she
had been alarmed at the same report. The cause,
however, was soon apparent.

Fosforus came running towards us with his dis-
charged rifle in one hand and a large jungle fowl
in the other. Throwing the bird at our feet, he
said,—

‘Sar Excellency, dat for Missee ; it not like monkey,
for it good for all people to eat.

‘You are a jewel, Fos ; it will make a breakfast for
us all, replied May, taking up the bird and at once
commencing to pluck its feathers.

And while the meal was preparing Fos finished the
deerskin shoes, or mocassins; with which we were
delighted, for they did inde::ad seem capable of protect-
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ing us from the prickly shrubs, and even reptiles of
the jungle.

Having made a hearty breakfast, we packed the
stores into the smallest possible parcel, and fastened
them upon the horse behind May ; then, each with
ammunition in a pouch hastily made by ourselves, and
fastened around our waists, loaded rifles in our hands
or thrown across our backs, and sharp little axes in
our belts, we commenced our march to—where? Well,
just where chance or the boy’s knowledge of the path-
less forests and jungles would take us; but, as we
were about to start, Fosforus cried out, ‘ Neber do
go yet; no chule to frighten ’way pigs, bears, or
elephants.’

“Chule! what’s chule?’ I asked.

‘Sar Excellency see!’ he replied, running to a
cocoa tree, and, choosing the driest of a vast quantity
of leaves upon the ground, with some fibre which
served for string, he bound them together in bundles
of about six feet long and three inches in diameter.
Then, giving each person two, one for the hand and
the other for the belt, he secured several bundles to
the package upon the horse ; then, placing three in his
own belt, by way of showing their utility he lighted
one, and I saw that, although rudely made, they were
yet very good torches. Afterwards I found that they
were in common use for forest travelling.

‘You are a smart imp, you are, mate; but what'’s
the use of hanging out a lantern at the masthead by
daylight?’ said Bob.

‘Sar Bosen’s got head well as Fos ; can’t 'um tell
chule good to drive away elephants and leopards, so
we get through jungle?’ replied the boy.

‘Right again, Fos,’ said I.

‘To my thinking, d’ye see, Master Tom, the young
varmint’s too clever for his size, said Bob rather
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surlily ; but, not wishing to anger the old man, I made
no reply.

We then commenced our march ; but so thick was
the thorny jungle, and such the employment for our
axes, that our progress might have been equal to that
of a mole working its passage through a mound. By
the way, this jungle, through which we had to hew
our way inch by inch, is said to have been caused by
the wretched character of the soil, which is so bad that
the natives, by felling the forest and burning the
timber upon the ground, can only produce one crop
of some poor grain; the land is then exhausted, and
upon its conseqnent desertion it gives birth to an
impenetrable mass of low jungle, comprising every
thorn that can be conceived. This deserted land,
fallen again into the hand of nature, forms the jungle
of Ceylon; and as native cultivation has continued
after this fashion for some thousand years, the immense
tract of country now in this impenetrable state is
easily accounted for. But the fatigue was terrible, not
alone from the toil, but from the heat of the sun, which,
in about three hours after we had set out, became
unbearable; and of such a temperature had the ground
become, that Bob cried out,—

‘The sooner we get off this gridiron, the better it-
will be for our health, Master Tom.’

‘You are both of you fatigued ; let me take my
turn with an axe,’ said May, bravely offering to
dismount.

‘Bless your pretty heart, but you won’t, though,
while I've got arms left,’ replied Bob. Then, turning
to Fosforus: ¢But harkee, boy, art quite sure you
ain’t out in your reckoning, and that you've got a
correct chart in your head of these waters? for it’s such
a queer cruise, that hang me if I can make out whether
we are stem or starn for’ard.’
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¢ Throw palm-cat off cocoa tree, and 'um fall on its
feet, so Fos, replied the boy ; adding, as he pulled
aside some very tall jungle to the right, and exposing
a long pathway, ‘ See, Sar Bosen, 'um work all over;
path ready made’

¢ Good, Fos; this is the first piece of luck we have
had to-day ; but will it lead directly to yon forest?’
said I, pointing to a mass of immense trees which
appeared to me within a very short distance.

“S’pose walkee fast, 'um come dere bery soon;
s’pose walkee slow, 'um bery long time fust.

¢ That’s clever. But look here, boy,’ said Bob, ‘ ain’t
these here latitudes populated with wild creatures—
tigers, and sich-like ?’

“’Es, sar, many, so it good for all take gun in hand,
‘cos may meet bear and leopard going to forest to
get out ob sun,’ he replied ; and, thinking the boy’s
advice but reasonable, 1 looked to the charge of
my piece, telling Bob and May to do likewise. May,
however, putting her hand down to the side of the
horse where her rifle had been placed, found it
missing.

¢“1t’s broken away from its moorings,’ said Bob.

‘Fallen among the high grass, I have no doubt.
But what’s to be done?’ said she.

‘What be done bery easy ; Fos 'umself go back and
look for it,” said the boy.

‘ Tut, boy, you will never find it,’ said I

¢Sar Excellency, Fos don’t know 'um neber; so
'um go back, while all oder ob you go on, and find
gun ’gain, so not go out ob path’

¢Well, that’s plucky, too, for a black fellow ; but no
palaver, get you back at once,’ said Bob.

‘Fos white man, 'ropean, not black feller,” he replied
surlily.

Fos, you are a jewel of a fellow, and shall have
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the horse, said May, slipping from the saddle; at
which I remonstrated, but,—

‘Nay, dear Tom,’ said she, ‘let me have my way,
please, for it is but fair; moreover, by helping him
we shall help ourselves.’

‘Lor’ bless your pretty little heart! it’s ventur'some-
like ; but I don’t see as how you could do otherwise,’
said Bob. Then, going up to the horse, and untying
the pack from the animal’s back, he added, ‘ Look
you, Master Tom, as we may be parting company
with the boy till we don’t know exactly when, we had
- better take our stores with us; so just help to fix this
pack upon my back.’

* Nonsense, Bob ; we will divide it between us.

‘Nay, nay, Master Tom, can’t hear of no such
thing ; so just fix it behind, so that I have my rifle
at hand, said he: and as to remonstrate would
have been wasting time, I did as he desired;
and there was the brave old fellow ready to trudge
through the jungle or forest as if he was some
pedlar bent upon transacting business with the wild
animals.

Then, bidding the boy God-speed, we—that is,
May, in her loose sailor dress, slouched hat, thick
deerskin leggings, and rifle in hand, looking every
inch a hunter, and Bob and I, with weapons loaded,
ready for any emergency—went on our way. Thus,
with our eyes alternately to the right or left of the
forest, and often to the rear, we tramped onwards, in
momentary fear of an attack from one of the savage
denizens of the wilds. Some time, however, elapsing
without meeting with any animal more terrible than
ourselves, Bob, by way of whiling away the time,
began a yarn about an old shipmate in whose
company he had been shipwrecked upon one of the

South Sea isles.
G
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‘D’ye see, Master Tom,” said he, ‘we found our-
selves in just such a latitude as this ; but, as we were
without arms or ammunition, and therefore obliged to
live for three weeks upon herbs and nuts, George—
for that was my mate’s name—took sick with jungle
fever and died, and with these here hands I buried
him beneath a tamarind tree, when, by way of making
a tombstone of the trunk, I set to work, and with my
knife carved in big letters— Good Lord! what’s
that?’ exclaimed he suddenly, in great terror.

‘It’s a human voice,’ said May.

¢Tut, tut, May; it is the screeching of some
animal,’ said I; but the words, ‘George Joyce—
George Joyce — George Joyce, rang through the
welkin ; ay, and as distinctly to my ears as the words
are to your eyes upon this page.

‘What cheer, shipmate? don’t you lie easy?’ said
Bob mournfully.

Still the cry was ¢ George Joyce—George Joyce—
George Joyce.’

¢ Why, what folly is this, Bob?’ said I.

‘Don’t you hear the poor soul answering for him-
self? It's the very name I was going to tell you I
cut upon the trunk of the tree.’

‘George Joyce — George Joyce,’ again echoed
through the air.

¢ Ay, ay — there he is again. What on airth can
the poor ghost mean?’

¢Stuff, Bob! ghosts don’t speak. Moreover, they
can’t be shot;’ and as I spoke I fired my rifle into
the jungle, and the next instant a number of beautiful
jungle fowls arose ; and as the terrified birds flapped
their wings, the cry was taken up by the whole—some
twenty.

‘See, Bob, there are twenty George Joyces; are
they all ghosts of your shipmate?’ said I, laughing.
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‘Well, well, Master Tom, there can’t be no manner
of doubt that I am an old fool; but still it's very
astonishing-like that these here creatures should call
out the poor fellow’s name just at that identical
moment.

It is a curious coincidence, truly ; but still you are
wickedly superstitious. You, Bob, who have been all
over the world, and so much in the Indies, too, and
not know the cry of the jungle fowl’

‘Now, look you, Miss May ; you can’t persuade me
that it isn’t onnat’ral like that these creatur’s should
have the name of my old shipmate all by heart;
because, d’ye see, they couldn’t know it if they hadn’t
been taught. So I tell you, I believe there zs more
in it than is in our reck’ning; howsomdever, be it as
it may, they shan’t make a fool of me for nothing,’
replied Bob; and as he spoke he fired and brought
down one of the birds in the middle of the path, about
ten yards in front. May ran forward to pick it up,
but suddenly stopped, uttering a scream, as well she
might ; for a huge leopard had with a single bound
leaped from the jungle into the path, and in an
instant was crouching upon its hind legs, with one
paw upon the fowl, and its great eyes flashing in her
face.

It was a terrible moment; one blow from the
beast’s paw would kill her. Yet how rescue her, for
our pieces were discharged ?

Well, there was no time for meditation. I had my
axe; but, as I was about to rush forward upon the
animal, May, without moving backward or forward,
and with her eyes steadily fixed upon those of the
leopard, said,—

“For your lives—for my life—move not.’

Then it suddenly occurred to me that such beasts
had sometimes been cowed by a resolute eye, especi-



100 Lost in Ceylon.

ally if not attacked ; and, to our relief, so it proved in
this case, for in less than a minute the animal arose,
dropped its tail, and, with a low growl, ran back again
into the jungle.

‘Thank Heaven we have escaped this time!
But, once warned, it is our own faults if we are
not prepared next time; so, Bob, let us load,
said L.

¢ Ay, ay; that’s true enough, said Bob. ‘But
look you, Miss May, if you were a boy, you'd live to
be an admiral; for hang me if you didn’t fight your
ship like a man. It was your own brave heart that
saved you.’

‘Not my bravery alone, Bob; for, see, I tremble
even now. God alone saved me,” said May; who,
although cool while the peril lasted, was now trembling
with fear at the danger passed.

¢ Ay, ay, May; but, next to Heaven, it was thy
bold heart alone that saved you,’ said I.

‘Nay, Tom, I deserve no such credit, for it was
but a trick learned from my father when but a little
child in the woods near Bantam; moreover, it is
only the exaggerated stories of travellers that have
given rise to the belief that the leopard will attack
without being attacked, except it be a horse or deer,
said May.

‘Then so far we are fortunate that you happened
to be dismounted, May.’

‘It was fortunate; for nought would have pre-
vented that magnificent creature from attacking
the horse: but let us thank Providence that no
such mischance occurred, and, moreover, that we
can at length seek shelter under yon tree from
this intolerable heat,’ said May, as we approached
an opening of the jungle, through which we could
see a large hilly space covered with tall lemon-
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grass and shaded by the branches and foliage of
several enormous trees. The largest of the latter
was a Bo-gaha, that is, a god-tree; so called be-
cause the natives believe their god Buddha, when
upon earth, used to sit and preach beneath one of
these trees, and that he died leaning against one of
them ; hence it is so sacred in their eyes, that any
place where it grows is believed to be holy. One of
these Bo-trees is always found growing near their
wihdras, or temples, and is generally enclosed with
stones to the height of three or four feet, the roots
carefully covered with earth, and the space around
swept clean. Indeed, the Singhalese carry their
veneration for this tree so far as to erect an altar
or place a table under it, and burn lamps near it,
offering up daily sacrifices of flowers. Moreover,
they esteem the planting of these trees a work of
such great merit, that he who does so is sure to go
to heaven.

Now, although there are very many of these sacred
trees in the island, they are all said to have sprung
from one, and that one the great Bo-tree of the ruined
city of Anarajapoora, which, by the way, is the oldest
tree in the world. It lives and flourishes at the present
time, yet it was planted 288 years before the birth of
our Saviour ; that is, two thousand one hundred and
forty-seven years ago. Of this venerable tree Sir
Emerson Tennent, in his great and excellent book,
tells us :—

‘The degree of sanctity with which this extra-
ordinary tree has been invested in the imagination
of the Buddhists may be compared to the feeling of
veneration with which Christians would regard the
attested wood of the cross. To it kings have even
dedicated their dominions, in testimony of their belief
that it is a branch of the identical fig-tree under which
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Gotama Buddha reclined when he underwent his
apotheosis. When the king of Magadha, in com-
pliance with the request of the sovereign of Ceylon,
was willing to send him a portion of that sanctified
tree to be planted at Anarajapoora, he was determined
by the reflection that “ ¢ cannot be meet 2o lop it with
any weapor ;> but, under the instruction of the high
priest, using vermilion in a golden pencil, he made a
streak on the branch, which, “severing itself,” hovered
over the mouth of a vase filled with scented oil, into
which it struck its roots and descended.’

Taking this legend as a sacred law, the Buddhist
priests to the present day object religiously to ‘lop it
with a weapon, and are contented to collect any
leaves which, severing themselves, may chance to fall
to the ground. These are regarded as treasures by
the pilgrims, who carry them away to the remotest
part of the island. It is even suspected that, rather
than strip the branches, the importunities of an im-
patient devotee are sometimes silenced by the pious
fraud of substituting the foliage of some other fig for
that of the exalted Bo-tree. Nor is this superstitious
anxiety a feeling of recent growth. It can be traced
to the remotest period of Buddhism, and the same
homage which is paid to the tree at the present day
was wont to be manifested two thousand years ago.
Age after age the sacred annals record the work
which successive sovereigns erected for the preserva-
tion of the Bo-tree—the walls which they built around
it, the carvings with which they adorned them, and
the stone steps which they constructed to lead to the
sacred enclosure.

Now, the most positive proof of the intense venera-
tion that all Buddhists have ever had for this tree is,
that although the Malabars of the neighbouring coast
have several times invaded the island, deposed its
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kings, seating their own in the capital, destroyed
temples, and carried away the most precious relics,
the Bo-tree has ever- stood where it now stands
unmolested : nay, were any harm to happen to this
tree, it would cause a consternation throughout the
vast populations of China, Tartary, Siam, Burmabh,
and the other Buddhist countries, that those people
have never known, even in their turbulent chronicles.
But to return to my narrative.

The Bo-tree beneath which we determined to pitch
our tent had evidently been deserted for some length
of time ; for, although enclosed by a stone wall some
four feet high, it was in a sadly dilapidated state, for
the inner space was half filled with fallen leaves and
rubbish.  This, however, Bob and I soon cleared
away; and then, by disuniting the pieces of talipat
which formed one of the tents, we refixed them
around the trunk, so that it not only proved a
comfortable cover from the sun, but would, by reason
of the stone enclosure, form a little fortress for May
at night against beasts.

Having thus erected our tent, we sat down to rest
our wearied limbs, and to await patiently the return of
Fos ; but, oh! the burning thirst that was consuming
us, and that, too, without the prospect of relief for
some hours, for until the cool time came we did not
dare venture in search of water. But for the misfor-
tune of dropping the rifle, Fos would have been with
us to have procured water. Oh, how we longed for
gis return! but in vain; the temperate hours came

rst.

‘It is strange the boy does not return; I begin to
be alarmed for his safety,’ said May.

‘Mayhap he’s skulking. Anyhow, Miss May, we
won’t wait any longer for water,’ said Bob.

‘ But what can we do?’ said I. )
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‘I’ll just take one of these vessels, and hunt about
for a stream.’

‘No, Bob ; you shall not go alone.’

¢ Must, Master Tom, d’ye see ; for we cannot leave
Miss May by herself.

‘Nonsense, Bob! leave me a rifle, and I will protect
myself,’ said May.

¢ Can’t hear of such a thing, nohow,’ said Bob.

‘Then you remain here to watch for the boy, while
Tom and I together go in search of water, said
May.

¢ That's better, though I don’t half like that; but,
as we must have water, and one must remain behind,
it’s no good circumlocuting.’

Whereupon, knowing that it was of little use to
dispute with May when she had once made up her
mind, I agreed. With rifles in hand, and two large
empty vessels, we sallied in search of water., Well,
we waded with some difficulty through the lemon-
grass, which was so far above our heads that we were
compelled to keep very near each other, until we
came to what we had in the distance taken to be a
forest, but which proved to be a long, narrow belt,
or vanguard, of trees, between which and the forest
there was another plain covered with grass.

¢This is indeed fortunate. See, they are mangoes,’
said May, when we reached the trees.

‘Bravo! Be yours the honour of the discovery,
said I; and the next moment I had plucked some of
this delicious fruit. Its juice revived us, and we
pursued our journey through the grass, expecting to
find some stream at hand ; but, alas! an hour’s search
left us hopeless ; and we began to think of returning,
when a few low but deep growls, loud almost as
thunder-claps when heard in the distance, fell upon
our ears,
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‘What is it? We are lost, Tom !’ said May, clutch-
ing my arm.

‘Let us remain quiet, said I, almost with as much
terror. Then came sounds like those from a shrill
trumpet.

‘It is a herd of elephants. No other animals could
produce such sounds,’ said May.

Then came a noise like the rushing waters of a
‘mountain torrent; and a few yards before us the
grass was beaten down as some six or seven of these
animals ran past us.

‘This is fortunate; for, like us, these beasts are
famishing with thirst, and in search of water. Let
us follow in their trail,’ said I, advancing into the
pathway which they had beaten through the
grass.

Then we saw the animals stop at a distance of
about five hundred yards.

¢It is a river, and has been hidden from us by the
long grass, May.’

‘Then it is dried up; for, see, they are moving
farther onwards,” said May.

And as the elephants moved forwards, we ran
towards the spot they had vacated; when, lo! we
saw nought but the nearly dried-up muddy bed of a
narrow stream. Water there was here and there, but
}t was filthy, and in the holes made by the animals’
eet.

‘But look, Tom; we need not despair yet. The
elephants have found water, said May, pointing to
the animals, who appeared to have discovered a pool
in which they were bathing and drinking.

‘Stay; I will give them notice to quit; then we
may take possession,” said I, bringing my rifle to my
shoulder ; but, before I could fire, May clutched me
by the arm, saying,—
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‘Don't fire, Tom; there is something at hand.
Listen!’

And I heard a rustling among the grass. We both
crouched down, with fingers upon our triggers, ex-
pecting to see some beast or reptile approaching ;
but, as a great bird with a large bill and a pouch
beneath its under - chap, flew down, May said,
laughing,—

‘It is a friend, not an enemy. It is a pelican or
cormorant.’

‘Good; for there must be fish and water at
hand, said I; adding, ‘Let us rest quiet, and
watch.’

Then we crept softly through the grass, and held
the tall blades apart, so that we could watch the
creature’s movements,

The bird took up his position upon the edge of
a small creek which ran out of the river,— but,
with the exception of mud in little rills, it was
free from water,—and at once became earnestly
engaged.

‘He is fishing,’ said May.

‘Nonsense, May! How can there be fish where
there is no water?’

But, pressing forward, to my surprise I saw a great
number of fish, like perch, struggling upwards from
the bed of the river. There must have been hundreds;
but, as they passed near the bird, he picked them up,
sometimes three or four at a time, and kept dropping
them into his pouch, as if laying in a store for self and
family for some time. Still, notwithstanding this
wholesale destruction, numbers of the fish struggled
past him on to the sandy bank, and then in something
like order marched or wriggled themselves along and
through the grass.

Wonderful as this appeared to me, these fish are
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commonly met with in Ceylon; sometimes even
pursuing their margh along gravelly or sandy roads ;
but, more wonderful still, nature, to enable these
creatures to escape from the consequences of the
drought, and seek water where they may, has pro-
vided them with an apparatus in the head, which
holds a sufficient supply of water to keep their gills
 damp during their land journeys.

‘Now,’ said I, after watching the winged fisher-
man for nearly half an hour, ‘I'll see if I can’t
kill one bird and frighten a herd of elephants with
one shot.’

As I spoke I fired; the poor bird fell over; the
leader of the herd threw up his trunk with sur-
prise, and, blowing his trumpet,—I suppose as a
signal for retreat,—ran forward, followed by his
companions.

It was cruel to kill the poor bird. We could have
made him disgorge the fish,’ said May.

‘True, May; but we should have had to have
caught him first. Let us secure him now, said I,
running forward.

And, to my delight, I found him a capital prize;
for, from the dimensions of his pouch, he must have
had in store at least a hundred fish. The size of this
you may imagine, when I tell you that, by opening
the bill to its widest extent, you might have put your
head comfortably within it. This pouch the bird uses
simply as a fishing-basket, which he first fills, and
then digests at leisure. Many extraordinary stories
are told of the pelican. One writer, Ruyset, declares
that a man has been seen to hide his whole leg, boot
and all, in the monstrous jaws of one of them. At
first appearance this would seem impossible, as the
sides of the under-chap, from which the bag depends,
are not above an inch asunder when the bird’s bill is
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first opened; but then they are capable of great
separation ; and it must necessarily be so, as the bird
preys upon the largest fishes, and packs them by
dozens in its pouch. Indeed, it is asserted that it
can store in this receptacle, with which it has been
provided by nature, as many fish as would serve for
a meal for sixty hungry men.

‘Now, Tom,’ said May, picking up her water-vessel
and placing it upon her head, after the fashion of an
Oriental maiden, ‘I think I can see a pool.’

So saying, she went on in advance ; and I, snatch-
ing up the fisher, which, by the way, being larger than
a swan, was no light weight, I threw it across my
shoulder, and followed at a distance of some half-
dozen yards. But scarcely had May reached what
she believed to be the pool, than she uttered a sudden
scream ; and no wonder, for as she stepped down the
muddy bank she ran nearly into the jaws of a large
crocodile. In an instant my rifle was to my shoulder.
Such, however, was my fear for May, that the bullet
missed. For an instant I thought all was over ; when,
singularly—at least, I thought it so then—the reptile,
evidently the most terrified of the three, made a dart
forward, and, coming to a hillock of mud, thrust its
head and shoulders therein ; as if, like the ostrich, it
thought that not to see was not # be¢ seen by its
pursuer. Such I afterwards found really to be the
habit of this species of crocodile, which inhabits the
tanks and small rivers of the island.

‘The monster is a great coward after all, Tom,
said May.

‘It may be; but as the brute, perhaps, is
only making a feint, in order to attack us with
vigour, we had better leave him plenty of sea room,’
said I.

And May, being of the same opinion, had no sooner
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filled her water-jar with the muddy fluid, than we
endeavoured to retrace our steps, taking the direction
of a wreath of curling smoke which we saw rising

above the trees, and which we had little doubt came
from Bob'’s fire.



CHAPTER VI

BOB MEETS WITH AN ACCIDENT—FOS RELATES THE
HISTORY OF TWO DEVILS AND A LITTLE BOY—
AND I FIGHT WITH A WILD BOAR.

YAMO Bud-dhaya (Buddha be praised),
Missee and Sar Excellency’s come back,’
said Fos, meeting us at a short distance

' from the tent, or rather tents; for during
our absence Bob had erected the other.

* Ay, ay, boy; and with a store of fish and water,’
I replied, throwing the bird upon the ground.

‘Dat good ; but Missee no must carry water,’ said
the boy, relieving May of her load.

‘Hilloa, Master Tom, lend us a hand,’ cried Bob
from within the tent.

And from the fact that the old sailor had not come
forward to meet us, both May and I ran forward into
the tent.

¢ Why, what’s the matter, Bob?’ said I, seeing him
lying upon one side, apparently helpless, as far as the
use of his legs, for the right calf was bound round
with handkerchiefs ; moreover, there was blood about
the ground.

‘Dear Bob, what has happened?’ cried May,
running up to him.,

112
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‘Bless your heart !’ said he, raising himself with one
hand; ‘you need not alarm yourself, for it is not
much, though enough to bring me to an anchor; and
this is how it happened. D’ye see, shortly after you
and Master Tom started upon your cruise, I thought
I might as well kindle a fire, that the smoke would
serve as a signal as to these latitudes ; and so thinking
that, if the wood was a little green-like, the smoke
would be all the darker, and therefore the plainer to
be seen, I clambered up a tree, struck off a branch;
but, somehow or other, d’ye see, I was cutting away
at the very branch upon which I was sitting, and only
found it out when it gave way, and dropped me right
athwart my axe, and split my leg nearly in two just
about midships. Well, of course it bled pretty freely ;
so much, that at first I made up my mind that I had
lost my moorings in this world, when at that identical
minute back comes the boy, who ought to be a born
Christian ; for, before I could say Jack Robinson, he
had plucked some leaves, plastered them upon the
wound, and bound the leg up, as you see, with these
han’kerchiefs. But I take it, he added, ‘that it’s a
kind of punishment, d’ye see, for being such a foolish
old porpoise as to cut away the very deck upon which
[ was standing. But just lend me a hand, and TI'll
try what I can do upon one leg.’

‘No, Bob, you will not; you shall remain where
you are till your wound is healed. Moreover, I
intend to be your nurse.’

¢ Bless your pretty heart, but’—

‘There, now, no more talking; it is a bad affair,
and we must just get you well as soon as possible.
But now for our evening meal, for you all look half
starved.’

So saying, May skipped out of the tent to boil the
fish which Fosforus had taken from the pelican’s pouch.

H
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‘But, Lord love ye, Master Tom ! this here accident
of mine, d’ye see, is just the very least of our mis-
fortunes,’ said Bob.

‘Why, what’s in the wind now, Bob?’

‘Well, here’s the boy, and he can spin his own
yarn,’ said Bob, as Fos at that moment entered the
tent, bringing Bob half a dozen juicy mangoes, each
as large as a goose-egg.

‘Did Sar Bosen tell Excellency how ’um lost
horse?’ said the boy.

‘Lost the horse!’ I repeated, greatly shocked at
such a calamity, though chiefly for May’s sake.

“’Es, sar, lost horse. Not long after 'um go look
for gun, 'um big cheetah (leopard) smell horse, jump
out of jungle, knock Fos off, and, before 'um could
get on back again, dragged 'um into jungle. Fos did
not follow, so lost horse altogether; but 'um keep on
with no horse till find gun where him fall, and so
why gone so long time.

“Well, it can’t be helped ; but it’s a sad loss,” said I,
really grieved: for I knew not how we should carry
our baggage for the future; or, indeed, how May
would be able to tramp through the woods; although,
for the latter, I need not have cared, as she proved to
be as capable of fatigue as any of us. As, however,
our straits were too serious to admit of repining, we
soon cast aside all regrets, and sat down to a large dish
of boiled fish and rice. After which, May, who had
taken upon herself the nursing of Bob, rebandaged
his wound, promising at the same time that, if he
would remain patient, he should recover in a week.

¢ Moored here for a week, like an unseaworthy old
hulk ; it is too bad,” moaned the impatient sailor.

‘Fos tell how quite cure by time sun gets up,’ said
the boy confidently.

‘If so be you can manage that, boy, old Bob ’ll
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make over the pay due to him since he left old
England,’ said Bob.

“S’pose 'um, Sar Bosen, say “ Namo Bud-dhaya.”’

‘Well, s’pose I do,’ said Bob, repeating the words.

‘Den s’pose 'um say “ Namo Bud-dhaya ” again.’

‘Well, boy, s’pose 'um do again, said Bob,
mimicking the boy.

‘Den 'um must keep say it ’gain, 'gain, ’gain, all
night; so 'um say it ’sleep, say it wake; den in
morning all wound gone.’

¢ Avaunt, you young imp of Satan! do ye think
I'm going to forget I'm a Christian?’ said Bob.

“’Um berry good ting to say; for 'um drive bad
debil away from little boy,” said Fos stoutly.

¢ Why, you black lubber,’ said Bob, sitting upwards ;
then, suppressing his passion, he said to me, ‘Now,
look you, Master Tom, if you've any regard for old
Bob, you’ll just pitch that rascally young heathen
into the jungle.

‘Nay, Bob; Fos has some story to tell. Let us
hear it said I, rather curious to hear the legend
from which this superstitious belief in these words
arose.

‘Well, if so be it’s only a black fellow’s yarn, I'll
just bring my tongue to an anchor,’ said Bob.

Whereupon Fos repeated the following legend from
one of the native books:—

‘There once lived in the same street a follower of
Buddha and a follower of Brama. Each had a son,
and the two boys used to play dice together; but, as
the son of the Buddhist always won, the other boy
said to him one day,—

‘“Friend, how is it that you gain, and 1 lose, every
day? What is it you say when you cast the dice?
Is there any charm that you know and make use of ?”

‘“No,” said the other, “I know of no charm ; but
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whenever I throw the dice, I say  Namo Bud-dhaya’
(Let Buddha be praised).”

‘From that time the son of the follower of Brama
used the same words, and therefore their gains be-
came equal. Some time after this, the son of the
heathen—i.e. the follower of Brima—went with his
father to gather firewood in the jungle, and, having
filled their waggon, they were returning to the city.
As they were at the city gate, they let loose the oxen
to the grass; but they (the oxen) went to the city
with the other cattle, which caused the father to go
in search of them. As, however, the city gates were
shut for the night, the father was left inside ; and the
poor boy could do nothing but lie down to sleep
beneath the waggon.

‘Now, as two devils, the one a Buddhist and the
other a heathen, who were rambling in search of prey,
came up to the sleeping boy, the heathen devil said,—

‘“Let me devour this child.” But the other ob-
jected, saying,—

¢« That must not be ; for, by having said the words
‘Namo Bud-dhaya’ he is devoted to Buddha.”

‘But the heathen devil, taking no heed of this,
caught hold of the child’s legs, intending to gnaw
him like a root; but, lo! the child happening to
mutter the very words, the devil became alarmed ;
the hair of his body stood on end, and he took his
hands off the child as if he had caught a serpent
thinking it was a pearl.

¢ Then the Buddhist devil, seeing that the heathen
was disappointed in his evil designs by the influence
of Buddha, said,—

‘“ Friend, it is my duty, being a friend of yours, to
show you what to do. You are guilty of a great
crime, and deserve to be punished for attempting
aught against one who is devoted to Buddha.”
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¢ These words were fearful to the devil as the noise
of flies that settle on the dead bodies in the field of
battle is fearful to the warrior who has lost the
* victory, and he asked his friend what was to be done.
The Buddhist devil then commanded him to bring
some food to the poor boy, who had fasted since
morning ; and he immediately made himself invisible,
and went to the king’s palace, and brought therefrom
a golden dish of sweetmeats, which (having first
taken the form of the boy’s father) he commanded
him to eat. After which the devil engraved the
history of the whole transaction upon the golden
dish, and went his way.

‘In the morning, when the breakfast was to be
prepared for the king, his majesty’s attendants, not
finding the dish, went about seeking it; and when
they found it with the boy near the waggon, they
carried him and his father with the dish to the king,
who, as soon as he had read the engraving, was so
much pleased with the boy that he said,—

““If such a devil, who knows nothing of the power
of Buddha,—a devil so fierce and cruel,—would do so
great a kindness even to a boy when the name of
Buddha is mentioned, it is therefore my duty, who
am a believer, and know the depths of the power of
Buddha, to show him favour to the utmost.”

“And accordingly the king conferred on him the
same day rank, power, and wealth, and made him
one of the nobles of his kingdom.

‘D’ye see, I don’t believe a word of it. Such a
yarn isn’t fit even for the marines. And, if so be it were
true, to my thinking, that boy got his promotion
without deserving it,’ said Bob.

‘Nonsense, Bob! It is a parable; which, if the
name of our Saviour were substituted for that of
Buddha, and it were divested of its superstitious
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phraseology, might stand side by side with those to
be found in our own holy writings ; which teach that
in all, ay, in any difficulty, there can be no greater
reliance than in the name of God,” said May.

‘D'ye see, I didn’t see it with those head-lights.
So, mayhap you are right, Miss May,’ said Bob
thoughtfully, scratching his head.

And May was right. The story wanted but the
substitution of the 7ea/ for that of the Buddhist God.
The Buddhist religion, however, false as it is, is yet
the noblest of /eathen creeds; for do but note the
following passage, which is meant to impress upon
the heart the all-sufficiency of faith in God:—

‘Oh! the supernatural power of Buddha. A person
not offering his life as a gift, but by merely saying,
“Namo Bud-dhaya,” shall have no fear or horror. He
who takes refuge in Buddha till his life’s end shall fear
nothing. As the voice of the peacock causes dread to
the serpent, so the word Buddha is a fear to devils
and demons; for they flee at its sound. As the
poison of serpents is destroyed by the power of
charms, and as wax melts before the fire, so devils
and demons flee from those who have taken refuge in
Buddha. Such is the influence of this one word. It
is, indeed, a fortified, lofty, and strong line of defence
to them that believe ; a palace of gold, a cave of glass
kept by a noble lion, a cave of gold, a great ship to
carry them through the ocean of transmigratory
existence. It is a golden crown upon the head of
believers, a pair of spectacles for the eyes, a pair of
earrings for the ears, a golden chain for the neck, a
- string of pearls, a sword to destroy the enemy, a
banner to those who believe, frontlets between the
eyes, a staff to destroy the adversary, a coat of mail
to defend the body, a mighty wind to drive away the
dust of sorrow. Therefore those wise persons who
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take refuge in this gracious word Buddha, the name
of that omniscient one who is the eye to guide the
world, shall be great in the world to come.’

Convincing, however, as this story might be to Fos
of the efficacy of muttering such words, it had a
different effect upon Bob, who, soon after it was
finished, fell into a profound sleep. May then retired
to her own tent, leaving myself and Fos to divide the
night’s watch between us. I chose the latter half;
and thus as in that dread wilderness, with rifle in
hand, I sat with ears open to every sound, and my
eyes fixed upon the fire, I pondered upon the diffi-
culties of our position. Bob maimed, so that perhaps
for weeks he might not be able to walk; the horse
upon which he might have ridden killed. We .had
three good rifles, it was true ; but then our ammuni-
tion would be insufficient for any lengthened stay in
the woods; for, apart from the necessity of keeping
sufficient to protect us from the sudden inroads of
wild animals, in a climate where meat killed in the
morning becomes by night so decomposed that it is
unfit for the use of man, every meal, at least of animal
food, would cost us one, if not more charges. So very
gloomy were my thoughts and ponderings till the
dawn of day brought May to my side.

‘Why look so gloomy, dear Tom, seeing Heaven
has been kind to us as yet, for, “d’ye see,” as poor Bob
would say, it must be a dense forest that has no
opening.’

¢Is it not enough to make one gloomy, May ? Bob
an invalid, our horse killed, and, save herbs and fruits,
Heaven only knows how we are to obtain food.’

‘Why, with the rifle, to be sure, Tom, said she,
laughing.

‘Nay; that is not possible, without the game will
come here purposely to be killed ; for Bob cannot,
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and Fos must not go in search, for fear we lose our
guide, while I dare not leave you.’

‘Not leave me! Why, Tom, I shall soon begin to
believe that it is I who dare not leave you,’” she replied
good-humouredly.

Which, however, I confess, so vexed me, that I said
angrily,—

‘Tut, tut, May!’

¢Tut, tut, again, Tom; don’t be angry. It is of no
use tut-tutting ; we are in a difficulty, and must make
the best of our way out of it. But, for the present, I
have resolved that, while one remains to nurse Bob
and act as housckeeper, the other two shall go in
search of a good fat elk and a calabash of water.
Now, you know, of the two that hunt, Fos must be
one; the other must be either nurse and housewife,
or hunter, she replied, archly adding, ‘Which shall
it be, Tom, you or I?’

‘But, May '—

‘There, but me no buts, for the matter is settled,
she replied, placing her finger upon my mouth. ‘You
will be the hunter, of course, and I housewife. As
for danger, there is the same heaven above me, whether
with or without you ; besides, shan’t Bob and I have
a rifle and an axe or two between us?’

‘Well, well, May, I see it is of no use for me to
object ; you are an obstinate puss, and if you will, you
will, and there’s an end on’t.

‘Yes; and if I won’t, I wo#n’t, you may depend on't.
But come,” she added, taking my arm, ‘let’s to the
tent, for both Bob and Fos are stlrrmcr, and in this
climate it behoves us to make our hay éefore the sun
shines.’

‘Sar Bosen’s leg good as new,’ said the boy, who
was busily engaged preparing rice for breakfast.

‘Belay there, you imp; d’ye think my jaw tackle’s
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out of order, that I can’t speak for myself?’ said Bob;
adding, as he sat upright and shook his leg at me,
‘Look you, Master Tom, I shall be able to sail as well
as any craft afloat upon two legs soon.’

Then, while we made our scant and hasty morning
meal, I told him of the arrangement May and I had
made. Whereupon he caught up his rifle, looked to
the charge, and, having placed it near at hand, declared
that neither man nor beast should hurt her while she
kept under its cover; and thus, feeling satisfied of
my sister’s safety, Fos and I departed upon our
foraging expedition, and that, too, tolerably well
armed ; for, in addition to axes, knives, and Fos’s
rifle, I carried a double-barrelled piece.

¢ Now, Fos,’ said I, as we started, ‘we have no dogs
to start the game ; but you must hunt up a buck, and
I will bring him down.

¢ Excellency no find big deer in low country; all up
in hills; but if make legs go qulck shall catch little
moose as ‘um come home to forest.

¢On, then,’ said 1.

And away we scampered, Fos leading through
jungle and tall lemon-grass, till, by quite a different
direction from that in which May and I had taken the
day before, we ent