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  THE LOST TRIBE


  PART I


  THE LOST WORLD


  Prologue


  She waited for the right moment to flee, just before they were going to leave. They had eaten a meal of detestable monkey meat and the root that Garcia called yucca. He baked monkey and root on the coals of the fire. Garcia devoured the monkey meat with great relish, but Annie noticed that the other men felt the same as she did. They didn’t like the idea of eating an animal that looked like a hairy child. That answered another question. Garcia’s men were newcomers to the jungle life.


  After the meal, she walked into the jungle to relieve herself. Garcia didn’t bother her about going out of sight. He respected her wish for privacy and he didn’t want the other men watching her, either. She was his property, after all. Usually, Garcia would call out to her after a minute or two to make sure she was all right, and still there. But this evening, neither Garcia nor the other men had noticed that she had retreated into the jungle.


  She kept going, walking into the darkening forest. She hoped she hadn’t left too early. Annie knew her chances of escape were much better after dark. But they were ready to leave and she couldn’t delay any longer.


  She moved faster and faster. The branches and underbrush snapped at her, but she didn’t care. The deeper she penetrated the jungle, the more frightened she became; she wouldn’t survive the night. Some wild creature surely would devour her. She just hoped the animal was merciful and killed her instantly. She stopped and listened, certain that something deadly kept pace with her. Her hands shook; her body shuddered.


  She heard a distant call and she knew that Garcia was searching for her. With his knowledge of the jungle, he could track her, even in the dark. She felt an odd combination of relief that she would be rescued and terror at the prospect of what he might do to her this time. If he found her alive, she would never have another chance to escape, at least not before they reached the Orinoco.


  She broke into a run as night fell over the jungle. It was madness, a death wish, but at least it was her choice. Even though the moon was still full tonight, it failed to penetrate the thick jungle canopy. The darkness was blacker than she had imagined possible. The underbrush jabbed at her with every step. Her arms and legs and cheeks stung from the scratches. Spider webs wrapped around her face and neck. She imagined hairy spiders the size of her hand crawling over her head. She had lost her bonnet two nights ago on the river and now she felt naked and exposed.


  She heard a hissing and imagined walking into a nest of vipers. She quickly jumped to the side and into more thicket. Suddenly the underbrush thrashed. She screamed and, at the same time, heard a horrible snorting squeal. She fell to the ground as an enormous jungle pig bolted past her, its hooves barely missing her head. When she finally caught her breath, she listened for Garcia’s call, secretly hoping that he would find her. But now she no longer heard him. Maybe he felt vulnerable to attack himself and had returned to the river.


  She considered going back herself and giving up rather than facing the darkness, the dense jungle, the insects, the deadly creatures, the endless night. Then she heard a growl, and froze. Somewhere nearby something large was hunting her. Terrified, she looked around for a place to hide.


  Suddenly she didn’t want to die. She did what came naturally to her. She climbed a tree and pulled her legs out of the reach of whatever prowled below. She heard another growl, closer this time. Her heart pounded; her body quaked and breath came in great gasps. She heard something moving above her and sucked her breath. She realized that her arms were shaking so much that she was shaking the branches overhead. But that didn’t make her feel any better. She just might die of fright before daybreak.
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  14th day of September 1625


  Mette with a great storm, with which ye ship was shroudly shaken, and her upper works made very leakie, for one of the maine beams in ye midd ship was bowed and craked. Ye ship was turned about and send tailwinding into waters far off to the south, so missing Virginia altogether.


  First Elder Solomon Stoddard snapped his journal closed. He had made the entry twelve days ago in the aftermath of the great storm and since then the steady wind from the northeast had done nothing to improve their fortunes. The battered vessel had drifted farther and farther south. But now a glassy quiet had settled over the hushed sea as if the wind were saving its strength for later. A thin haze covered the sky, and the sun cast an eerie yellow-green light across the mirror-like water.


  They had hoped to reach Virginia two weeks ago, but now Solomon would settle for landing anywhere on the North American coast. But perhaps an island would be more likely. The sweltering heat and the warm waters left it plain that they had been blown all the way to the Caribbean.


  Their situation worsened day by day. The fresh meat, vegetables, and fruits, of course, had been eaten weeks ago. The supply of firewood lasted until mid-ocean. Now the fresh water was low in the butts and the women could no longer wash their clothing. Even worse, the festering sores of scurvy were starting to affect both crew and passengers. And they drifted.


  Solomon licked his dry, swollen lips and tasted salt. He paced along the starboard side of the upper deck, his hands clasped behind his back, the warm mid-morning sun beating on his back. In spite of the sultry air, he wore the same long dark coat that he had worn since they’d left England. He stopped and stared toward a distant speck. He rubbed his eyes, but the speck remained on the horizon, like a tiny mistake marring a large mural. But maybe it wasn’t a mistake at all, but the correct answer, the one they needed.


  After all, Solomon had prayed all morning that they would be saved, that land would be sighted, or that they would encounter another ship, which would take on passengers. But they hadn’t seen a single ship since they left port in Southampton. On that day, a cool breeze had sent them off with high hopes for a new life ahead, but now they just hoped to stay alive long enough to be rescued.


  “Look out there! What is it?” someone called out from atop the poop deck, confirming that his vision remained sharp. One of the crew quickly climbed to the maintop. “La-a-nd ho-o! Land! La-a-nd ho!”


  He turned to see young Jacob Burroughs and his new wife, Amy, hugging each other and pointing. Solomon had married the couple a week out of port in a ceremony attended by all of the passengers and most of the crew. He liked the young couple, but it soon became evident that Amy’s father, Second Elder Malachi Horne, had some regrets about losing his daughter to the boy. Solomon had counseled Malachi to remain hopeful, that given the chance, the boy would settle down and become a dedicated, hardworking Puritan.


  The door of the steerage room slammed behind Captain John Mayhue as he reached for a shear-pole and swung himself up into the mizzen rigging to see for himself. Mayhue, a striking, gray-bearded sailor, who stood at least six-foot-five, had taken the Seaflower on two previous cross-Atlantic journeys. On this trip, he had followed a route farther to the south than his two previous journeys because he believed they might reach their destination a week or more sooner. He thought there was a river of sorts in the ocean off the coast of America that crossed the northern waters of the Atlantic, reaching all the way to the Irish coast. He believed in this river because the trips back to England were much faster than the ones to America. The storm, of course, had destroyed their chances of arriving early. But Mayhue remained confident that once they entered the river, the current would pull the ship north.


  The captain climbed down from the shear-pole and walked over to the first elder, a smile on his face. “It looks like your prayers have been answered, Reverend, and none too soon. There’s another storm brewing out there. I can smell it.”


  The captain liked to make idle remarks about his passengers’ religion and penchant toward daily prayer, remarks which Solomon found particularly annoying. He liked people to speak plainly. “Is it an island, Captain?”


  “Yes, and I hope we can find a harbor before this storm gets here, because I don’t know if we can weather another one.” With that, he turned and walked off.


  The news quickly spread and the deck was soon crowded with passengers. Solomon was glad to see the hopeful looks on their faces once again after the recent bad spell. He knew most of those faces well. He had baptized many of them. Of the one hundred and ten passengers aboard the Seaflower, seventy-six were his Puritans. The others came from a variety of places and backgrounds and he called them the Strangers. They kept to themselves and even though he had invited them to his worship services, most of them stayed away.


  Sarah Simmons, one of his song leaders, suddenly broke out in “Old Hundredth” and others quickly joined her.


  Showt to Jehovah al the earth,


  Serv ye Jehovah with gladnes,


  Befor him come with singing mirth,


  Know that Jehovah he God is.


  Solomon led a congregation of plain, hardworking people, farmers, for the most part, who had tended land around Rotherhithe, a village in Surrey. Several years ago, they had considered migrating to Holland to escape persecution by the Anglican Church. The Puritans wanted simple ceremonies and no bishops controlling how they practiced their religion. They wanted independence and freedom to worship how they saw fit, but the Anglicans, the Church of England, wanted to disband the Puritan congregations if they didn’t comply with the prevailing rules and beliefs.


  Even though they would have found religious freedom in Holland, life would’ve been much harder for them, and other Puritans, who had gone to Holland, reported that their children were turning Dutch. So, rather than choosing Holland, Solomon had obtained patents from the Virginia Company of London for land owned by the company, and Second Elder Malachi had arranged for the passage on the Seaflower.


  Solomon’s thoughts were interrupted as Malachi approached him. Tall and thin with a craggy face and a long thin nose, Malachi had been worrying that he’d made a wrong choice by engaging the Seaflower. “Our prayers, First Elder, truly have been answered.”


  “So I’ve heard.”


  “Let’s hope there’s fresh water. The crew can repair the ship and we can still reach Virginia before the cold weather arrives.”


  “I would take cold weather over another storm the likes of the one that already hit us,” Solomon responded.


  Malachi gazed toward the distant clouds building on the horizon. “It will be good to stand on land again. We can build shelters and get everyone involved. That has been the worst part of this trip. We don’t have any work to occupy us.”


  “There will be plenty of that once we find land, most assuredly, Malachi.” He squinted at the island. More of it was visible and it stretched across the horizon. “How are you feeling?”


  “Much better already. I certainly will be glad to be off this ship and away from the cursing, belligerent crew. I can’t believe what they continue to say in front of the women and children. They get so bellicose when I say anything to them.”


  Solomon smiled. “I’m glad we’re talking about the sailors again. That means the worst is over.”


  More shouting erupted and people moved over to the port side. “I’ll see what it’s about.” Malachi strode across the deck.


  Solomon moved aft and climbed the stairs to the poop deck, which was twenty-seven feet above the water. He gripped the railing and stared off into the distance. The island indeed appeared immense, but that wasn’t what had attracted everyone’s attention. A square-rigged ship, two-thirds the size of the Seaflower, headed their way.


  Mayhue, who stood a few feet away, raised his scope to his right eye and focused on the approaching vessel. “It looks like we’re not alone in this big sea, after all.”


  “We’re never alone, Captain,” Solomon responded.


  “The devil you say!” Mayhue growled. He spun around and shouted a series of orders. “All passengers belowdecks. Now! Master Jones, open the gun room, dispense the weapons!”
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  Everything shifted so quickly. One moment, everyone around him was singing praise and shouting that they’d been saved. Then, suddenly, panic swept across the deck. The crew, cursing loudly, herded everyone belowdecks as if the ship were under attack by the Spanish Armada. In the confusion, Jacob Burroughs slipped away and raced to the port side for a look at the approaching ship. Several cannons lined the deck of the vessel, and a black flag had risen on the mast.


  A hand gripped his shoulder and forcefully pushed him down to the deck. “Get your bloody arse belowdecks, mate, before you lose your fuckin’ head. Don’t you know what a pirate ship looks like?”


  Jacob looked up at the burly sailor with a thick mustache, who scowled and pointed toward the hatch. At that moment he heard a blast from a cannon and the sailor dove to the deck next to him. Jacob looked up just in time to see the cannonball pummel two sailors across the bow. One plunged overboard and the other lay facedown, tangled in the shroud. Two other sailors turned over their crewmate but his blood-soaked shirt and limp body attested to his instant death.


  Jacob and the sailor scrambled across the deck to the main hatch near midship. They climbed down to the ‘tween deck, but instead of heading forward, where many of the passengers were crowded, Jacob followed the sailor aft to the gun room. Jacob had spent his spare time talking with the younger sailors and learning about the ship. So he knew what guns they carried and where they would be positioned.


  Two sailors were handing out bulky minions, sakers, and muskets. The minions, seven-foot-long guns that carried four-pound balls, were headed for the eight ports on the gun deck.


  Two sakers, lighter and shorter guns, were already stationed in the ports of the gun room. The other two sakers and four muskets would be positioned in ports on the main deck.


  Jacob reached in and grabbed a musket and an ammunition horn filled with gunpowder. The burly sailor clutched his arm. “Suit yourself, boy. Find an open port on the main deck and start shooting.”


  Jacob didn’t like being called a boy, but he didn’t argue. He knew his bushy carrot top, freckles, and lack of facial hair made him look like a kid. But he’d turned nineteen three months ago and deserved more respect, he thought as he raced back toward midship. He started to climb to the deck when he heard Amy call out to him.


  “Jacob, what are you doing? Where are you going? You should be down here with the rest of us.”


  He looked back at his new bride, who stood at the doorway of the hold. She was just fifteen, with wispy blond hair and watery blue eyes. They hadn’t shared a bed on the crowded ship except for the first night of their marriage. He bunked with the single men in the forward end of the ‘tween deck, while Amy slept with the single girls and three older married couples in the poop house at the other end of the boat. Some of the sailors, who had witnessed their marriage, gave him a hard time about the sleeping arrangements. But that would change when they got to Virginia. Such thoughts instantly flashed across his mind every time he saw her.


  “I’ve got to help out, Amy.”


  “Please don’t go. I want you with me.”


  With a loud crack, a cannonball pounded the port side of the Seaflower. Then another and another struck the ship.


  “Get movin’ there, lad,” a sailor with a saker in hand called out from behind him.


  He looked once more to Amy. “I’ll be back.”


  He hurried up the ladder to the main deck. He ran to the port side and found an open gun port just as another cannon struck the vessel. He stumbled to one knee and loaded the musket. He had no idea who the pirates were or what they wanted, but he needed to defend the ship.


  He took aim, scanning the deck, which was about ten feet lower to the water than the Seaflower. But he couldn’t find a single target. No one manned the ports of the vessel’s main deck. Just as he was wondering where the crew had gone, the answer came over the starboard side. He heard shouts and turned to see several pirates with muskets, pistols, and knives leaping onto the deck. One of them, pistol in one hand, knife in the other, charged toward him. Just as the attacker raised his pistol and aimed, Jacob fired his musket. The pirate tottered, dropped to his knees as if he were praying to some god of hate and harm, then fell on his face.


  More pirates vaulted over the side and the big guns could do nothing against them. The smell of spent gunpowder filled the air. Smoke clogged the deck. Jacob dropped down low and futilely worked at reloading the musket. Cries and groans, howls and shouts filled the air. A pair of combatants struggled several feet away. One of them kicked the butt of Jacob’s musket and the weapon slid along the deck. Jacob started to crawl after it when a shot rang out and the burly sailor with the thick mustache fell in front of him. The right side of his face blasted away, he stared sightlessly at the darkening sky.


  A wave of fear washed over Jacob. He had never thought about death, not even in the storm when the ship had creaked and groaned and tipped precariously to one side. Somehow, he knew he would survive. But now he had no doubt that the pirates were about to take control of the ship and kill everyone in sight. Panicking, he lunged for the musket. But a hand swept it up and the butt cracked against a skull and another body crashed to the deck.


  Unarmed, he darted toward the hatch, but a pirate with a pistol stepped out, blocking his way. Jacob quickly ducked behind one of the longboats, which nestled on the port side of the hatch. On impulse, he jerked back the canvas covering on the boat, rolled inside, and yanked the covering back over it. After a few minutes the shooting and shouting stopped. He heard voices nearby, then the sound faded, and he knew the pirates were going belowdecks.


  After a while he carefully lifted a corner of the covering on the longboat. He felt a breeze and saw that the smoke had cleared. A heavy cloud cover had moved in and he smelled moisture in the air. He lifted the covering a few more inches and poked his head out a little farther. He spotted one of the pirates standing guard on the starboard bow with one of the sakers in hand. Jacob quickly lowered his head until only a slit in the covering allowed him to look out. Suddenly the hatch opened and a pirate climbed out. Muffled screams rose from below and he felt as if a cannonball rested in the bottom of his stomach. He closed his eyes and lowered his head into his hands. He should’ve stayed with Amy. He felt like a coward. But he couldn’t bring himself to climb out of the boat, either. What good would it do? He didn’t even have a weapon to defend himself.


  Nearly an hour had passed when he heard a commotion near the hatch. He looked out and saw two of the men carrying a chest that they’d taken from the hold. It contained all the gold and silver and family heirlooms that the passengers owned. The loss would leave them all destitute, but if the pirates left they would still have their lives.


  He raised the covering another half inch and leaned closer as he saw Captain Mayhue and First Elder Solomon. Their hands were tied behind their backs. Another man climbed out of the hatch after them. His shiny black hair fell to the middle of his back. His skin was baked a deep tan. Wiry and muscular, he moved around the two captives with the nimbleness of a man who was familiar with life on the water.


  “For God sakes, man, let the reverend go free,” Mayhue said. “I’m the captain of the ship. He’s a passenger.”


  The man’s dark eyes bored into Mayhue. He stepped closer to him and held a knife below his chin. “I do what I want,” he said in heavily accented English. “You are defeated and have nothing to say about it. You live and die at my pleasure. So enjoy your last few breaths.”


  “You are in the hands of the devil,” the first elder said in a voice that showed no fear. “You must repent your sin or suffer the consequences of hell.”


  The pirate laughed. “It has been a long time since I heard such talk. It reminds me of my childhood in Barcelona when the priest told me the devil lived inside me. Maybe I believed him.”


  “We are of the Anglican Church, Puritans who want nothing to do with the Roman Catholic ways. If you are a product of that religion, God save us all.”


  “Don’t worry. Reverend, I’m like you. I left that religion behind. I am just a simple heathen like the men of the jungle.” He waved his arm in the direction of the island. “Enough talk about religion. You will meet your Maker soon enough. Then you can discuss all your self-righteous ideas with the Master Himself.”


  He turned to the captain. “Your ship is in horrible condition. Your passengers should get their money back.” He laughed again, then abruptly slapped Mayhue on the back. “If the ship were in better condition, I would lay claim to it and send your passengers over the side. Jacob could see the captain struggling to get his wrists free. He would probably clamp his meaty hands on the pirate’s neck and snap it like a dry stick.


  The pirate leader flicked the back of his hand as if shooing a fly. He ordered the men taken away. He bent down and peered into the hatch. “Next come my lovelies.”


  Two young women were escorted to the deck, their heads and ankles covered in the Puritan way. Jacob leaned closer and his heart nearly stopped when he saw that one of them was Amy.


  “Ah, young ladies. Javier Garcia, at your service.” He smiled appreciatively. His hair fell over his shoulders. Dark, predatory eyes peered down a hawklike face, taking in the girls.


  “Let us alone,” Amy said. “We didn’t do anything to you.”


  “Not yet you haven’t. But I’m going to change that. You will do something for me and I will enjoy it immensely.”


  Jacob couldn’t hide here any longer. He prepared to bolt out of the longboat and pitch himself into Garcia and shove him over the side. He knew he would die at the hands of the pirates, but at least he would protect his wife from the brute.


  Just as he was about to throw the canvas back and catch Garcia and the others by surprise, one of the pirates moved over to Garcia and blocked his view. They spoke in Spanish and Jacob listened closely.


  He had spent time in Spain with his father when he was ten and again during his seventeenth year when he had traveled to Europe alone. His father, a wealthy barrister, wanted him to take up the same profession, but Jacob had dropped his studies in favor of travel. Now he didn’t know if he would ever pursue those ambitions. He had an ear for languages and had learned to converse in Spanish and French.


  The pirate warned Garcia about an approaching storm. They needed to seek port quickly or they would be caught in it. He added something about the time of the year being the worst, but Garcia cut him off and said they would be on their way soon enough.


  When the pirate moved away, Jacob saw his chance. He threw the covering off and leaped from the longboat. But his right foot tangled in a rope and he had to reach down to free it. He looked up to see a pirate glaring down at him, his arm raised overhead. He heard Amy scream out his name and in the same instant the butt of a pistol smashed down on his skull. He collapsed back into the boat, sinking down in pain and misery as he lost consciousness.


  When he raised his head again, the ship was lurching from side to side in the high seas. He winced at the throbbing ache above his right ear and felt a lump. He looked out, blinking and rubbing his eyes. No pirates. He wobbled onto his feet and climbed out of the longboat. No sign of them. A sudden gust nearly knocked him to the deck. He turned to the port side. The pirate’s vessel, already half a mile away, was laying for land. He felt an ache deep in his heart at the loss of Amy. He was sure the pirates had abducted her and Sarah.


  He looked up at the creaking mast and that’s when he saw them. First Elder Solomon and Captain Mayhue dangled high above from the top mainsail, ropes lashed around their necks. Their lifeless bodies swayed from side to side.


  The wind howled and the sea and rain lashed the ship under the sullen gray sky. Jacob stumbled his way across the deck and just reached the main hatch when a huge wave crashed over the deck. He looked up to see bodies of the dead and injured washed overboard. He didn’t know if there were any crew left alive, but someone had to take control of the ship and guide it toward the island.


  He clambered down to the gun deck and didn’t see any crew or passengers. “Hello! Anybody here? Where is everyone?”


  The only answer to his shouts came from the wailing wind. He felt as if he were the only one left aboard the ship. He moved aft to the hatch that led up into the steerage. He climbed up and found the helmsman slumped between the bulkhead and the whipstaff, an upright lever used to steer the ship. Blood pooled below the body. He pulled the body out of the way and glimpsed a gaping chest wound. He knew the helmsman as George from Yorkshire and he’d liked him. But there was no time to grieve for him or anyone else. He didn’t even want to think about what had happened in the last couple of hours.


  He grabbed the whipstaff, which attached to the tiller head underneath the steerage floor. Jacob had spent his idle hours learning about the ship and toying with the idea of becoming a sailor. George had encouraged him in his interest and shown him the basics of steering the vessel. But, of course, he had never expected to actually take the helm, especially under such conditions. He leaned forward and looked down at the compass. The swaying ship and the wild spin of the compass left him dizzy and disoriented. His head pounded from the blow he’d received, but he couldn’t give up.


  He pulled hard on the whipstaff, desperately trying to tack the ship downwind. Fortunately, the mizzen and spritsails, which ran fore to aft, had been damaged in the last storm or the ship would be lying on its side already. Slowly, the ship turned down wind and toward the island. The tattered mainsail and foresail caught the wind and Jacob used all his strength to hold the position. He couldn’t believe it. He was actually sailing the ship and moving toward the island.


  His sense of achievement lasted only a few moments. He heard a voice and saw someone climbing up into steerage from the gun deck. Second Elder Malachi Horne looked stunned when he saw him.


  “What are you doing here?” he shouted over the wind, looking down his long, thin nose.


  “They crew’s gone. I think they’re all dead. Even the captain. Where were you? Where was everyone?”


  “They locked us in the hold. We just got out. But they took Amy and Sarah. Where are they?”


  He struggled with the whipstaff as he lost his concentration. The ship lurched to port as it fell into a trough. “They’re gone,” he shouted. “With the pirates. I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop them. I tried, but—”


  The ship rocked so hard that he was knocked to one knee. Malachi’s long, lanky body slammed against the bulkhead. Then the ship shifted to starboard. Jacob pulled hard on the whipstaff. “Are you okay, Reverend?”


  Malachi found his footing. “No I’m not. I’ve lost my daughter.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  He couldn’t think of anything else to say. He’d grown to dislike his new father-in-law for badgering him about not being a Puritan like Amy and always telling him what to do. But he did feel sorry for him. He felt sorry for everyone trapped on this ship.


  “What can we do?” Malachi asked.


  You‘re asking me?


  “Get everyone ready to abandon the ship if we don’t make it.”


  “You think it’s that bad?”


  “Yeah, I do.” He leaned into the whipshaft. “Look who’s steering the boat!” he shouted. “I’ve never done this before.” The ship carried three longboats, the one he’d hidden in and two others that hung on the sides of the ship. First Elder Solomon had demanded that they take three, rather than the customary single longboat. He’d figured that most of the congregation would escape if the ship went down. But what would happen after that?


  Malachi left and Jacob continued his struggle with the vessel. He decided if he survived, he definitely would not become a sailor. Somehow, he would have to find a safe harbor protected by the wind. But how would he do that and how would he avoid crashing the ship on rocks or a reef? Who would drop the anchor?


  He only knew that he was headed in the general direction of the island. He had no bearings to follow, no officer of the deck calling out directions through the small hatch above the compass. He had never tacked the ship in fair winds, much less in a storm. They were in trouble. Serious trouble.


  Just then he heard someone calling out to him. He looked up and saw a face, one of the Strangers, as Malachi called them, peering down through a small hatch.


  “I can’t hear you!” Jacob called back.


  The man shouted something about land ahead.


  “What about it? Where is it?”


  “Straight on. Straight on. Turn. Turn hard. We’re going to run aground.”


  “Drop the anchor!” he shouted, then shoved against the whipstaff with all of his strength.


  He read the compass and saw the ship starting to tack. But then it fell off again. Without the mizzen sail, the huge tiller couldn’t get the ship to come about. It had been much easier turning downwind. But somehow he had to bring the ship around.


  “Hove-to, hove-to!” someone shouted from above.


  He tried again, but couldn’t control the ship. Then suddenly the ship struck something and he heard a horrible crunching and grinding. He fell forward onto his hands and knees. The vessel ground to a stop, wobbling like a drunk.


  When Jacob tried to turn the whipstaff again, he felt no resistance. He knew that the tiller had been ripped off. All they could do was abandon ship. He climbed down from the steerage and ran along the gun deck. Water rushed along up to his knees. Now he heard shouts and screams from the other passengers.


  When he reached the deck, he could barely move against the wind. The dark clouds of the enormous storm had turned the afternoon into night. He made his way to the bow, grabbing onto the ratlines as he went. He saw one of the longboats jammed with passengers being lowered to the water. But a man was having trouble freeing one of the lines. He hurried over and cut through it with his knife. A wave caught the boat and hurtled it away from the ship. He heard a woman call out frantically.


  “David, David! Jump!”


  Jacob saw it was David Pine, a quiet, blond-haired man a few years older than him whom he’d gotten to know on the journey. His wife, Ruth, who was close to Amy and her father, clutched her three children and shouted from the boat. But now the wind took stole her voice.


  “You should’ve jumped, David. There was room for you.”


  He shook his head. “I’m not going to make it.”


  Jacob brushed off the comment. “Sure you are. How far from shore are we?” he shouted above the roar of water and wind.


  “Too far. A mile or so. We’re caught up on a shoal.”


  “Where are the other longboats?”


  “They’re loading the last one on the port side.”


  He grabbed David by the arm. “C’mon, let’s go.”


  They lurched across the deck. Lightning flashed and he saw a dozen silhouettes of people stumbling about or clinging to lines or masts. Anyone left on the ship was doomed to a very hard night, if not to his death, Jacob thought. The ship would be pounded by the waves and might even break into pieces by morning, or slip off the reef and sink below the waves.


  Just as they reached mid-deck an enormous wave crashed over the vessel. The water swamped both men and swept them toward the port side. Jacob tried to stop himself, but he kept sliding. Just as the wave hurtled him over the side, he reached up and grabbed a shroud hanging from the foremast.


  The wind whipped him out over the water and he saw David pitched into the tumultuous waters. Several other bodies tumbled overboard amid screams and panicked calls for help. He glimpsed two longboats riding swells and moving quickly away from the ship. But almost directly below him, a third boat floundered close to the ship.


  Jacob hung on, swung back, touched the deck, then swung out again, intending to drop next to the boat. A man and a woman clutching a child leaped off the deck for the boat. The men at the oars battled the sea, trying to control the boat. Just as Jacob was about to let go, the mast hurtled down toward him, and he realized that the Seaflower was keeling over. He let go of the shroud and raised his arms to protect himself.


  At that precarious moment a bolt of lightning illuminated his surroundings and the scene seemed to freeze. The howling wind fell silent. He glimpsed the longboat below him right in the path of the falling mast. To his left, more bodies somersaulted toward death, and across from him, the dangling bodies of First Elder Solomon and Captain Mayhue hovered like hideous marionettes. An enormous crack of thunder erupted, and Jacob slammed into the water.


  The mast crashed down on top of him, driving him down to the floor of the ocean. Stunned, he floated a moment on his back, water seeping into his nose and lungs. Then he turned over and swam, but he quickly became snarled in the rigging. He fought his way out of the lines, but one of them, like the tentacle of a giant octopus, snagged his ankle and tugged at him as he tried to swim away. He reached down, untangled it, then clawed his way toward the surface.


  He gulped air and seawater as his head popped up. But he only had a spare moment before an enormous wave collapsed over him, burying him with a ton or two of water.


  The churning seas tumbled his body over and over and tossed him about like a broken kite in a windstorm. He swallowed more and more salt water. The sea penetrated his entire being and the last of his breath bubbled away. He struggled furiously against the power of the sea, but it swept him along and pulled him farther under.


  He glimpsed himself, arms and legs spread out, turning in slow motion through a tunnel created by swirling water. He no longer felt any fear or pain. He moved even closer toward a glowing form, a being of light that emanated a sense of peace and tranquility. As he moved even closer to it, he felt more at home than he had ever felt in his life. The being exuded all-encompassing love. He wanted to stay with it, within the warm, loving light, and go wherever it went. But then a great sadness and loss fell over him as he realized that he was being sent back. He had work to do. But the light being left him with a message.


  Go into the wilderness.


  The loving image and the sense of warmth and security vanished; Jacob sputtered and coughed as he floundered in the slashing waves. He reached out and his hand fell on a barrel. He draped an arm over it and clung to it with his chest. The waves swept him along. He rolled over and over, but he stayed on top of the surf. He had no idea how much time passed. But after a while he felt a sandy bottom, then abruptly another wave washed over him. He touched again, then he was hurtled forward and tossed onto a beach.


  He crawled several yards, then his stomach churned and he spewed the sea from his belly and lungs. Wind and rain lashed down at him; waves slapped his legs and started to pull him back toward the sea. Coughing, he dragged himself a few yards farther inland, then he could go no farther. He collapsed and folded into blackness.


  3


  When the first light seeped across the sea and touched land, Second Elder Malachi Horne sat up and pulled back the piece of canvas that had kept the rain off him. He ran a hand through his khaki-colored hair and his pale blue eyes gazed out at the gray, frothy sea. A lump on the ocean’s surface defined the location of the remainder of the Seaflower.


  Several others huddled under the canvas, but he knew that many had spent the night completely at the mercy of the elements. He slipped his Bible out of his shirt and examined it in the faint light. He had kept it clutched to his chest during the endless, despairing hours of the horrible night. It felt damp, but in good condition. For a moment he saw Amy being dragged away again. He bowed his head and prayed for her, then added a prayer for those who had died, and those who survived.


  When he finished, he nudged his son, Nathan. “Gather everyone together. We need to find out who’s still with us. Then we will give thanks and plan for our day.”


  The boy sat up and rubbed his face. He looked around, taking in everything. Nathan had his mother’s dark hair and brown eyes and his father’s lean, angular features. “I’ll get right to it, Dad. Don’t worry. We’ll get everyone together and thank the Lord for sparing our sinful lives.”


  At sixteen, Nathan reminded him so much of himself at that age. Malachi was proud of the boy, proud that he wanted to follow his father into the ministry. To others, it might sound odd to talk about giving thanks at such a time. After all, the boy had lost his sister, the ship had sunk, and many of his friends were probably dead. But Nathan had strong faith and the will to follow the righteous path. Like him, he knew that God had not deserted them.


  He watched his son move off along the beach, shaking people awake and pointing back toward his father.


  Malachi took several steps toward the water across the wet sand. Certainly, they all could be thankful that the storm had passed. The rain and wind had pounded them for hours, but sometime before dawn it finally abated. The sky remained sullen and the ocean rough, but now there were other matters to concern them. At the forefront, he wanted to know how they were going to get to Virginia.


  He stared out toward the hulking remains of the ship, which lay on its side like an injured whale trapped in shallow water. God would provide in His own time. That’s what he would tell everyone. But he would not explain that he thought God was punishing him for his transgressions. The thought that God was displeased with him had occurred to him after the first big storm. Then he’d put the matter out of his mind. But God didn’t allow a person of his standing to escape his misdeeds so easily. Malachi felt bad that so many other people’s lives were affected. He needed to make it up to the survivors as best he could, and he would pray diligently for the souls of those who had died.


  An hour later fifty-three of the one hundred and eight passengers from the Seaflower were gathered together. “We’ve all suffered through a horrible tragedy,” Malachi began as he held his Bible to his chest. “All of you have lost friends or family members.”


  He paused and looked over those gathered on the beach. God had spared a number of Strangers as well as those of his congregation. He needed to make an exact count, but he hoped that the Strangers would abide by his authority while they were together.


  “I still can see the mast striking down on the longboat and sending everyone into the depths. We tried to come back to help, but the waves were too strong. I also saw the bodies of First Elder Solomon Stoddard and Captain John Mayhue hanging from the mast where the devil’s own sailors had condemned them. Before we left England, I had heard that the devil employed sailors and now I know that it is true. They took my daughter and carried her away.”


  “She might be better off than the rest of us,” a voice called out from somewhere behind him.


  Malachi turned, scanned the faces of the Strangers. “Who said that?”


  “I did. Your daughter may live a long, happy life. My sister and her daughter were in that boat that sunk.”


  Malachi recognized the big man as the one who had used his strength to break open the lock on the door to the hold when they were all trapped inside. He stood at least a head above everyone else and looked as big as two men.


  “What’s your name, sir?”


  “Kyle McPherson, Reverend. I’m from Inverness, Scotland, and I’m not about to die in this godforsaken jungle.”


  “Watch your tongue,” one of the Puritans called out.


  “None of us will die if we work together,” Malachi answered. “We Puritans are clearly in the majority. We are organized and living the godly way. Can I get a promise that you, Mr. McPherson, and the others with you there will abide by the way we see things?”


  McPherson crossed his arms. “First of all, I cannot speak for anyone but myself. As for me, I will abide by what makes sense. All this God talk we heard on the way over here is fine when you’ve got your food and shelter. But we don’t have either and I think we need to consider that before anything else.”


  “God is our Creator and we are alive because He willed it,” Malachi thundered. “I am concerned about food and shelter, but I must first give thanks.” He dropped to his knees and the survivors of his congregation did the same. Several of the Strangers dropped to one knee as if to distinguish themselves from the Puritans. McPherson and a handful of others remained standing and stared at their feet as Malachi began praying.


  Even though he was tormented by the loss of his daughter to the pirates, Malachi thanked God for sparing him and the others and asked for guidance in the days ahead. When he finished, he kept his head bowed. He silently asked God to forgive him for his many weaknesses. Foremost on his mind was his sin of avarice, which had come at the expense of his own daughter’s future.


  In order to obtain the money he needed for the journey, he had allowed the son of the financier who bankrolled the Puritans to marry Amy, even though the boy didn’t measure up to his standards. The couple joined him on the journey as part of the bargain, and now Amy and Jacob Burroughs were both gone. He knew that he had made a terrible mistake to put finances ahead of finding a proper Puritan for his daughter, and now everyone was paying for it.


  He looked up. “Let us all go to work. There is much to do.”


  “Thank God,” McPherson muttered.


  Malachi ignored him. “I know that some of you have already gathered bodies that have washed up, but we need to thoroughly search the beach again. There are still many missing.”


  “They’re dead,” McPherson said. “What about the living? We need food.”


  “Mr. McPherson, I would appreciate it if you would allow me to finish. We need to respect the dead as well as care for the living. They will need a proper burial. But before that we must salvage everything we can from the ship.” He pointed toward the shore to the right. “I see a barrel floating in the shallow waters right now. It could contain beans or flour. We’ve already salvaged a barrel of water, one with molasses, and another filled with gunpowder. We managed to take two flintlocks with us. So the gunpowder will be useful.”


  He turned to McPherson. “I would like you and a few men to explore the jungle. Take the muskets and look for game and fresh water, and keep an eye out for fruits and plants that may be edible.”


  “And what are you going to do, pray some more?” the Scotsman responded.


  Malachi raised his chin. “There would be nothing wrong with that and you should try it yourself. But first. I’m taking my son and any other volunteers and rowing back out to the ship. We’ll see what we can find.”


  McPherson seemed to reassess the reverend. He looked out to the wreck, then back to Malachi. “Good luck. I’ll see if we can bring back dinner, and maybe we’ll find out just how big this island is.”


  Malachi nodded. “For the rest of you who are staying here, we need to gather wood for a fire and we need to build some simple huts.”


  “My brother and I will take charge of that,” one of the Strangers said. “We’re carpenters.”


  A woman chimed in that she and her boys would start gathering firewood and others said they would begin salvaging.


  Satisfied, Malachi dismissed everyone. “What do you think, son?”


  Nathan looked lean and strong, in spite of the hardships of the journey across the Atlantic. As always, his dark eyes studied everything around him. He frowned and nodded toward McPherson. “That one might be trouble. I don’t like him much.”


  “Don’t worry about McPherson. When he gets some food in his stomach, he’ll quiet down.”


  “I hope he leaves some for the rest of us.” After a moment Nathan added, “I didn’t like the way he spoke to you.”


  “The Scriptures tell us that we cannot worry about what others think.” He opened his Bible and paged through it, then tapped his finger against a page. ‘Preach the word; be instant in season, out of season; reprove, rebuke, exhort with all long- suffering and doctrine.’ Two Timothy 4:2. Remember that, Nathan. It may serve you well someday.”


  “I think there are some here who need reproving, rebuking, and exhorting.”


  Malachi closed the Bible. He would leave it in the care of one of the women. “Are you ready to go out to the ship?”


  He noticed his son’s hesitancy. “The sea is still somewhat rough.”


  “First Elder Solomon’s body is out there. I want to recover it along with the captain’s body. We won’t take any chances boarding the ship until the weather calms.”


  Nathan nodded. Malachi knew the boy wasn’t looking forward to the mission, but he would do his duty. “I think we can make it out there. I’ll see who else will come out with us.”


  Five other men, all members of the congregation, joined Malachi and Nathan in the longboat. Each of them took an oar, except for Malachi, who sat at the stern and gazed toward the wreck as the men rowed with their backs to their destination. Any fewer and the boat would have been hard to control. Since it was seven feet wide, it was a stable vessel. A good thing, too, Malachi thought. Wave after wave battered the boat, the bow rising up and down. But they carefully kept it pointed windward and moved steadily toward the ruins of the Seaflower.


  Once they had passed the breakwaters, the seas became more predictable, with smooth swells the size of small hills rolling in one after another. But when they neared the Seaflower after twenty minutes of steady rowing, the waters turned choppy again and the waves slapped at the boat from two different directions.


  The deck of the ship lay at a sharp angle and the top of the masts had settled just below the surface. The main hatch that led down to the hold, where most of the supplies were stored, was about fifteen feet above the waterline. From a distance, Malachi could see that one of the starboard ratlines hung down nearly to the water level, providing a means of climbing the deck to the hatch. Even though it was tempting to send one of the men belowdecks to see what could be salvaged, Malachi decided to focus on his original plan and not go all the way to the deck.


  “Let’s look for the bodies,” he called out. “Row over toward the mainsail.”


  The men followed his orders, ready to carry out the grim task. Those on the port side rowed hard, while the men on the starboard side raised their oars. The boat shifted to starboard. A snarl of lines and sail lay in the water and the oars kept getting tangled. Malachi threw out the anchor. The longboat rocked back and forth. He peered over the side looking for some sign of the bodies. He conceded that they were probably tangled in the lines and held below the surface. If that was the case, it would be difficult to retrieve them, even if he knew where they were.


  He was just about to ask the men if one of them wanted to try climbing the deck to the hatch when Nathan let out a startled yell from the port side. He jabbed a finger over and over again at the water, but turned his head to the side. Malachi moved down the center of the boat and leaned over the side next to the man. He jerked his head back at the sight of the bloated body of First Elder Solomon. He didn’t look human any longer, but a distorted being, part human, part fish.


  “There’s the other one,” a man named Peter called out from the starboard side. “Do you want me to cut him free. Reverend?”


  He hesitated a moment and Nathan spoke up. “Please, Father, let’s not bring them on board. We have nothing to cover them and it wouldn’t be right…” His voice trailed off.


  “Cut the line a few feet from the body,” Malachi said. “We’ll drag them behind us. When we get to shore, we’ll give all of them a proper funeral as soon as we can.”


  Nathan looked relieved that Malachi didn’t want the bloated corpses in the boat any more than he did. The bodies were tied to the stern so that they trailed the boat by about ten feet. As they headed back toward shore, Malachi settled down in his seat, his back to the bodies that floated behind him. Again, he directed the men as they rowed with their backs to their destination. The boat rose with each swell and sank into the troughs. After a few big swells, they discovered that if they rowed hard and fast at the top of the swell, they could glide down it and the swell would carry them along for fifty or even a hundred feet before it lost its power.


  The men shouted out with glee each time they caught a wave and saved themselves a few strokes. Malachi was about to tell them to have a little more respect for the dead, but they were almost ashore. They glided into a quiet area with small waves and the men returned to their rowing. That was when he noticed the people gathered on the beach pointing at them. They seemed excited and were yelling and jabbing their fingers. He couldn’t figure out what had attracted their attention.


  He turned and looked back, thinking that one of the bodies must have come loose. He gasped, cried out, and nearly fell into the water at the sight behind him. First Elder Solomon had risen above the water and the top half of his body was flopping about in a grizzly dance. He couldn’t take his eyes off the cavorting corpse. He had no idea what was going on. Then the toothy head of a shark punched the surface with one of the first elder’s legs between its jaws. Another shark attacked the body and Solomon seemed to spring straight out of the water. A few feet away, the corpse of Captain Mayhue darted about in a similarly gruesome dance.


  The water literally boiled with the predatory creatures that bumped against the side of the boat in their frenzy to feast on the bodies of men who a day ago had been living, breathing humans with good hearts and souls, and everyday cares and concerns. He couldn’t look anymore. That was when he saw that the men had stopped rowing and stared in fear and fascination at the jigging bodies.


  “Row! Row! Row! Get us to shore. Go! Go! Go!”


  The men snapped to attention and rowed furiously. When they struck the beach, they turned to see that one of the sharks had beached itself with Mayhue’s head and shoulders jammed into its huge mouth. They leaped from the boat as men and women and children with pieces of firewood attacked the shark in the shallow water. One of the men slammed a barrel against the skull of the creature. It released its prey and rolled onto its back. Four or five men shoved the stunned shark ashore and were joined by several boys. The water rose to knee level as a wave came ashore, and the backwash threatened to drag the shark back out to sea.


  “Get out of there, you boys!” one of the women yelled. “It’s dangerous.” But the boys stayed with the men as they worked to beach the shark.


  Finally Malachi stepped onto the beach and watched as Nathan and the others pulled the longboat ashore. He walked to the stern and saw the ropes lying limply in the water. He tugged on them, confirming that the remains were gone. They should have pulled the bodies into the boat and covered them. Now there would be no burial for the first elder or the captain, only a funeral.


  Just as he thought the frightful incident had ended, a woman let out a high-pitched scream and a boy cried out for help. The woman clung to his arm and frantically pulled at it. A shark had clamped its jaws around the child’s leg and was dragging him seaward. The boy’s arm slipped from her grasp. He called out once more, then disappeared below the surface as a dozen other sharks descended on the fresh kill. The water turned pale red, washing the beach in blood and brine.
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  He tasted sand and salt. His body felt thick and heavy.


  Jacob raised his head and tried to look around. He felt weak and dizzy, then his stomach wretched and he spewed ocean water onto the beach. He coughed and spit up more of the sea. He took several deep breaths and started to feel better. Then, slowly, his memories of the shipwreck returned and he felt a stab of pain in his heart at the thought that Amy had fallen into the hands of the Spanish pirates.


  He pushed away from the sand and tried to stand up. He took a couple of steps, wobbled, and dropped to one knee. He tried to orient himself. He guessed it was late morning. He looked out beyond the breaking waters, but didn’t see any trace of the Seaflower. There must be other survivors, but where were they? He started to stand up again, but dropped to his hands and knees. Choking and gagging, he vomited more seawater.


  He rested a few minutes, then, feeling better again, he stood up and faced the sea. Turning to his right, he started walking down the beach. He didn’t know why he chose to go in this direction, except that it felt right. His lips were dry and his tongue thick in his mouth. He needed water and soon. As he continued on, memories of his time in the sea suddenly bombarded him. A wave had crashed over him and he’d struggled against the pressure, but had been unable to get back to the surface. He’d drowned. He should be dead. But somehow he’d been delivered to shore and had recovered.


  Go into the wilderness.


  Now he remembered the being of light. Just the thought created a longing again. He had been torn away from this wondrous being that had made him forget about his life and want to leave this world without another thought. He’d seen God! That had to be it. And God had left him with a message that he needed to take to the others. That is, if he found anyone alive.


  He stopped and stared at two specks and a lump far down the beach on the edge of the water. He kept his eyes on the objects as he continued walking toward them. Gradually they took on form and shape. Two men. They were struggling with something large that lay at the edge of the water. It looked like a whale to him, but as he moved closer and closer, he saw that it was one of the longboats that had overturned. Then he remembered that just before he’d fallen into the sea beneath the mast, he’d seen one of the vessels filled with passengers lying directly in the path of the falling mast.


  As he continued on, moving closer and closer, one of the men stopped what he was doing and stared in his direction. The man started walking toward him and he recognized David Pine, whom he had last seen plunging toward the water.


  “Jacob!”


  The blond-haired man shouted and ran down the beach toward him. “God in heaven. I don’t believe it. You’re alive!”


  “You made it, too.” He clasped a hand on the man’s shoulder. “You don’t know how glad I am to see you. For a while I thought I might be alone.”


  David nodded and pushed his hair out of his face. “I did make it, but I don’t know how. It was like the hand of God pulled me out of the water and delivered me unto one of the boats. Mayhaps it was a miracle.”


  “I believe it.”


  The other man, a Stranger named Finn, called to them for help with the boat. Finn, who was about forty and had been a farmer, was lean and strong. They flipped over the boat, and when Jacob saw the damaged wood on either side, he knew it was the longboat that the mast had struck. The oars were missing, but the men had found two of them on the beach.


  “I guess the ones who were in this one didn’t make it,” Jacob said.


  David shook his head. “We’ve been finding the bodies all morning.”


  “How many are we? More than the three of us, I hope,” Jacob asked as they pushed the boat out a few yards from shore.


  David looked down the beach. “We’re fifty-five now with you.”


  “Your wife and children?”


  He smiled. “They made it.”


  “It’s fifty-four, not fifty-five,” Finn corrected. “Remember the kid this morning.”


  David frowned. “Yes. Sharks took one of the children. It was horrible.”


  “They didn’t take the kid. They ate him,” Finn said.


  Finn took the oars and rowed as best he could in the choppy water while David and Jacob rested. After about a mile, Jacob saw several people gathered together near a fire on a stretch of beach that bordered jungle. Nearby, others were building a shelter made of branches and palm fronds.


  Several people called out his name and came over to greet him as he walked with David and Finn up to the camp. No one mentioned Amy, but Jacob could tell they were thinking about her by the way they tempered their greetings with worried looks.


  “We’ve all had our losses,” David’s wife, Ruth, said as she scooped a cup into a barrel of water and handed it to him. “We’ve got to move on and do the best we can.”


  Jacob took the cup and drank deeply and watched Ruth walk over to a little girl with an arm in a sling. A plain-looking woman with a good heart, she had kept Amy company during the voyage. She had been a nurse in England before her children arrived and he could see that she was busy with the injured.


  He looked up to see Malachi standing in
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