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    At the heart of The Privateer lies the perilous sliver of daylight between lawful enterprise and outlawry, a realm where ambition, patriotism, and profit jostle for precedence under the shifting light of official favor, and where a bold seafarer may be at once instrument of national policy and solitary gambler staking life, reputation, and conscience against winds, enemies, and account books; in Gordon Daviot’s rendering, the license conferred by authority does not quiet the inner reckoning so much as relocate the battlefield to the mind, the map, and the antechambers of power, where law, rumor, and allegiance can crown a hero at dawn and unmake him by dusk.

Written under the pen name Gordon Daviot by Josephine Tey, The Privateer is a mid-twentieth-century historical novel that looks backward with a cool, appraising eye to an age when nations outsourced risk at sea and called it service. Without relying on costume-pageantry, the book situates readers in a world of commissions, covenants, and contested waters, where maritime daring meets administrative calculation. Daviot, known for disciplined historical imagination, uses the apparatus of the past not as ornament but as a stage on which character is tested. The result is historical fiction that favors psychological clarity and moral inquiry as much as movement and suspense.

The novel’s premise is elegant in its simplicity: a captain with a gift for audacity and organization finds himself formally empowered to take prizes for a sovereign, and discovers that victories on the water are only the first and easiest kind to win. As he seeks fortune and legitimacy, his course bends through negotiations, rivalries, and shifting patronage, each success calling forth new reckonings. The voice is measured and exact, its restraint sharpening the tension; the tone is unsentimental yet sympathetic, allowing the reader to experience both exhilaration and unease without presuming upon either.

One of the book’s central achievements is its lucid exploration of legitimacy—how the same act can be praised as service or condemned as theft depending on who stamps the paper and who tells the story. Daviot examines the hinge between public ends and private gains, asking what a commission really consecrates, and what it merely disguises. Honor, loyalty, and prudence are tested alongside seamanship. Reputation emerges as its own currency, accumulated and spent in courts and taverns alike, while the machinery of law provides both shelter and snare for those bold enough to live by its instruments.

Rather than amplifying spectacle, Daviot privileges the drama of choice. Scenes that might be expected to swell into bravura set-pieces often resolve into intimate confrontations with consequence, where a word weighed carefully can matter more than a broadside. The prose builds atmosphere with economy, letting particular details carry the sense of place—salt, smoke, ink, and sealing wax—without embroidery. By refusing easy heroics, the novel retrieves a human figure from legend’s simplifying glare, attending to competence, calculation, and the stubborn illusions that even the most practical minds keep close for ballast.

For contemporary readers, The Privateer retains urgency because its questions are neither nautical nor antiquarian alone. It asks what happens when states deputize private actors to use force and then seek to reap the benefits while disavowing the costs, a pattern that echoes in modern arrangements from contracting to cyber frontiers. It probes the manufacture of public narratives, the volatility of favor, and the ethics of profiting at the edges of legality. In an era alert to institutional risk-shifting and reputational warfare, Daviot’s calm anatomy of sanctioned opportunism feels both clarifying and uncomfortably familiar.

To read The Privateer today is to encounter a historical novel that trusts the reader’s intelligence, prizes ambiguity over verdict, and locates excitement not merely in pursuit but in the peril of being misread by one’s own age. It rewards attentive readers with a finely grained study of agency under constraint, and with a reminder that courage has more facets than bravado. By its end, without depending on surprise for its power, the book has enlarged the notion of adventure to include accountability, and has shown how the seas of law and story can prove rougher than any gale.
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    The Privateer, published under Josephine Tey’s historical-fiction pseudonym Gordon Daviot, presents a measured portrait of the seventeenth-century Caribbean shaped around the career of Sir Henry Morgan. Rather than offering a simple swashbuckling tale, the narrative follows Morgan’s rise from relative obscurity to sanctioned prominence, where letters of marque distinguish privateering from piracy. Daviot places the story within naval rivalry and colonial competition, balancing sea action with political maneuvering. The opening establishes the legal, commercial, and moral frameworks that enable raiding, and introduces a protagonist whose ambition and tactical clarity flourish inside precarious boundaries set by governors, merchants, and distant ministers.

Early chapters ground Morgan in the practicalities of assembling men, ships, and capital, emphasizing negotiation as much as daring. Jamaica serves as a hub for English interests, its bustling, precarious port life depicted alongside the regimented discipline required to maintain a fighting crew. Daviot details recruitment, shares, and provisions, showing how reputation becomes a currency as valuable as gold. Morgan’s leadership emerges through logistics and terse diplomacy: stabilizing volatile crews, bargaining with planters, and aligning with colonial officials who weigh profits against diplomatic repercussions. The narrative stresses preparation over spectacle, presenting success as a matter of planning, resolve, and leverage.

As voyages begin, the novel broadens to the geopolitical canvas of English–Spanish antagonism in the Americas. Daviot sketches the prize economy, the adjudication of captures, and the contested moral ground that separates approved warfare from outlawry. Spanish garrisons, fortified ports, and inland towns become focal points not only of combat but of intelligence-gathering and negotiation. The text also registers tensions among allied captains, whose competing ambitions and temperaments test coordination. Religious rhetoric and national pride color motivations, yet the book repeatedly returns to tangible constraints—weather, disease, supplies—that make maritime war a chain of practical decisions rather than a pageant of heroics.

Campaigns unfold with a strategist’s attention to timing and terrain. Daviot follows raids that demand seamanship in treacherous waters, swift assaults on coastal defenses, and, at times, arduous marches beyond the shoreline toward the Spanish Main. Planning councils, divided loyalties, and the pressure of dwindling provisions heighten the sense of risk. The narrative emphasizes reconnaissance and deception alongside force, treating surprise as a resource to be managed. While readers witness the mounting scale and audacity of operations, outcomes are approached through the shifting perceptions of participants, preserving uncertainty and underlining how rumor, fear, and calculation shape decisions before any confrontation is resolved.

Parallel to action at sea and ashore, shifting politics in Europe repeatedly alter colonial realities. Treaties recalibrate what is permissible, and governors who once encouraged aggressive ventures must suddenly enforce restraint. Daviot tracks Morgan’s careful navigation of these turns, portraying a leader adept at arguing legality and advantage to multiple audiences. With success comes administrative responsibility, and the narrative explores how public order, commerce, and personal repute intersect. The strains between opportunism and obedience intensify as Morgan’s activities draw scrutiny at higher levels, and he confronts the paradox of consolidating gains made under rules that the same authorities now insist must be rewritten.

Beyond campaign chronicle, the book offers a layered character study. Morgan is drawn as pragmatic, often unsentimental, yet attuned to how honor, fear, and reward motivate men. The portrayal resists easy judgment, allowing ethical complications—civilian cost, disputed rights, and uneven justice—to surface in conversations with planters, officials, and rivals whose interests rarely align. Port life, with its merchants, taverns, and fluctuating fortunes, frames the social world his choices create. Daviot’s restrained style privileges observation over moralizing, inviting readers to read policy in gesture and silence, and to weigh personal ambition against the constructed legality that shields it.

In closing movements, the narrative gathers its inquiries rather than resolving them with triumph or condemnation. Daviot positions Morgan within the making of empire: a figure who exploits and is exploited by law, commerce, and national rivalry. The Privateer endures for its cool examination of how violence can be normalized by paperwork and profit, and how charisma becomes a political instrument. Without disclosing decisive outcomes, the book leaves a resonant picture of power achieved through calculation and risk, and of a world where success depends on reading tides—of weather, of markets, and of policy—as precisely as the sea itself.
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    The Privateer is set amid the seventeenth-century Caribbean, when England and Spain contested sea lanes, colonies, and commerce. After an English expedition seized Jamaica from Spain in 1655, Port Royal became a fortified harbor and trading hub, hosting merchants, naval patrols, and privately commissioned raiders. English colonial governors issued letters of marque authorizing attacks on Spain's shipping during periods of conflict, blurring lines between naval warfare and profit-seeking ventures. Buccaneer communities, drawing English, French, and Dutch seafarers, used bases such as Jamaica and Tortuga to raid Spanish strongholds. This institutional and geopolitical framework shapes the novel's world of sanctioned violence, precarious legality, and maritime rivalry.

Central to this milieu is Sir Henry Morgan (c. 1635–1688), a Welsh privateer who rose to prominence from Jamaica. By the mid-1660s he was operating under Governor Sir Thomas Modyford, assembling multinational crews under agreed articles and targeting Spanish positions. Morgan's 1668 capture of Portobelo on the Isthmus of Panama, achieved with a small force using surprise and intimidation, brought wealth and notoriety. In 1669 he raided Maracaibo and Gibraltar on the Venezuelan coast, fought his way past a Spanish naval blockade, and escaped via fireships. These expeditions, financed by investors and rewarded through prize-sharing, exemplify the organization and audacity that the novel evokes.

The diplomatic turn that most complicates Morgan's career is the Anglo-Spanish Treaty of Madrid (1670), which recognized England's possession of Jamaica and sought to end privateering between the crowns. Commissioning practices lagged news in the Caribbean, and in January 1671 Morgan led a major expedition up the Chagres River, over the Las Cruces trail, to attack Panama City. Spain denounced the raid as piracy; English officials weighed liability and colonial discretion. Governor Modyford was arrested in Jamaica in 1671 and sent to England; Morgan followed in 1672. The controversy over timing, commissions, and responsibility forms a legal-political backdrop for the novel's conflicts.

In London, the Crown ultimately treated Morgan as a useful agent rather than a criminal. He was knighted in 1674 and returned to Jamaica, serving as deputy (later lieutenant) governor and as a member of the island's council. In office he supported measures against unsanctioned piracy and helped enforce the new peace with Spain, reflecting a broader imperial shift toward regulated trade and formal naval power. Morgan died in Jamaica in 1688. A generation later, the 1692 earthquake devastated Port Royal, symbolizing the fragility of the buccaneer era whose institutions and fortunes the novel portrays at their height and transition.

The Caribbean economy framing these events was transforming through plantation agriculture, Atlantic trade, and slavery. Jamaica's sugar estates expanded rapidly after the 1660s, relying on enslaved Africans transported through English and Dutch networks. The Company of Royal Adventurers Trading to Africa, founded in 1660, was rechartered as the Royal African Company in 1672 to supply labor and gold under royal monopoly. Navigation Acts (1651, 1660, 1663) channeled colonial commerce through English ships and ports, yet smuggling with Spanish America flourished. Port Royal functioned as entrepot, market, and social magnet for seamen, merchants, and artisans, resources that underwrote, and profited from, privateering ventures.

On the Spanish side, silver and goods moved across the Isthmus of Panama along the Chagres River and the Camino Real between Panama City and Portobelo, where periodic trade fairs drew fleets. Fortifications such as San Lorenzo el Real de Chagres guarded river access; Portobelo's coastal defenses protected the anchorage. Administration rested with royal governors and audiencias, and the Catholic Church exerted spiritual and institutional influence. Local militias and garrisons faced shortages of men, supplies, and ships. This defensive network and its vulnerabilities are essential to understanding the targets, routes, and risks represented in the novel's depiction of Caribbean campaigning.

Seventeenth-century sea warfare combined artillery duels with close-quarters assault. Buccaneer forces favored shallow-draft, fast vessels—pinnaces, sloops, small frigates—able to navigate reefs and rivers. Assaults on forts relied on scaling, mining, and surprise as much as bombardment. Crews operated under written articles dividing plunder by shares, compensating wounds, and electing some officers, practices documented by contemporaries such as Alexandre Exquemelin. Distinctions between piracy and privateering hinged on commissions and adjudication in Admiralty Courts; legality could expire with treaties or extend only to specific enemies. The novel's maritime scenes draw on this operational reality of negotiated authority, discipline, and calculated risk.

The novel's author, Josephine Tey—the pen name of Scottish writer Elizabeth MacKintosh—published The Privateer under her alternative pseudonym, Gordon Daviot, in 1952. Appearing in post-Second World War Britain, when historical fiction often revisited national maritime traditions, it presents Morgan within documented diplomatic, legal, and economic structures rather than as a purely romantic outlaw. Tey's broader work, including The Daughter of Time (1951), is noted for testing reputation against evidence. In a similar vein, The Privateer foregrounds the period's institutions and treaties, inviting consideration of how state policy could authorize, constrain, or recast violence at sea—a perspective firmly anchored in the historical record.
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Below the veranda[1] in the noon sunlight stood a cluster of slaves and bond-servants, bright and noisy as macaws[2][1q].



In other climes light is a negative thing: a mere absence of darkness[2q]. But in the islands when the fronds of the palm-trees move in the wind the light runs in and out among them like a live thing. So now when the restless island wind played with the kerchiefs and the petticoats the light, too, danced and ran, and the crowd moved continuously, like a field of flowers in the sun.



Only one among them did not move: the young man with the black hair who was leaning against the jacaranda tree. He looked equable but absent-minded[3q].



A house-slave staggered on to the veranda carrying the estate-book[3]. They greeted him with jests and laughter, and he stuck his tongue out at them. He put the book down on the table and fled from their mockery. Then the factor[4] came, and waited by the table, and some of the chatter and shrieking died away. Their interest narrowed on the book. They all knew the book. Indeed, to some of them it represented all the identity they had ever had. And today the book was of acute importance.



Then their master walked on to the veranda, and the crowd hushed to stillness in the dancing wind and the light. After him came his son, to stand behind his father's shoulder.



The factor sat down at the table and opened the book, and the tired, middle-aged man stepped forward a little so that they might see him the better, and began to speak to them.



They listened to him, but only with their ears. They knew already all that he had to say. The drought. The blighted canes. The lack of work for them. The lack of food. The lack of money to buy any, to keep them alive until next season. They knew it all already. They had lived with the drought and alongside the dead canes and the blasted cocoa trees. They had come there this morning to be given their freedom. That was all that interested them.



There was a written paper for each of them, he said, that would show to all that they were free men and not runaways, and they must keep the paper and show it to any who asked.



Then the factor called the first name.



'John Alison.'



A negro capered like a figure on the end of a string.



'Field hand. Slave.'



'You may go,' said his master, and the black took the magic piece of paper from the factor and bounded laughing back to the throng.



'Michel Duchesne.'



The Frenchman came forward; a small, gnarled man.



'Field hand. Bondsman[5]. Engaged for seven years; has served five.'



'You may go.'



'Ah Ling.'



The Chinese bowed.



'Field hand. Slave.'



'You may go.'



'Elias Brown.'



The mulatto came smiling.



'Field hand. Slave.'



'You may go.'



'Maria Perez.'



The Indian half-breed swung her full skirts in a curtsey.



'Sorter. Slave.'



'You may go.'



'William Chapman.'



The huge jailbird shouldered his way out of the crowd.



'Field hand. Slave.'



'You may go.'



'Candlemas[6].'



The Indian came doubtfully.



'Field hand. Slave.'



'You may go.'



'Henry Morgan.'



The young man detached himself from the tree.



'Field hand. Of late, clerk in the estate office. Bondsman. Engaged for four years and has served two.'



'You may go.'



The young man took his discharge and was turning away when the youth came from behind his father and said: 'Wait! It was you who caught my pony the day he bolted. Wasn't it?'



'That was I.'



'Here!' said the youth, and flung a coin. It was a gold coin, and it lay in the dust while the young man eyed it. And everyone else eyed the young man.



'Does a Welshman refuse good money?' asked the youth.



'No. But a Morgan cannot pick it up.'



'It seems to be deadlock.'



'Not quite. You could make it a loan.'



'Very well,' said the youth, amused. 'A loan it is.'



'Pick it up,' said the young man to the slave who was standing nearest; and the slave did meekly as he was bid and handed over the coin.



The young man bowed to his benefactor. 'At the usual rate of interest, sir,' he said, and turned away.



'Jan Martin,' summoned the factor.



But the young man did not wait to see. He went back to his tree, picked up the bundle that was lying there ready, and walked away without a backward glance.



'Harr-ee!' cried a girl, breaking from the press and running after him. 'Harr-ee!'



She came to the edge of the terrace as he came level with her on the path below.



'Good-bye, Chloe,' he said, without stopping.



'But, Harr-ee! You are not going now, this minute, are you? You are staying for the festa, for the dance, for the celebration? Surely! You are not going before tonight!'



But he went steadily away.



'Harr-ee!'



'Good-bye,' he called, without turning his head.



She stood on the terrace pouting, and watched him grow small down the long avenue to the lane.



When she could no longer see him she went back to her fellows.



And Henry Morgan walked away into the landscape with a bundle of clothes, and a gold coin, and his freedom.



He knew better what to do with the coin than what to do with his freedom. Having had a more intimate acquaintance with the estate's finances than is the lot of most servants, he had known weeks ago that this must come, and he had lain awake of nights on his bed on the office floor pondering his future.



That he slept in peace in the office quiet, and not among the snores, stenches, and quarrelling in the bunkhouse was typical of Henry Morgan. When he had first asked the factor's permission to spread his pallet there of nights, the factor had said tartly that his office was neither a hospital nor a flop-house. Henry accepted the prohibition with the proper disappointment and began to make mistakes in his arithmetic. He continued to make mistakes in his arithmetic, and when the maddened factor asked what had come over that alert and accurate brain of his, he had explained that sleepless nights in the bunkhouse forbade that his brain should ever be either alert or accurate. After that Henry slept on the office floor. And until three or four weeks ago had slept unmoving till cockcrow.



But of late he had lain awake thinking about his freedom. And today, walking away to his future, he still did not know what he was going to do with it.



It was much too hot to be walking with any degree of pleasure, even in the shade, but at least he had an immediate purpose. He was going to keep on walking until he came to the sea. The sea was the symbol of his freedom[4q]. The sea was freedom made tangible and manifest.



And he amused himself by picturing how it would look. In what mood would he find it? Pale and translucent? Or patterned purple and green by the shoals? Or leaping all over into little white tufts like a baby's cockscomb? Or oily and dark, indigo-blue, with a sullen swell?



It was in its taffeta mood. Palest blue taffeta, of the very best quality. He stretched himself out in the shade and looked at it. Bland and innocent, it lay at his feet, curling at the edges into a foam demure as lace.



The sea. He gave a great sigh and his eyelids drooped. The sea. He was alone and free, and the world was his for the taking. What did it matter that he was two years short of the sum he had counted on? He had never been quite sure, in any case, what he was going to do with the money. What most people did with money in Barbados was to buy land. Fine, rich, virgin land that would pay a man back a hundred-fold—when there was no drought. But not he. It was from land that he had run away. He had had some idea of buying a place in one of the foot companies that defended Barbados against the importunities of Spain. That had seemed an appropriate occupation for the nephew of two distinguished soldiers and the descendant of more. Now that was no longer possible, but he was something short of heartbroken. It had been only an idea. The world was full of ideas, running over with opportunity. He could no longer buy his future, but there was nothing to hinder his making it.



He lay supine in the shade, so relaxed that he could feel the earth pushing up against him. The leaves whispered above him, the insects sang past him in endless pursuit of unimaginable business, the surf made a soft susurration in his ears. Free. He was free. There was nothing a man could not do if he was young and free.



For an hour he lay there unmoving and dreamed; but no longer. Leisure palled. Leisure was never a love of Henry Morgan's. Moreover, when you are young you grow hungry, and when you are free you do not have to eat food out of the communal trough any more. Good food waited for him in Bridgetown[8]. He would go and get it. He would sit like a lord at a table covered with a fair white cloth and pick and choose from a dozen dainties while menials hovered round to anticipate his wishes. A pair of denim breeches and a frieze coat were perhaps not the best introduction to the finest places in Bridgetown, but he had money to pay for what he wanted. He might lack the sum that would set him up as commander of a company, but he had, thank God, enough to buy himself the best meal west of the Azores[7].



This more practical dream lasted him to the outskirts of Bridgetown, where his youth and his hunger betrayed him. It was late afternoon: dinner-time; and from all around him in the frowsy suburb there rose the succulent smells of cooking. His boy's stomach yearned and his teeth were awash. Ignoring the unswept porch and the fish-heads in the dust, he stopped at a workman's eating-house and wolfed an enormous bowlful of fish stew, hot and spiced and various. It might not be the best meal west of the Azores, but no meal had ever tasted better.



He topped it off with the usual rum, and sat, gorged and amiable, playing with the black babies who rolled at his feet in the dust. They were very beautiful, the babies; fat and merry. One had found a drooping scarlet flower and had stuck it behind his ear in imitation of the local bloods. His innocently rakish eye, together with the coquettish bloom, enchanted Henry, and he laughed aloud. Which had the effect of recalling him to his own purposes. He reminded himself that enchanting black babies grew up to be stupid and unreliable adults of uncontrolled imagination and invincible laziness, and having by this sternness detached himself from their infant wiles, he took his bundle and sauntered on into the town.



The thatch and rain-stained plaster gave place to stone and tiles, and pleasant arcades against the heat. He lingered by the shop-windows, planning a wardrobe for himself. He hung over the sea-wall, counting the ships in harbour and analysing their rig. The sea had stopped being taffeta and was now a burning shield of silver, so fierce and colourless that the ships lacked reflection and stood as if stranded on it.



'Looking for me, John-ny?' a woman said, laying her elbows on the wall alongside him.



'No,' he said, and moved on.



Along the harbour front were the taverns and eating-houses. The more popular hummed and clattered, and hot gusts that were as strong of human sweat as of food came reeking from their open doors. From one a sailor was pitched drunk into the gutter. He sat up, shaken and bewildered, and presently began to laugh tipsily to himself. 'Change of scene. Change of scene,' he said to Morgan as he passed. 'Vastly puzzling.' The quieter places were not yet full—or perhaps were never full. Henry passed them all in review—he was in no hurry to eat now, but he had a thirst—and chose the Dolphin, one of the older and less garish places with a garden at the back of it. After the brilliance of the harbour the interior was so dark that he was for a moment at a loss. He put out his hand and felt a chair-back. So it was the kind of place that had chairs. He had no idea that such elegance existed in Bridgetown. The chair was empty, and he sat down on it against the wall.



A voice in the dimness asked his wants and, remembering his former promises to himself, he said: 'I want some imported wine. Have you claret?'



'We have claret,' said the voice, 'but I doubt if you'd like it.'



'Why? Has it not carried?'



'Claret's a wine for the quality.'



There was a moment's pause. He could see the man now, and realised that it was not at all dark in the room. The front part of the building was used, it seemed, for those who wanted merely to drink and talk. Three arches divided it from the rear portion, which was furnished with dining-tables and was open to the garden.



'Bring me the wine,' he said, 'and let me be the judge of quality.'



The quietness of the reprimand daunted the waiter, and he went away hostile but obedient. He came back and set the wine down with a gesture that was as near insult as he could make it.



Henry had silver in his pocket, but his Celt vanity, pricked by the man's sneer, was too much for him. He dropped his gold piece with a fine casual movement on to the table, so that it rolled a little and spun before settling. The waiter checked his dawning expression of surprise and went to get change.



Henry was childishly delighted—until he saw his change.



'Claret's expensive,' said the waiter, enjoying him.



'I gave you a gold piece.'



'You gave me a Spanish "eight[9]".'



'A gold piece,' Henry said through his teeth.



'I don't think that's very likely, now, is it?' said the man, with a diabolic air of reasonableness, and Henry, with contracted heart, realised that on appearances it was indeed unlikely. Who would take his word against the waiter's?—the word of a man in workman's clothes who claimed to have paid for a flagon of wine with a gold piece?



'The gentleman gave you a gold piece, cock,' said a gentle Cockney voice on his right.



The waiter favoured the man at the next table with a baleful glare.



'And who——' he began.



'Me and my friends don't like mistakes,' said the little elderly man in the same reflective croon, and the waiter looked suddenly doubtful.



'A conspiracy, is it?' he said, and began to retreat. 'Or should I say a cons-pyracy?' With which fling he gave the proper change, retired to the doorway, and stood there glowering.



'Thank you,' Henry said to his neighbour. 'I am much obliged to you, sir.'



'It's nothing, nothing,' said the little man. 'Your good health.'



The wine tasted thin and harsh after the island rum, but it was cool from the cellar, and Henry was glad of it. The place was pleasant, and the customers had the air of habitués. No one had taken any notice of the altercation with the serving-man; perhaps they had not overheard it.



From beyond the archway he met the glance of a man who was dining there with a friend. The man did not look away when their eyes met, and Henry wondered whether it was that the man found him interesting or whether he found him so insignificant as to represent merely a blank space.



He became aware that his companion was talking to him.



'You belong to the island, young man?'



Henry said that he had been employed in Barbados, but was now planning a different future.



'What name do you go by?'



'My own.'



'Well, well, don't jump down my throat, boy. I go by the name of Bartholomew Kindness, and Kindness was my father's name and Bartholomew is what I was baptised.'



'I had not meant—— My name is Henry Morgan.'



'From old England,' Bartholomew said, approving.



'Wales,' said the conscientious Morgan.



'And what, if you won't jump down my throat, are you planning for the future?'



Henry said that he had not yet decided, but that if Bartholomew had no immediate plans for this evening and had not yet dined he would be very glad to be his host.



For one horrible moment, while Bartholomew hesitated, Henry was afraid that Bartholomew was doubting his ability to afford it and was going to refuse out of sheer good heart.



But Bartholomew's heart was bigger even than that. 'Thank you,' he said. 'I should be greatly honoured.'



Before he could sound Bartholomew about his own affairs, Mad Meg[10] came in from the street, and made her mechanical round of the tables. That part of her dirty white locks which did not stand on end hung down to her sharp chin, and from their ambush her pale old eyes looked forth, bright and glowing as coals. 'Ribbons and laces,' she said, 'ribbons and laces,' exhibiting from her crone's fingers the same tattered merchandise that served her year in, year out.



The proprietor noticed her with resignation, and the waiter with fury and loathing. Neither was prepared to risk her curses. No Brahminee bull[11] was ever safer in Hind than Mad Meg in Bridgetown.



She paused to stare at Morgan, aware perhaps that here was a new face. A little embarrassed by her withdrawn regard and by the attention that her interest was bringing upon him, he bade her good-afternoon.



'Black hair and blue eyes,' she said. And then, irrelevantly: 'It's green, green, in Kildare.'



'I'm not Irish, mother,' he said; but she seemed unaware of him.



'Tell his fortune, Meg,' someone said; and the others joined him. 'Tell the young man's future, Meg,' they said. 'He'll cross your hand with silver.'



'With gold, I've no doubt,' said the waiter, sourly.



But she moved on with her resumed chant: 'Ribbons and laces, ribbons and laces...' and then, as one changing to the second motif of a composition: 'Woe! Woe! Woe to the evildoers; the fornicators, the lechers, the deceivers, the double-dealers, the ones without conscience or courtesy——'



She broke off, debating with herself. And then, as if suddenly reminded of business elsewhere, she turned and came back down the room to the doorway. But as she came level with the newcomer she caught sight of him again and paused. In some recess of her mind she connected that face with the telling of fortune.



'You'll write your name in water,' she said. And while he stared, held by the unhuman eyes beyond the tangle of hair, and dismayed by her unhappy promise, she repeated: 'You'll write your name in water for all the world to read[5q].'



And she went, rapt and urgent, out into the hot world beyond the door.



'Is that a good fortune or a bad?' Henry said, into the vacuum that personality leaves in its wake.



'It's a fine conspicuous one, anyhow,' Bartholomew said.



'It would be no comfort for failure to know that it was conspicuous.'



'Not you! I could have told you'd be a success in life without telling fortunes. One glance is all I need. You have a nose that's broad at the point. It's a sure sign of being able to look after Number One, a nose broad at the point.'



Henry tried very hard not to stare at Bartholomew's nose, which was so broad at the tip as to be practically all point. The little man was neat and respectable, but hardly an advertisement for his theory.



'No, not my kind of "broad",' Bartholomew said, quite without rancour. 'The kind that starts bony and has a blob on the end. It's my hobby: faces. See that man facing us through the archway? That's a clever one, that is. You'd have to start very early to get the better of that one or he'd make you feel unpunctual.'



'Do you know who he is?' Henry asked, catching again the absent glance of the man on himself.



'No, I don't know this place well. Come here now and then on business, that's all. We supply meat to ships, me and my partners. I like the islands, but I'd give a lot to see Bristol docks this minute. Even Bristol docks in the rain. I was born in London, but I married a Bristol girl. When I've made my little pile, me and my old woman's going to retire to a cottage in the Mendips.'



Henry said that he was lucky to have a home waiting for him.



'Oh, it ain't built yet, the cottage. But we've picked out the place for it. In a green valley where the moors begin half-way up the sides.'



And suddenly Henry saw Llanrhymny.



That, too, was 'a green valley where the moors begin half-way up'. He saw it small, and clear, and far away, like something in the wrong end of a telescope.



Llanrhymny.



'I expect a young gentleman like you is handy with a pen,' he heard Bartholomew say, and turned to him surprised at this apparent change of subject.



'Fairly. Why do you ask?'



'Well, you see, I can read, but I never learned penmanship, and my old woman, she misses hearing from me, and—well——'



'You want me to write a letter for you, is that it?'



'Oh, not a letter. A few lines would do to say that I'm keeping fine. If it wouldn't be imposing on you.'



'I owe you much more than that,' Henry said. 'Let us dine first, shall we, and then write the letter.'



'Well—about that dinner—— Tell me, do you like sucking pig? Roast sucking pig?'



'Of course. Who doesn't?'



'Well, I was going to suggest that you come back with me to our hunting camp, back up the coast a bit, and eat hearty of the best meat in the Caribbean.'



Henry, whose appetite for the Bridgetown flesh-pots was not what it had been before the episode of the gold coin, considered a combination of roast pig, a hunting camp on the coast, and Bartholomew Kindness almost too much luck for his first night of freedom. He required a pen and ink from the Dolphin's proprietor, and wrote the letter there and then, so that it might go to England with the

Mary Ryde, which was sailing for Plymouth in the morning. And in the intervals of Bartholomew's inspiration he watched the man beyond the archway. Henry, whose taste had a Celt flamboyance, thought his clothes a little subdued, but admired the fineness of his linen and his ruffle's candidness. The man had been joined by his son—a young man so like him that the relationship could be in no doubt—and his clever, worldly face had so softened that he looked like a different person. This was remarked with astonishment by a Henry unprepared for the idea that a father might love his son. Nor could he imagine himself sitting down and chatting happily with his father's friends, on equal terms, as this young man was doing. 'If my father had been a Royalist instead of a damned Puritan, it might have been like that,' he thought.



'Your very loving husband, Bartholomew Kindness,' finished Bartholomew, released from the pains of composition. 'And now we'll 'ave another drink.'



They had their drink, and gathering up Henry's bundle and the large sack of purchases that was the result of Bartholomew's day in town, they made their way out of the Dolphin. As they left, Henry saw that the party beyond the archway was also leaving, and he pulled Bartholomew's sleeve to detain him, so that the party from the dining-room passed out first.



'Who is that?' Henry asked the loafer outside who had touched his hat to the man.



'That's Sir Thomas Modyford,' the man said. 'Got one of the biggest estates in the island. Be Governor one day, if the Commonwealth lasts.'



'A

Cromwell

man!' Henry said.



'Isn't it going to last?' Bartholomew asked with interest.



'Nothing lasts,' said the man, but his eyes were on Henry. Henry's disappointment was too acute to be anything but genuine.



'Been everything in his time, they say,' he added, risking a mild indiscretion, and went back to his tooth-picking.



'A weathercock!' Henry said disgusted, as they walked away.



'No, no,' said Bartholomew. 'A sail-trimmer.'



'What is the difference?'



'Oh, all the difference in the world. All the difference in the world. A weathercock is a poor helpless thing that's twirled round and round by every breeze that blows. No brains, no sense, no say. But a sail-trimmer—ah, a sail-trimmer is an artist. Sees a change of wind before it comes, chooses his course, makes the wind work for him instead of drowning him, coaxes a little rag of sail to take him into harbour instead of making a distress signal of it.'



'Are you a sailor?' Henry asked.



'Yes, I'm a sailor. So that's Modyford. I told you he was a clever one. It's thanks to Modyford, they say, that the island ever declared for the Protector at all.' Henry snorted. 'Which is no small achievement for a man that fought for King Charles.'



'Fought on the Royalist side?' asked Henry, arrested.



'So they say. I told you he was an expert sail-trimmer. Now we'll go down here and collect my equipage.'



2



Table of Contents




Bartholomew's 'equipage' proved to be one small donkey with neither saddle nor bridle. A rope had been arranged not very expertly in place of the absent bridle; it looked like the work of someone who knew more about ropes than about bridles.



'This is Ananias,' said Bartholomew, and hoisted himself across the donkey's bare back.



'Why Ananias, poor brute?' asked Henry.



'Well, I did call it Anna, until I found out my mistake. So I just tacked a bit on.' He slung the sack of purchases in front of him. 'Now give me your bundle and I'll put it on top.' Then, to the donkey: 'Gee up!'



But the donkey stood still.



'He doesn't understand English,' Bartholomew explained. 'I don't know his nationality.'



'You don't need any parley-vous,' Henry said. 'Just dig your heels in his ribs.'



Bartholomew did as he was bid, with gratifying results.



'You know as much about horse-flesh as I know about sails,' he said, as they moved on their way out of town. 'Owned one of your own, perhaps.'



'Yes, I had one of my own.'



'What made you leave that nice home of yours? Seeking your fortune?'



'How do you know what kind of home I had?'



'It takes more than a few square yards of denim to cover up breeding, my boy. Found your Welsh valley too narrow?'



'That's about it.' He considered the mild-looking little man riding by his side, and said: 'I would never have said that you were a sailor.'



'Well, you see, by nature I'm not one for a wild life. But tar's the undoing of me.'



'Tar?'



The minute I smell tar I come unsettled like.' He looked back at the shipping in the harbour, and added: 'But wait till I get that cottage in the Mendips. They'll have to pulley-hauley me to get me back from there.'



They walked in a companionable silence along the dusty road.



'Think there's going to be a change at home?' Bartholomew asked presently.



'There was no sign of one when I left. Why do you ask?'



'That's the third time lately I've heard a remark about there being an end in sight to this new-fangled way of running the country.'



'The islands are always full of rumours. And what would they know about it, anyhow, four thousand miles away?'



'Ah, but that's just where you do get to know first about things like that. It's the chap who's standing outside that hears the note of the hive. The bees themselves are buzzing far too loud to pay any attention. Don't think that the Caribbean won't hear the change in the bees' buzzing when it comes!'



He rode on for a little, cogitating.



'Stands to reason it wouldn't last, anyhow,' he said. 'Folk don't want anyone just like themselves ruling them, do they?'



He was silent for another half-mile.



'You want more than a gift of the gab to rule England. No one ever loved a Parliament. It was bound not to last.'



'What do you think they'll do? If it comes to pieces, I mean.'



'Bring the boy over to take his father's place, I suppose.'



'How can they, if the Army is still the Protector's? It's the best army in the world, God blast it.'



'Huh!' said Bartholomew. 'Ten armies won't stop them if they've made up their minds about something.'



The high road turned inland and left them with only a track along the coast. But the track was shaded, and the rains that had come too late to save the cane and the cocoa made the undergrowth green and sweet-smelling. For another hour they followed the track, veering with the coast until all sight of Bridgetown had long disappeared and they had the world to themselves. Here and there a fence marked the limit of some planter's domain, and now and then a plank flung over a freshet showed that civilisation lurked in the background. But for the most part it was a virgin world, full of the evening chatter of birds and the flight of wild animals from their approach.



At a gate in a wood fence, Bartholomew dismounted and removed the sack of purchases from the donkey. Whereupon the beast, with relief in every line of him, made joyfully for the gate.



'Hey! Wait a minute! My rope!' said Bartholomew, and removed the bridle. Then, opening the gate, he smacked the animal on the rump and said: 'Good-bye, Ananias. Glad to have met you.'



'Isn't he yours?' asked Henry.



'Oh, no,' said Bartholomew, carefully fastening the gate. 'I just borrowed him.'



He humped the sack over his shoulder and went on up the path. And Henry, picking up his much smaller bundle, forbore to offer to carry the larger one. To be no longer young, with all the world in front of you, must be bad enough, without having it brought forcibly to your notice.



Now the forest came down to the water, and the going was less easy. He had begun to wonder how far it still was to that dinner of wild pig, when the silence was broken by the high, hostile yelling of a dog, and in a moment it appeared on the edge of the slope ahead of them, and stood there shrieking their approach to all creation.



'Shut up, Killick!' Bartholomew called.



A tall man with the face of an unfrocked priest came to the edge and watched them as they toiled upwards.



'Evening, Chris,' Bartholomew said, panting.



'Who's he?' asked the man, leaning his head at Henry.



'Friend of mine. Did me a good turn. Name's Harry Morgan. Here! Take this for me.' He slid the sack from his back and held it out, and the man took it meekly. Which surprised Henry a little.



They moved together over the crest, and Henry found that the edge on which the man and dog had stood was the lip of a wide saucer of clearing in the forest, and over the floor of the saucer was spread the evening activity of a hunting camp. A man was pegging out freshly-skinned hides to dry, another was jointing meat. On a clear fire just below, a meal was being cooked; and on a second smoky one on the other side of the clearing choice strips of meat were being dried into boucan. Two men were cleaning guns, and one was washing blood from his shirt.



By the cooking-fire a second dog was standing, uncertain. Chris walked up to it and began to kick it with a businesslike detachment. Henry knew why he was kicking it. Because it had not warned them, like the other, of approaching visitors.



'Let him be,' Bartholomew said; and, again surprisingly, the man obeyed. 'I think he's getting a little deaf, but he still has the best nose a hound ever had.'



The man picked up a wooden bucket and held it out to Henry. 'If you've come to supper, Harry Morgan, best make yourself useful. Water's beyond, there.' And he tilted his head to the farther rim of the clearing.



Henry took the bucket and walked through the camp, receiving nods or stares, according to a man's mood or inclination. He climbed the opposite lip of the saucer and found that it was the high bank of a stream; a bank so high and sudden that no sound of water came over it into the camp. Indeed, he found when he made his way down to the stream to fill the bucket that he was out of sight and sound of human activity. The camp on its high hollow shelf of land might not exist.



And then he saw the longboat.



It was drawn up from the beach under the sheltering branches.



So the men disjointing pig so busily up there did not belong to the island. That caused a great many new thoughts to race through his mind while he filled his bucket. Something the Dolphin's serving-man had said came back to him. Something he had not understood at the time. A play on the word conspiracy.



He walked the few yards down to the beach, but the sea was empty. Limpid and quiet in the evening light. They had come from some other island, not from any ship.



He hauled the water up the steep bank and brought it to the fire. Some of the flayed and disembowelled pig carcases laid out ready for transportation looked a little too large and fat for wild ones, but it was none of his business. If honest traders in meat did a little poaching as side-line to their hunting, that, in the Caribbean, was a very small iniquity.



The smell of the cooking pork made him faint with ecstasy, and for a share of it he would have looked with indulgence on more spectacular sins than cattle-stealing.



When the men gathered round for supper, each with his wooden porringer or pewter plate, Bartholomew distributed the articles they had commissioned him to buy. Except that he also distributed their change, or announced deficits, he might have been a benevolent uncle doling out gifts.



'Bluey, your jew's-harp. Tugnet, your pomade, and keep it for your girl's benefit; it smells like a brothel. Timsy, your candy, and you owe me two pence on it.'



When a man stretched forward to spear a piece of meat before his turn, Bartholomew smacked him sharply on the wrist and said: 'Manners!' like a nursery governess, and the man desisted.



It was difficult to know why they should obey him, and still more difficult, in the absoluteness of their freemasonry, to know who the actual leader was. There were eleven of them, Henry counted; and they were all white except for a mulatto and a man who looked like some sort of Indian from Campeche way.



'Know anything of sea business?' the man called Chris asked him as they ate.



'I came out from England before the mast,' Henry said.



'That's hardly a degree in seamanship.'



'Passed his entrance examination, though,' someone said, and they laughed a little and the atmosphere grew easier.



They argued in a desultory way among themselves where they should sell their meat. It would be easier to get to one place because the trades would blow them almost straight there, but they would get a better price in the second. The pig melted in the mouth, and they ate until there was nothing left but bones. The rum was heavy and crude and potent. One by one they lay back replete. The dogs, gorged on the offal, came to the fire and sank their muzzles on their paws. Bluey took out his jew's-harp and began to play softly. The mulatto sang the words to himself. It was all sufficiently Arcadian, and Henry was glad that he was going to sleep in the forest instead of on the office floor. He wondered if they would invite him to join them when they left in the morning. He had no idea whether he was going to say yes or no if they gave him the choice, but it did not matter. This was tonight, and tomorrow was another day. Tonight he was free, excellently fed, and beautifully rummed up; and he wouldn't call the King his cousin.



'Ssh!' said Chris of a sudden, sitting up and listening.



In the instant silence they all heard it. A familiar sound, it was. The long, smooth sound of an anchor cable rolling off the windlass.



The mulatto dived for the dogs before they could move, and hushed them.



'Stay!' he said to the obedient creatures, and joined the rush to the stream edge of the hollow. Lying there on the reverse slope they looked down the funnel of land to the sea. There was indeed a ship there. She had arrived, after the surprising manner of ships, from nowhere, and now stood large and immediate in the very middle of the picture. Already she had begun to lower a boat.



'Stopped for fresh water,' Chris said. 'They seem to know the coast very well!'



'Seen the flag?' someone said.



'Yes. Spanish.'



'I like their nerve, anyhow,' another said. 'They refuse

us

the courtesy of wood and water.'



'Ah, well, we won't have to hump that meat round the Caribbean, after all. Our customers have come to our doorstep.'



'Victual a Spaniard!' said Henry.



'Why not?' they said. 'A Spanish coin rings just as clear on a counter as any English one.'



'But that very ship may blow an unoffending English one out of the water six hours from now.'



'Not her,' they said. 'She's in too much of a hurry to get back to Spain, for one thing. And for another, six hours from now she'll be just where she is. When the wind drops like this of an evening, it won't come up again before dawn.'



'Becalmed?' said Henry. 'Then why don't we take her?'



'Take her?' they said. 'Have you had a good look at her?'



'Yes. Why?'



'Take a ten-gun ship with eleven men and some sporting guns?'



'Twelve men. And that is not the correct odds.'



'All right, we do have some muskets. How much does that shorten the odds?'



'The odds have nothing to do with muskets. It's a case of a dozen brains against let us say forty men who haven't even thought about the subject.'



'Brains!' they laughed, the only power they had ever used being force.



'How would you go about it, Brains?' asked one, spinning out the joke.



'I haven't thought about it—but I can tell you one way.' And he told them.



They listened in silence, their eyes turning from him to the ship's boat and back again until presently their eyes were on him alone.



'Even a small grapnel would make a noise like the crack of doom,' said one in a slow Dorset voice when he had finished.



'Pad it,' said Henry, noting with a lift of excitement in his chest that the questioning of a detail implied a respect for the plan itself.



'With what?'



'Moss. Creepers. Anything. You can pad it so much that it bounces like a baby's wool ball, but it will still stay a grapnel and do what it is meant to do.'



Their delight in contrivance, always acute in men who live precariously, snared them into interest.



'Yes, and Chakka can do the throwing,' someone said. Chakka was the Indian. 'Chakka can make a rope fall round a marline-spike stuck in the sand thirty yards away.'



'Are we going to lose our market just to have our throats cut on board?' asked a dissenter.



'As for marketing,' Henry said, 'I don't suppose she is going home to Spain empty.'



And at that reminder interest flared to something like eagerness. They knew the kind of cargo that ships carried from the mainland to Spain. And if she was bound home as far west as Barbados, then she almost certainly came from the South American coast. And South America meant gold, and silver, and pearls. South America was the fabled El Dorado.



Their interest went back to the boat that was being now rowed ashore, but they made no movement to go down to meet it. Instead they went over to the sea side of the camp and watched it come, through the tangle of creepers that screened them from the shore below. Through the still air they could hear the men in the boat laughing and talking as they rowed. They were glad to be setting foot on land for a little.



'I can't remember whether we are at war with Spain at the moment or not,' Bartholomew said meditatively, making his first contribution to the discussion.



'There is no peace beyond the Line,' supplied Chris, quoting a well-known tag.



'It's a holy war, anyhow,' said one. 'The Protector has said that who fights Spain fights the Inquisition and does God's work.'



'I've no mind to be strung up just to gratify Cromwell,' said the dissenter.



'A minute ago you were going to have your throat cut,' they said. 'Make up your mind!'



'I know a couple of ears that I'd like to hang pearls in,' said the man who had commissioned Bartholomew to buy the pomade.



'I know a couple of Spanish necks I'd like to screw,' said the Dorset man.



'Pipe down!' said Bartholomew as the boat grounded and the men leaped ashore.



They humped three empty casks on to the beach and rolled them up to the pools of fresh water in the gully. A youth dropped a small toy dog on to the sand and began to play with it. He had brought a ball, and he would throw it and then rush after it, accompanied by the dog, and they would roll together in the sand, each madder than the other with joy of living. The camp watched this pastime with mild contempt.



'Call that a dog!' said the mulatto, and went back to the fire where the two hunting dogs were standing in unwilling bondage to their training, whimpering with excitement and quivering all over. He soothed them and made them lie down with whispered promises and reassuring caresses, and then came back to watch what was happening below.



The Spaniards had discovered the longboat and had resolved themselves into a small doubtful cluster, looking up at the unrevealing density of the forest. One of them called something
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