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    At once playful and disquieting, The Ghost Ship turns the everyday life of a quiet community inside out by staging a collision between ordinary rules and an inexplicable visitation that exposes how belief, authority, and common sense bend under pressure.

Richard Middleton’s The Ghost Ship is an early twentieth-century British short story situated in the tradition of the supernatural tale, yet it shares as much with social comedy as with conventional ghost literature. Set in and around a modest English village, it introduces the uncanny not in crumbling castles or storm-swept moors, but against familiar, sunlit streets and civic routines. First known to readers in the years following the author’s death and posthumously collected in 1912 in a volume bearing the same name, it stands as a concise showcase of Middleton’s gift for mingling wonder with measured irony.

The premise is disarmingly simple: a spectral vessel appears where no ship rightly should, and its presence confounds the habits and hierarchies of a settled place. Middleton’s narrator relates events with a lucid, almost conversational poise that accommodates both the eerie and the absurd. Rather than pursuing shocks or gothic dread, the story builds a mood of buoyant unease, letting the uncanny drift into the scene and quietly unsettle it. The experience for the reader is brisk, witty, and gently provocative—an invitation to watch how ordinary people think, speak, and reorganize themselves when faced with the literally unbelievable.

Beneath its lightness, the story engages enduring questions about how communities process the unknown. It observes the tug-of-war between rational explanations and imaginative surrender, and it satirizes the reflexes of local authority—those rituals of protocol, pride, and caution that can turn decisively comic under strain. Middleton captures the speed with which rumor becomes policy, how fear borrows the voice of common sense, and how spectacle reframes what counts as credible. The tale’s enduring appeal lies in that double vision: the supernatural is less a threat than a mirror held up to everyday certainties, habits, and cherished civic fictions.

Middleton’s craft is notable for tonal balance. He moves from droll observation to a tingling strangeness without breaking the surface calm of his prose, allowing humor and eeriness to coexist in the same sentence. The ghostliness is treated almost matter-of-factly, which sharpens both the comedy and the dislocation. Description remains economical and pointed; dialogue and incident carry much of the meaning. The result is a story that feels transparent on first reading but grows in implication, its precise phrasing and measured pace encouraging readers to notice how small social gestures accumulate into a collective response.

As part of early twentieth-century British fiction, The Ghost Ship reflects a moment when the ghost story was expanding its repertoire—less about terror than about perspective, irony, and social texture. Middleton, an English writer active in that period, left a compact body of work marked by sensitivity to mood and place, and this piece has often been included in anthologies of supernatural fiction. Its posthumous prominence owes not to sensationalism but to clarity of design: an elegantly simple conceit, keen observational humor, and a humane curiosity about people caught between what they know and what they cannot dismiss.

For contemporary readers, the tale resonates as a study in collective behavior under uncertainty, a theme that feels perennially current. It poses quiet questions about who gets to define reality when facts seem to float just out of grasp, and how institutions maintain dignity—sometimes comically—when events refuse to follow the manual. The Ghost Ship offers the pleasure of a swift, self-contained narrative with an aftertaste of speculation, inviting reflection without demanding it. It rewards rereading, not for hidden twists, but for the way its gentle satire and subtle eeriness continue to ripple through thought long after the final page.
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    Richard Middleton’s The Ghost Ship is a short tale set in a quiet English town built along a slow river and bordering flat marshland. The community values order, routine, and respectable conduct. At its edge lives a curious village boy who delights in tales of the sea. The narrative opens by situating readers in this restrained environment and by suggesting how little disturbs its settled pace. Against this backdrop, the story introduces murmurs of something extraordinary. The boy’s fascination with maritime legends, and the villagers’ firm habits, create the contrast that will frame the unusual arrival that gives the story its title.

Early chapters trace the growth of rumor. The boy spreads talk of a ship that belongs to no harbor and owes obedience to no tide. Children listen eagerly, while tradesmen, clergy, and officials dismiss the idea as mischief. This measured buildup shows how stories travel in a small town and how authority responds to imagined disruptions. Middleton carefully outlines the positions of key figures: the practical constable, the cautious mayor, and the reverend concerned for the stability of his parish. The village, amused yet watchful, awaits proof. The narrative moves from speculation to expectancy without declaring whether anything will actually appear.

Atmosphere gathers along the river. Mists hang low, the reeds whisper, and the channels glisten with uncertain currents. These details prepare a threshold moment between ordinary and other. The boy keeps vigil by the water, convinced that something wondrous will test the town’s certainties. Adults view the river in terms of commerce, bridges, and boundaries; the child sees a pathway to elsewhere. Middleton presents these vantage points without favor, letting the river itself suggest possibilities. The pace remains calm and deliberate, as if the landscape were holding its breath. Then, quietly, the narrative opens to an event that the town cannot ignore.

The ghost ship arrives without ceremony. It glides where no depth permits, sheers past mudflats, and moves as though wind and anchor are optional. Its timbers appear sound, its rigging trim, and its crew unconcerned by local geography. Nothing about it screams menace; instead, it seems to carry its own rules. The town, caught between disbelief and wonder, gathers along the banks and greens to watch. Children press forward; elders hang back. Middleton describes the approach matter-of-factly, letting the irregularity of the phenomenon speak for itself. The ship’s unhurried progress turns streets and fields into a temporary harbor.

When ship and town finally meet, everyday life bends. The crew, brisk and self-possessed, treat the place as another port of call, untroubled by questions of jurisdiction or physics. Music and laughter spill out; barrels appear; invitations are extended and accepted. The boundary between shore and deck becomes permeable, not through force but through a sort of festive practicality. Officials object on procedural grounds, and the reverend cites spiritual concern, yet both find their authority difficult to apply. Middleton relates these exchanges with a light, steady hand, showing how firmly held rules can wobble when presented with facts that fit no ordinance or sermon.

The boy gains proximity to events, observing the ship from within earshot and sometimes from closer still. His viewpoint emphasizes contrasts between youthful curiosity and adult caution. Traders worry about property, farmers about fences, and the constable about precedent. The ship’s crew keeps its own schedule, answering to rhythms the town does not share. Minor mishaps occur as the vessel’s path intersects with everyday structures. These incidents sharpen the stakes without veering into catastrophe. As the town searches for a response that will restore normality, the story remains focused on behavior under strain rather than on spectacle for its own sake.

A turning point arrives when civic and clerical leaders coordinate an organized reply. They convene, draft statements, and prepare gestures meant to reassert order. The ship’s captain, courteous yet unmoved, receives their words and answers in kind. The exchange becomes a test of definitions: What counts as authority when an event refuses to fit existing categories. Middleton presents the confrontation plainly, allowing readers to see both sides. The crew maintains a cheerful discipline; the town holds to procedure. The scene functions as the story’s fulcrum, after which both ship and town must choose a next step that carries consequences.

Consequences follow in measured sequence. Some residents revise their opinions; others harden theirs. Shops reopen, then close again; bells ring for reasons both civic and sacred. The boy, having seen rules buckle and recover, measures his town with new eyes. The ship responds to the situation in a way consistent with its earlier conduct, neither pleading nor boasting. Middleton keeps the narrative balanced, showing outcomes for individuals and for the community without lingering on spectacle. The plot moves toward resolution with the same calm assurance that marked the ship’s arrival, signaling an end to the extraordinary interval without dramatizing its final terms.

By conclusion, The Ghost Ship has traced how a stable town meets an event that is undeniable yet unexplained. The story’s central message concerns the encounter between fixed order and disruptive wonder, between institutional habit and possibilities that escape measurement. Without endorsing one side, Middleton records how people act when the world briefly widens. The boy’s observations tie the episode to growth and memory, while the town returns to its duties with experience added to routine. The ship’s visit becomes a lens on authority, freedom, and imagination. The narrative closes intact, leaving the facts plain and their meanings open.
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    Richard Middleton’s The Ghost Ship is set in an unnamed English riverside town in the early twentieth century, broadly within the Edwardian period (1901–1910). The locale is a small estuarial community, oriented to tidal rhythms, river trade, and the parish church, with a social hierarchy centered on the vicar, local notables, and tradespeople. Such towns lay along the coasts and navigable rivers of southern and eastern England, where fishing craft, coasters, and occasional larger vessels intermingled. The temporal setting coincides with a Britain confident in its maritime supremacy yet increasingly bureaucratized and regulated, a context that makes the sudden arrival of an archaic, crewless ship both plausible as spectacle and potent as social satire.

Britain’s maritime order in the late Victorian and Edwardian years was shaped by the Merchant Shipping Act 1894, which consolidated laws on registration, safety, and wrecks; the Board of Trade’s oversight; Trinity House’s navigation aids; and the Royal National Lifeboat Institution (founded 1824) along the coasts. The Receiver of Wreck, created under nineteenth-century statutes, administered salvage claims when cargo or vessels washed ashore. Such structures influenced how coastal communities reacted to unexpected maritime events. In Middleton’s story, the townspeople’s scramble to board and exploit the ghostly vessel mirrors contemporary practices, anxieties, and temptations surrounding wreck, salvage, and the informal economies that accompanied them.

Among the most powerful antecedents to Middleton’s conceit was the Mary Celeste case of 1872, the era’s defining maritime mystery. The American brigantine left New York on 7 November 1872, bound for Genoa under Captain Benjamin Briggs with his family and crew, and was found deserted on 4 December 1872 near the Azores by the British brig Dei Gratia, commanded by David Morehouse. A Vice-Admiralty Court inquiry at Gibraltar, led by Attorney General Frederick Solly-Flood, examined the salvage claim and, amid suspicion, awarded only a reduced sum, ensuring the case’s notoriety in the British press. The ship’s cargo of alcohol was intact; the lifeboat was missing; there were no signs of foul play, and no definitive explanation emerged. Arthur Conan Doyle’s 1884 tale J. Habakuk Jephson’s Statement fictionalized the episode, misnaming the vessel the Marie Celeste and transforming a legal curiosity into enduring popular myth. Subsequent mysteries, like the disappearance of the passenger steamer SS Waratah in July 1909 between Durban and Cape Town, sustained headlines about ships vanishing without trace, while older legends such as the Flying Dutchman kept the idea of haunted or fated vessels alive in naval lore. Middleton’s narrative draws on this well of reportage and folklore, transposing a sensational, oceanic mystery into a deliberately provincial setting. By having an apparently ancient, unmanned ship serenely ascend a river to a complacent English town, he domesticates the Mary Celeste phenomenon and exposes how myth, rumor, and opportunism govern local responses as much as law or seamanship do.

The Liberal landslide of 1906 initiated social reforms that altered village life: school meals and medical inspections (Education, 1906–1907), the Old Age Pensions Act 1908, and labor exchanges (1909). The constitutional crisis of the People’s Budget (1909) culminated in the Parliament Act 1911, curbing the House of Lords’ veto and intensifying class debate. The years 1910–1914 also saw the Great Unrest of strikes in mines, railways, and docks. Middleton, writing in this ferment, populates his town with clergy, officials, and traders whose competing interests echo national arguments over authority and welfare. The Ghost Ship lampoons local elites’ self-importance and the community’s scramble for advantage, reflecting the era’s contested hierarchies.

Naval policy framed public consciousness in 1906–1909 with the dreadnought revolution. HMS Dreadnought (commissioned 1906) rendered older battleships obsolete and intensified the Anglo-German naval arms race. The 1909 Naval Scare, accompanied by the slogan We want eight and we won’t wait, pressed the government to accelerate building. This climate of vigilance and bureaucratic readiness contrasts sharply with the blithe unpreparedness in Middleton’s riverside town, where no Admiralty, coastguard, or naval discipline appears when a mysterious ship arrives. The story’s playful inversion—an undefended estuary and improvised authority—implicitly critiques the gap between grand strategic rhetoric and the practical muddle of local response.

Spiritualism and psychical inquiry formed a prominent social current from the 1880s into the Edwardian years. The Society for Psychical Research, founded in London in 1882 by figures such as Henry Sidgwick, Edmund Gurney, and F. W. H. Myers, investigated apparitions, hauntings, and séances, feeding newspapers with cases and controversies. Clergy and educated laypeople debated the compatibility of ghostly phenomena with religion and science. Middleton’s tale, which treats a spectral ship as materially consequential—lootable, obstructive, and comically negotiable—reflects this milieu. It satirizes both credulous belief and bureaucratic skepticism, showing a community that cannot decide whether to exorcise, regulate, or simply profit from the supernatural.

Reforms in local governance altered parish power. The Local Government Acts of 1888 and 1894 created elected county, district, and parish councils, reducing the informal dominance of clerics and landowners in civic matters. The Education Act 1902 transferred schools to local education authorities, provoking Nonconformist resistance to state aid for Anglican and Catholic schools. These disputes played out in villages where the vicar’s voice still carried weight but faced new legal constraints. In The Ghost Ship, the vicar, churchwardens, and townsfolk jockey for control over an unprecedented situation, mirroring the period’s transition from paternalist authority to rule-bound, often confused, local administration.

Viewed against these contexts, the book functions as a social and political critique of Edwardian England. It exposes the fragility of institutional authority—clerical, municipal, and maritime—when confronted with the unexpected, and underscores how legal frameworks invite self-interest as much as order. The scramble for salvage, the vicar’s moralizing, and the town’s procedural dithering indict class complacency and bureaucratic ritual. By turning a national maritime myth into a village farce, Middleton highlights disparities between imperial confidence and provincial reality, between modern regulation and archaic impulse. The result is a pointed satire of a society proud of progress yet repeatedly revealed as credulous, opportunistic, and poorly coordinated.
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Thanks are due to the Editors of The Century,

English Review, Vanity Fair, and The Academy, for


permission to reproduce most of the stories in this volume.



Preface

The other day I said to a friend, "I have just been reading in proof
a volume of short stories by an author named Richard Middleton[1]. He is
dead. It is an extraordinary book, and all the work in it is full of
a quite curious and distinctive quality. In my opinion it is very
fine work indeed."

It would be so simple if the business of the introducer or
preface-writer were limited to such a straightforward, honest, and
direct expression of opinion; unfortunately that is not so. For most
of us, the happier ones of the world, it is enough to say "I like
it," or "I don't like it," and there is an end: the critic has to
answer the everlasting "Why?" And so, I suppose, it is my office,
in this present instance, to say why I like the collection of tales
that follows.

I think that I have found a hint as to the right answer in two of
these stories. One is called "The Story of a Book," the other "The
Biography of a Superman." Each is rather an essay than a tale, though
the form of each is narrative. The first relates the sad bewilderment
of a successful novelist who feels that, after all, his great work
was something less than nothing.

    He could not help noticing that London had discovered the
    secret which made his intellectual life a torment. The
    streets were more than a mere assemblage of houses,
    London herself was more than a tangled skein of streets,
    and overhead heaven was more than a meeting-place of
    individual stars. What was this secret that made words
    into a book, houses into cities, and restless and
    measurable stars into an unchanging and immeasurable
    universe?

Then from "The Biography of a Superman" I select this very striking
passage:—

    Possessed of an intellect of great analytic and
    destructive force, he was almost entirely lacking
    in imagination, and he was therefore unable
    to raise his work to a plane in which the mutually
    combative elements of his nature might have been
    reconciled. His light moments of envy, anger, and
    vanity passed into the crucible to come forth
    unchanged. He lacked the magic wand, and his work
    never took wings above his conception.

Now compare the two places; "the streets were more than a mere
assemblage of houses;" . . . "his light moments . . . passed into the
crucible to come forth unchanged. He lacked the magic wand." I think
these two passages indicate the answer to the "why" that I am forced
to resolve; show something of the secret of the strange charm which
"The Ghost-Ship[5]" possesses.

It delights because it is significant, because it is no mere
assemblage of words and facts and observations and incidents, it
delights because its matter has not passed through the crucible
unchanged. On the contrary, the jumble of experiences and impressions
which fell to the lot of the author as to us all had assuredly been
placed in the athanor of art, in that furnace of the sages which is
said to be governed with wisdom. Lead entered the burning of the
fire, gold came forth from it.

This analogy of the process of alchemy which Richard Middleton has
himself suggested is one of the finest and the fittest for our
purpose; but there are many others. The "magic wand" analogy comes to
much the same thing; there is the like notion of something ugly and
insignificant changed to something beautiful and significant.
Something ugly; shall we not say rather something formless transmuted
into form! After all, the Latin Dictionary declares solemnly that
"beauty" is one of the meanings of "forma" And here we are away from
alchemy and the magic wand ideas, and pass to the thought of the
first place that I have quoted: "the streets were more than a mere
assemblage of houses," The puzzle[6] is solved; the jig-saw—I think
they call it—has been successfully fitted together, There in a box
lay all the jagged, irregular pieces, each in itself crazy and
meaningless and irritating by its very lack of meaning: now we see
each part adapted to the other and the whole is one picture and one
purpose.

But the first thing necessary to this achievement is the recognition
of the fact that there is a puzzle. There are many people who go
through life persuaded that there isn't a puzzle at all; that it was
only the infancy and rude childhood of the world which dreamed a vain
dream of a picture to be made out of the jagged bits of wood, There
never has been a picture, these persons say, and there never will be
a picture, all we have to do is to take the bits out of the box, look
at them, and put them back again. Or, returning to Richard
Middleton's excellent example: there is no such thing as London,
there are only houses. No man has seen London at any time; the very
word (meaning "the fort on the lake") is nonsensical; no human eye
has ever beheld aught else but a number of houses; it is clear that
this "London" is as mythical and monstrous and irrational a concept
as many others of the same class. Well, people who talk like that are
doubtless sent into the world for some useful but mysterious process;
but they can't write real books. Richard Middleton knew that there
was a puzzle; in other words, that the universe is a great mystery;[1q]
and this consciousness of his is the source of the charm of "The
Ghost Ship."

I have compared this orthodox view of life and the
universe and the fine art that results from this view to the solving
of a puzzle; but the analogy is not an absolutely perfect one. For if
you buy a jig-saw in a box in the Haymarket, you take it home with
you and begin to put the pieces together, and sooner or later the
toil is over and the difficulties are overcome: the picture is clear
before you. Yes, the toil is over, but so is the fun; it is but poor
sport to do the trick all over again. And here is the vast
inferiority of the things they sell in the shops to the universe: our
great puzzle is never perfectly solved. We come across marvellous
hints, we join line to line and our hearts beat with the rapture of a
great surmise; we follow a certain track and know by sure signs and
signals that we are not mistaken, that we are on the right road; we
are furnished with certain charts which tell us "here there be
water-pools," "here is a waste place," "here a high hill riseth," and
we find as we journey that so it is. But, happily, by the very nature
of the case, we can never put the whole of the picture together, we
can never recover the perfect utterance of the Lost Word, we can
never say "here is the end of all the journey." Man is so made that
all his true delight arises from the contemplation of mystery, and
save by his own frantic and invincible folly, mystery is never taken
from him; it rises within his soul, a well of joy unending.

Hence it is that the consciousness of this mystery, resolved into the
form of art, expresses itself usually (or always) by symbols, by the
part put for the whole. Now and then, as in the case of Dante, as it
was with the great romance-cycle of the Holy Graal, we have a sense
of completeness. With the vision of the Angelic Rose and the sentence
concerning that Love which moves the sun and the other stars there is
the shadow of a catholic survey of all things; and so in a less
degree it is as we read of the translation of Galahad. Still, the
Rose and the Graal are but symbols of the eternal verities, not those
verities themselves in their essences; and in these later days when
we have become clever—with the cleverness of the Performing Pig—it
is a great thing to find the most obscure and broken indications of
the things which really are. There is the true enchantment of true
romance in the Don Quixote—for those who can understand—but it is
delivered in the mode of parody and burlesque; and so it is with the
extraordinary fantasy, "The Ghost-Ship," which gives its name to this
collection of tales. Take this story to bits, as it were; analyse it;
you will be astonished at its frantic absurdity: the ghostly galleon
blown in by a great tempest to a turnip-patch in Fairfield, a little
village lying near the Portsmouth Road about half-way between London
and the sea; the farmer grumbling at the loss of so many turnips[7]; the
captain of the weird vessel acknowledging the justice of the claim
and tossing a great gold brooch to the landlord by way of satisfying
the debt; the deplorable fact that all the decent village ghosts
learned to riot with Captain Bartholomew Roberts[2]; the visit of the
parson and his godly admonitions to the Captain on the evil work he
was doing; mere craziness, you will say?

Yes; but the strange thing is that as, in spite of all jocose tricks
and low-comedy misadventures, Don Quixote departs from us with a
great light shining upon him; so this ghost-ship of Richard
Middleton's, somehow or other, sails and anchors and re-sails in an
unearthly glow; and Captain Bartholomew's rum that was like hot oil
and honey and fire in the veins of the mortals who drank of it, has
become for me one of the nobilium poculorum[8] of story. And thus did
the ship put forth from the village and sail away in a great tempest
of wind—to what unimaginable seas of the spirit!

    The wind that had been howling outside
    like an outrageous dog had all of a sudden
    turned as melodious as the carol-boys of a
    Christmas Eve.

    We went to the door, and the wind burst it
    open so that the handle was driven clean into
    the plaster of the wall. But we didn't think
    much of that at the time; for over our heads,
    sailing very comfortably through the windy
    stars, was the ship that had passed the
    summer in landlord's field. Her portholes
    and her bay-window were blazing with lights,
    and there was a noise of singing and fiddling
    on her decks. "He's gone," shouted landlord
    above the storm, "and he's taken half the
    village with him!" I could only nod in
    answer, not having lungs like bellows of
    leather.

I declare I would not exchange this short, crazy, enchanting fantasy
for a whole wilderness of seemly novels, proclaiming in decorous
accents the undoubted truth that there are milestones on the
Portsmouth Road.

                                                        Arthur Machen.

The Ghost-Ship

Fairfield is a little village lying near the Portsmouth Road about
half-way between London and the sea. Strangers who find it by
accident now and then, call it a pretty, old-fashioned place; we who
live in it and call it home don't find anything very pretty about it,
but we should be sorry to live anywhere else. Our minds have taken
the shape of the inn and the church and the green, I suppose. At all
events we never feel comfortable out of Fairfield.[2q]

Of course the Cockneys, with their vasty houses and noise-ridden
streets, can call us rustics if they choose, but for all that
Fairfield is a better place to live in than London. Doctor says that
when he goes to London his mind is bruised with the weight of the
houses, and he was a Cockney born. He had to live there himself when
he was a little chap, but he knows better now. You gentlemen may
laugh—perhaps some of you come from London way—but it seems to me
that a witness like that is worth a gallon of arguments.

Dull? Well, you might find it dull, but I assure you that I've
listened to all the London yarns you have spun tonight, and they're
absolutely nothing to the things that happen at Fairfield. It's
because of our way of thinking and minding our own business. If one
of your Londoners were set down on the green of a Saturday night when
the ghosts of the lads who died in the war keep tryst with the lasses
who lie in the church-yard, he couldn't help being curious and
interfering, and then the ghosts would go somewhere where it was
quieter. But we just let them come and go and don't make any fuss,
and in consequence Fairfield is the ghostiest place in all England.
Why, I've seen a headless man sitting on the edge of the well in
broad daylight, and the children playing about his feet as if he were
their father. Take my word for it, spirits know when they are well
off as much as human beings.

Still, I must admit that the thing I'm going to tell you about was
queer even for our part of the world, where three packs of
ghost-hounds hunt regularly during the season, and blacksmith's
great-grandfather is busy all night shoeing the dead gentlemen's
horses. Now that's a thing that wouldn't happen in London, because of
their interfering ways, but blacksmith he lies up aloft and sleeps as
quiet as a lamb. Once when he had a bad head he shouted down to them
not to make so much noise, and in the morning he found an old guinea
left on the anvil as an apology. He wears it on his watch-chain now.
But I must get on with my story; if I start telling you about the
queer happenings at Fairfield I'll never stop.

It all came of the great storm in the spring of '97, the year that we
had two great storms. This was the first one, and I remember it very
well, because I found in the morning that it had lifted the thatch of
my pigsty into the widow's garden as clean as a boy's kite. When I
looked over the hedge, widow—Tom Lamport's widow that was—was
prodding for her nasturtiums with a daisy-grubber. After I had
watched her for a little I went down to the "Fox and Grapes" to tell
landlord what she had said to me. Landlord he laughed, being a
married man and at ease with the sex. "Come to that," he said, "the
tempest has blowed something into my field. A kind of a ship I
think it would be."

I was surprised at that until he explained that it was only a
ghost-ship and would do no hurt to the turnips. We argued that
it had been blown up from the sea at Portsmouth, and then we
talked of something else. There were two slates down at the
parsonage and a big tree in Lumley's meadow. It was a rare
storm.

I reckon the wind had blown our ghosts all over England.
They were coming back for days afterwards with foundered horses
and as footsore as possible, and they were so glad to get back
to Fairfield that some of them walked up the street crying like
little children. Squire said that his great-grandfather's
great-grandfather hadn't looked so dead-beat since the battle
of Naseby, and he's an educated man.

What with one thing and another, I should think it was a week before
we got straight again, and then one afternoon I met the landlord on
the green and he had a worried face. "I wish you'd come and have a
look at that ship in my field," he said to me; "it seems to me it's
leaning real hard on the turnips. I can't bear thinking what the
missus will say when she sees it."

I walked down the lane with him, and sure enough there was a
ship in the middle of his field, but such a ship as no man had
seen on the water for three hundred years, let alone in the
middle of a turnip-field. It was all painted black and covered
with carvings, and there was a great bay window in the stern
for all the world like the Squire's drawing-room. There was a
crowd of little black cannon on deck and looking out of her
port-holes, and she was anchored at each end to the hard
ground. I have seen the wonders of the world on picture-postcards,
but I have never seen anything to equal that.

"She seems very solid for a ghost-ship," I said, seeing the landlord
was bothered.

"I should say it's a betwixt and between," he answered, puzzling it
over, "but it's going to spoil a matter of fifty turnips, and missus
she'll want it moved." We went up to her and touched the side, and it
was as hard as a real ship. "Now there's folks in England would call
that very curious," he said.

Now I don't know much about ships, but I should think that that
ghost-ship weighed a solid two hundred tons, and it seemed to me
that she had come to stay, so that I felt sorry for landlord, who was
a married man. "All the horses in Fairfield won't move her out of my
turnips," he said, frowning at her.

Just then we heard a noise on her deck, and we looked up and saw that
a man had come out of her front cabin and was looking down at us very
peaceably. He was dressed in a black uniform set out with rusty gold
lace, and he had a great cutlass by his side in a brass sheath. "I'm
Captain Bartholomew Roberts," he
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