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  IT WAS NUMBLING HOT, even in the shadow of the fort. Hector Lynch felt his shirt sticking to his back despite the afternoon sea breeze, which stirred
  the shrivelled tips of the fronds of palm thatch over his head. From where he sat he had a fine view of the anchorage. The lean-to was built against the forts seaward wall, and the wind
  carried the sound of the surf. There was a constant rumble as waves crested and broke on the long expanse of dirty yellow beach. At a distance the regular lines of crashing foam were hypnotically
  beautiful. Their brilliant whiteness contrasted with the translucent jade-green of the sea behind them. But, up close, he knew from experience that the surf was a menace. The advancing walls of
  water churned and tumbled and threatened to overturn any small boat that risked a landing. That was why the five ships waiting to take on cargo stayed moored half a mile out to sea. They were
  secured safely in ten fathoms of water, anchors firmly lodged in good holding ground. Yesterday a longboat had attempted a landing through the surf and been thrown upside down. A man had drowned,
  his corpse eventually pulled from the water by one of the local fishermen whose canoes were better able to deal with the breakers.


  Hector looked down at the ledger book open on the rough plank table before him. It was hard to concentrate in the stifling heat. Cutlasses, carbines, musketoons, amber beads, crystal
  beads, rough coral, small shells called cowries, he read. These were what the slave dealers expected. This was the Guinea coast, and the Carlsborg, which had brought him and his
  three friends to West Africa, was waiting with the other ships to complete her human lading. Her supercargo, who normally kept the accounts, had died of breakbone fever the previous week, and
  Hector had been charged with drawing up an inventory of goods remaining for barter.


  A movement out to sea caught his attention. A launch was putting out from one of the anchored ships and heading towards the beach. Either the oarsmen were very confident or the surf had abated a
  little. He watched the boat approach the area where the waves began to heap up, and there it paused. He could see the coxswain standing in the stern, scanning the backs of the waves, waiting for
  the right moment. Hector thought he heard a shouted command, almost lost beneath the roar of the surf. A moment later the rowers were digging their blades into the water, urging their boat forward
  to catch the sloping back of a wave. Then they rowed flat out, riding just behind the crest as it rolled towards the beach. The final twenty yards were covered in a frothing welter of foam. The
  launch, still on even keel, was cast surging up the beach. Two men leaped out and grabbed hold of the gunwale to prevent their boat being sucked away in the backwash. A small crowd of natives came
  running to help manhandle her farther up the beach.


  The beaching had been neatly done. The half-dozen men who had landed began walking across the sand, heading towards the fort.


  Hector turned back to his ledger. What on earth, he wondered, were the perputtianes and sayes, and paintradoes? Maybe these were Danish words. The supercargo had written his other
  entries in English, though both the Carlsborg and the fort belonged to Det Vestindisk-Guineiske Kompagni, the Danish West India-Guinea Company. Perhaps someone in the fort would be able to
  translate.


  An eddy of the breeze along the foot of the fortress wall brought a whiff of some foul smell. It was the stench of stale sweat and human waste combined with the sickly-sweet odour of rotting
  fruit. It came from iron grilles set low in the wall, almost at the level of the sandy ground. Behind the metal bars lay the storerooms, as the dour Danish commandant called them.
  Hector tried not to think about the misery being suffered by the inmates crammed in the heat and semi-darkness, awaiting their fate. Hector, still barely into his twenties, had himself spent time
  as a slave in North Africa. Kidnapped from his Irish village by Barbary corsairs, he had been sold in the slave market of Algiers. But hed never been exposed to such vile conditions. His
  owner, a Turkish sea captain, had valued his purchase and treated Hector generously. Hector shifted uncomfortably on his bench at the memory. To please his master, hed agreed to convert to
  Islam and be circumcised. He had since abandoned all religious faith, but he still recalled the shocking pain of the circumcision.


  The memory of Algiers made him look across at his friend, Dan. Theyd first met in the slave barracks of Barbary and eventually gained their freedom. Dan was seated across the table, his
  mahogany-coloured face bent over a sheet of parchment as he concentrated on drawing a picture. He had tied his long black hair in a queue so it would not interfere with his pen and coloured inks.
  Dan did not appear much affected by the heat. He was a Miskito Indian from the Caribbean coast, where the summers could be almost as hot and humid.


  Whats that youre drawing? Hector asked.


  A bug, answered Dan. He lifted an upturned wooden bowl on the table by his elbow, and Hector had a glimpse of a huge beetle. It was the size of his fist, its shell a vivid
  yellow-orange with black stripes. Ive never seen anything like it before, Dan said. In the jungle back at home we have plenty of bright shiny beetles, but nothing nearly
  as big, or quite this colour. He clapped the cup back over his captive before the insect could escape.


  I hope the captain is quick in filling his quota, observed Hector.


  Lets hope theres a war upcountry. Thatll bring plenty of prisoners for sale, observed Dan bleakly. A week ago the Carlsborgs commander had set
  off inland with a party of sailors. He intended to buy his human cargo directly from the local chiefs, because the stock of slaves held in the fort had already been promised to other ships.


  Hector found Dans remark callous until he remembered that the Miskito themselves were notorious slavers. They raided the neighbouring tribes and took men, women and children.


  He was about to change the subject when a mocking voice behind him drawled, If it isnt young Lynch, and poring over a book as usual.


  Hector turned in his seat and looked into the cynical gaze of a man of middle age who, despite the heat, was wearing a smart coat of bottle-green serge with a lace jabot tied at his neck. It
  took Hector a moment to recognize his former shipmate John Cook, whom hed last seen off the coast of South America on the buccaneering raid that had nearly led to Hectors execution.
  Judging by the motley collection of rough-looking seamen behind him, Cook still kept the same raffish company.


  Still with your Indian friend, I see, drawled Cook. Hector remembered him as ruthless, yet astute, quick to seize an opportunity or to save his own skin. He and a number of the
  other buccaneers had deserted the South American expedition when they judged the risks of being caught and executed by the Spanish colonists were getting too great.


  How did you manage to escape the thief-takers in London? Id heard you were on the wanted list, said Cook. He treated Hector to a twisted smile.


  Hector didnt answer. Cook was referring to his arrest for piracy the previous year. He had escaped the noose, but had been advised to leave the country.


  And that other friend of yours, the big man? Id have expected him to be here.


  If you mean Jezreel, Hector replied warily, hes out on our ship. Hes watchkeeper for the day.


  Which ship is that? enquired Cook, squinting against the glare as he looked out to sea.


  Belatedly Hector realized Cook and his companions were the same party of sailors hed just seen come ashore in the launch. The big merchantman, flying the Danish flag.


  A fine vessel. She looks well armed.


  Thirty-six guns.


  Hmm . . . Cook looked impressed. He turned to face Hector. But a ship is only as good as her crew. I didnt know Jezreel was a sailor. Hes more at home in the
  ring, cutting capers with his backsword, isnt he?


  The Carlsborg is short-handed. Her captain headed off with half the crew to find a source of prime slaves. There are few to be had here at the fort.


  I wouldnt know about that, said Cook. We havent yet had time to pay our respects to the Governor. Not that well be staying very long.


  What brings you here? Hector asked cautiously. Something about Cook and his companions made him suspicious. They didnt look like merchants interested in trade. What
  happened after you and the others left us off Peru?


  Cook looked vague. Its a long story. Some of us found regular work back in the Caribbean. A few gave up the sea altogether. More recently my friends and I got an offer. A group of
  investors asked if we might try a roving commission . . . His voice trailed off. He chewed his lip as he gazed out at the anchored ships, a thoughtful look on his face, and glanced down
  again at Hector and said, So youve become a mere bookkeeper.


  Our supercargo died of breakbone. Ive been asked to take over temporarily.


  Its good to meet a former shipmate. If youve got a spare moment, perhaps you can show me around.


  Grateful for an excuse to put aside the ledger, Hector got to his feet and led Cook around the side of the fort, heading towards the main gate. The rest of the shore party stayed behind in the
  shade of the lean-to. As Hector left, he heard one of them ask Dan if he knew where they could find some palm toddy as their throats were dry.


  Im elected captain for the venture, said Cook casually.


  His remark confirmed what Hector had already begun to suspect. Only buccaneer crews chose their captains by popular vote. Merchant crews obeyed officers appointed by the owners. Cook was
  tactfully letting it be known that he and his men had returned to buccaneering. Theyd gone back to a life of sea thievery.


  You wouldnt care to join us, would you? asked Cook softly. I seem to remember youve some medical knowledge that could come in handy, and your friend is an
  excellent striker. The skill of the Miskito Indians at harpooning fish and turtles was greatly valued among buccaneers. It fed hungry crews.


  Hector muttered something about having to consult his companions, but his reply seemed only to encourage Cook.


  Im sure that Jezreel would be more than welcome. And the Frenchman who was usually in your company  whats his name?


  Jacques.


  Yes, Jacques. I can still taste the pimento sauce he made for us when we were off Panama.


  Cook was pressing his point very strongly, Hector thought to himself. He decided to pry a little further. Youre not planning to return to the South Sea, are you?


  We called in here to pick up wood and water. Itll be a long voyage, south and west across the Atlantic, then through Magellans Strait and along the coast of Peru. But
  its the route that will bring us there undetected.


  Hectors mind raced. He was desperate to reach Peru and track down a young Spanish woman, Maria. At his trial for piracy the prosecution had relied on her evidence for his conviction, and
  when Maria had retracted at the last moment, the case against Hector collapsed. She had returned to South America, and Hector had devoted himself to finding her again. He was deeply in love with
  her. He could picture her face and quiet smile, hear the sound of her voice, and  in scenario after scenario  rehearsed the moment when he might stand before her again and tell her of
  his feelings. At least half a dozen times each day he read the letter she had smuggled to him after the trial, though it was falling to pieces along the folds. He knew the words by heart. I
  cherish every hour that we spent together, she had written. You will always be in my thoughts. His burning dream was to hold Maria close, feel her respond and know that she
  wished to share his future, however uncertain that might be.


  Here, unforeseen and very tempting, was the perfect chance for him to reach Peru directly and find her. If he stayed with the Carlsborg, the best he could hope for was to arrive in the
  West Indies. Then he would still have to make his way overland across Panama and onward. If the Spanish discovered his identity during this journey, nothing would save him a second time from being
  tried for piracy and found guilty. Then it was prison or the garrotte.


  Which is your ship? he asked Cook cautiously.


  They had passed along the length of the forts wall and were about to turn the corner below the eastern bastion, losing sight of the anchorage. Cook paused for a moment and pointed.
  There, anchored just astern of your Danish ship. Thats our vessel. Weve decided to call her the Revenge.


  He gave Hector a meaningful glance and it occurred to the young man that Cook and his colleagues were seeking retribution for the defeats inflicted on them during their raids into the Pacific.
  Hectors initial excitement deflated abruptly. Maria was Spanish, and he had no desire to go fighting the Spaniards again.


  Also, as he observed the Revenge, Cooks ship looked ill suited for such an ambitious enterprise. She was shabby and sea-worn, and much smaller than the Carlsborg. He
  doubted that she carried more than eight cannon, and he wondered how successful the Revenge would be against colonial shipping in the South Sea. The Spanish vessels would be far better
  armed. On the whole, hed be wiser to stay with the Carlsborg.


  They resumed their walk along the foot of the fortress wall with its massive grey and white stones. Glancing up, Hector saw a Danish sentry watching them incuriously from the battlements. The
  man had draped a chequered cloth over his head to keep off the sun and was looking bored. Standing guard on a slaving fort was dull work. There was little risk of attack from the outside, so the
  task was more like being a prison warder. What mattered was to prevent a rebellion and escape by the slave inmates.


  The main gate stood open, and they turned in. Ahead, the principal compound was an open expanse paved with brick that radiated the heat back so that the air danced. On their right were the slave
  holes, dreaded for good reason. Hector had been shown them briefly and the sight had left him sickened. The slave holes were the size and shape of large bread ovens and just large enough for one
  man to be thrust inside. Then the door was locked. Once incarcerated, the victim was left to broil until the captors decided that he risked dying of suffocation. Often they preferred to pull out a
  corpse. The slave holes were used for punishment to maintain discipline.


  An African was standing beside the flight of steps leading up to the commandants office. His billowing robe of yellow striped with red served to emphasize his muscular bulk, and he must
  have stood at least six and a half feet tall. A three-cornered black cocked hat, edged with silver braid and decorated with a cluster of drooping ostrich plumes, was placed squarely on his head,
  and in one hand he held his badge of office, a long, elaborately carved staff. With the other he was fanning himself with a delicate Chinese fan. As the two white men approached, he looked them up
  and down in a calculating manner. His fleshy face was marked with tribal scars and the whites of his eyes were discoloured and bloodshot. Judging the visitors to be unimportant, the chief
  deliberately turned away.


  Vicious-looking bastard, commented Cook under his breath.


  Hes probably from the Akwamu tribe. One of their chiefs. They control the immediate area around the fort . . . and drive a very hard bargain when it comes to selling their
  neighbours, Hector explained.


  Thats not all they have to sell. Look at those teeth. Cook had spotted a pile of elephant tusks piled in one corner. His covetous tone made Hector wonder for a moment if the
  buccaneer captain dared to think of plundering the fort. But he dismissed the idea immediately. Cook had far too few men to risk an attack.


  They walked on across the compound. There were very few people to be seen, only the native chief and a trio of Danish soldiers. Tunics unbuttoned, they lounged in the shade of some arches that
  led to the dormitory for the garrison.


  Im curious to see where the slaves are kept, said Cook. The slave pens lay directly ahead, behind a row of stout iron-bound doors on the far side of the compound. Hector had
  never visited the holding pens before, but the Carlsborgs quartermaster, a man experienced in the slave trade, had told him that the fort was designed for smooth handling of the
  human contents. A brick-lined passageway pierced the outer wall and led directly from the pens to a gate overlooking the beach. When the time came to load the Carlsborg, the slaves would
  be chained together in batches, led down the passageway, and marched straight to where boats were waiting to run a shuttle service out to the ship. Hector had asked whether the Carlsborg
  had enough boats for the task, and was told the local fishermen made a handsome living by hiring out themselves and their canoes as transport.


  The iron-bound doors were locked. With no one to give them any directions, the two men climbed a wooden stairway to an upper floor and came to a small door, which was ajar. Entering, they found
  themselves in a long corridor, which ran almost the full width of the building. After the blinding glare of the compound, it took a moment for Hectors eyes to adjust to the deep gloom
  inside. The rank stench hed smelled earlier was now so strong he had to swallow hard to stop himself gagging. In the opposite wall of the corridor he could make out the outline of a small,
  heavily barred window. Dimly he was aware of more windows on either side, where the gallery stretched away into the darkness. He stepped up to the window and peered in. He was looking down into a
  dungeon. From a height of a dozen feet it was difficult to see much of what was immediately below him, but from what he could see the dungeon appeared to be about fifteen paces square. The only
  source of light and air was a row of three tiny windows on the far wall. They were set close to the ceiling and revealed a curved vault roof of dressed stone. Nearly all the light fell on the far
  end of the dungeon. There the floor was thickly covered with humans. They sat on the flagstones, their heads bowed, arms clasped around their knees. A few had somehow found space to lie down. His
  nose told him they had no latrine, and he wondered how such a dense mass of humanity could be fed and given water. Immediately below where he stood the light was so poor it was difficult to
  distinguish individuals. They coalesced into one shadowy, intertwined mass. Eerily, the only sound was an occasional cough or a low moan. A sense of quiet, hopeless resignation exuded from this
  thick carpet of humanity. Hector was appalled.


  Cook, his face only inches away from Hectors, peered into the dungeon. Hector briefly caught the scent of perfume that he was using. A bachelors delight, Cook
  breathed wonderingly. Puzzled for an instant, Hector suddenly comprehended his meaning. Several of the captives in the dungeon had sensed they were being observed. They had raised their heads and
  looked up towards the spyhole. Hector could just make out their faces and the occasional gleam of an eye. Every one of them was a woman. This was a dungeon exclusively for female slaves awaiting
  shipment.


  De er alle solgt, said a husky voice. A Danish gaoler was standing in the corridor, a few paces away. He tapped his chest with one hand.


  Hector stepped back from the window. He remembered from the supercargos ledger that solgt meant sold. The Dane presumed they were potential slave buyers
  examining the sale stock.


  How do you feed the prisoners? Hector asked. He pointed to his mouth and pretended to eat and drink, then gestured towards the dungeon. The gaoler imitated the process of picking
  up a long-handled shovel, loading the blade and thrusting it between the bars.


  Like feeding animals, muttered Cook.


  Kom! The Dane made it clear that they should leave. He escorted them back to the door at the head of the stairway and closed it behind them.


  Ive seen enough, said Cook as they walked back across the compound. They passed a blacksmiths workplace. Instead of horseshoes, there were heaps of chains and ankle
  rings. Cook stopped. Hanging from a row of hooks were several long, thin metal rods.


  Thats what the gaoler meant when he touched his chest, he said. Those rods are branding irons. I saw them used to mark wild cattle in the Caribbees. When the slaves
  are sold, theyre branded on the breast to show who their new owner is.


  He paused, as if a thought had occurred to him. That Frenchman, your friend, has a brand on his cheek, as I remember?


  Yes, answered Hector. The letter G. It stands for galrien. It was burned on him when he was convicted in France and sent to the royal galleys. But the
  mark hardly shows when he has a tan.


  Perhaps youd ask him if he could come across to the Revenge later this evening and meet one of my crew  another Frenchman. Hes also an ex-convict and speaks
  very little English. Hes very sick, and likely to die. Another case of Guinea fever. Perhaps your Jacques can have a few last words with him?


  Jacques is out on the Carlsborg, with Jezreel. Theyre on the same watch.


  Then why dont I bring you and your Indian friend out to your ship on the Revenges launch so that you can ask Jacques if hell do me this favour? Id
  appreciate it.


  Hector hesitated. Cooks offer somehow rang false, but he couldnt define why. The buccaneer persisted.


  When does Jacques have to go back on watch?


  Tomorrow. He and Jezreel have the morning watch. Dan and I will be joining them.


  Sounds as though you all stick together. Just like the old days.


  Thats true.


  Then its settled. Ill see you and Dan on the beach around sunset and bring you back out to the Carlsborg. Cook straightened the lace at his neck and brushed
  a speck of dust off the sleeve of his coat. Lynch, think over my offer about joining the crew of the Revenge. Meanwhile I had better pay my respects to the commandant.


  He turned away and went towards the Governors office.
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  JACQUES SHOULD HAVE been back by now, said Jezreel. It was the following morning and the first glow of the sunrise was defining the
  horizon. In the dim light the former prizefighter appeared even more of a Goliath than usual as he leaned on the rail and gazed aft to where the Revenge was anchored a hundred yards astern
  of the Danish slaver. The previous evening the Frenchman had gone across to Cooks ship. But he hadnt returned as yet.


  I cant understand whats keeping him, said Hector anxiously. He was on anchor watch with Jezreel and Dan aboard the Carlsborg. The Revenge had been a
  black, ill-defined shadow during the night. Now her outline was becoming clearer, the masts and spars taking shape against the sky. Hector usually enjoyed this early hour. It was the coolest part
  of the day, and there was little to do but track the passage of time as the stars disappeared one by one until only the brightest remained. He and his companions had been assigned to the foredeck
  where their task was to check the ship didnt override her anchor cable. Should that happen, they were to alert the officer of the watch and, with the help of the two Danish sailors who
  preferred to stay on the aft deck, they were to hoist a jib or a staysail to trim the angle of the vessel to her mooring.


  Wheres our petty officer? asked Jezreel.


  He went below ten minutes ago, answered Dan.


  Probably seeking his bottled comfort. The petty officer in charge of the watch, an elderly Dane by the name of Jens Iversen, was a notorious tippler. His clothes reeked of alcohol
  and tobacco.


  Jacques will lose a days pay over this, observed Dan. Iversen was a very zealous employee of the Company. He would consider it worth reporting Jacques lateness to the
  Carlsborgs captain so that even the paltry sum of a deckhands daily wage could be trimmed from the vessels operating costs.


  Dan cocked his head on one side. He had heard something. Sounds like the Revenge is lowering a boat. Maybe thats Jacques on his way back now. He went to the
  starboard rail and leaned out so that he could see more easily down the length of the ship. The squeal of blocks came clearly over the water. A few moments later there were shouted orders, then
  several blasts on a whistle.


  Thats odd, observed Hector. Its more like a ship getting under way. Dan, can you make out whats happening?


  A shift of wind caught the Carlsborg so that the Danish vessel swung on her cable, obscuring Dans view. He crossed the deck and looked aft again towards the Revenge. Now
  there was enough daylight to see considerable activity on the other ship. Men were aloft on her spars, others were climbing to join them, and a larger group of seamen was clustered on her main
  deck. They were bent over and moving slowly in a circle.


  Theyre raising anchor, Dan exclaimed.


  Then wheres Jacques? Hector asked, a note of alarm in his voice.


  Maybe theyre just shifting their anchorage, said Jezreel. He was also at the rail, eyes fixed on the smaller vessel.


  They are setting too much sail for that.


  As they watched, the Revenges anchor emerged dripping from the water. The men on her yards unloosed the sails, the canvas flapped and filled.


  Hector was struck by how clumsily Cook and his crew handled their ship. There was a muddle on the foredeck. One corner of the lower forecourse had wrapped around itself, and the sail was being
  untwisted. Also the mizzen spar was canted at the wrong angle and needed to be lowered and rehoisted into position. Instead of forging ahead, the Revenge began to fall back, partially out
  of control and crabbing sideways through the water. It was all very unseamanlike and in sharp contrast to the skill shown by her launch crew when theyd come ashore through the surf the
  previous day.


  Hector was more and more agitated by Jacques absence. He feared the Frenchman might be below deck on the Revenge sleeping off a hangover, completely unaware the ship was getting
  under way. Or perhaps hed decided to join the buccaneer crew? Cook had seemed keen to recruit him. But, Hector told himself, Jacques would never accept Cooks offer without first
  consulting his friends. Besides, Jacques had left his favourite cooking utensils, his batterie de cuisine, aboard the Carlsborg. He would not leave the ship without taking his simmering
  pans and skimmers, the bake kettle in which he made excellent loaves, even at sea, and the splendid collection of spices he had acquired on his travels and jealously hoarded in a locked box, its
  interior neatly compartmented like an apothecarys chest.


  What a foul-up, said Jezreel, watching the disarray aboard the Revenge. Cant imagine how they think they can sail her through Magellans
  channel. Earlier Hector had told him of Cooks proposed journey.


  Slowly the crew of the Revenge got their vessel under some degree of control. She began to move forward, and a ripple appeared under her bow. Hector watched the two masts swing into
  line, then open up again as her helmsman set her on course. He saw that the Revenge was intending to pass close to windward of the anchored Danish ship and this, he thought despairingly,
  might give Jacques a final chance to return to the Carlsborg. He might be able to jump overboard and swim.


  Hector left the foredeck and hurried down to the waist of the slave ship. This was where the Carlsborgs smallest tender, the little cockboat, was stowed. He was going to ask
  Iversen for permission to launch it. Jacques was a weak swimmer at best.


  The petty officer had reappeared on deck. Now he was standing at the taffrail with the two Danish sailors and watching the Revenge get under way. The scornful expression on his face
  left little doubt what he thought of the incompetence of the Revenges crew.


  Perched on the bowsprit of Cooks ship, two deckhands were trying to throw a loop of rope around an anchor fluke so that it could be hauled up and made fast. But they were making a mess of
  it. Twice they cast the rope, and twice they missed. The third time the rope passed under the anchor, but the man who was meant to catch the free end mistimed his snatch. He lost his grip,
  swivelled around the bowsprit and hung perilously at arms length, feet kicking in thin air, until he heaved himself back up. The rope splashed uselessly into the sea. His clumsiness drew a
  mocking guffaw from the Danish spectators, their laughter loud enough to be heard by the hapless sailor.


  Hector looked anxiously for Jacques. But he was nowhere to be seen. The Revenge was gathering pace, setting out on her voyage.


  A sudden shout from the Carlsborgs stern deck made Hector look in that direction. Iversen had his hands cupped around his mouth and was calling out. He waved an arm. For a moment
  Hector thought he was bidding a farewell. But then the Dane gesticulated again, more urgently, and it was clear he was signalling to the other ship that she was coming too close and must stand
  clear.


  Neither the captain nor the helmsman aboard the Revenge appeared to have heard the warning cry, nor were they conscious of the danger. Their vessel maintained course.


  The Danish petty officer shouted again, more loudly this time, roaring at the top of his lungs.


  Maybe theyll skim by us so close that Jacques can jump across and rejoin us, said Jezreel hopefully. He had appeared at Hectors elbow.


  I dont think so. No one handles a ship that neatly.


  The shouts and yells had brought the Carlsborgs first mate on deck. He was tousled and dishevelled and still wearing a nightshirt. The moment he saw the danger, he turned and ran
  back down to his cabin and reappeared with a speaking trumpet in his hand. Putting it to his lips, he bellowed another warning to the Revenge.


  By now Cooks ship was fifty paces astern and steadily closing the gap. It was also obvious that the wind and current would not allow her to pass the Carlsborg on her windward
  side. The Revenge had to change her original course and pass downwind.


  The first mate shouted again, red in the face with anger. This time the captain of the Revenge must have heard him, for Hector saw Cook wave acknowledgement. Then he turned towards his
  helmsman and Hector heard him shout clearly, Hard to starboard, you fool.


  Hector saw the helmsman fling his weight on the helm and put it to port, the wrong direction.


  What a dolt, exclaimed Jezreel.


  But Hector had spotted Jacques. The Frenchman was standing at the foot of the Revenges foremast, stock-still and staring towards the Carlsborg. Beside him stood a man
  Hector did not recognize. He was holding a pistol to Jacques head. The tableau was clearly visible, and was meant to be. With a sickening lurch, Hector understood exactly what was
  happening.


  So too did the Carlsborgs first mate. He turned on his heel and bolted for his cabin, his nightshirt flying out behind him. A moment later he reappeared, a pistol in one hand and
  a bunch of keys in the other. He screamed at the Danish sailors to look out for their lives as he darted past them towards the arms chest placed beside the helm. It was there in case an uprising by
  the slave cargo had to be suppressed with weapons. Inside were loaded muskets and a pair of the newfangled blunderbusses.


  The officer unlocked and flung back the lid, and began frenziedly pulling out the guns. He thrust them into the hands of his Danish compatriots. Then, looking around in desperation, he saw
  Hector and his two friends still standing by the cockboat. Gathering up three more guns, he darted across the deck and pushed the weapons into their grasp. Skyde. Skyde, he commanded
  breathlessly and pointed towards the oncoming ship. Shoot. Shoot.


  From his vantage point at the Carlsborgs rail, Hector looked down and saw armed sailors crouched on the Revenges foredeck. They were waiting to leap on to the
  larger vessel. Flat explosions of musket shots told him the Danes had opened fire, but he couldnt see where their bullets struck. He felt the weight of the musket in his hands, thumbed back
  the lock and brought the weapon up to his shoulder as if to use it. But he already knew he wouldnt pull the trigger while Jacques was held hostage. Instead he swung the muzzle of the gun
  menacingly, pretending to seek a target, and found himself staring over the guns sight at Cook. The buccaneer captain had moved forward to stand next to Jacques. Cook glanced up and must
  have seen Hector, for the buccaneer gave a sly smile and raised a finger to his forehead in a sarcastic salute.


  The Revenges bowsprit was now so near that it was about to spear through the Carlsborgs stern windows. At the last moment the buccaneer helmsman gave a deft
  touch, which laid his vessel alongside the stern quarter of the bigger ship with a grinding crash. A pair of light grappling hooks flew through the air and caught on the Carlsborgs
  side rail. A moment later Cooks men swarmed up.


  There was the bang of a musket, then another. The Danish sailors had reloaded and were shooting downwards. Hector saw one of the buccaneers slip and fall back, tangling with one of his comrades.
  The two men tumbled back on to the Revenges foredeck. But the assault did not waver. Several musket balls whizzed past Hectors head, fired from below by the boarders, but he
  ignored them. Deliberately he lowered his weapon. He was aware that neither Jezreel nor Dan had fired, either. The three of them had left the defence of the Carlsborg entirely to the
  Danes.


  On the poop deck the first mate was cursing, a steady stream of oaths. He had discharged his pistol and was scrabbling in the arms chest, trying to find a blunderbuss. A few paces away the two
  Danish sailors had dropped their guns and stood helplessly, looking on. Beside the helm Iversen clutched his side, blood oozing through his fingers.


  The first mate found his weapon and turned, ready to use it, when a shot rang out. He grunted abruptly and a bright crimson stain appeared on the front of his nightshirt. For a moment he stood
  there, bewildered, took a half-step backwards until he came up against the open lid of the arms chest. As he toppled over, the lid slammed shut beneath him and his body lay across it for a moment,
  before sliding to the deck, dead.


  There was a sudden, still silence and the overpowering acrid smell of gunpowder. Hector hadnt seen who had fired the fatal shot, but already the first wave of the Revenges
  boarding party  half a dozen men  were taking control of the poop deck. They relieved the two Danish sailors of their muskets and ordered them forward. A buccaneer put his arm around
  the shoulders of the wounded petty officer and helped him down to the main deck. The first mates body was pushed to one side, and a man whom Hector took to be the Revenges
  sailing master stepped up to the helm and began tentatively working it from side to side, trying it out.


  At least two dozen more men from the Revenge were clambering up to the deck of the slaver. In their sea-stained smocks and wide breeches and broad-brimmed hats, they could have passed
  for the crew of any honest vessel. There was nothing to mark them out as sea bandits. Hector looked into their faces closely, trying to identify anyone among them who had sailed with him in the
  South Sea. He thought he recognized one or two, but it was impossible to be sure, for they pushed past him without a word. Unlike the chaotic departure of the Revenge, which had been a
  sham to lull their Danish victims, Cooks men went about their business briskly and with barely a command spoken. Some took up position by the companionways and hatches, and as the sleepy
  crew of the Danish slave ship appeared, they faced the muzzles of their captors guns and quietly surrendered. A larger group of the buccaneers dispersed about the ship, checking sheets and
  braces, looking up at the spars, climbing into the rigging, searching out capstan bars, and then stood ready, waiting for orders,


  By Hectors estimate only half an hour had passed from the time Dan had heard the first sounds from the Revenge as she began to get under way. In that interval Cooks men
  had captured a ship almost half as big again as their own and with three times as many cannon, and had done so without loss to themselves. They were complete masters of the Carlsborg.


  Finally Cook himself came aboard with Jacques. The Frenchman looked crestfallen. There wasnt much I could do, he muttered to Hector. I was hustled under hatches the
  moment I came aboard the Revenge last night. Shut up all night in the cable locker, where I couldnt be heard.


  Cook called down to the men still on the Revenge. They were to cast off and resume course. The buccaneer captain turned and glanced at the musket Hector still held, cocked but never
  fired. That was sensible of you. I didnt imagine you could bring yourself to shoot at your old comrades.


  Where are you taking this ship? Hector asked. He had an uncomfortable feeling that Cooks plan was more devious than first appeared.


  As I told you yesterday, said Cook casually, we head for the South Sea by way of Magellans Strait. But aboard this fine vessel rather than our worn-out
  tub.


  And the Carlsborgs crew? What are you going to do with them?


  Well turn them loose in the Revenges longboat as soon as we are safely clear.


  I trust youll allow me and my friends to go with them.


  Cook treated Hector to an oily smile. If thats what you want. But its not what I would advise. If I were a Dane who had witnessed the capture of my ship, I would think maybe
  you and your friends had a hand in it.


  Hector, well not be welcome back at the fort, cut in Jezreel. We did nothing to fight off the attack.


  I couldnt have expressed it better myself, observed Cook sardonically. He smoothed the lapels of his immaculate green coat before adjusting the lace at his throat.


  Hector made one last attempt to regain the initiative. Id prefer if you gave us the cockboat so that we can head off on our own. Try to reach one of the English forts.


  Cook seemed amused. Maybe you would make it, maybe not. I wouldnt fancy falling into the hands of someone like that Akwamu chief we saw yesterday. You could be treated very
  nastily.


  Hector was conscious his three friends were looking at him, waiting for his lead.


  Do we have another choice? he asked.


  The offer I made yesterday still stands. Ill recommend to my crew that all four of you join our company. They must vote on it, as you know. Thats the custom. But Im
  sure theyll vote in favour.


  My friends and I have had our fill of buccaneering, said Hector stubbornly.


  Then, in view of our long-standing acquaintance and how helpful youve been in the capture of this fine ship, Ill inform the crew that Im willing to take you on, even
  if you havent signed articles. That way youll be free to leave the ship whenever you wish.


  Yet again Hector sensed that Cook was being dangerously subtle. What would be our duties on board? he enquired cautiously.


  Work the ship, stand watches, that sort of thing. Also I need a navigator who has already been around the Cape.


  But youre heading through Magellans Strait.


  True. But Im a cautious man, and if we have problems there, well need to have an alternative route. When you left the South Sea last time, you came around the Cape, so I
  believe.


  Hector hesitated, still unwilling to commit himself when Jezreel intervened again. Hector, I think we should accept Cooks offer. At least until something better comes
  along.


  I dont fancy taking my chances among the black men, agreed Jacques.


  Hector looked across at Dan. He was always level-headed. Dan gave a rueful smile. Im with Jezreel and Jacques. We go to the South Sea aboard this ship. Besides, Hector, it will
  bring you closer to Maria, and wed be happy to see that.


  Hector felt a surge of gratitude. He hadnt realized his friends were aware of his longing to find Maria again. Hed no idea that his desire was so obvious.


  All ready, called the sailing master from the poop deck.


  So is it settled between us? asked Cook. There was a glint of triumph in his eyes.


  Hector nodded his agreement.


  Cook raised his voice so that he could be heard throughout the ship. Time to move off. Remember, be slow and calm, as if the Carlsborg is simply heading down the coast to visit
  another trading post, and the Revenge is going with her.


  He grinned wolfishly as he turned back to face Hector. We dont want the fort mistaking us for pirates stealing Company property.


  I blame myself for telling you that her captain was away with half his crew, said Hector.


  Cook shrugged. Id probably have found out for myself, from gossip among the canoe men. But I only decided finally to take the Carlsborg when you told me you and your
  friends would be on watch at dawn. The ideal time to capture a ship, and an opportunity I couldnt ignore.


  And you counted on our loyalty to Jacques.


  Of course.


  What if the Governor raises the alarm when he sees the Carlsborg sail off before her captain has returned from the interior?


  Yesterday, after our little tour of the fort, I called in at the Governors office. I told him that my visit had made it clear there was a shortage of slave stock locally, so I
  would be taking the Revenge farther down the coast to trade.


  And he believed you?


  Naturally. He saw us as we left the slave pens. I took care to add that I would recommend to the Carlsborgs first officer that he sail in company with me for a day or so,
  if he wished to pick up a few extra slaves. He would be able to return in time for her captains arrival. Cook gave a mirthless grin. Before the Governor realizes the
  Carlsborg is overdue, I propose to make her vanish.


  With that, Cook walked away.


  Hector slid a hand into his pocket and fingered Marias letter once again. His mind was in a tumult. Already he was calculating how many weeks it might be before he saw her again, and he
  felt a surge of happy anticipation at the thought that every mile the Carlsborg sailed would bring him closer to her. Yet he knew that he was also putting everything at risk by arriving on
  the coast of South America with a crew of ruffians whom the Spaniards considered barbaric pirates. He promised himself that at the very first opportunity he and his friends would abandon such
  unwelcome company.


  


  THREE
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  THE LANDFALL off the broad entrance to Magellans Strait was both disheartening and confusing. The weather, hazy with frequent rain showers, made
  for poor visibility, and the tide, flowing out of the Strait, created an ugly current of at least six or seven knots, which was more than the ship could manage. The only land in sight was a low
  barren island, a dismal yellowish-brown, a cables length to starboard. A single black albatross, which had followed the vessel since early morning, was now gliding over the boulder-strewn
  beach, searching for food.


  As he stood by the helm, Hector glumly set aside any hope that this was where he and his friends might be able to leave the ship.


  Not much of a place, is it? observed William Dampier morosely. As navigator, he was responsible for the landfall. Hector had always liked him. Long-faced and lugubrious, Dampier
  had sailed on the previous South Sea raid. Hed admitted to Hector that his real reason for voyaging with the buccaneers was not to win plunder, but to have the chance to observe and record
  the natural world. He kept notes of whatever caught his interest, whether plants or animals or local people and their customs, tides and the weather, and wrote his observations on scraps of paper,
  which he kept dry in a stoppered bamboo tube. Now he had a chart in his hand and was trying to identify exactly where they were.


  It would help if we knew our latitude more accurately, he muttered.


  Little chance of that. This overcast looks set, Hector observed.


  There was sharpness in the air, a chill that had been increasingly noticeable these past few days. Hector was wearing a thick jacket and a heavy scarf purchased from a shipmate. The sultry
  warmth of the Guinea coast was a distant memory. Behind them lay 4,000 sea miles from Africa, covered in little more than six weeks.


  Our first snow, muttered Dampier, shaking the chart to dislodge a flake that had drifted down on it.


  What do you think? Should we attempt the Strait? The question came from Cook, who had joined them by the helm.


  Well be sailing into dirty weather, replied Dampier. Ahead of the ship, the sky was turning a menacing blue-black as if a great bruise was slowly spreading up from the
  horizon. Flickers of sheet lightning lit the underbelly of a cloud bank forming in the far distance. To emphasize Dampiers warning, a sudden gust of wind made the vessel heel abruptly,
  causing all three men to stagger and lose their balance.


  Are you confident this is the entrance to the Strait? Cook asked.


  As sure as I can be, with such poor charts, answered Dampier.


  Cook chewed his lip. Hector had noticed the same habit when the captain had been thinking about stealing the Carlsborg.


  Away to the south an expanse of blue-grey water was already churning into white caps. Turning to Hector, Cook asked, Youve been the other route, around the Cape. What did you think
  of it?


  We were travelling in the opposite direction and were lucky. We had an uneventful passage.


  Nothing like the fierce storms we hear so much about?


  Fresh winds, no more than that.


  Our ship swims better than most.


  Hector agreed. The Danish West India-Guinea Company would find it difficult to recognize their stolen vessel. After Cook and his men had turned their prisoners loose in the
  Revenges longboat, the buccaneers had set to work with saws and axes and chisels. The Carlsborgs high poop deck had been ripped out. Next, the forecastle was
  dismantled. Anything that might slow the vessel in a chase or make her cranky in bad weather was discarded. Deckhouses were knocked down, topmasts shortened, twenty of her cannon lowered from the
  main deck and repositioned where once there had been a half-deck for stowing slaves. Gun ports were cut. Very soon the tall, stately merchant ship was transformed into a low, lean predator. When
  all was ready to receive them, the stores and supplies were shifted out of the Revenge, and the carpenters went back aboard their former home with their mauls and axes and smashed great
  holes in her lower strakes. The Revenge sank within an hour and left no trace.


  In a final flourish the buccaneers chose a new name for their ship. At Cooks suggestion, they called her the Bachelors Delight.


  Well find it hard to beat up into the Strait, commented Dampier. A heavier flurry of snow swept across the water towards them. Hector shivered despite his warm clothing.


  Cook made up his mind. Then let us trust in the Delight. Well not use the Strait, but go around the Cape. That way we avoid bad weather here, and theres less chance
  the Spaniards will detect our arrival. He patted Hector on the shoulder. And you, young man, can give us the benefit of your experience.


  Dampier handed Hector the chart. The tip of the continent, the Land of Fire, was drawn in uncertain outline. Large spaces had been left blank. Various islands and channels had been added in such
  a way that they looked suspiciously like guesswork. Hector placed his finger well below the final cape.


  To be safe, we should go here, to fifty-eight degrees, before we turn to the west.


  But there we risk meeting ice islands.


  Better than running into cliffs, grunted Dampier.
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  COOKS DECISION appeared to be a good one. For the next ten days the skies remained cloudy and the temperature continued to
  fall, but the crew of the Bachelors Delight had an easy time. With a favourable breeze on her quarter, the ship pressed forward through a sea that teemed with whales, seals and
  penguins, and there was scarcely any need to trim the sails.


  Not long before we are in the glorious Pacific, gloated Jacques. He had emerged from the galley where he had been concocting a stockfish broth. Prone to seasickness, he was
  relieved to have a steady deck beneath his feet.


  We dont know what the currents are doing. They might be pushing us off-course, observed Hector uneasily. The weather seemed too settled and favourable. He looked
  questioningly at Dan, who had been watching a small school of dolphins for the past half-hour. The animals had been cavorting energetically, close beside the ship. Now they had moved farther out
  and were showing themselves less often. Oddly, though, the sound they made as they emptied their lungs was just as loud.


  They know a storm is brewing. They are warning us, said Dan.


  Then they would be better off speaking with our captain, said Jacques, who was sceptical of sea lore. Hector, however, respected Dans opinion. Like many of his people, the
  Miskito had an uncanny ability to read sea signs.


  Making his way to the quarterdeck, Hector found Cook already making preparations for heavy weather. The mast stays were to be doubled, and the anchors brought inboard to reduce the strain when
  the vessel pitched in a head sea. All the remaining deck cannon were to be sent down into the hold of the ship to increase stability.


  Shifting the heavy guns was delicate, dangerous work and it took almost the entire day before the artillery was safely stowed and lashed, the covers over the deck hatches doubled, and the storm
  canvas brought up from the sail lockers. Your Indian friend was right, said Cook. Sinister black clouds were stacking up ahead of the ship, and the sea had turned an ominous, sullen
  grey. A succession of steep, hollow swells was building. Each time the ship sank into a trough, Hector had the feeling that the ocean was mustering its strength, waiting to unleash its full power.
  Tell our cook to prepare hot food while he still can, Cook ordered, I fear we are in for a long blow.


  By nightfall the first violent squalls were striking. They came out of the south, sudden angry blasts of wind that buffeted the Bachelors Delight, sweeping away anything that
  hadnt been securely fastened down. Jacques could be heard cursing in the galley, as his largest cauldron tipped, slopping out the soup and dousing the cookhouse fire. The ships crew
  were experienced mariners, and a sense of foreboding settled over them as they listened to the steadily rising sound of the wind.


  By midnight it had shifted and was coming out of the west, the direction in which they had hoped to progress. It moaned ceaselessly in the rigging as it rose to a full gale. The advancing swells
  heaped higher until they began to break, tumbling forward in lines of broken water. Sail was reduced to a minimum as the Delight rode out the onslaught. It took four men to manage the helm
  and steer the ship so that she sidled across the ranks of waves. Soon the seas became so steep that the vessel lay back at an alarming angle as she rose, then tilted and plunged forward as the
  crest passed under her and the bowsprit plunged deep into the water.


  Thank God were not aboard the Revenge now, Dampier shouted to Hector above the roar of the wind. She would have shaken to pieces.


  The two men were on the quarterdeck at daybreak, taking turns as members of the watch and trying to shelter from the constant spray whipping into their faces. There was an unexpected curse from
  one of the helmsmen. Spritsails gone. Cant hold her steady, he roared. Looking forward down the length of the ship, Hector saw that the tiny sail set on its own small
  spar far in the bows had been torn away. It no longer served to help balance the ships steering.


  Bosun, take two men and see what can be done, yelled Cook above the din as the helmsmen struggled to keep the vessel heading safely into the oncoming waves.


  Moments later Hector found himself alongside Jezreel, struggling forward to reach the crippled sail. Hand over hand, he pulled himself along one of the ropes rigged for the safety of those
  moving about the heaving deck. A rogue wave swirled over the gunwale and he clung on tightly as the surge of water dragged at his legs, trying to sweep him overboard.


  They reached the wreckage of the spritsail and its spar where they lay across the bow. The boatswain was an ex-fisherman named Evans and had a lifetime of experience in dealing with such
  situations. One look at the waterlogged tangle and he tugged a knife from his belt and began to cut through the ropes. Hector knelt beside him and followed his example. Hang on,
  bellowed Jezreel as the ship lunged forward, driving into a roaring mass of water that submerged Hector entirely.


  He held his breath and gripped tightly to the damaged sail, waiting for the ship to rise. The water poured off him, and he was free once more to saw away with his blade at the sodden cordage.
  Half a dozen times the bow dipped, and the sea sluiced over him, before he felt the knife cut right through and the tangle of sail and spar and rigging begin to shift. Still on his knees, he slid
  back out of the way to allow the wreckage to drop overboard. Beside him Jezreel gave another warning cry. But it was too late. A loose rope wrapped itself around the boatswains ankle and, as
  the ruined spritsail went over the side, it dragged the sailor with it. There was a despairing shriek, and Hector had a glimpse of Evans white face as he looked up towards the ship.


  The Bachelors Delight was barely moving forward through the water. Her motion was only a tremendous, wild swoop and heave as she rode out the seas. Just yards away, the spar and
  spritsail stayed afloat. Evans swam, his head above water. His sea coat of oiled canvas had trapped the air and ballooned and was floating like a glistening bladder around his shoulders. Hector
  rose to his feet and fled back towards the quarterdeck. Man in the water, he shouted, pointing. The helmsmen had already seen the accident. Several sailors were at the rail, trying to
  throw ropes to the floundering man. But the ropes fell short, and for the space of several minutes the wretched boatswain lay floundering in the water, one leg pinioned within the flotsam, still
  swimming strongly. But with each succeeding wave he gradually drifted away in the gale. The gap was growing wider and wider.


  Cant bring her up any more into the wind, bawled the chief helmsman. The steering doesnt answer.


  Appalled, the remaining members of the watch could only gaze on as Evans was swept slowly out of view. Another two or three minutes passed and he could no longer be seen among the spume and
  spray.


  Even double earrings didnt save him, muttered a grizzled sailor, turning away from the rail, his face hard-set. Evans had worn gold hoops in both ears in the common belief
  that an earring would save a sailor from drowning.


  We still have ourselves to worry about, barked Dampier. The winds picking up. The storm isnt yet at its worst.


  As he spoke, the mizzensail shredded above his head. The canvas split into a dozen sodden rags, which thrashed back and forth, cracking like whips. Then they ripped loose and whirled away
  downwind. The bolt rope that had edged the sail lasted only a moment longer, before it too disintegrated and vanished. The gale increased to a hurricane. It raged out of the west, screaming through
  the rigging, and by mid-afternoon the seas had grown higher than anything even the most experienced sailor on board had witnessed. Solid walls of water reared up and loomed over the labouring ship.
  The Bachelors Delight lay under bare poles, scarcely managing to stay afloat. She rose to each wave, staggered as the crests struck her and skewed sideways. It was suicidal now to
  try to reach the foredeck. Again and again the sea washed over her, thundering along the deck in a swirling mass and bursting its way under the hatch covers. From there it poured below, adding to
  the water leaking in through the seams as the Delights hull flexed in the raging sea. Four men at a time, the crew took their turn at the wooden handle of the ships pump and
  desperately tried to stop the level of water rising in the footwell. They knew that if they failed, the Delight would founder.


  For the rest of that day and all through the following night, the ordeal continued. The wind veered into the northwest, driving the vessel even farther south. As she wallowed and rolled, her
  crew had little respite. Those off-duty huddled in the noxious darkness below decks amid the smell of vomit, damp and excrement, for it was no longer safe to go on deck to relieve oneself, and the
  men used the bilges as their latrine. Hector wedged himself in his cot and took refuge in thoughts of Maria. They helped him blot out the pounding of the waves against the hull, the sudden gushes
  of water cascading through her deck leaks and the creaking and groaning of the timbers. He conjured up the moment he had first seen her as she stepped from the cabin of a captured Spanish
  merchantman two years earlier. She had been plainly dressed in a long-sleeved brown gown with a collar of white linen, her nut-brown hair loose. He recalled her small, neat hands clasped in front
  of her in a gesture of exasperation. She was travelling as companion to the wife of a powerful colonial official, so she had stayed in the background, but his glance had kept returning to her. He
  found her remarkably attractive with her wide-set, dark eyes, regular features and a lightly freckled complexion the colour of dark honey. She radiated a quiet intelligence, which he found
  intriguing. Just once their gaze had met, and hed felt a surge of admiration as he recognized that Maria was unafraid, even when faced with a gang of lawless buccaneers. Now, as the
  Delight swooped and shuddered in the storm, Hector pictured her courage and defiance and was more certain than ever that he had to find her and tell her that he was in love with her.


  By dawn on the second day the storm was easing enough for the exhausted crew to emerge and attend to the needs of their ship. They knotted and sliced damaged ropes, tightened slack shrouds and
  drove home extra wedges where the masts had begun to work loose. Jacques got a fire going in the galley and had boiled up some hot soup when a maverick swell shook the vessel and capsized the
  cauldron yet again. This time Jacques slipped on the greasy spillage and, falling heavily, dislocated his shoulder. Hector bound the arm in place with strips of sail canvas. Then Dan and Jezreel
  carried the Frenchman below. The crew had to make do with plain food and, as the wind rose again, chew on cold biscuit and gulp down brandy to sustain themselves.


  Accurate navigation was impossible. Scudding clouds obscured the sky, and when there was a brief glimpse of the sun or the stars, the heaving, rolling deck and a horizon broken with a jumble of
  swells made it impossible to take an accurate sight. Cook and Dampier could only guess the ships position and speculate how much progress had been made.


  The ship was being driven farther and farther south  that was evident. One gale succeeded another, with scarcely a lull of a few hours between them. The temperature fell even further. The
  squalls carried more and more snow. On the seventh day a blizzard reduced visibility to nothing more than a white blur. By then a permanent glaze of ice had formed on masts and rigging. Everything
  was encased in a
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