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FOREWORD

Tû MY BOY READERS

H
ERE you have the story of an old Dutch seafarer,
Willem Ysbrantszoon Bontekoe, whose voyage to the
East Indies was once famous throughout the world, if

only because it was the most unlucky passage on record in
Holland's golden age, that era of the first adventurous journeys
to the Indies.

It was the most unlucky voyage on record-hut Bontekoe
struggled through! And so, to this day, when an undertaking
is brought to a happy end af ter many difficulties and dangers,
they say in Holland: 'Weil, that was a voyage of Bontekoe ! '
You wiII not find his name in the histories. He did not make

Holland rich, as Piet Hein diJ when he captured the Spanish
galleys loaded with silver from America. He did not defeat
the English like Maerten Harpensz Tromp, who carried a
broom at the masthead after he had swept the enemy from the
sea.

Bontekoe's task was simpIe. In his linIe ship, in which
to-day no one would venture to cross the Baltic, he sailed
around the Cape of Good Hope and on the Nieuw Hoorn,
through storms and a thousand other dangers, proceeded to
the dark, mysterious Indies, which were almost unknown at
the time. He was a comrade and a fa ther te his sailors ; and
he knew when a Captain must leave his burning ship. He
never boasted of his heroism in after years.

His life shows how a man should live. In days of storm
and trouble, prove that you are a good seaman on the Sea of
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Life, keep a cool head, a brave heart, and don't quit your ship
so long as it does not go down under you! Then you can say
in after days: 'My voyage was very stormy!' and you can
add, with a smile : ' But it was a voyage of Bontekoe ! '
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CHAPTER I

THE CALL OF THE SEA

'VOD young dcvil, hold the rod tight! '
, I am holding it tight, master! '
, D'you eaU that tight? You'll never make a good

smith! '
Peter Hajo was silent for a moment. Thcn he grumbled,

, Don't want to be one.' -
'Wh-what did you say 1 You don't want to be a smith 1 '
, No, master, I want to go to sea.'
Master Wouter, farrier of thc smithy, 'Thc Iron Man',

in sheer amazement held the heavy hammer, which he had
just raised, suspended in the air for a moment. Tht;ll he struck
a resounding blow; the sparks flew into the faces ormaster
and helper and the smith's bass voice confirmed what the
hammer had just prodaimed with iron tongue:' ttlff and
nonsense!' Peter Hajo looked at the red-hot rad in silence.
Master Wouter toa was silent, but his quick, angry hammer­
strokes told Peter more than enough.
Peter understood the language of that hammer weU! When

he stepped into the glowing smithy in the grey dawn of a winter
morning he had always made up his mind outside what his
master's mood would be that day.
'Blow up the fire a bit,' growled Master Wouter. '!t's

almost out! I'm striking my hammer flat this way and the

rod's still round.'
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The ｅ ｡ ｾ ｴ t Well, he couldn t count on that for the present.
Perhaps later, when he had made a few trips on a whaler, when
his hands would be chapped with salting fish, when the smeU of
the blubber c1ung {(1 his hair and his c1othes-perhaps then they
would take him alollg. Oh, the joy of it and the splendour !
Peter saw in his mind's eye visions of mountains, brilliant
parrots, dancing savages, monkeys, tigers, crocodilcs....

The vision was gone.
Here he stood, Peter Hajo, apprentice in the smithy, I The

Iron Man '. There lay the rad which he must hold tight
again; there hung the bellows. Two ycars more he mu t
work the bellows and hold rods tight within grey walIs and
dirty windows. Peter Rajo, 'Wild' Hajo: a ea-gull in a

cage, a shark in a pnd.

fishermen threw t'O his older friends and tied them around the
piles with a regulation sailor's knot; and when he was only five
years aId he had hidden in his father's fishing-cutter and sailed

with him to catch herring!
How he longed to wander about on the sea without a sight

of land for miles; how he wanted to see the wide world and
come back with regular seamen's legs and tell tall stories, just
like those sunburned tars who had sailed to the East with Jan
Pieterszoon Coen and now toM the truth or lied, just as they
feit likc doing, and na land rat could say to them: I Now,

you're making it all up ! '

I How can I blow, master, when 1'm holding--' ?
I Are you a si sy that you can't hold the rad with one

hand? '
Peter Hajo was not a sissy. He gripped the rad hard with

his right hand and worked the bellows with his left without
ｾ ｩ ｶ ｩ ｮ n a sign that the strokes now hammered straight down
mlo the tense muscles of his back and hurt him cruelly. There
was a braad grin on his sooty face as he asked : I What if I have
to scratch my nose now, master? '

I Put it on the anvil and 1'11 scratch if for you with my
hammer ! What do you want to do at sea, anyway! Catch
herring ? Or drown like your father ? Or be dragged to the
galleys by the pirates of Dunkirk ? '

I I want to go whaling, master. And then to East India.
But '-Peter swallowed hard-" they won't take boys of
fourteen, master! Gat to be sixteen. Go and catch gudgeon,
they teU you ! '
Master Wouter grinncd. But his face grew dark a moment

later when his iIl-tempered wife Hew into the smithy and
scolded: I Are you deaf? Thc beH has rung three times in
the shop and my carrots are getting bumt ! '
Master Wouter glanced towards the door which had c10sed

w.ith a bang, laid down his hammer, grumbÎing and shruggin<>
hlS shoulders, and c1umped out of the smithy. Peter, now
that he was alone, stared into the Hames of the forge.

I Come back again when you're sixteen,' they said. More
than two years langer! Enough to make you go mad. As
though he couldn't do the work of a sixteen-year-old boy!
He'd like to see any boy in Hoorn who could hold the
rad as tight as he had just done! And where was there
one who was a match for him? Hadn't he beaten up Peer
den Vos three days ago worse than he had ever been beatcn
in his life because he had nshed in Peter's hole without
asking permission-the hole that Peter had made in the ice
where it was two feet thick? And Pecr den Vos was a head
taller than he !
I t was a low trick to keep him on land. Why, when he

could bardy walk he had caught the ropes which the returning

JAVA HO!
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, It got too hot for me ! ' said Peter. 'Where are you going
for your carp ? '

, To the carp-hole,' they answered.
. 0 luek there. The carp are around the sea dike. Plenty

of iee there. And the eels are there too.'
'Yes,' said Padde, 'there are more than twenty yards of

thick ice there.'
, All right,' said Long Leen, ' you can go to the dike. We

won't stop you. Give me my hatchet, Padde. We're going to
the hole.'
Padde hesitated.
Peter Hajo coolly asked : ' Whose pail is that ? '
, Mine,' replied Padde. 'And one net's mine toa.'
, Good! Give them the rest and come along! We don't

need a hatchet. I started a hole, and we can do the rest with
our wooden shoes.'

or the night-watchman, and the next day showed his bumps,
bruises, and black and blue spots to Peter, reproaching him
bitterly.
, Why do you get caught ? ' Peter would ask.
Padde started up angrily. 'All right! Go alone after this !

D'you think I care the least bit!' And his eyes blinked worse
than ever.
, Hajo ! ' cried Padde now, as he saw his hero approaehing.

, I thought you were working in " The Iron Man ".'
&1

'f

Outside it was a cold December day.
Peter pulled his cap down over his ears, stuck his hands and

wrists into his pockets, pressed his arms against his sides, and
began to trot as fast as he could to grow warm. In the
seventeenth century winter was still winter!
He soon caught up with the band of singing boys. There

was Leendert-' Long Leen '-of course leading the crowd as
usual. Peter meant to fight it out with him as soon as he got
a ｣ ｨ ｡ ｮ ｾ ･ e for Leen always looked down on a fellow scornfully,
and mlght take toa much upon himself in the end.
Padde was there too, good-natured Fatty Padde, who always

blinked his eyes, and of course had to carry the nets and the
bucket as usuaI.
Pa.dde was Peter's shadow, and followed in his footsteps in

all hl pranks. It was he who ｳ ｰ ｲ ･ ｾ ~ the news of Peter Hajo's
exploits, and defcnded him against evcry one when Peter was
not there to do it himself. It had happcned a hundred times
that Padde, who couldn't run as fast as thc occasion some­
times demanded, fcll into the clutehes of an angry farmer

To sea 1 To sea !
The wind is blowing free 1
The wind caUs us to roam !
Who'd care to stay at home?
To sea I To sea I

Hark! What's that? He listened. A crowd of boys out in
the street sang as they came along :

JAVA HO!

Peter knew that they were going to catch flounders in the
harbour. And he? He ... !

When Master Wouter returned to the smithy after a short
time he opened his eyes in surprise.
'The young devil!' he muttered. He seized the rod

fierce1y; his hammer feH on the glowing iron with a crash
like a thunderbolt.

Peter Hajo had disappeared.



, 1'11 do the stamping,' said Padde. Re unfastened two nets
that were hanging across his shoulder and handed them and
the hatchet back to Long Leen.

Silently the two lads ran acros! the grain market and along
the ferry piers with their taU warehouses and the grand houses
of the aristocracy. They were just about to turn to the right
to the dike when a little Frisian baat sailed into the harbour
through the narrow channel, dear of ice. They ran up to help
in the landing. Padde escaped by a hair being dragged into
the water by the rope,' and saved himself by leaping boldly n
board. Rere he landed in the midst of a group of distinguished
gentlemen. Greatly embarrassed, he straightcned himself up
again.
The gentlemen laughed and stepped ashore. Peter Rajo

bowed respectfully.
'Who were they all! ' he asked Skipper Blok, the owner

of the baat.
, The one with the beard is Skipper Bontekoe,' 1 said Blok.
, Of course! But the others ? '
, Don't know. But all five are in the East Indian Company.

The skinny fellow is from Enkhuizen and the fat one with the
big gloves from Zeeland. I brought them to Texel in my
baat and had to call for them again there. You know the
Nieuw Hoom is anchored there.'
, The 11 ieuw Hoorn? '
, Skipper Bontekoe's skiff; ready to start for the East Indies !

You ought to see it! Two hundred men aboard ! '
Rajo looked thoughtfully after the elegantly dressed gentle­

men, who were standing befare Bontekoe's house. . . .
Padde had stood and listened in silence; now he taak up

his pail and the two boys went on.
v hen they reached the sea dike they saw that Padde's report

about the thickness of the ice was correct. Suddenly Rajo
stood still. Padde stopped and looked around in surprise.
There was a dangerous look in Hajo's eyes.

I In DUlch th is is pronounced BO'llekoo.
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, Look there, Padde,' said Hajo slowly, pointing. 'What do
you see there on the ice ? '
, Good heavens ! ' cried Padde. 'There's same one ahead of

us.'
'Yes! ' said Rajo. 'Catching carp in my hole. D'you know

him? I don't.'
Padde began to breathe hard from excitement. 'In ollr

hole! 0, I can't see as well as you.'
, Come along ! ' commanded Rajo.
Together they steered towards the ruthless carp-fisher.
He was a weU-dressed boy of about the age of Rajo and

Padde. With his pail beside him, he was pounding hard on
the ice with his hatchet in order to arouse the carp, frozen
with the cold, and drive them into the hole where his net
hung. The boy was sa engrossed in his labours that he did
not notice what threatened him.
Padde couid na langer contain himself and ran towards

the busy fisherman. But when he came up to him he had
the bad luck to slip; he feIl over backwards on the ice, hitting
his head, and raised himself again in a thoroughly bad
temper.
The boy looked up in surprise. His serious face became

sympathetic. 'Yes, the ice is very slippery here,' he said.
'What are you doing here? ' asked Padde, scrambling up

on his short legs.
'Catching carp,' answered the boy. 'Did you hurt your­

self ? '
, Ca tching carp ! ' screamed Padde. 'I'l! help you ! '
The boy looked at Padde in surprise. Then he said : ' It's

not necessary-where you're standing. The carp gat frightened
there.'
Padde struggled far breath. He couldn't find words ta

express his rage, 0 he kicked 0 cr the pail standing next to
the new boy. The carp went flopping al! over the ice.
The eyes of the unknown boy sparkled with anger. He

sprang up quickly, stood squarcly befare this disturber of the
peace, and said quietly and pleasantly: 'Put the carp back
into my pail.'

JAVA HO!6
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rushed in to surprise him. The strange boy, however, proved
as strong as he was calm. He caught Hajo, who had to use all
his exceptional dexterity to escape being downed.
Padde in his. excitement had jumped up from his pail and

was now dancmg around the two wrestlers. 'You'll win
Hajo! He's as stiff as a dried cod ! ' '

But Peter Hajo-' Wild Hajo '-terror of the peacefullittle
to,,:n of Hoorn, ｾ ｡ a found his master! After a fierce struggle,
lastmg several mmutes, they stood facing each other just as at
the beginning-that is, Hajo was as red as a boiled lobster
the strange boy not in the least excited. '
, We're getting nowhere,' gasped Hajo. 'Let's take a rest

and begin all over again.'

The other boy dropped his arms at once. And while Hajo
breathlessly sat down on the pail which Padde yie1ded to him
the other boy glanced at his c10thes and brushed the sand oef
his breeches.

'It's a damned shame that you let him go, Hajo,' said
Padde. 'You'd have had him on his back in two seconds.'

, Shut up! ' growled Hajo.

The lad from Alkmaar looked at his opponent kindly. 'Take
a good rest,' he said anxiously.
Hajo looked at him suspiciously. But he could not see a

trace of mockery on his serious countenance.
, Are you a smith I ' asked the boy.

. Involuntarily Hajo wiped his black face with his sleeve.
, And you're a scribbler, I s'pose, all dressed up that way ? '

, 1'm a cabin-boy,' answered the strange boy.
Hajo jumped up. 'Cabin-boy?'
, Is it 50 strange to be a cabin-boy ? ' asked the other in

surprise.

Hajo made an involuntary movement. I wouldn't be one
for anything ! ' he grumbled, but his voice broke.
'Why not? '
, B'ecause--'

, We've got fine jobs here,' declared Padde. 'He's going to
be a farrier and I'm going imo my uncle's brewery. We know
where we're at. YOll can play thc fooI on yuur stinking boat.'

8 JAVA HO!

, 1'11 put you in the pail and throw you into the ice-hole ! '
replied Padde. .
'Go ahead,' said the boy. 'But first plck up the carp.

One-two-'
At that Hajo came up. 'Stop! You let my friend alone.'
The boy looked at his new opponent from head to foot.

Hajo never could stand this, but especially not ｷ ｾ ･ e the one
who looked him over seemed such a paragon as th IS unknown
boy.
, Good day ! ' said the stranger pleasantly.
, Where do you live? ' asked Hajo threateningly.
, I come from Alkmaar.'
, So you didn't know that this is my ｩ ｣ ･ Ｍ ｾ ｯ ｬ l ? '.
'Your ice-hóle ? ' asked the boy, and contmued mnocently:

, And when the ice melts again, will that be your hole I '
That was too much. 'Come out on the dike! ' said Hajo

curtly. 'I want to fight with you.'
Padde was glowing with joyful expectation. 'Now you'll

see! He'll beat you up till you flop around ｾ ｩ ｫ k ,a ;arp !' .
The strange boy paid no attention to thls. I II go wlth

you' he said to Hajo. 'But first this Fatty must--' He
walked towards Padde, who was blinking hard. 'One. two,
thr--'
, Pick them up, Padde! ' said Hajo.
Padde stooped down. '1'11 do it because I want to see you

beat him up, Hajo ! ' he dec1ared. .
Peter Hajo and the unknown model boy went ｾ ｵ u on ｴ ｨ h

dike. Gasping and puffing, Padde followed them, hlS own pall
on one arm, the pail fuU of carp on the ｯ ｴ ｾ ･ ｲ r So ther reached
the deserted dike. Padde turned over his empty pall and sat
down.

, Begin! ' said Padde.
The two deadly foes stood facing each other. Hajo's :yes

were sparkling, his supple body crouched, ready to sprmg.
The other boy stood erect, awaiting the attack, calm as a ｢ ･ ｾ ｲ r

'Fire into him, Hajo!' cried Padde. 'You'll throw hlm
down with one push.' , .

But Hajf) had not waited for Padde s advlce. He had
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Hajo and Padde ran along the 't\ ester dike, beneath the
gates, and then farther on, Padde a step behind Hajo. The
weather had been quiet all day, but no,,\', towards evening,
a wind was coming up. There was a storm brewing in Hajo.
Padde, wishing to pour oil n the troubl d waters, began to
abuse ｴ ｨ h unknown boy. 'He and his ships! His ships arc
probably wooden shoes with a mast in the middle ! '
Hajo did not reply. His grey eyes stared into the distance

across the sea. He did not hear Padde; he did not see the
white sea-gulls, fluttering abolJt and screeching, nor the grey
crows flying away as they beat their wings and cawed.

Hajo was listening to the song of the sea! The sea was
speaking to Hajo-the sea that lures and intoxicates, the sea
that consumes its soul with unsatisfied longing. 'Peter,' the
sea whispered in his ear, ' Peter-Peter, come, Peter; do come !
I am infini te, Peter. 0 one really knows me, Peter. Jf you
knew, Peter, what strange, far countries there are, if you knew
the mystery of the storm, if you knew what is hidden in my
unfathomable depths ! Peter ... ! Peter ... !'

Padde gasped and puffed and began to walk mor lowly.

to go to sea? Why d'you keep on gabbing? Or d'you think
it's any fun to listen to your babble when he's got to stay at
the smithy ?' He took up hi pail and muttered : ' God help
you if I ever meet you again! Alld, grumblinR, Padde
trotted after Hajo.
The unknown loy looked after the pair for a moment.

There was an almast imperceptible mile on his lips a he
taak up his pail and wandered along the dike towards the
ferry pier.

JAVA HO!JO

Hajo tried to keep his face expressionless. 'Are you going
whaling? '

, No,' answered the stranger. 'I'm going to the East Indies
on the Nieuw Hoorn.'

Hajo's heart stood still. As calmly as he could, he asked :
, How-how aId are you ? '

, l'm founeen.'
, Fourteen ? '
, Don't you believe him, Hajo ! ' cried Padde.
But Hajo knew very well that the boy was not lying. 'Who

-who hired you ? ' he stammered.
, Skipper Bontekoe.'
, Sa,' grumbled Hajo. 'And I suppose your daddy went to

the skipper in person to get a soft berth for his little boy,
didn't he ? '
The strange boy was looking straight ahead, across the dike.

, 1 never knew my father,' he said.
Hajo turned crimson ; he felt like boxing his 0wn ears.
'Well,' said Padde, ' juSt the same, you're a devilish grand

little gentleman, ain't you? And you went to the skipper in
your finest suit! Where do you live here? '
The boy thought this over for a moment. 'On the ferry

pier,' he said at last.
, Didn't 1 tdl you, Hajo? A neighbour of Skipper Bonte­

koe ! '
The boy looked at Hajo searchingly. 'You say you don't

want to go to sea, but you don't mean it.'
, 1 do, too,' growled Hajo.
, But why not? You see :md hear a thousand things that

you wouldn't get hold of otherwise! And why should we let
the Spaniards and the Portuguese graL eyerything for them­
sclves over there? Later I'm going to go into the shipping
businc and build ships for sailing all the sea ; I m going
to--'
Hajo jumped up with a start. With face averted, without

saying a word, he turned towards the Wester dike.
The future shipbuilder lookcd alter lIim in ilent amazement.
And Padde burst out: 'Didn't he teil you he don't want
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, Be still, Padde! ' said Hajo, and he turned to the 'maid
again : 'Teil the skipper that I want to go to the East with
him. Please, tell him . . .'

Apparently the maid had a soft heart. She had just meant
to bang the door in Rajo's face, but now she hesitated a
moment. 'Go to the East with him? rou go to the East ? '
At that a boy's voice cried from the upper story: ' Let him

in, Aagje! The skipper knows about him ! '
Rajo shuddered. That voice-wasn't that ... ?
Re came in. But when he had left his wooden shoes in the

entrance and now stood in his stocking feet on the thick hall
rug in the elegant hall with its brass candles, he realized that
he had lost his last chance. The boy with whom he had fought
Iived in this house!
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Hajo noticed this and turned around in silence. ow they
were going against the wind; Hajo pu11ed off rus cap and let
the salt breezes blow through his blond hair.
Padde made another attcmpt. 'Let him go to sea. We're

better off here, ain't we, Hajo ?' But when he got no answer,
he gave it up. So the two boys returned to the gate just as
it hegan to grow dark. Hajo walked towards the main turret.
, Ain't we going home yet ? ' asked Padde.

, You can go ! '
, 1'11 stay with you.'

At the main turret, Hajo turned left to the ferry pier. Re
stopped before Skipper Bontekoe's house and said : ' Go home
now, Padde!' Then he went up the steps and let the heavy
knocker faIt
Padde watched him, speechIess.
The maid opened the door and looked with suspicion at

this unexpected guest, whom she knew we11.
, Is the skipper at home? ' asked Hajo. 'I want to speak

with him.'

, You ? ' asked the maid. 'rou speak to the skipper ? '
Padde had found his tongue again. 'Let him in ! ' he yelled.

, Or 1'11 throw down your pail again to-morrow ! '
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, Along-- ? ' stammered Hajo, who felt the ground sinking
bcneath him.
'Along to the East Indies,' said the skipper. 'On the

Nieuw Hoorn! '

Hajo began to trembie. 'Nieuw Hoorn--' he stammered.
, The East-- ? '
'That's it,' said the skipper, smiling. 'You're aquiek lad.

And my nephew teUs me that you have a pair of strong fists,
and that you won't let any anc interfere with your rights.
I need such qualities in my crew.'

, Skipper !' Hajo seemed about to sci7.e Bontekoe's hands.

3

A smile appeared on the bronzed face of the great man.
'From my nephew's story, 1 thought you could use your
tongue,' he said.
So there it was! There he had it! Hajo's chin trembIed.

But he said not a word.
The skipper began to pity him. 'Very weIl, then,' said he.

'Then 1'11 speak. !t's all settled. You can come along.'

T
o turn backwasoutofthe question­
Hajo was caught in the trap. The
maid led him through a wide, dark

hall into a grand room where he was to wait.
And Hajowaited in the sweat of his brow.

Reverently he 100ked at the heavy, polished
oak furniture; at the gleaming copper aronnd
the stately fireplace; at the drawings of ships

• .' in golden frames, some of thcm cut into
"'..... Ｂ Ｌ Ｎ ｾ Ｚ Ｂ " • sections like a fish 50 that you could look

straight into them; at the black velvet draperies and the beau ti­
ful carpet that seemed to be burning under his feet. 'What do
you want here you intruder?' they seemed to say. 'Don't

, 11 fh h f I'touch us, you'Jl only soil us. And how you sme 0 orse 00 s.
The great mirror on the wall whispered to him: 'Couldn't you
have combed your hair first ? How dirty and black.you look !.'
Hajo began to use his sleeve in an attempt to Imprave hls

appearance-without very favourable results. The sleeve was
black toa.
Poor Peter Hajo! He felt like howling. He how1 !
At that a heavy step came down the hall. The door opencd:
kipper Willem Ysbrantszoon Bontekoe, commander of the

East Indian sailing ship, the ieuw Hoorn, entered the room.
, Good evening, young man! ' said the skipper, kindly. 'I

understand you want to ask me somethi?g.' .
Ris kindness was worse than a heatmg. Peter HaJo was

dazed. What was this? The skipper wasn't putting him out?
Was speaking kindly to him? Or was he deceiving him ?
Jmpossible! There was no cunning in the seaman's dear eyes.
, Skipper,' stammered Hajo. 'Skipper-I'd like-I want­

1--'

CHAPTER JI
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At the door in the hall the boy who had fished that aftemoon
in his ice-hole was waiting for him. 'My name's Rolf,' he said.
, We must be good friends, for on board my unde won't be my
unc,le, but the skipper, and I'1l be a cabin-boy, as you know.'
, Aren't you angry with me ? ' stammered Hajo.
, Angry ?' asked Rolf. And his face was as serious as ever

as he added : ' Do you think I'd have let you fish in it if it had
been 1IlY ice-hole ? '
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Rajo nodded. Full of dread, his eyes folIowed the skipper,
who was walking about the room lost in thought. 'Skipper,'
groaned Hajo, ' I will-I want to-I promise--'

Bontekoe turned around abruptly and looked straight. into
Rajo's face. Rajo felt his eyes seeing right through his jacket.
And for this reason he looked straight back in to the skipper's eyes.
, Listen, Peter Rajo,' said the skipper. 'If your mother has

no objections, report to-morrow to Ferryman Blok and teU him
that on the day after to-morrow you'Il go on his boat to Texel,
where the Nieuw Hoom is awaiting favourable winds.'
'Yes, sir, skipper !' It sounded like a shout of joy. And

Peter rubbed his sooty fists hastily over his face, beaming with
inexpressible happiness-and wet with tears of joy.
, Don't do that !' cried Bon tekoe. 'rou'lllook just fike a black.'
Rajo drew down his fists, as if he had been caught in some

new prank. 'Skipper, 1 will always--'
, I don't doubt it, Peter Rajo. Good-for-nothing boys are

weIl enough on land; we necd men on an East Indian ship.
If your mother doesn't object, you'Il be one of my crew from
to-morrow on. Remember that there must be no bad report
of the crew of thc Nieuw Hoom and that wc must honour the
flag that's flying from the mainmast. Do you understand ? '
'I understand, skipper.' By heaven, the words came out

bravely.
And then came the great moment: Skipper Bontekoe,

commander of the Nieuw Hoom, held out his hand to the
cabin-boy, Peter Rajo. Peter trembIed in all his limbs: the
hand of hiJ skipper !
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The skipper was surprised, after aU, at Hajo's expression of
deep emotion. 'Do you want so rr.uch to come along ? '
Then something occurred that hadn't happened to Rajo for

years : he wept.
, So, so,' said Skipper Bontekoe. 'Your name's Hajo, isn't it? '
'Yes, sir, skipper-Peter Hajo.'
, Son of Harmen Rajo ? '
'Yes, sir, skipper. But Father is--'
, I know,' said Skipper Bontekoe. 'That same night three

other cutters sank.' He was silent a moment and then said
slowly, without looking at Rajo: 'Your father, Peter Hajo,
was a fine man. I expect his son to be like him.' Then he asked
suddenly: 'Of course your mother is willing to have you--'
, Oh, she thinks it splendid, skipper ! '
'What does she think splendid? That you're leaving her?

That you're going away ? '
, Yes, of course, skipper ! '
Bontekoe could not suppress a smile. Then his face became

serious again and he asked : ' What did you do on land, Peter
Hajo ? '
, I was a smith's helper, skipper.'
, Learn anything else before that ? '
, Yes, sir, skipper. Apprentice to a druggist.'
, Didn't you like that ? '
, No, sir, skipper.' And Rajo added anxiously: 'They dis­

charged me, skipper--'
, So? How was that ? '
Peter bit his lips. Re couldn't teIl the skipper that he had

stolen liquorice sticks and given the druggist's cat pills to
make her catch mice. The skipper came to his aid: ' Perhaps
you've worked at something else ? '
, Yes, sir, skipper ! ' said Rajo, glad to escape. 'Tinker.'
Bontekoe opened his eyes wide. 'And-er-before that ? '
, Mason, skipper.'
, And before that ? '
Peter stopped to think. 'I believe--'
, Don't break your head thinking, Peter Hajo. I can see that

you've had a checkered past. Sent away everywhere ? '
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Peter's mother was not feeling happy that evening as she
waited for her eldest son. The wife of the farrier from 'The
Iron Man' had come in an hour ago and said in her shrill,
scolding voice: 'My husband may be a fooI, but I won't be
one. 1'11 see to it that your ne'er-do-weel of a boy never
crosses my threshold again! 1'm through with him ! '
Peter Rajo's mother had not answered.
They ate ｴ ｾ ･ ｩ i supper in silence. The mother's depressed

mood affected the children. When Antje, Maartje, and Doris
had gone to bed, she sat by the fire with her sewing. 'The sea,

that's the trouble,' she sighed. And yet the sea would, after
all, be the best place for him. There he couldn't run away
when the mood came over him; therc stern discipline ruled ;
there his passionate love of adventure would be satisfied. But
there was still time for that. Who would take a fourteen-year­
old boy? And then ... Peter's mother bit her trembling
.lips and sewed with trembling hands.

She waited and waited....
At last the door was thrown open, her boy dashed in and

threw himself into her arms, crying: 'Mother ! Mother ! 1'm
going to sea ! '
Peter's mother turncd white. She threw her arms around

I
N her poor little house on thc
Béguin<; ｾ ｡ ｴ ｨ h Peter Rajo's mother
was waltmg.

Three years ago, during thc autumn
storms of 1615, never to be forgotten,
her husband's cutter had gone down and
Peter's father and unde had been
drowned. Mrs. Hajo was Ieft with four
children: Peter, two girls now twelve
and ten years old, Antje and Maartje,

and Doris, the baby boy, who at that time was just beginning
to walk. It was an almost impossible task for the poor widow to
eam enough to support hersc1f and four children, in addition to
looking after them and the household. But she held on bravely.

She was greatly troubled, toa, that her eldest boy seemed
bom to be hanged. From morn till night Peter played the
maddest pranks; there were complaints every day from the
whole neighbourhood.

In his twe1fth year he had expressed the wish to go to sea.
From that day on his mother never had a peaceful moment.
She tried in every way to get him interested in something
else. First he was apprentieed to a cobbler, where he stooá
it three wholc weeks. Then he was sent away. A tanner, a
butcher, and a carpenter gave him up. Fate plainly did not
mean him to be a mason, a tinker, or a druggist. At last he
came to Master Wouter's smithy. Hehad been there half ayear!

Had Peter Rajo suddenly become transformed ? ot in the
least. He had simply found that he disliked being a smith less
than working at any other trade on land, and had made up his
mind to stand it until the chance came to go to sea.

MOTHER

CHAPTER III
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CHAPTER IV

FAREWELL VISlTS

E
ARLY the next morning Padde knocked at the little
window-panes of the Hajo cottage. Hajo opened the
window and proclaimed the great news to his friend.

Padde almost fell over backwards. Hajo related all that had
happencd sinee they had parted. 'And to-morrow I'm sailing
to Texel on ｾ ｨ h Sun oj Hoorn, Padde! '
, To-morrow,' cried Padde, horrified. 'Impossible! They'll

have to wait a day ! '
, Why impossible ? ' asked Hajo.
, Why ? ' repeated Padde. 'Your mother wil! have to sew

on your outfit and you'll have to take leave of the town. How
ean you do that in one day ? '
, My mother began my outfit last night,' said Hajo, 'and

I can make all my farewells in an hour ! '
'You're wrong,' retorted Padde. 'Come, put on your

wooden shoes. We'll start off at onee!' And he began to
count off on his fingers all whom Hajo would have to visit.
, I must go to Skipper Blok to tell him--'
, No time for that,' Padde interrupted him. 'Pve eounted

thirty-seven on whom you must eall.'
, Skipper Blok comes first.'

JAVA HO!

him and eovered his head with kisses. 'My boy! My dear
boy! How-how did this come about-all at once-- ? '

, Skipper Bontekoe-NiellwHoorn-Texel-the East Indies,'
Peter exploded. '1'11 tell you all about it ! '

, Very well, my boy,' said his mother. And while she stared
out into the night through the door, still standing open, she
repeated quietly : 'Very well.... Now close the door, Peter.'

And she freed Peter from her embrace and walked unsteadily
to the cupboard where his cold supper was waiting.

20



don't want any more. Just go and see j we'U wait. That's
why we came.'
When Truitje had disappear cl into the house, Padde turned

to Rajo : ' Don't you see now that you need a few days to say
good-bye ? '
At that moment Truitje's twenty-year-old sister, Sytje,

joined them, sturdy, blooming, and rosy like her sister. She
held something under her apron and motioned for Peter Hajo
to come inside the door. There she whispered: 'There's a
Frisiän sailor on board the icuw Hoom named Rilke-Hilke
Jopkins. Will you give him this from me ?' And she held
out a pair of gigantic woo11en gloves.

, Socks ? ' asked Rajo.

FAREWELT. VISlTS

cried joyfully when shc saw the two inseparables. 'Where are
you going ? '
'To the East Indies! ' said Padde. 'Rajo is.... Sa won't

you go and see whethcr you have a few glass beads, Truitje?
For the savages, you know, to keep them from killing Hajo.'

, Glass beads ? '
'Yes, and any old thing you find-patches, toys that you
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Rajo went into the back room, where his mother was sewing
busily, told her his plan, kissed her, and departed with Padde.
For the first time in his life Hajo allowed Padde to lead.

His eyes shone with the great happiness that had come upon
him so unexpectedly.
'First you must say good-bye to Master Wouter,' saicl

Padde. And they turned their steps towards the smithy.
, Something wrong with the master,' Rajo declared when

he heard the angry hammer-strokes from within.
'Probably his dear little wifie's been after him,' replied

Padde. Re opened the door and called: 'Good-morning,
master. We've come to say good-bye.'
Master Wouter dropped lus hammer. 'You imp of Satan! '

was all he said.
'Don't be angry at me, master,' begged Hajo, 'because I

ran away yesterday--'
, Re's going to the East Indies,' said Padde. 'Maybe he'll

never come back.'
Even a hard man like the smith is sometimes tender. 'To

the East 1 ' he asked, and his voice trembied a little. 'Is it
true, Rajo 1'
'Yes, master.'
, Raven't you an old chest, master? ' said Padde. 'Some­

thing that would do for a sailor's chest? That's why we
came.'

Master Wouter held out his black, hard hand to Rajo.
, Pm not angry at you, that's the truth-h'm! And I have
achest for you too. And what achest! 1'11 add same hoops
to make it stronger.'
Hajo tried to thank him. 'Master, 1--'
, Ssssst ! ' hissed the smith. 'Don't talk sa loud! If my wife

heard you. . . . And when you come to fetch the chest, go
around the back way, you understand... .'
The boys went. 'Now to Skipper Blok! ' ordered Padde.
But Skipper Blok was not at home, and Padde led the way

to Truitje Cannegieter, who lived in Lily Street. Truitje, a
blonde, rosy girl dressed in a red bodice and a blue skirt, was
busily scrubbing the street in front of the door. 'Rello!' she

zz



When the two boys opened the bundie, they saw a pair of
breeches and a pair of soeks.
Padde took them up with deep respect. 'My new breeches,'

he said. 'Strong and untearable. And she just finished the
soeks.'

Hajo looked a bit embarrassed. 'Your breeches? ' he asked.
, Yes, and the soeks were meant for me too. But that makes

no difference. She'il knit me same ncw ones. Come along
now! To Jansje Besen! '
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own house. When his mother had been informed that Hajo
was starting for the East Indies she brought forth a little
bundie knotted in a red handkerchief and said : ' Give that to
your mother. 1'il come to help her later-she probably has
her hands full with your outfit.... Be careful of your clothes
and save as 'much of your wages as you can for your mother ! '

Hajo bit his lips. 'I'd have done that anyway,' he said.
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, Gloves ! ' answered Sytje, her feelings almost hurt.
, They're so enormous--'
'Well, he's-oh, he's pretty big himself! And gloves are

better too big than too smail. I think it's disgusting when a
man has little hands like a girl, don't you ? '
'Yes,' said Hajo firmly.
, Well, then,' continued Sytje, ' tell him they weren't finished

when he was here. And, if you can, try to make him take care
of himself, won't you? Hilke is always so terribly carc1ess.'

, I'illook out for him,' promised Hajo.
Sytje looked at him tenderly. 'Here!' she whispered, and

she drew from her pocket a bright tic. 'Come here, laddie,
and I'il tie it for you.' And she tied it around his neck very
carefully. 'Tell Hilke to write to me. Will you ? '

, Yes, Sytje.'
, And to come back soon. Will you ? '
, Yes, Sytje.'
, And teil him that--' Sytje's lips began to trembIe.
, 1'11 tell him, Sytje,' Hajo assured her.
And then Sytje seized Hajo's blond head between her hands

and gave the astonished boy a resounding kiss on both cheeks.
, Now go ! ' she whispered, as steps were heard in the hall.
Truitje came back with a disreputable looking doil, a half­

broken knocker, a copper bird-cage, badly bent, a rusted coffee­
mil1, a mask, and an assortment of glass beads. Looking about
carefully, she cut the string around her neck and said : 'Here,
take these too! 1'11 say that I lost them.'
, I wonder if they'il let me take all that on board? ' asked

Hajo doubtfuily.
, Why not? ' answered Padde indignantly. 'When your life

will be at stake ! '
, Well, then, 1'11 take Gerrit along in the cage !' Gerrit was

a tame crow that Haio had cherished for the past two years.
Next they went to deaf old Nelis, an old sea-dog whose kind

wife, Grietje, gave Padde a little bottle fuU of a kind of oil, a
remedy against sea-sickness for Hajo.
On the way to their next victim, who was to supply more

glass beads and bright buttons, Padde tactfully turned to his
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Nieuw Hoorn, let his mother take him to his bed likc a vcr)'
little boy. He undressed without knowing what he was doing.
But behind the grey eloud of to-day gleamed, far olf in the
distance, a vision of something strange and bright, and so his
heart swelled with joy and excitement....
His mother went back into the sitting-room. he leaned

against the mantel and stood there a moment as calm!y as a
mother can. who has just said farewell to her boy who is going
to the East Indies. Then her shoulders began to trembIe :tnd
she hid her face in her hands.
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Before they were finished Hajo might have started a second­
hand shop with his acquisitions for his Indian journey. That
night he said good-bye to Antje and Maartje and Doris, as
they lay in bed, and promised to bring them ｰ ｡ ｲ ｾ ｯ ｴ t ｾ ｮ n coco­
nuts, monkeys, tigers, young elephants, and canmbals In a ｣ ｡ ｧ ｾ ~

He kissed their little soft tow-heads and came back to. his
mother with tear-stained face.

She tied the key for his chest around his neck on a string
and a little bag containing three gulden as well.

, If your ship-if you should be shipwrecked,' said Hajo's
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mother, 'you won't lose the money, ｡ ｮ ｾ Ｍ ｉ Ｇ ｶ v put Father's
little Bible in your chest and a loek of hm of each of us. Sa
you'll have something when you want to think of us. You'll
be back in two years. You'll be a big, strong young man then
who has seen more of the world than Father or 1. During all
this time Peter I will-I will wait for you and trust firmly
that all is' going ｾ ･ ｬ ｬ with you. And, dear Peter, if ｾ ｯ o ｳ Ｎ ｨ ｯ ｾ ｬ l
ever he in trouble just say to yourseH : " My mother IS thmking
of me," and ｣ ｨ ･ ･ e up. Will you promise me this, Peter? '

, Oh, mother ! ' groaned Peter.
, So that's settled, my boy. And now you must go to bed,

for you have a busy day ahead.' .. .
And Peter Hajo, cabin-boy on thc East Indlan sallmg-vessel
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, !t's not rubbish ! ' exc1aimed Padde.
'Very weil, then, it's 'lot rubbish,' drawled Blok. 'Throw

it in. But I can teil you what the boatswain of the Nieuw
Hoorn will do ! '
At a quarter to nine Rolf appeared with his ehest under

his arm. Hajo ran up to him and the two boys shook hands.
Gradually the day grew dearer. And at last, when the

tower of the big ehurch boomed forth twelve bronze strokes
and the ehimes of St. Anthony began to tinkIe c1early, a group
of gentlemen, with Bontekoe in their midst, came down the
mole.
'They':e seeing my unde off as far as Texel,' said Rolf.

, The one with the pale face is Rol, the merehant ; he's going
to the East Indies too. On business for the Dutch East India
Company-it's their ship.' And like Rajo and Padde he took
off his cap respeetfully. '
'Good morning!' Bontekoe greeted them eordially. Re

glanced at his two good cabin-boys and smiled benevolently
at fat little Padde, who was bowing low. Then the gentlemen
walked up the gang-plank. Rolf jumped on board. Skipper
Blok made ready to start.
The ｭ ｯ ｭ ･ ｮ n had eome for Hajo and Padde to part. They

stood there, without a word, but with tears in their eyes.
At last Rajo turned away abruptly and walked up the gang­

plank. They drew up the plank, and Padde watched the boat
leaving the land. Then, at the last moment, with a ery of
despair, he jumped....

Blok eaught him and pulled him aboard, for Padde's feet
had landed in the water.
, Hajo ! ' the poor fellow eried while he let the water run

out of his wooden shoes, ' it won't do ... ! 1'11 go with you
to Texel! '
Bontekoe had watehed Padde's feat and cried: ' Why, here

we hllve our famous jumper again! What shall we do with him?'
Blok wasn't a bad fellow. Re knew that Hajo and Padde were

inseparable friends. '1'11 take him along,' he laughed. 'Re can
take a look at the Nieuw Hoom-that's worth seeing ! '
The boat sailed throngh the drifting iee and came to the
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O
the morning of December z8th

1618, at nine o'c1ock, the Frisian
boat rhe Sun 0] Hoorn was to take

Skipper Willem Ysbrantszoon Bontekoe to
the Nieuw Hoorn, lying at anchor at Texel
and waiting for favourable winds. At
about seven o'c1ock that morning two boys,

bending beneath their loads, came down the pier towards the
landing-place.
When they reaehed the boat, Padde set down the baggage,

seated himself on the dented cage-to the deep disgust of the
crow, Gerrit, whieh moved about uneasily and looked through
the bars, very much annoyed-and wiped his forehead. 'Weil,'
said he, ' now the old boat ean't sai! without you.'

Hajo remained standing for a while, then he sat down by
Padde. His eyes tried to pieree through the grey fog. The
sound of a fog-hom reached his ears from far off in the distanee.
Then it beeame still again except for the soft sound of the _
water striking against the pier.
This sense of quiet made Hajo feel happier ; he still seemed

to be bidding his mother good-bye and promising her to behave
like aman. ow he was a eabin-boy ; in a few years he would be
a sailor, and later,who knows, he might be sailing as-well it, was
possible, now wasn't it/-as boatswain! Boatswain Hajo! How
proud his mother would be! 'Have you heard 1' people would
say. 'He tried twelve trades as a boy and failed thirteen times,
and now-who would have thought it !-Boatswain Hajo!'
Skipper Blok arrived with his two sons. 'WelI, you're in

plenty of time,' he cried, smiling at the two boys. But then
he pointed to the bird-eage and all the other bundies and
asked : ' Must you take all that rubbish / '

28
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, It's a stif! breeze and steady, skipper ! '

An hour later they sighted Texel. The ye110w dunes
gleamed in the sunlight; here and there a red roof glowed
and-and ... ! '

'The Nieuw Hoorn!' cried Hajo, pointing forward.
, Padde!' He seized his friend by the arm and excitedly
showed him a vague something in the distance. 'Just look,
Padde! '

'I don't see anything,' insisted Padde. 'My eyes ache,
they're so tired. But 1'11 get your things for you.' And Padde
reeled to the place where Hajo's chest and junk were stowed
away.

Bontekoe watched Padde attentivcly as he dragged Hajo's
possessions forward. 'To whom does all that belong?' he
asked.
, To Peter Hajo, skipper.'
'So-so. CaU Hajo.'
, Don't move an eyelash! ' Rolf whispered into Hajds ear.

, He's not so bad.'

But Hajo feit a bit shaky when he faeed the skipper.
'Is that your outfit, Peter Hajo {' His voice sounded

dangerous.
, Yes, sir, skipper.'
'What do you mean to do with all that ? '
'Trade it, skipper--'

'You mean to trade things on your own and InJure the
company's business r '

, Injure the company, skipper ? '
Padde came up. 'It's to save his life, skipper.'
ｂ ｯ ｮ ｴ ｾ ｫ ｯ o looked up in surprise. '1'm speaking to him, not

to you. He sent asearching glance over all the rubbish.
, And the crow? Going to trade it too ? '

, 0, sir, skipper. That's Gerrit. I-Ic's coming along-to
keep me company.'

, For company? So-so. How did you come by Gerrit ? '
, Got him out of his nest, skipper, when he was very young.'
, Caw, caw ! ' cried Gerrit.

The gentl.:men lookcd very much amused and Hajo gained

4
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open sea. Bontekoe stepped up to Padde. 'Do you want to
go to sea later, too r '
. Padde ｳ ｨ ｯ ｯ o his head with undisguised disgust. '1'm going
mto my unde s brewery. There you know where you're at.'
. Bontekoe ｬ ｯ ｯ ｫ ｾ ~ at radde up and down. 'You're quite
nght. A fine busmess ! And Bontekoe joined the gentlemen
who were seated in the stern of the boat.

Hajo sat by the mast and with dim eyes glanced back at the
receding outlines of the little town that was silently disappearing
behind a veil of fog. At that moment the cross-beam came
swinging towards him. Quick as lightning he ducked it and
felt himself restored to reality.
The weather grew better. The sun shone, the sky was blue,

there was a steady east wind.
, If this continues, we'll sai! this afternoon,' said Bontekoe

to the other gentlemen. 'What do you think of the breeze
Blok? ' ,



• Catch me ij I faU,'
wailed Padde, mld thm
Wit/I a heartbreakillg cry
he -ve/lfd: • MY coffee
milt! •
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courage. 'Gerrit is very knowing, skipper ! Gerrit under-
. stands everything. And he doesn't fly away any more.'

, Is he so tame ? '
, Yes, sjr, skipper. I cut his wings.'
The gentlemen began to laugh. 'Peter Rajo, attend to me,'

said Bontekoe. 'If my boatswain Folkert Berentsz ees you
c1imbing aboard with all that household stuff he'll throw you
and Gerrit into the orth Sea. 50 you'd bet ter say ta him :
"The skipper told me to ask you whether there isn't a little
room for this somewhere !" Do you understand ? '
, Yes, sir, skipper ! ' Rajo bearned.
Re went forward, stilllooking at the Nieuw Hoorn, growing

larger and larger. How proudly the ship rose above the
greyish-green water! Soon Hajo could di tinguish the beauti­
ful carving on the stern, the slender galley, the round port-.
holes.
Boom! Boom! Two white clouds of smoke rose from both

sides of the ship, and at the same moment the gay flag of the
Dutch East India Company flew from the summit of the
mainmast. Hajo trembIed with excitement. He could scarccly
con trol his desire to cry , Hurrah ! ' and dance on the wooden
deck. ow this was his ship! This ship was to bear him
through a thousand dangers and adventures to the famous
land of his dreams-India !
At last they wcre near her. A rope-Iadder was thrown down

from the !I iellw Hoorn; Bontekoe and the other gentlemen
climbed up. Rajo followed, with Padde in his rear to help
him carry his things, and last of all Rolf.

, Catch me if I fall,' wailed Padde, and then with a heart­
breaking cry he yelled: 'My coffee-miJl!' With graceful
swinging movements the coffee-mill sank into the depths of
the sea.

, Caw ! ' cried Gerrit in fear.
StiJllamenting, Padde climbed up. 50 they came on deck,

where a crowd of sailors received them with shouts of mocking
laughter. 'Gudgeon!' one cried. 'I smellland rats!' 'See
the crow! '
Hajo bit his lips.



And Padde cried : ' Forward! Show us where we must go! '
They all began to roar, b.lt go d-natured cook in a white

apron and with a 1'0 y face, \ en up to the boys and said : ' Let
them laugh. They mean no harm. Come, ril tak you to
your quarters.'

They descended into the huIl. 'Here, these hammocks
aren't taken. Of course the be t places have been taken. In
｢ ｡ a weather you'lI have a tough time. But you'lI get uscd
to lt. Stowaway your stuff bcforc the boat wain ee it! But
the crow? We can't keep him hidden for long.'
, Caw .' Gerrit confirmcd the truth of thi statement.
'The kipper kno\vs about him,' said Padde.
'Then that's settled,' declared the cook. 'Here's a nail ;

you can hang it there for the present. My namc's BoIIc.'
And Bolle disappeared with a friendly nod.
Padde was yawning with all his might. 'I'm going up'

he said. 'Thc air is awful here.' And he tottered up th'c
stairs, striking against the door.

ｾ ｱ ｵ ｾ ｲ ｴ ･ e of an hóur l.ater, when they had stowed away
theIr thmgs, RoU and HaJo were about to follow him. But
a heavy, ｬ ｯ ｵ u v?ice roared at them : 'Thundcr and lightning !
Are you begmmng to be lazy already? l'here's a swab! And
there's plenty of water, if you look for it. nd you, here's a
cloth. The one scrubs, the other washes up. Do you under­
stand? '

, What shall I scrub, boat wain ? '

Ｇ ｔ ｾ ｵ ｮ ､ ･ e and lightning! \Vhat shall you scrub? Scrub
the Shlp! Or do you want to scrub the orth Sea? Begin
at the stern and end with the galley and the bowsprit. If I
find a dirty speek, you'll both be keelhauled. Fonvard! To
work!' And Folkert Berentsz, boatswain of the Nieuw Hoorn
continued his rounds. '

Hajo began to scrub busily.

But RoU ｳ ｵ ｲ ｾ ･ ｹ ･ e the surface of the ship and lhen remarked,
as he drew HaJo along with him: 'We'll begin Wilh the stern
to-day. You can't crub a whole ship in an afternoon-and
old Thunder and Lightning knows that toa.'

, Yes, he's sleeping in my boat. I'm starting back in a minute,
but you'd better leave him. Otherwise he 11 go along to India! '
He Iaughed and climbed down the ladder-rope.
The boys went on with their work. Hajo scrubbed with all

his might. He regarded every bit of the deck that he had
scrubbed with great satisfaction. He knew this bit and it
knew him. He was establishing a profound friendship with
thc Nieuw Hoort! !
Suddenly RoU seizcd his arm. 'There-the boa t's leaving

us! '
Hajo stared wide-eyed aftel' thc receding baat. 'Padde!'

he cried. 'Farewell, Padde!' And he waved the big, red
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While the two cabin-boys scrubbed and wiped up the deck,
Skipper Bontekoe was making sure that all was ready for their
departure. He sent a few boats to land for fresh water. RoU
noticed it as it was brought aboard. 'We're sailing to-day,'
he said to Hajo. 'Sooner than I expected.'
, How do you know ? '
, Taking on fresh water. That's always the last thing.'
Hajo looked around for Padde. RoU calied to Blok: ' Have

you seen Padde, Blok ? '
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CHAPTER VI

PADDE, THE STEWARD'S HELPER

S
KIPPER BONTEKOE and Mr. Rol, the merchant, were
seated opposite each other at the heavy oak table in the
big cabin of the Nt'ellw Hoorll. The skipper was studying

a large marine chart and the mcrchant was deeply engrossed
in long columns of figures and was jotting down some notes.
Suddenly the silence was rudely braken by the cry : ' Let go !
I must see the skipper ! ' and the door of this holy of holies
was burst open. Fat little Padde rushed in, pursued by the
ship's dignified grey-haired surgeon-barber, commonly known
as Daddy Longjacket. With eyes full of horror, the intruder
stared at the captain and cried : ' Skipper ! ... The boat is
gone! '
, Skipper ! ' growled the furious surgeon, gasping for breath,

, this good-for-nothing youngster has-h'm ! '
, ever mind,' said Bontekoe. ' 1'11 attend to the young man.'
'Then 1'11 go, skipper, but-h'm! ' and Daddy Longjacket

angrily closed the door behind him.
Padde feU on his knees before the skipper. 'Dear, kind

skipper,' he implored with tears in his eyes, ' turn back! Oh,
please, please . . . !'
In a voice that boded no good, Bontekoe ordered him to get

up and explain just what had happened.
, I feU asleep,' whimpercd Padde. 'Last night I didn't sleep

a wink.'
'The devil. Why didn't you go to sleep then in Blok's boat ? '
, I did, dear, kind skipper ! But it rocked 50 terribly that I

came back on board here again. Oh, dear God, and when all
those' cannon roared all at once--'
, So you heard the cannon ? '
, Oh, yes, skipper, but I didn't dare to comc out! I thought

-[ thought the pirates of Dunkirk were coming!' Anti
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handkerchief which Padde's mother had given him, while the
tears ran down his checks. 'Farewell, Padde! Padde!'
He did not note that the hubbub on the lower deck was

increasing ; he did not hear the sailors scurrying about, nor the
rattling of the anchor chain, nor the confusion of voices above
and below. 'Good-bye, Padde! Padde ! ' he cried and kept
on waving and waving.
And then he felt the deck trembie beneath his feet; the

roaring of cannon deafened him ; a cloud of smoke enveloped
the ship. Sailors were swarming in thc rigging ; the sails were
let out, they flew in the wind until strong, brown fists made
them fa t. A mighty 'Hurrah!' rose from two hundred
throats.
Hajo drew a deep breath. The 1\ iellw Hoorn was putting

to sea.
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Rolf and Hajo were hanging over the railing, dreamily
watching the grey strip of land growing fainter in the distance.
Silently they looked across the wide surface of the green water,
turning to white marbie where the foam surged around the
vessel. A few sea-gulls, quietly beating their wings, flew
around the masts.
Suddenly they heard a soft rustling. They turned-and­

there stood Padde, his face pale and swollen from sleep. He
stammered : 'What-what were the cannon shooting for,
Hajo ?'
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, Yes, skipper.' But Padde remained rooted to the spot.
, Skipper-skipper '-Padde's eyes blinked despera tely­

'can't you please sail back quickly ? '
This was toa much. Skipper Bontekoe's gesture was sa

terrifying that Padde tumbIed backwards through the door
in such haste that he bumped into a fat, rosy, friendly, cross­
eyed man and knocked him over. 'Why don't you look where
you're going ? ' snapped Padde.
Speechless with amazement, the man gat up again.

Padde continued on his war, furious, and asked the first
sailor he met for the steward. The sailor sent him on a wild­
goose chase and when the other sailors whom he approac:hed
saw that he was a greenhom, they kept up the game of sending
him from pillar to post.
While he stood in deep despair, ready to jump overboard

and wishing that the Nieuw Hoor1l were at the bottom of the
sea, the same fat, ra y-faced man whom he had knocked over'
came up to him and asked him what was the matter. Padde
told him to go, that he was tired of being the joke of them all
when he only wanted to know where to find the teward.
, The steward? WeIl, weIl, it s a miracle : I'm the steward! '
Padde couldn't believe that this was not another practical

joke, but when he was at last convineed he tokl the kind
steward that he was to be his helper.
, Miracle! I had just asked the skipper for a helper.' Then

Padde's eyes were again full of wild terror of the dreaded sea­
pirates !
, You litde faal, if you'd only come out then you could still

have gat back! '
'And not now, skipper ?' Padde's wail of distress was

heart-breaking.
Bontekoe didn't quite know what to think of it all. 'Are

you trying to faal me ? ' he asked. 'Tell me the truth! Did
you want to go along with your friend ? '
Padde's eyes almast popped out of his head. 'Go along to

the East Indies ? ' he stammered, and the paar boy clutched
his hair. 'Why, I'm' going into my uncle's brewery! Oh,
dear, kind skipper, turn back for heaven's sake!' And Padde
again fell on his knees befare Bontekoe and tried to seize his
hands.
Bontekoe saw that he had made amistake ; he was convineed

that this boy had not meant to go along as a stowaway. He
walked up and down in thought, and then asked: 'Your
name's Padde ? '
'Padde Kelemeyn, skipper, from the Apple Harbour.'
, Now listen to me carefully, Paddy Kelemeyn. We'll have

to find you something to keep you busy on board, for the devil
still finds work for idle hands to do. And if you work hard
and we should happen to pass a ship sailing back to Holland,
1'11 pass you over to her and send you back home to Hoorn.'
'When might that be, skipper ? ' asked paar Padde.
, It might be to-morrow and it might be in three months.'
'Three momhs ! ' repeated Padde in despair.
'We'lllook after you,' Bontckoe consoled him. 'Now we'll

ee how we can best u e you. \ 'hat are you going to be ? '
, l'm gOiJlg into my uncle's brewery-there you know whcre

you're at,' replied Padde sadly.
'Then we'll let you help the steward here-that wiJl be

nod training for the brewery. Ask one of the sailors to show
you the steward, and teil him from me that you re to be his
helper. Vnder tand? '
'Yes, skipper.'
'Then go. TlIe cl or i ack of you.'
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A JOLLY CREW

CHAPTER VII

T HE crew of the Xieuw Hoorn was made up, with a
few exccplions, of jolly, friendly fellows who worked
hard, did not fcar thc devil him elf, and roared with

laughter til! the walIs of the forccastle shook,
The three greenhorns made a few friends the vcry first

evening. First there was the surgeon-barbcr, kind, dignified
Daddy Longjacket, who always said prayers bcfore and after
meals. Then there were Black Gys, the smith ; Diede Dudes,
the carpenter; Floorke, Gerretje, Nosey, Steven Düffel-and
Harmen ! Harmen van Kniphuizen, the cook s helper, was a
few years older than Hajo and Rolf. He was really a bom
poer.

If you greeted Harmen with a simpie' Good day,' he would
reply, 'It is, 1'11 say!' If you asked Harmen, " hat's the
ｲ ｯ ｡ ｳ s to-night ? ' he'd grin and say, , Can't teil-but I might ! '
He could climb like a monkey, swim like a fish, run like a deer;
he was as strong as any full-grown tar, and he could make
your hair stand on end with his long, tough yams.... !
After the evening meal, some of the men went to sleep at

once, snoring like fog-homs. Others played card , and all of
them smoked, blowing fonh such clouds of smoke that you
couldn't see your next neighbour. The tobacco wasn't ahvays
of the best, and sometimes some of the tars would pull a
shipmate's pipe out of his mouth because they couldn't stand
the stench any longer.

Then some one cried, 'Play for us, Kniphuizen ! Play
something ! ' and a dozen others joincd loudly in the cry.
Without much urging Harmen, the cook's helper, fetched
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he stared at Padde and stopped. 'Well, if it isn't the greatest
miracle,' he whispered. 'A real miracle. You look just like
my-my boy.'

, Is he on the ship toa? ' asked Padde.
The fat man was about to say something, but he shook his

head instead.
, Where is he ? ' asked Padde again.
The steward coughed and laid his hand on Padde's shoulder.

Then he said : 'Come, here arc t\\'enty j:m that must all be
washed. C me---come along, littie chap.'
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his fiddle, jumped up on the table and scraped ｡ ｾ ｡ ｹ y for all
he was worth. His instrument was not a Stradlvanus and
Harmen often missed a note, but the sailors didn't mind.
They stamped the time with their feet and with rollieking
voiees sang the 'Beggars' Song' of the ｢ ｲ ｡ ｾ ~ Dute.h rebels
who had fought for the Prince of Orange agamst Spam. .
Then eame the time to teil stories, and they began drawmg

the long bow, eaeh trying to outdo the other with ｴ ｡ ｬ ｾ ~ of
pa t ad \'cntures among crocodilcs, lions, tigers and eanmbals,

whales that swallowed boats, and other experiences that made
Padde's eyes pop out of his head with fear, but only brought
a smile to Rolf's lips.

Among those who told the tallest stories Hajo notieed a big
fellow with hair like f1ax, light blue eyes, large ears that stood
out from his head, and hands. Hajo eouldn't look at them
without reealling Sytje's gloves. They oflered a fine. field for
tattooing and their owner had made the most of It: there
were two anchors on the hands, two hearts piereed by an
arrowon the wrists, and on the arm a three-master sailing over
stormy waves. Hajo was deeply impressed. This was a regular
sailor! .
When four bells sounded and the seamen erept to thelr
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berths, Hajo looked up the tall Frisian. 'Is your name JoP­
kins ? ' he a ked. 'HiJke Jopkins ? '

, That's me.'
'Then I have something for you from-from Sytje.'
Hilke opened his eyes, seizcd Hajo by the arm, and drew a

deep breath. 'Show it to me ! ' he said. . .
They went up on deek together and there HaJo gave HIJke

the glove. He stroked them tenderly. 'Wonderful,' he
muttered, 'wonderfuI! '

, She said you're to write to her and you're to take care of
}'ourself, and she wanted to say something c1se, but then she
had to ery.'
'Wonderful ... !' Hilke sh ok his head. 'The gloves fit

perfeetly. Look!' " . ,
, She gave me a tie,' remarked HaJo, and he dlsplayed SytJe s

brilliant gift. 'It's for Sundays.'
, I should say! What-what'lI you take for the tie? '
'It's not for sale,' said Hajo. But he had heard HiJke's

voice trembIe, and he added : 'You ean have it for nothing.'
, WonderfuI' was all Hilke eould say. He earessed the tie

and then took Hajo's hand. 'If you ever need me, my lad--'
'Hilke-would you-perhaps-- ? ' and Hajo stopped in

confusion.
, Go ahead! Shoot! \\ hat is it ? ' asked the big fellow.
'Would you do an anchor or a ship or what is easiest on

me? '
Hilke turned up his sleeve. 'Choose what you like. I ean

do anything, and it doesn't hurt. Have you a sweetheart ? '
, 0,' eonfessed Hajo shyly. 'Is that necessary ? '
'No but I eould have made two heam. Only you mu t

have ; sweetheart. Some of the lads put in a name like
Catherine or something. But it never eomes ofl, you know.
The way I have it, without a name, is better ; then it s always
right,. you know.' .
Hajo didn't quite understand, and so he asked : ' When wIII

you do it, Hilke ? '
, In a few days when the worst of getting started is over.'
'That's fine,' said Hajo. 'And Hilke, I'm part Fri ian too.'
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'What? ' roared Hilke. 'You're a Frisian ? '
, My mother come from Friesland.' .
, I thought so! A lad like you! 1'11 teaeh you all the dIffer-

ent knots too. . .. ever heard of them all ? ' and he roared
off a list of six or seven sailors' knots.
Hajo almost dropped ｾ ~ the deck. with excitement .and they

paned, exchanging a sWlft good mght. The. tall ｾ ｡ ｉ Ｑ ｾ ~ went
to his duties while the cabin-boy stood happlly thmkmg over
what the immediate future held for him. CHAPTER VIII

CELEBRATI G THE NEW YEAR

T HE boys had to work hard. Scrubbing, pokhing,
wiping up were the order of the day, and whcn the
boatswain happened to give thcm amoment's breathing­

space, the sailors always found something for them to do.
Padde was an exception-hc lived like a hcad steward, slcpt
late, ate with eagerness, and occasionally rinsed a few jugs
whilc talking to the steward. From the first, thc stcward did
most of the work, whilc Padde danglcd his fat legs from an
empty barrel likc a king on his throne.
, Shall I help you, Squint-eyc ? ' Padde would ask sometimes

when the steward gasped from bending down so much.
, Stay where you are, my boy, I'm nearly finished!' he

would answer.

But Rajo was saddled with every possible and impossible
piece of work, wherever he showed his pleasant face. Thc
surgeon would use him to pound herbs, knowing that Rajo
had been in an apothecary's shop; BIack Gys, the smith, would
ask him to help with cramp-irons; the baker had him knead
dough; or Diede Dudcs, the carpemer, would order him to
saw boards. . .. Ris only reward Was that they said: 'You
can help me often,' or gave him a box on the ear if he made a
mistake.

But when Skipper Bomekoe passed him, as he scrubbed the
deck of carried two pails of ice-cold water in his frozen fingers,
and stopped to ask: 'Do you Iike it here, Peter? ' all was well
again. Re would pull off his cap and say: 'Very much
skipper ! ' and the great man would nod approvingly.
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The sailors didn't bother Rolf as much as Hajo. He was so
serious that even the older men respected him, and Bolle, the
cook, began teaching him the Malay Ianguage, while manipu­
lating his steaming potatoes or stirring his great pot of beans.
Rolf wrote down every word and practised at every oppor­
tunity, so that lIis master soon began to fear that he would
come to the bot tom of his knowiedge.
Rolf occupied his evenings in study, toa. He had made

friends with Daddy Longjadet who permitted him to read
some of the books in his cabin. Ir was quiet in Daddy Long­
jackct's retreat and Rolf read with intense concentration every­
thing he could get hold of. After his first visit every one ca11ed
him ' The Bookworm '. But this too increased the respect felt
for the boy by the sailors.
Hajo, on the contrary, had decided on the very first evening

to learn to play the fiddle. He approachcd Harmen, the
musical prodigy of the Nieuw Hoorn, who was immenscly
flattered by his request.
, 1'11 teach you,' said Harmen, ' but you mustn't think that

you can learn the fiddle full speed-you can be glad if you
know it weil in a month.'
, 1'11 try hard,' promised Hajo. 'Harmen, oughtn't there

be another string hae ? '
'Oh yes,' replied Harmen, ' there were three. But the one

screeched so that I cut it off.' With a sweeping gesture he
placed the violin against his chest and scratched away for dear
life.
, May I now ? ' asked Hajo with trembling voice.
, Be careful now,' warned Harmen as he handed him the

miraculous box. Timidly Hajo drew the bow across the
strings.
, You'lllearn,' Harmen assured him. 'If you don't know a

note now and then, just skip it-see! Everybody does it, and
no one will notice it. Here, 1'11 play you a funera!.'
, Splendid ! ' sighed Hajo, when he had finished.
Harmen's artistic soul rejoiced. 'Weil, 1'11 lend it to you,'

he generously voluntecred. 'But don't Iet the others hear you
until you know 11OW, for they'd smash my fiddle over your head.'

H ajo chose a deserted
spot jor his practice.
with Padde as admiring
Qlldiellce.
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CELERRATTNG THE NEW YEAR
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them said: I Let's take him. Lysken is too skinny, anyway.'
The other collared Padde who screamed lustily; I Let me go !
I'm the steward's helper.'

I We're not going to kill you. Just come along! '
They dragged him to thc forecastlc, whcre the sailors shoved

him into a gay, checked dres , on which paper flowers were
pasted. They smashed a yellow flaxen wig, around which
hung a wreath of forget-me-nots, down on his head.

I What's all this anyway ? ' wailed Padde.
I You're the ew Year,' replicd the sailors. I The boatswain

will be the Old Year. Why don't you laugh? We're going
to have pancakes and hot doughnuts.'

Hot doughnuts ... ! Pacldc began to take an interest.

ｾ ｾ ｾ ｈ ｏ O

So Hajo chose a deserted spot for his practice, with Padde
as admiring audience. Sometimes they sat ｴ ｯ ｧ ･ ｴ ｾ ･ e the whole
evening, while Padde listened and stared sleeplly across the
ocean. . . . They were both thinking of their mothers, so far
away. "
Gerrit the crow, was having a fine time, too. The sadors

slipped all sorts of things to him, even tobacco, an? paid much
more attention to him than he deserved; for Gemt responded
with haughty indifference and allowed himsclf to be stroked
only by Hajo. But he was not the only live pet on board.
Lysken Cocs, apaIe, thin kitchen-boy with ｩ ｮ ｮ ｯ ｣ ｾ ｮ n eyes, had
a white guinea-pig with brown spots, named Jopple. Tt ｜ ｾ ｯ ｵ ｬ l
creep down its master's open col!ar and ｴ ｾ ｭ ｢ ｬ l out ｡ ｾ ｡ ｬ l at
the bottom of his trousers, whlle he asslsted the trick by
drawing in his belly as far as possible. The sailors called this
I A trip around the world ' and admired it almost as much as
Joppie's other accomplishment ｯ o , praying' before ｾ ~ got its
dish of food, when it would fold lts fore-paws, close ltS round
eyes, and move its little snout up and down.
When Gerrit and Joppie were introduced in the cook's

galley, Gerrit cried 'Caw!' while the guinea-pig stood o.n
its hind paws, sniffed, and trotted around foohshly. Gemt
sharpened his beak, peered out of his bright eyes ｾ ~ ｴ ｨ ･ Ｎ ｳ ｴ ｲ ｡ ｮ ｧ ｾ ｲ r

plucked at his feathers, and with great self-satlsfactlon agam
screamed I Caw ! '

I Is that all he knows?' asked Lysken. I Come here,
Joppie! ' .
Joppie came, climbed along Lysken's outstretched ｾ ｲ ｭ m dl,s­

appeared down Lysken's wllar, and reappeared at hlS feet m
a jiffy. Gerrit expressed his surprise. by anothe.r I ｃ ｾ ~ ! '
Joppie seemed annoyed and kept turnmg around 10 a mcle.
His master declared this was a storm portent, and for fear lest
a fight ensue he picked up his pet and carried him away.

On the morning of the last day of the year the Nieuw ｈ ｯ ｯ ｾ ~

sailed by Pleimuiden, and Padde, lost in melancholy, saw It
sink out of view. Suddenly two sailors appeared and one of



ow take little steps-you're supposed to be a gir!. And
keep nodding and smiling. We'll cover you with flour-your
face! And you must carry this basket and scatter flowers as
you walk. We'll get you this evening when it's time. And
you must say a poem-for the New Year! Harmen will give
us one.'
After more instructions and much teasing Padde lost his

temper, to the joy of the sailors, who roared at him, while
Harmen told him he was as green as grass.
The whole ship was in an uproar. Chinese lanterns and

garlands of artificial flowers adorned the cabin and the fore­
castIe. A huge vat was gilded on the outside so that it might
serve as coach when the New Year was drawn in by four
sailors.
The boatswain was so busy with preparations for the cele­

bration that he quite forgot to let his 'Thunder and
Lightning ! ' roar at the cabin-boys. He even begged Padde's
pardon when they collided at a busy moment, and Padde,
who had expected a smack in the face, toppled over with
surprIse.
The dinner exceeded even the wildest expectations. First

there were baked beans and bacon with a mug of foaming beer,
then boiled rice with plenty of sugar; and at the last, amid
great excitement, an enormous raised cake, over which brandy
was poured and then lighted by the boatswain. The flames
spurted up almost to the ceiling. Hajo and Padde had never
seen anything like this, and Padde was in deadly agony lest the
cake be burned up, while some of the sailors grumbled that it
was a sin and a shame to consume brandy in this way. But the
cake tasted marvellous, and when Skipper Bontekoe and Mr.
Rol came to see whether everybody was happy, there was no
end of hurrahing.
That evening there were more surprises and practical jokes,

but the real excitement began at aquarter to twelve, when
the whole crew was ordered on deck and lined up in double
array, so that they formed a gangway between them, leading
to an elevated platform on which stood four chairs, adorned
with garlands. Chinese lanterns hung on thc yards, and the
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bright lights danced over the sailors' faces and lighted up the
sails from below in red, blue, and orange against the dark sky.
While the waiting sailors stuck their hands in their pockets and
stamped their feet to keep warm, the skipper, Mr. Rol, and
the chief pilot, Jan Piet van Hoorn, appeared at thc door of
the cabin and walked along the passage between the men.
Two hundred sinewy hands snatched off two hundred caps at
the same moment, and a broad, youthful smile appearcd on
the face of the skipper as he nodded to them.
That was what the sailors loved about their skipper ! His

smile went straight to their hearts, and they stretched their
necks and nodded. Skipper Bontekoe was a splendid skipper !

Now appeared a venerabIe old man with a long, white
mantIe covered with golden stars, borne by four pages. He
walked between the grinning sailors, bowed low bcfore the
gentlemen, who rose and bowed in turn, and began his speech
with trembling voÎce. With many pauses and promptings
from the quick-witted Harmen, the formidable boatswain,
now thoroughly tamed, stammered his ew Year's speech, in
which he wished the East India Company, the skipper, the
other gentlemen, the ship, and the crew a successful voyage
and a Happy New Year. When the agony was over, the
skipper thanked him and the crew and led him to the vacant
fourth chair.

Padde was howling from deep emotioil, when Harmen pushed
him into the barrel and ordered him to stay there until the
cannon boomed midnight. There it came-Boom ! Boom!
Boom! The ship trembIed. Boom! Padde held his ears and
then yelled; , Let me go!' But at that moment four sailors
picked up the gilded barrel and carried it between the line of
sailors, roaring; , Hurrah for the ew Year ! '

Padde strewed flowers with all his might, but was less
successful at smiling and laughing, as he crawIed out of the
deep barrel.

, Sssh ! ' cried the sailors. 'He's got to say a verse! '
Padde looked around in terror, but Harmen gave him a nudge

that almost knocked him over. ' ｫ ｩ ｰ ｰ ･ ｲ Ｍ Ｍ ｾ ｐ ｡ ､ ､ d began,
and his lips trembIed.

JAVA HO!so



1 • Wilhelmus von Nassauen' is the Dlltch national song.
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beautiful old song, 'Wilhelmus von Nassauen 1 '. Their eyes
sparkled and a deep feeling of devotion welled up in their
hearts as they vowed to remain faithful to their Fatherland
till death.
Then Bontekoe disappeared into his cabin with the ûld

Year and the crew hurried to the forecastle, where they
celebrated till far into the night. Harmen played his fiddle,
the sailors sang and talked and struck the tables with their
fists.
, Ir's going to be a lucky voyage ! ' they declared.
Ir's going to be a lucky voyage.... So they all thought.

'I am the New Year!' prompted Harmen in an angry
whisper.
But Padde continued: 'Skipper, 1 heard-what the­

b-b-boatswain s-s-said and--'
Then Harmen rushed in and saved the night. He sprang

to Padde's side, seized his hand and declaimed :
We are the New Year I '
We bring joy and blcssings here I
The Nieuw Hoorn to India now will sail
For the company's great gain. All haill
Your trusty seamen call to you :
Long live Skipper Bontekoe I 1
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Harmen waved his arm, and with one shout the sailors
roared with him : ' Long live Skipper Bontekoe !' Then each
of the sailors got a drink of brandy while the gentlemen drank
to the New Year in wine.
'Men,' said Bontekoe, 'I drink this glass to you! I know

that you are all inspired by the same determination as I am-to
bring the Nieuw Hoorn safely to India and home again ! '
With more hurrahs and cheers for the skipper and the Nieuw

Hoorn they began to sing, under the boatswain's leading, the
1 In Dutch, Bontekoe is pronounced to rhyme with • you '.
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, WeIl, ten me ! ' begged Padde.
, But you're not sea-sick yet ? '
Padde laughed heartily. 'Of coc-course not! But 1'd l-l-like

to know it.'
, All right! Go up the mainmast to the highest yard-arm.'
, You're not lying I '
, Lying? Why, just work it out. Where does the movement

come from? From the waves! Weil, then you must get as far
from the water as you can. See? And where's that? At the
top of the mainmast ! '

Padde saw the point of the argument and started for the
shroud. But when he saw how it trembied and shook up there,
and how the pennon was whipped about, he pronounced
Floorke a common liar and declared that you couldn'r fooI
him!

Angry at this deccitful world, he came upon Hajo and
asked him whether he might have his remedy for sea-sickne s
from Grietje. When Hajo gave him permission, he pulled it
out of his pocket-for he had taken it from Hajos' chest, to be
on thc safe side-and uncorked the bottle with its oily contents.
He had to use all his will and close his eyes and nose before he
could take a swallow of thc stuff.

, Do you feel better now ? ' a kcd Hajo.

ON January Ist 1619 the Nieuw Hoom passed the sou th­
east of England ; the wind was in the east and their
course was south-south-west.

Suddenly the force of the wind grew much stronger and it
blew now south, now north. Towards noon it settled in the
south, and the Nieuw Hoorn began to paw the waves like a
horse, dipping its prow in the waves. Padde turned green.
, Sick?' asked Harmen kindly. 'H'm, first time with a

heavy sea! Ask the boatswain for the spot-where-you-can't­
get-sea-sick.'

, The spot-where-you-can't-get-sea-sick? Is there one ? '
, Didn't you know that? Every ship has one spot-where­

you-can't-get-sea-sick! If the boatswain doesn't tell you, ask
the skipper. He'll know.'
Padde started in search of this blessed spot, and the first

person he ran into was osey. osey told him to lie down on
his back at various places on the deck and watch his feet. 'If
your feet go up and down you're in the wrong spot. But if
the ship moves and your feet remain still you've got it.'
Padde thanked him for his good advice and began lying down

wherever he could without being in danger of the jeers of the
sailors. Suddenly some one shouted : ' Here, are you dead ? '
and Padde crawied up on his shaky legs as fast as he could and
stared into red-headed Floorke's friendly eyes.

Padde told Floorke that he was.-Iooking for the spot-where­
you-can't-get-sea-sick-just for fun, you know! Floorke's eyes
sparkled and he said kindly : ' When you feel sea-sick, just teIl
me and 1'11 show you the spot.'
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, Much b-b-better,' Padde assllred him,
'Take another swallow,' advised Hajo; but Padde had

become sea-sick with a vengeance before the words wcre out
of lIis mouth. Hajo made up his mind without amoment's
hesitation. He threw the bottIe overboard.
, W-what a pity ! ' wailed poor Padde.

On January 4th the wind changed to the south-west and
grew so fierce that they had to haul in the mainsai!. That
night they fastened the foresail too, and the ship sailed west
with one sai!.

Padde no longer appeared on deck; the cross-eyed steward
had taken him to his quarters and spoiled him like a baby.
Hajo, too, had fallen a victim to sca-sickness, but Rolf, the
Bookworm, was sparcd. He often supported Hajo when they
were sent togethcr into the rigging and was in danger a hundred
times of falling from the tossing ropes.
The next dar, towards evening, the storm broke. The waves

dashed against the creaking huil with the roar of thunder,
while clouds of foam spurtc::d far above the yard-arms. The
dark waters surged and seethed as if the powers of evil, rising
from the sea, were threatening the Nieuw Hoorn with destruc­
tion.

That night the boys lay awake with staring eyes, listening
... listening. . ..
The lantern in their quarters rocked terrifyingly and cast

gruesome, living shadows. Not many of the crew could
sleep; most of them were wide awake, while a few groaned as
if in a nightmare.

Now the Nieuw HoortI was lifted high in the air, creaking in
all its timbers, and now it was flung far down into the depths
of the sea. Hajo closed his eyes and pressed his arms tight
against the walls of his narrow berth. Boy, boy-how the
lamp rocked! Through his half-closed lids he saw the light
racing wildly to and fro. What if the Nieuw Hoorn should
sink? What if the waves should tear it apart, roaring in
triumph over its prey? What if the two hundred of them

-

The boalswai)l fIIshed
through the door wilh a
la /I/em, tip /0 his k'lees
ill (,'a/er, a/ld roared:
, All hands 011 deck!'



The storm raged day in, day out. The sailors' eyes and noses
were red and swollen, their dothes were sodden with cold and
damp, their skin was lashed by the hail and the rain.
ｔ ｨ ｲ ･ e days after the night of terror great flocks of sea-gulls

flew over the ship, struggling against the storm. Exhausted
and with wings feebly fluttering, they were dashed against the
yards and rigging or tumbIed on the deck. Their appearance
indicated that land was near, but no one could see even twenty
yards through the rain, waves, and clouds of foam.
The storm kept tugging madly at masts and sails and the

waves feIl upon the ship like a troop of hungry wolves. They
snorted and trembIed with the lust of destruction; they
ｾ ｯ ｬ ｬ ･ e over one another, they fought for their prey, howling,
whining, and spitting foam.
Four days later, on the afternoon of January I2th, the storm

'Twentv men to the hold ! '
ｂ ･ ｲ ･ ｮ ｴ ｳ s had vanished with a dozen sailors.
, Skipper ! Water in the forecastle ! '
, Buckets! '
They brought buckets from everywhere, but before they

began bailing out the water they smashed the chests that were
floating about and dashing against their legs. They formed a
double line and passed the buckets from hand to hand. Now
and then a man would topple over into the water, bucket and
all, but he would jump to his feet again like a cat, and in half
an hour the work was done. Then the men who had been sent
into the huId returned-they had secured the port-holes by
nailing double doors over them.
The sails had all been reefed, bu t now the ship was whirled

so wildly about that there was danger of being broken to bits.
Twenty men, denching their teeth, crowded on sail again and
the tossing of the ship grew less. The storm drove before it
an icy rain, which splashed upon the deck like hail and veiled
sea and sky.
A gloomy morning dawned in the east through the grey

rain. The ship's course lay to the west.
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with Gerrit and Master Wouter's chest and the skipper should
be dragged down into the cold, dark, salt sea, where ｳ ｾ ~ ｭ ｯ ｮ ｳ ｾ ･ ｲ r

glared at them with green eyes and ｯ ｰ ･ ｮ ｾ ~ theIr. hornble
jaws.... Hark, how thc waves shook the shlp! HaJo seemed
to taste the water, to feel it.... Mother ! Mother ! Oh,
God! Terror and excitemcnt made him feverish. He wiped
the sweat from his face.
Rolf jumped up suddenly. 'I'm going out to look at

things !' he caIled, and, holding on to anything he could
dutch he tottered out between the berths. He returned in
a fe": minutes, wet to the skin, and fell down, dead
tired.
'What's the weather like ? ' yelled Hajo, so that his joke

might not be lost to the world. Some one began to sing a
sailors' song in a hoarse, squeaky voice.
Then suddenly ... a dap of thunder-a crash! ... The

sailors jumped up, shouting in confusion. The door of the
forecastle had been splintered and the water rushed in through
the opening and splashed against the walls. Then before they
knew what was the matter, the boatswain rushed through the
door with a lantern, up to his knees in water, and roared :
, All hands on deck! '
, Help! More help!' A cry came from outside.
Then the crew of the Nieuw Hoorn showed of what stuff

they were made. One, two, three-they were in their breeches
and they followed the boatswain and his lantern into the black
night. Come what might, here were two hundred regular
fellows, not afraid of the devil and his grandmother.
Outside all seemed a chaos of roaring and creaking, swinging

masts, aflapping sail, and crics above the howling of the storm:
, We'Il sink! the port-holes in the bow arc open! '

From aft several dark figures appeared with a light that
was suddenly extinguished. Then there rose a cry: ' kipper
Bontekoe ! ' .
, Skipper ! The hold is filling! The port-holes arc stove

in ! '
, The devil! Nail them up, Berentsz! '
, Skipper ! '



triumphed. There had been amoment's peace; then came a
blast of wind which crashed like a cannon-shot against the
bow; the crew inside sprang up and listencd! There was a
cra h that seemed to rend the ship, another momentary
silence, and the storm raged on.
The sailors rushed out, falling over one another.
, The mainmast is broken! '
The break had occurred thirty feet above the deck. The

skipper stood looking at it, with a crowd of sailors around him,
ready to carry out his orders. ,[hey climbed up the rigging
like squirre1s, holding fast by hands and feet and half-dosing
their eyes against the furious rain. With frozen fingers they
loosed the topmast and let it slide down. Would the mast
stand firm? With intense excitement the men below watched
their comrades working up above them on the creaking mast,
bending and tuming beneath the lashes of the storm. Then
a deep sigh of relicf was heard: the topmast sank down. The
hurricane tugged furiously at the ship, but the mast held firm.
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His own death he did forecast,
And died a hero to the last.

Lysken eocs cried all through the buriaI.

time. They smokcd, laughed, and spat magnificently again;
their vi tality was not shaken.
But one little corpse, laid away in a' tightly corded, wooden

box, was sent down to lie on the bosom of the deep. On the
coffin this epitaph was painted by an unskiIled hand:
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Hajo had got over his sea-sickness and conquered his fears.
The storm had lasted so long now, and they had held ou t so
weil, that he was u ed to it. He ran about the pitching vesscl
like a regular tar; his legs had begun to get the proper bowed
look of the seaman; he spat the salt water from his mouth
and snorted and sneezed; he felt proud and manly, ready to
cope with every danger.

One fine day the storm gave up the battle. After a few
convulsive blasts and a deep, long sigh, it sank into the 'lea,
exh:tusted. The water did not grow calm as quickly; but
gradually the waves, toa, lost their destructive force and on
January 20th the weather was at last fair and calm. It had
grown less cold too, and one seemcd to catch a breath of the
south.

A beautiful peace descended upon the iellW Hoom. The
sailors sang as they hung up their things to dry. They stared
up into the blue sky, with their hands in their pockets, and
decided that the weather would continue favourable for a
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HOOT1/ was abIe- to sail fairly fast once more. The course was
towards the Canary Islands-south-south-west.
Hajo had arranged one morning to have Hilke tattoo an

anchor on his upper arm. After an hour's work that symbol
of hope glowed on Hajo's arm in two colours. The anchor
was blue, while the bit of rope circling around it was a bright
red.

Radiant with pride and satisfaction, Hajo regarded this
work of art. 'Sa!' said Rilke, proud of his labours. 'Now
tell me honestly: did it hurt ? '
, Not a bit,' lied Hajo, who had manfully suppressed many

a graan. 'And I'm much obliged to you, Hilke ! '
'That's nothing,' replied Hilke. 'And if you should ever

need-well, if you want a pair of hearts on your arm later I'Il
do the trick for you.'

Early the next morning, when the men were still Iying in
their berths and drawing on their soeks, Harmen rushed into
the forecastle in great excitement.
, Boys! A sail! A aai! ! '
That gat them. They jumped up and ran to the deck in

their bare feet and underclothes, leaving the forecastle deserted.
Only one nose showed above a blanket. It was Padde's.

The paar lad lay in his berth with duB eyes. A sail in sight !
... Would he have to return home now? Padde shivered
with suspense. Home! ... Would his mother be angry?
Was she longing for him? Or was she glad to-h'm-to be
rid of him? Padde didn't believe that! He knew he would
be welcome at home. But-ta leave Hajo! Ta see him go to
the cannibals alone? He couldn't do that.
Was India far away still? Probably not: for they had been

on the way a long time now. What if he should go along-to
the East Indies-and then return at once ? If he completed
the whole journey, he could bring home a good bit of money!
Hajo dashed in at this moment. 'Padde! Come on! A

ship! "
, Of course you're glad about it ! ' Padde said sourly.
, Yes, it's great ! '
, Sa you want to get rid of me ? '

CHAPTER X

,
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T HEY all had their hands full now! Everything on the
ship was topsy-turvy. Pieces of rope and torn bits of
sail were drifting about the deck and the salt had eaten

into all the copper and iron parts.
ｾ ｨ h sailors worked like. beavers to get everything shipshape

agam. They scrubbed, Olled, and polished, and tried hard to
mend their broken sea-chests and put them in order. The din

of hammering and nailing was deafening, but every one was
in a good mood and the sailors sang as they worked.
. They made the most of the favourable weather by strengthen­
lOg the mainmast. The skipper himself directed the work.
He had them take the main-topsail from the mast and set it in
place of the mainsaiI. The main-topmast was replaced by the
topgallant mast with the main-topgallant-sail. Thanks to
these measures and to a favouring south-east breeze, the Nieuw
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• G t rid of rou? Of rou?' Hajo broke into loud ｊ ｡ ｵ ｾ ｨ ｴ ･ ｲ r
and at this Padde drew down his Jower lip e\'en more. • Oh,
Padde! the ship's behind us. I t's taking the same course! '
Padde sighed with relicf, but at the same time he grumbled :

• What a pity! I'd have liked going home! '
Skipper Bontekoe had the l\ïellw Hporll sail to leeward so

that the sails hung limp and the other ship could catch up with
the East Indian sailing-ship.
The distant sail grew larger; oon it could be seen that it

too was a three-master. Then aflag arose on the mizzen. The
crew looked at it eagerly til! the wind blcw the bright cloth
taut and they could see the de ign on it.
• The flag of the East Indian Company! '
• Yes,' they all shouted, • our eompany's Rag! '
Then came an answering shout. The crew hung over the

sides, ehatting and laughing. Ir was a long time since they had
seen anything but water and sky !
Then a white elond of smoke turnbIed from the side of the

strange ship. 'Boom!' And almosr at the same moment it
thundered from beneath the wooden deck beneath their feet :
the J., ieuw Hoorll was answering their salute. Long before the
smoke had ､ ｩ ｾ ｡ ｰ ｰ ･ ｡ ｲ ･ e Padde had sought safety below.
And the sailors who had listened to his terrified remarks

about pirates with broad grins, now almosr feIl over backwards
from laughing. Padde had evidently never heard of firing a
salute !

A quarter of an hour later they eould distinguish the faces
of the new-corners. A thundering • Hurrah ! ' rose from both
ships, and the men waved their caps and handkerchiefs. A
yawl was lowered from the other boat, a few men stepped into
it, and it was rowed towards the ieuw Hoom.

The sea was calm, and yet the tiny baat bobbed up and down
like a eork. There! it was hidden beneath a big wave spewed
out by a whale. • Bah! ' said the whale, • I don't like your
taste. Skip along, yawl!' And now, look, it lay on a strip of
water like a sea-gull. I t rocked away again in a cradIe made of
two waves. You felt queer and dizzy only from watching it.

Bontekoe had a ship's ladder lowered; a cloth was laid from
Jlajo had arranged one
morning la halle Jlilke
lalloo all anchor on his
"pprr arm.
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the stairs to the big cabin; the skipper and the merchant
came out and waited at the railing.
The yawl was very near now. There were six rowers, sturdy

fellows, and the two other men who sat there formed the
greatest contrast to each other that one could imagine. The
one was tall, pale, and thin, with a narrow face and smooth,
blond hair; the other was short, thickset, weather-beaten,
and brown like an old sail, and curly, stubborn, brown hair
showed beneath his three-cornered hat.
The yawl had scarcely reached the ship before he jumped

up and sprang up the ladder like a squirrel. The ather man
followed with much dignity.

, Welcome !' said Bontekoe heartily, and he stretched his
tanned fist out to his guests. 'Welcome to the Nieuw Hoorn,
gentlemen! My name is Bontekoe and this is Mr. Rol, a
merchant of the company.'

• Pieter Thysz van Amsterdam, skipper of the Nieuw Zee­
land,' replied the other, introducing himself in avoice like a
fog-horn booming in a storm. 'I am happy to meet you!
Since we Ieft Vlissingen in December we haven't sighted a
sail.'

The other gentleman, the merchant on board the Nieuw
Zeeland, introduced himself in turn.
, Won't you come to my cabin, gentlemen,' Bontekoe sug­

gested. 'I have some good wine left.'
, That won't go amiss,' roared tht little skipper.
Bontekoe and he walked arm in arm into the cabin, laughing

and chatting, while the two merchants followed with dignified
steps, exchanging polite, deliberate remarks.

When the cabin door had closed, the crew spun their yaro
with the men in the yawl.
'Ahoy! '
'Ahoy!'
, Got a good skipper ? '

'Good enough. We call him "The Porpoise." When he
whispers in his cabin, we have to hold our hands over our ears
in the hold-or we'd go deaf. But he's free with the drinks ! '

, Yes, and with the rope!' shouted another sailor in the yawl.

COMPANY AT SEA

CAhoy! I cried Harmen, from the Nieuw Hoorn. 'Heré's a
riddle for you: If six men are sitting in a yawl, which is the
funniest ? '
, Give it up. What's the answer ? '
, Well,' drawled Harmen, 'I give it up, too. You all look

as funny as they make 'em.'
, Just you come down here! '
, My mother won't let me ! '

And the sailors held their sides with laughing.
At this moment the gentlemen came from the cabin. 'This

afternoon then !' roared the little skipper of the Nieuw
Zeelalld. 'I have some fine old Tokay. You'll see that I know
something about food and drink!' Then he looked up at the
mainmast. 'Weil, looks as though he could weather another
gaIe ! '
, As soon as we anchor again we'll repair it even better,'

replied Bomekoe.
'Where are you going to land? On the Cape Verdc

Islands ? '
'Yes. We'll have to get fresh water somewhere about

there.'
, Then we'llland there too.'
Thc two skippers shook hands, and the little Porpoise quickly

descendcd, followed by thc long, lean merchant.
Bontc::koe turned to his crew. 'Boys, we're sailing along

with ｾ ｨ h Nieuw Zeelaud. Thcy've had no damage and so can
sail faster than wc. What did you say, Floorke ? '

Floorke grinned. 'We won't give thern the lead, skipper ! '
Bontekoe srniled. 'That's what f'rn thinking! WeIl, what's



almost seemed as though the journey might become a pleasure­
cruise. The three skippers often visited ODt: another and
passed the time:: in pleasant talk.
They passed the Canaries without sighting them.
A swarm of dolphins swam towards the Nieuw fJOOT1/ and

followed the ship for days. The sun ca't a violt:t gleam on their
dark backs, as four or five of them rose together from a green
wave and graccful1y glided away again, cutting a sheaf of
golden water with their scalloped fins.

Ir grew so warm that the men went about stripped to the
waist, while the sweat ran down their backs.
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next ? ' he asked, while he lookcd at Floorke tugging at his
belt.
Floorke shrugged his shoulders and winked at his shipmates.
'Weil? '
, They said that the Porpoise is free with the drinks, skipper.'
Bontekoe took the hint. 'Weil, for'ard!' he ordered,

secretly amu ed at his colleague's nickname. 'Get your drink.
But then get busy! Understand?'
And how they understood! They ran like rabbits, crying

'Long live the skipper !' and carrying Floorke on their
shoulders.

Bontekoe watched them with a smile. 'They're children,'
he said to the merchant next to him, ' and must be treated
Iike children.'

Rol shrugged his shoulders. 'Then the reins shouldn't be
too loose, skipper.'
Bontekoe's face darkened. 'I must have friends near me,'

he replied shortly. 'I can't work with slaves.'

Pleasant days followed. The wind blew steadily from the
same direction ; the weather remained fine; it grew warmer
every day. By skill and stratagem the lVt'euw Hoorn succeeded
in keeping up with its companion ship.
On January 23rd another sai! was sighted to starboard. As

it approached they saw that it was the E1lkhuizCII, which had
started at almost the same time as the Nicu'U

'
Room for the

coast of CoromandeI. The skipper was a quiet, dignified man,
Jan Jansz van Enkhuizen.
The three ships now sailed on together. At night they took

turos in showing the signallight, giving the course to the other
two. Sailing like this made the voyage more sociable. Ir
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, You ought to go to the circus,' remarked RolL
, Did you ever get smashed on the head with a fog-horn ? '

asked Harmen.
At that moment Padde appeared, lured by Harmen's fog­

songs.
While fooling Padde into believing that he could see through

the fog by peeping through the fog-hom with one eye closed,
Harmen and Lysken forgot to blow their horns.

Then something terrible happened! A grey, uncouth
monster pushed by close to the figure-head; the confused
sound of voices was lost in the hoarse sound of a fog-horn.

I The helm! Turn back the helm! ' some one called.
At the same moment light flashed through the fog. There

was the outline of a sail, the sharp creaking of wood against
wood-and they had passed !

Padde had fallen on the deck from fright.
Harmen and Lysken stood there trembling.
The thunder of Folkert Berentsz's voÎce roused thcm from

their stupefaction. I What the devil do you mean! Two
yards more and w(' would have smashed into the Enkhuizen.

PADDE PEEPS THROUGH A FOG-HORN

CHAPTER XI

Q NE morningwhen Hajo stepped
sleepily from the hold to wash
his face, he stood still in amaze-

ｉ I ment..A cloud hung over masts, ropes,
_ ｾ Ｚ Ｚ and sails. The ship aft could barely be

.Ｎ Ｎ ｉ ｊ ｪ ｟ ｉ ｉ Ｚ Ｚ ￶ ｏ Ｚ ｾ Ｂ Ｎ Ｌ Ｚ : distinguished. 'Fog!' murmured Hajo
. ｾ as he breathed the damp air.

"'ti.....' ｾ Ｚ : It was fog with a vengeance! When
you leaned over the railing all was grey,
without beginning or end. Sky and
water had melted into one. 'Oo-ee!
Oo-eeeeee !' The fog-horns of the
Enkhuizen and the Nieuw Zeeland were
booming. Boatswain Berentsz and two
sailors were hoisting a big lantern to
the foresai1. I t looked like a pale lemon
when it hung in place.

, Oo-eeooeeee ! '

The sailors grumbled. They said that
they were blowing out their lungs every half hour, that they
would rather have gills like the fish, and the worst of it was,
that they couldn't count on reaching the Cape Verde Islands,
for the simple reason that in this sort of weather they might
j ust as weil look for Rerentsz's red under-drawers, which had
been blown over board on the last voyage, as for an isJand.
The cabin-boys had to take turns at blowing the fog-horn.

The men said that they would get fine voices and ki able lips
that way.

Barmen proved to be a master of the art of blowing through
a {og-hom. He tooted songs, dancing around in a circle, and
stood just whcrl: he had b gun as he finished the song.
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ROLF

CHAPTER XII

T
HEYhad meant to land
at the island of ain t
Amhony to take in

water, but rhc:y could not sight
the i land through the thicken­
ing fog and the rain. So they
turned their course to Majo
and Fogo of the Cape Verde
group of islands. The wind

changed freakishly; they had to tack and lost contact with
the other East Indian ships; the fog-homs alone could be
heard now and then in the distance.
The days became long and monotonous. The sailors lay in

their berths for hours at a time and played cards. Hajo was
writing a letter to his mother with Rolf's assistance, sa that he
might send it to her by the first ship they met.

I Can't you write ? ' Rolf had asked when Hajo begged his aid.
I I can read a little,' Hajo hastened to explain, while the

blood rase in his cheeks. 'Padde can't read nor wrote.'
, Why compare yourself with Padde? '
I If I only knew somebody who--'
, I'l! teach you,' said RaIl. And he attacked the matter with

characteristic energy.
Padde sat by his side while Hajo let his brown fist wander

over the paper, which grew na whiter under his manipulation.
Rolf quietly and firmly guided Hajo's guose-quill along the
correct course, and Hajo sighed from excitement.
, Wilat are you writing anyway ? ' asked Padde respectfully.

He waited patiently until Hajo, two minutes later, answered :
, Don't disturb me now, Padde.'
Later, when Hajo and Rolf were alone together, Hajo asked
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Thunder and lightning! why did I put you here?' An?
Harmen and Lysken each got a swift kick in the seat of hls
breeche. Harmen snatched the fog-hom from Padde's hand.
I Hoo-hoo-hooee ! ' he blared-but this time without a tune!
The bo:ltswain had disappeared.
I If he teHs the skipper we'l! sure be kee1hauled !' said

Lysken, rubbing his legs.
But Berentsz wasn't a neak. He ruled his crew without

caHing on the kipper.



CHAPTER XIII

MOON MAGIC

, eND! Land ahoy! '
The sailors came rushing from every nook and

corner. Still holding their cards, dominoes, or pipes
in their hands, they leaned over the railing and searched for
the greyish-blue outlines of land, to starboard.
Bontekoe was standing on deck with Rolf and the pilot.

, It must be Fogo,' said the latter.
'I think so too,' said Bontekoe. 'We'Il find a place to

anchor and take in supplies to-morrow. The sea must have
plenty of fish here. We'll take advantage of it ! '
They took soundings, but the plumb-line did not reach

bottom, even after they had let it out to the end. There was
no chance of anchoring here. Bontekoe decided to sail along
the coast until he foilDd a bar.
Gradually the grey folds of the fog had been rolled away;

the sun broke through and again began to burn the bare backs
of the sailors. It had grown hotter during the last few weeks.
Towards twilight they found a bar. Two great rocky cliffs,

rising from the sea about a mile away, promised shelter. The
water was a deep blue and almost unruffied. But again the
plumb-line was thrown out in vain-it did not touch bottom.
Bontekoe decided to risk floating about for the night. All
sails were taken in.
An unforgettable evening followed. The fog had now

vanished completely; the disk of the moon, Queen of the
Night, enthroned lImidst her radiant court of many-coloured
stars, shed her serene light upon the fantastic shapes of the
cliffs with mild splendour. High above the cliffs that seemed
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the question that had been burning on his lips. At last he'
blurted it out: '8ay, Rolf, don't you write letters to your
mother ? '
Rolf's shoulders shook. 'My mother isn't living,' he replied

briefly and gruffiy.
Hajo had been prepared for this answer. 'Has she been

dead long? ' he asked softly.
, 8he died in March last year.'
, And you haven't any one at allleft who-- ? '
, My uncle,' said Rolf.
'Yes, but your father--? You said on the dike-do you

remember ? '
, My father went to the East Indies twelve years ago,' said

Rolf. 'Re sailed as a skipper under Pieter Both; in the year
1615 his ship sank on the coast of Celebes. But we didn't hear
of this till last year. Nothing was heard of thf' crew. My
mother was very sick at the time. Five weeks later she was dead.'
, Say-Rolf,' whispered Rajo..' Is Zelly-Zellybees very big?

You know things sometimes happen that surprise you-Iater.'
Rolf seemed to be struggling violently with his feelir.gs.

Then he shrugged his shoulders, as if to show how hopeless he
felt Rajo's suggestion to be and, with averted face and forced
lightness, he replied : 'No use deceiving one's self ! '
Then he got up, took a book from the closet and sat down

next to Rajo at the tabIe. Rajo, seeking in vain for a word of
comfort, pressed his hands against his forehead and stared at
the letters.
, Oo-hoo-hueeee ... ! ' shrieked the fog-horn outside.
The next morning the fog grew lighter and the world

seemed larger once more.



CHAPTER XIV

A GOOD CATCH

T
HE sailors could hardly wa't the next morning to
scramble out of their berth. The sun was still half­
buried beneath the horizon when a ｬ ｩ ｴ ｴ ｬ l group of ship­

mates was hanging over the sides. If you looked carefully, you
could see a kid high up on one of the cliffs. It was low tide ;
a good bit of the strand lay befare them and Harmen could
see in the pools, without the aid of a fog-hom, but with "
certain amount of imagination, lobsters and crabs swimming
about. Padde felt his mouth water, for crabs were his favourite
dish.
They were to sail on again that evening, sa it meant making

the best of this day! They wanted to rig out that aId ark,
the Nieuw Hoorn sa shipshape that not even a mother-in-Iaw
could find anything to object to! Directly after breakfast
the yawl was lowered for the purpose of getting supplies and
obtaining fish.
Who wan-ted to go along ?
Th: whole crew!
, Yes, but these islands are Spanish ! '
, Just let the Greasers 1 come on ! '
Lots were drawn to decide, and Hajo wa overjoyed when

he ançl Rolf both drew long pieces. They descended the rope
ladder with thirty other seamen.
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insignificant beneath its greatness towered a solitary mountain,
like a lonely priest frozen in eternal prayer.

Sea-gulls Acw screaming from the c1iffs up into the sky and
whirled in great circ1es around the ieuw Hoorn. Then ther
slowly disappeared again and all was silent except for the
monotonous song of the waves that never sleep.
That evening Harmen got out his fiddle once more and the

sailors sang song of home. Bolle, in sheer dc1ight, brought
down his fists on his white breeches so that the flour flew about
like powder. osey cmptied his pipe against his flat palm and
Hilke Jopkins looked up to the stars.

Hajo leaned silently over the railing.
RoU sat in the surgeon's cahin, bending over a map of the

Cape Verde Islands.
Padde had thrown a line baited with bacon through one of

the port-holes and was waiting for the fish to bite.
The Nieuw Hoom was rocking on the waves like a great

eradIe. You could hum a lullaby in time with its motion.
In the bay a great, golden disk swam upon the surface of the

watcr-the reAection of the moon.

1 'ickname for the Spaniards. The Dutch and Spaniard. were bitter
enemies at th is time.
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There was aloud cry
f'/'o»l the strand. One of
the Spaniards dropped
his weapon and feil
back on the sand.

7
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Along the strand appeared trees with slender trunks and fan­
shaped tops, gleaming through the morning mists-palms !

, That's Javanese eauliflower, Hajo ! ' said Floorke, who had
made four voyages to the East Indies.

Hajo glanced suspiciously at the others. But the sailors
rowed silently on while they nodded their heads seriously.
Then Hajo replied : 'Oh, I thought they were eabbage-turnips,
but that was because Floorke's head was in the way.'
And all the seamen roared with laughter as they threw out

their net. They rowed on, dragging the net behind the boat.
, Something must be eaught now! Let's see ! '
Berentsz gave the order to draw in the net and pull hard.
The sailors watched, with eyes popping from their heads.

A big turtle lay in the net.
, What a funny beast ! '
, Will it bite f '

, Bite? We'll bite into it this evening! We'lI have a fine
soup! Hurrah!'
, Hullo! What's that ? ' cried the boatswain.
For at that moment they heard a loud report from the

strand and something feil into the water aft.
, The Greasers! They're firing ! '
All eyes were turned to the strand where a group of men

could be seen. 'Give me a musket! ' cried one of the sailors.
, I can shoot a fly's leg at a hundred yards! '
There was another report and again something fell into the

water.
, To your oars! They'lI be shooting holes in our c1othes­

and we have no thread with us ! '
'Wait, I'm loading!' grumbled the sharpshooter. The

loading of a musket was work requiring time, experience, and
de1iberation.
Another shot! A bullet flew over their heads.
And now the sailor who could shoot a fly's leg at a hundred

yards was ready. He aimed, grimly-there was a report like a
peal of thunder !-and the marksman almost fell out of the
yawl with his gun, from the kick.
There was aloud ery from the strand. One of the Spaniards
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hard. They pushed loads of brown beans down their throats,
toa. Even the wounded sailor yielded to none in appetite, and
Padde tried to make up for his disappointment in having na
crabs by consuming whole mountains of shell-fis.h.
That night the Nieuw Hoorn ｰ ｾ ~ to sea agam and ｳ ｴ ･ ｾ Ｚ ･ e

straight for the Equator. Our fnends hung over the ral1mg
and looked back at the land slowly receding. The sky and the
water were golden in the setting sun, ｾ ｨ h mounta!n and cliffs
a deep blue. Hajo feit depressed. In hlS soul he still heard the
echo of the cry of pain which the Spaniard on the share had
uttered. He thought that the share of the island looked like
a grave. The surf surrounded it like a white wreath for the
dead.
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dropped his weapon and feil back on the sand. The others
sought cover quickly in a little wood.
, Stop your fooling, Klaas! To your oars-we're nearing

the breakers ! '

At that moment there was another shot from the land. The
yawl quivered and a little fountain spouted up from the
bot tom. 'Oh, my foot! Oh! Oh!' groaned one of the men.
They stopped the leak with rope fibre, while the wounded

sailor held his foot in his hands. 'They've shot my big toe to
bits,' he wailed.
, You'lI get a new one for Christmas ! ' Berentsz consoled

him. 'Now row, my lads! One-two; one-two... .'
Soon they were beyond range of the shore.
In their excitement they had all forgotten that their net was

still hanging in the water. They drew it in and all rejoiced
when they saw that it was full of glittering, f10undering fish !
Only the wounded sailor failed to share their pleasure. He had
removed his shirt and with Rolf's help was bandaging his
bleeding foot.

The others scarccly noticed it. They were rough chaps,
these sailors.

No one on board had heard the shooting, for there all were
busy at sawing and hammering. The spare toprIlasts in the
hold were drawn on deck through the after-hatch. A spar
fourteen palms long WÁS sawed lengthwise and the two halves
were frapped around the broken mast, along with the two
oth.er topmasts. Now they could again hoist the topmast,
ｷ ｨ ｾ ｣ c ｾ ｡ a been supponing the mast temporarily, and use the
ma.msal!. It was a pleasure to see their work when they had
fimshed! The mast looked like one of the great pillars of the
Church of Saint Anthony at Hoorn. Now they were ready for
another storm!
They were just tackling the shroud when thp. boat returned.

The catch exceeded their greatest expectations. Bolle broiled
the fish in fine style. Opinion differed as to his turtle-soup,
but most of them ate it with a relish, for every one had worked

r -- -



Olie sailor loaded Squitll­
EJled Jack illio his whecl·
barrow amidsl gellerl1/
shouts of lal/gh/er.

BECALMED

BREAKFAST was scarcely over the next morning when
Diede Dudes ran in to report that he saw two sails to
leewarel. The sailors burned their tongues in their

haste to gulp down their coffee boiling hot. As the two ships
approached they proved to be the Nieuw Zeeland and the
EnkhuizeIl. What a surprise! They saluted three times with
the Rag and the other ships toa seemed delighted at this
reunion.

Bontekoe ordered the yawl to be lowered. He and the chief
pilot descended and the sailors rowed with might and main
to the Nieuw Zeeland.

, Were you on land too ? ' they yeIIed up, as soon as the two
skippers had gone into the cabin.

'Yes. Tried to get water on Maio. But the Grea ers fired
at us. They killed Long Harm and Freckle-face Dircksz ! '
Again the three ships sailed farther south in company. But

one unlucky day the sails hung down limp; they Roated idly
on the smooth face of the water; the heat melted the tar in
the seams. The sailors did not know what to do from sheer
tedium. It was hot everywhere and the wood burned beneath
their feet. The cooks in the caboose were red as lobsrers.
Even their pipes of tobacco didn't taste good. Drinking-this
alone brought momentary pleasure.

The skipper started all sorts of games; the prizes were apples
and pears from the hold. The deuce! They were worth
running for, or jumping in sacks, or pushing a wheclbarrow !
One sailor loaded Squint-eyed Jack into his wheelbarrow amidst
general shouts of laughtcr.

The sailors turnbIed about in the Atlantic for half the day;
they jumped from the bowsprit far out into the water, dived
through beneath thc ship, splashed and paddled to rheir

Ｘ 8

CHAPTER XV
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to make twenty knots·an hour. Flop! and then the wind was
gone.
They would not give up hope-that was only the beginning.

Soon more wind would come. But.it did not come.

Three days later a great dark c10ud appeared in the east,
throwing a blad shadow upon the water, darkenipg the whole
sky within an hour. There was the silence of death.
The crew feit the strain. 'A windspout! ' they whispered.

In spite of the darkness, the heat that brooded over them was
terrifying. Suddenly-a blast of wind! ... Another! And
then another! The sails tugged at the rigging, bellowed, tore,
and fell again. Then the rain rattled down so hard that they
were all wet through before they knew it. The jets of water
drummed down on the wooden deck with deafening strength,
as though a hundred drummers were pl<tying.
The sailors roared with joy. They caught the water in

buckets, tubs, and sails; they took oft their c10thes and ran
about naked, yelling and tussling. 'This is fine, what 1'
Rrrrrt! The rain ended with a swift whir!. Quite suddenly.

Not another drop feIl. The sun came out again. Everything
that had been dripping wet was as dry as a bone in a few
seconds. Silence. Complete silence. The burning rays of the
sun feIl straight down on the ship. That afternoon there was
a repetition of this sport.
The next day it was repeated three times. Yet with all this,

they did not advance an inch. Finally the wind began to blow
in eunest, but it whirled like a top. Every instant the men
were kept busy at the sails.
The nights were miraculous. The world seemed like a jewel­

case filled to overflowing. The gold of the stars dripped into
the water, which was itself like molten gold. The foam of the
ｷ ｡ ｹ ･ ｳ s dashing from the bowsprit, was pure silver, and millions
of gems flashect in all directions. The stars were tossed from
left to right, leaving a gld.wing trail behind them.
The moon seemed tu have fa thomed the wonderful mystery of

all thissplendour-itshone serene1yin all this brilliant confusion.

..---- - .

hearts' content and climbed up again on the rope-Iadder. But
five mimltes later they were just as hot as before. Their skin
peeled. The sailor who had lost his great toe at Fogo now had
the other big toe bitten oft by some strange sea-monster.
They argued for a long time whether it was a shark or some­
thing else. The sailor himself said that the devil was at work
here-to lose two toes in turn !
The boys were kept busy. While the sailors didn't move a

finger, they had to keep c1eaning, c1eaning, cleaning. They
had to scrub and wipe up. If the sun hadn't been shining so
confoundedly bright, Boatswain Berentsz would certainly have
made them polish it too.
But at last, when the boatswain grew weary of standing

behind the busy cabin-boys all day, these poor inderellas too
enjoyed unlimited freedom for a time.
RoIf made good use of it by improving his knowledge of

Malay, which he had begun to study with Cook Bolle, with
ｾ ｨ h aid of the surgeon, who spoke it fluently. Daddy Long­
Jacket, the surgeon-barber, rejoiced in his eager student; he
ｾ ｡ a amazed at the fund of information which Rolf had gathered
III ｳ s ｳ ｨ ｯ ｾ ~ a ｴ ｩ ｾ ~ from his books on medicine, and now began
to glve hlm an Idea of the nature and position of the fixed stars
and the planets and taught him to make a sextant. Rolf
absorbed everything like a sponge, and even embarrassed his
worthy master at times by demanding more information than
Daddy Longjacket could give.
Hajo plared the fiddle and Harmen, his teacher, had the

ｳ ｾ ｭ m expenence as Daddy Longjacket-his pupil outstripped
hlm. 'Can't you lure the wind for us, Hajo ? ' said Rolf, as
he passed by. 'Your playing is wonderfuI! '
Hajo stopped fiddling. 'Do you think 50 l' Praiile from

R?1f meant more tQ. him than the exaggerated words of ten
saJlors. Padde, for onee, agreed with RoIf, and when Hajo
played very slowly and with many trills he nodded, deeply
m.oved. He flatly declared, too, that a ship was no use without
wmd-and no one contradicted the greenhorn this time!
. Ｇ ｆ ｯ ｯ Ｍ ･ ･ ･ ･ ｾ ･ e ... !' A gust of wind! Splendid, refresh­
mg. The sallors shouted, hoisted the mainsail, and expected
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CROSSI G THE LINE

CHAPTER XVI

X
TER three endless weeks
of incessant tacking the
day came at last when

they crossed the Equator. Thc
sailors who had aften before taken
the Indian route-and this in­
cluded the greater part of the
crew-made a great mystery of
the event. A distinguished gucst
was expectcdat noon, for Neptune
in person was to arise from the
deep and visit the Nieuw Hoorn
in state. He would assume com­
mand of the ship for half an hour,

graciou Ir upen'i e thc bapti m ｾ ~ ｴ ｨ h ｮ ｣ c ｨ ｡ ｾ ｬ ､ ｳ s and then
divc down into thc salt waves agalO wlth hl tram.
The main-deck was decorated with green garlands-the

same that had served sa weIl at the ew Year festivities. A
throne for the mighty god of the sea was built against the
mainmast with a vat full of water in front. Since the green­
horns ｭ ｵ ｾ ~ not learn in advance for what this served, several
of the aId hands locked them up in the forecastle. Harmen
had Padde in charge and taak delight in painting what was
about to happen in the darkest colours. Padde ｭ ｯ ｡ ｾ ･ e and
groane t, while thc others laughed as thcy were locked m-but
their laughter did not quite hidc their fears.
At eight bells they were summoned forth. Their shipmates

were drawn up in a double row, and between these the boys
were driven forward with ratdes to the throne where Father
Neptune, surroundcd by his retinue, sat. The skipper and the
master pilot stood at each side of him. Ncptune ware a statc1y
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Hajo could not make himself go to bed on these marvellous
nights; the stars at play held him captive; he feit as though
he had been transponed to fairyland, to a magic garden of
ｾ ｡ ｮ ｴ ｡ ｳ ｴ ｩ i events from which it was impossible to escape. There,
In the nonh, Holland must be situated, and Hoorn and the
Béguine Path.... How was it possible !
Three, six, eight stars were tossing about in the heavens.

Now another anc! And over there-four at the same time!
Rolf :md Padde stood by his side, reflecting on the scene.
, Hajo,' asked Padde, ' how d'you think the Equator looks! '
'Perhaps like a rape of fire-or something like that' said

ｈ ｾ ｾ ,

, h's all fire here.'

. ｈ ｾ ｪ j gazed befare him, absorbed in thought. 'Rolf, how
IS thls.... Look how many stars are falling! ... How does
rhat come about-all these falling stars! '
'They don't really fall. They only change their place

.md--'

, You can say the same thing when a tile falls from the roof
on your head-Ît only changed its place!' Padde retoned.
, See, there are six falling at once ! '
The boys were silent as they stared into space. An hour

later Padde broke the silence: 'If only my mother could see
all this-and my brothers and sisters! '
The tears came into Hajo's eyes. Rolf suggested that the

go to sleep.
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The wind was now south-east. They took their course above
the Abreojos, a group of low, rocky islands on the com of
Brazil. The wind grew stronger that night and they just
managed to sail around these barren islands. The stem was
now directed towards Tristan da Cunha, a group of small
islands j but the wind changed to the north-west and they
turned their course to the Cape of Good Hope, to get fresh
supplies there. It was a considerable distance, but the wind
was favourable and the bow flashed through the waves like a
dolphin. Th<: crew was in high spirits.
That afternoon Hajo suddenly pointed upward. 'Look,

what enormous gulls !' A flock of white birds was floating high
above them in the air, flying from the south. They flew with
astonishing swiftness, but their long, slender feet scarcely
seemed to move. <Albatrosses!' cried Rolf. <Then we're
near the Cape!' A few sailors on deck, too, shouted: 'Alba­
trosses ! We're near the Cape!' Then every one rushed about
and cried out excitedly.
They were mighty creatures. A dozen were now flying

above the Nieuw Hoorn and more were coming from the south.
They did not seem to be fiying, they soared on their gigantic
wings, which scarcely seemed to move.
That afternoon they sighted the Cape. But their joy was

brief, for there was a stiff wind from the west and it was
impossible to reach land. A sailing council was held on the
Nieuw Zeeland.
After careful deliberation they decided to sail on. East

command of the Nieuw Hoorn, and allowed the crew to con­
duct him in triumph to the rape-ladder. He wished them all
a pleasant journey once more and then returned to the waves
with his followers.
A quarter of an hour later Boatswain Folkert Bercntsz

rushed to the deck, his hair as wet as though he too had just
received the baptism of crossing the line. <Thundcr and
lightning ! ' he roared, 'wh:it's all this trash? Away with it!
Where are those lazy louts? For'ard! Clear this away! '
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mantle on which were pasted paper fishes, and ｨ ｩ i hand held
a formidable trident on which a dried codfish was spitted. His
servants wore masks with long, pointed noses and great green
fish eyes. Seaweed hung from their red hair. One of them
stood beside the vat with huge shears to shave the greenhorns
close to the scalp. His red hose looked suspiciously like Har­
men's under-drawers. The other stood by with full pails,
ready for the baptism.
There was no delay. The servants of Neptune seized the

greenhorns by their coat-tails, pushed them one after the other
into the vat, and poured the pails of water over them, to make
a good job of it. Then the red-hosed lackey of King Neptune
cut off their hair. It flew about in Rocks, and the roars of pain
of the victims showed that the sea-barber was not exactly an
expert. When all the greenhorns were shorn to the skin and
the water dripped from their clothes from top to toe, Neptune
arose from his throne with regal air and commanded: 'What
ho! the steward! '

Squint-eyed Jack appeared on the instant.
, A drink for the crew, cup-bearer ! ' ordered His Majesty.
, Long live King Neptune ! ' bellowed the sailors.
, For the greenhorns, too, Your Majesty ?' asked Squint­

eyed Jack.
'Thunder and lightning ! ' roared His Majesty. 'There are ­

no greenhorns now ! '
'Aye, aye, sire!' and Squint-eyed Jack hurried away,

assisted by the hands of the eager sailors.
He returned with his helpers, rolling a barrel of beer before

him. The sailors raised their tankards on high and drank to
the health of Nepturle, of the skipper and the boatswain, of the
East India Company, of Holland, of Java, of the Nieuw Hoorn,
to a happy and successful voyage, to favourable winds, and to
everything else to which one could possibly drink. Neptune
himself, who might be thought to prefer his native element,
salt water, proved a lover of good beer, too, and dipped his
grey moustaches deep in his mug.

When the barrel was empty there was a general farewell.
Neptune shook hands with the skipper, restored him to the
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grew violent when he learned that Bontckoe intended to hold
his cour e two points fanher to the nonh than he approved.
Red with anger he hurried away, crying: 'Sail where you
please! Ta heli, for my part! '

Bontekoe remained calm. 'Every one to his belief! A
happy voyage ! '

, A happy voyage to you ! ' panted the other, and he flew
down the ladder-rope like a cat.
That night after dinner every one feit depressed. From

habit the crew went on deck again as usual to chat together
beneath the heavens, glowing with stars, but their talk hung
fire j ther at silent, listening to the rush of the waves against
the bow.
That afternoon three men had fallen sick on the Niell':()

Hoom.
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Indian sailing-sh.ips often had much trouble with scurvy, due
largely to the dlet of salt meat. But the crews of the three
ships were still in good health and there was still enough fresh
water on hand. On May 12th, four and a half months after
their departure from Holland, they sailed round the Cape, and
turned to the north-east. They had land in sight as far as
Terre de Natal. The weather was dear and they could dis tin­
guish the numerous diffs and the lofty cones of the Drakensberg
Mountains, whose summits pierced the sky.
The Enkhuizen was to sai! along .the Coromandel coast so

ｾ ･ e skipper decided to cross through the Mozambique ｃ ｨ ｡ ｾ ｮ ･ e
In order to take in supplies on the islands to the west of the
ｮ ｯ ｲ ｴ ｨ ｾ ｲ r point of Madagascar. Bontekoe and Pieter Thysz of
the rvuuw Zeeland bade the captain of the Enkhuizm farewell
and the three skippers drank a glass of wine to the safe arrivaÎ
of their three ships. An hour later the Enkhuizen sent three
farewell salutes across the water.
Hajo gazed dreamily after its grey, shadowy form. To the

Coromandel coast-was that different from India r ft had
the same far-away; mysterious sound. How wide the world
must be! Hajo felt a profound, silent admiration for the
skipper who could bid his companions farewell in the midst of
an unknown sea, and, trusting in God and his compass bravely
ｓ ｾ ~ forth in his ship with a few hundred men towards' strange,
dlstant lands, where there would perhaps not be a white face
to welcome him. 'A Happy Journey ... !' Hajo whispered
softly.

Bontekoe and Pieter Thysz sailed south around Madagascar.
One day the Bag of the Nieuw Zeeland hung at half-mast.
'A death.'.said the sailors of the Nieuw Hoorn, as they hung

over the ｲ ｡ ｾ ｮ n and looked across the water. That evening
a funeral service was held on the Nieuw Zeeland, the body was
sent overboard, two cannon shots were fired-and the Bag was
hoisted again.

But two days later it again hung at half-mast. Then the
crew uf the Nieuw Hoorn knew scurvy was raging on the Nieuw
ｚ ･ ･ ｬ ｾ Ｑ Ｑ ｾ ~ The next day Pieter Thysz visited Bontekoe. He
was Irntated and angry because of conditions on his ship, and
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, Land! Land ahoy!' There was great excitement and all
their troubles vanished.
The land looked fertiIe and attractive when they approached

it, but they could find no landing-place, not even for the boat
in which the skipper ano thirty men put out. They saw naked
black men on shore, and Floorke volunteered to swim through
the fiercely raging surf. When he reached shore at last and
addressed them in Malay they held back in terror.
They were splendidly built fellows, big and black as coal;

they had woolly, thick hair and were covered ｾ ｲ ｯ o toP. to t.oe
with a design of stars and flowers tattooed Into thelr skin.
One of them gained courage and pointed to the Nieuw Hoorn
and then to the south. Floorke could not understand a word
of their language, but returned to the boat, reporting that the
savages had said that there was a landing-place to ｴ ｨ h south.
They sailcd for days without finding a bay. The sallors lost

confidence in Floorke's knowledge of languages and grew
depressed again. There were now forty patients.
After they had sailed south to the twenty-ninth degree of

latitude and had not sighted land, much less anchorage, they
went about and sailed north-east to the seventecnth degree.
There they changed their course towards the strait between
Mauritius and Réunion, to try to run up to one of these
islands.
That day the sailor Boutjens died. one of the crew had

liked him, and Rajo alone had nursed him to the end: Though
Boutjens had played many a nasty trick on the cabln-boy, he
now left Rajo all his savings, thirteen silver gulden. The ｮ ･ ｾ ~

day they sent his body overboard, and as they looked after lt

they saw the white belly of a shark gleaming in the water. A
cry of horror arose from the crew when th:y saw ｂ ｯ ｵ ｾ ｪ ･ ｮ ｾ Ｇ '

body disappear. The day after, when the smlth was buned m
the same sad fashion, three sharks appeared as he went over­
board. Their keen scem guided them to follow their prey.
The smith had left two little daughters in Enkhuizen, and

Hajo, with the skipper's approval, decided to give the money
he had inherited from Boutjens to these two poor orphans
whcn he returned to Holland.
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CHAPTER XVII

W ITRIN a few days fifteen men were
ill. They groaned and moaned in the
forecastle so that no one coulcl sleep.

Every day more grew ill. Daddy Long-jacket
clutched his hair and invented all sorts of
remedies for them to drink. Sometimes they
helped a bit, largely due to his hopeful encour­
agement. But there could be no complete cllres
until the cause of the disease was rt>moved- the
lack of fresh food.
Lysken eocs was the worst. Ris light blue,

dull eyes were deeply hollowed, his nose grew
thinner every day and beads of perspiration

hung in his straw-coloured hair. 'I'm going to die,' he sighed.
'First my father, then joppie-my family can't get uver
scurvy.' A convulsive movement of his mouth showed that
he was suffering.
The next day the flag hung at half-mast. .
Bontekoe gave Rarmen his friend Lysken's full wages for the

voyage. Harmen knew Lysken's mother, so that he was to
give the money to her on his return. Re cried as he hid it in
a li t tie bag.

Their anxiety increased, for now there were twenty-eight
patiems. Many of the others had blue circles under their eyes,
pale faces and white lips, and they complained of weariness in
their legs. One day, when live feil sick, Bontekoe decided not
to sail on. Re turned the ship towards Madagascar, where they
hoped to get supplies. Diede Dudes, who feit a bit under the
weather himself, climbed to the crow's nest every hour, none
the less, to look for land with his keen eyes. On the fourth he
sighted mountains.
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The other sailors began a new voyage of discovery in another
direction, on whieh they caught two hundred wood-pigeons.
They broiled these on long spits for the sick and the hale and
all sat enjoying the feast at twilight before the glowing ｣ ｾ ｭ ｰ p
fires.

On board they ate turtles with stewed plums, smolced their
pipes, looked up at the stars, and no longer thought the worId
quite as unkind as before. Three hours after sunset Bontekoe
returned from shore with the men who were not ilI and decided
to continue down the coast in the yawl in order ｴ t find a place
to anchor for the big ship.

RoU gat his uncle's permission for him and Rajo to sai!
ｾ ｬ ｯ ｮ n that night. Rajo jumped three yards into the air from
JOY when he heard this and performed a dance for which a
Zulu warrior might have envied him.
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The next day the disease claimed another victim. After two

days they sighted the eastern point of Réunion. They skirted
the shore, and in spite of the fact that the coast was steep and
dangerous, Bontckoe and twenty men landed to reconnoitre.

Even the wildest anticipations of Floorke, who always ex­
pected wonders, were exceeded. Fifty yards from the shore
were sevt:ral clusters of trees, in the shadows of whieh they
found hundreds and hundreds of turtles. The forest behind
these trees resounded with the cries of birds. As the men
forced thei.r way through the high grass and fems they heard
the tramphng of hoofs. It sounded like cattIe on the run. In
the trees panots were screaming. Chickens Rew up noisily
before the feet of the sailors and ran clucking between wild
pine-apple plants with lacquer-red leaves. Big, greyish-blue
wood-pigeons peeped down through the branches and expressed
their surprise by cooing.
The boat ｾ ･ ｴ ｵ ｲ ｮ ･ e to the ship laden with pine-apples,

turtles, and plgeons. When the patients saw what their ship­
mates had brought back from land they implored Bontekoe
to put them ashore. Bontekoe conferred with the merchant
Mr. Rol. '

Rol objected Stfongly on the ground that this venture might

endanger the whole voyage, whi!e Bontekoe could scarcely
conceal his wrath. 'As father of my sailors, I cannot allow
more of them to be thrown to the sharks ! ' he replied. 'And
if the honourabie shipowners and shippers don't understand
that, let them make a journey to the East Indies as skippers
themselves ! '
Rol looked down. 'I beg to state that I oppose this

decision.'
, Will you have it in writing 1 ' asked Bontekoe bitterly-and

he went to his sick sailors.
, Boys, get into the boat; I'm going to land you.'
, Rurrah for the skipper ! Rurrah! Long live the old man! '
Bontekoe let them take a sail to serve as tent alono with

oil, vinegar, cooking utensils, taols, and weapons. ' Twoöcook's
helpers went with them, and the skipper himself entered the
yawl in which they were rowed to shore.
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A thick cloud was hiding the maan. Suddenly a fierce tropical
storm was upon them and they had to land for safety. After
they put to sea again they rowed till dawn and at last came
upon a splendid, sandy bay, thirty-nine fathoms deep. The}'
put to share and startcd forth in search of new wonders.

, Heila! Look there!' They all stopped in amazement.
From the cluster of trees along the shore stepped a red bird
with dignified measured tread. lts legs were almost a yard
long and its ｬ ｯ ｾ ｧ g slender, oddly curving neck ended in a small
head with a heavy, erooked bilI. Then two more appeared,

tail rose above the water, shimmering in the moonlight, and
lashed about so that the water splashed in all directions.

, An alligator,' said the skipper as he leancd over the boat's
edge.

Gradually even the rough sailors fell under the spell of the
mysterious tropical night. They no longer sang, they na langer
spoke, they listened uneasily to the hot, panting breath of the
night.

No one had noticed that the sky at one side had turned black.
CHAPTER XVIII

FLAMINGO BAY

N
o sound broke the silence of the night but the regular
ripple of the aars and the gentie rurge of the waves
which were scarcely breakers. There was not a breath

of wind j sailing was out of the question. The coast became
low and swampy ; here :md there a bit of white sand gleamed
between low shrubbery and creeping plants. The waves flowed
up against the shore without striking and sank back again just
as silently.
The moon now and again hid behind a few clouds. Then

the trees along the beach seemed like dark cliffs, bending
forward threateningly or like monstrous, many-footed spectres
ereeping over the sand, and the strangely shaped roots, which
wound down to the water's edge in a dirty-green tangIe, were
turned into poisonous reptiles, threatening to ensnare and
strangle every ereature venturing into their realm.
They came to a small river, but the sailors tried in vain to

row up. A tangle of plants barred the way. Along the share
were strange, lofty trees, with their branches entangled above
the water. The foliage was so dense that not an inch of the
skr was visible through it; the river seemed to flow from a
dark eleft in the rocks. Glow-worms flitted about hither and
thither; a few sailors thought they sawa pair of gleaming eyes
through the trees. Bontekoe took a chance and fired. The
effect was startling : it sounded like a thousand musket shots j

the woods resounded with shrill cries, the noise of breaking
branches and the beating of wings. Next to the boat a jagged
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the shore where they were welcomed by the screams of more
than a hundred flamingos.
, Now you'Il see something ! ' promised Floorke.. He cal!ed

out, clapped his hands and ran towarns the ｧ ｾ ･ ｡ a blrds, ｷ ｾ ｬ ｣ c
now spread their wings in fear. And the sallors saw a ｓ ｬ ｧ ｾ ~

so beautiful and strange that they stood ope.n-mouthed In

amazcment. It was like a garden of red roses In blossom, all
opening their rosy chalices at once and rising to the heavens
in splendid opulence of colour. .

Ir was now about eight o'dock in the mornIng. A ｢ ｾ ･ ･ ｺ z

had sprung up and they could hoist their sai!.. The ｳ ｡ ｉ ｬ ｯ ｲ ｾ ~

reclining in the most comfortable attitudes ｰ ｯ ｳ ｳ ｬ ｢ ｬ ｾ ~ let t!lelr
fingers glide through thc dear blue water, roared wlth dehght
when the mast barely deared their heads as it swung ｡ ｲ ｯ ｾ ｮ ､ d

and talkcd excitedly of their adventures of the past mght,
and of others still to come. And they wailed forth in chorus
their whole extensivc assortment of sailors' songs, each more
doleful ｴ ｨ ｡ a the one before. For sailors sing jolly songs only
when things go wrong. When all is going weIl, as on that
glorious morning, no melody is sad enough for them.

Seven hours later the Nieuw Hoorn lay at anchor in the inlet
which they unanimously christened ' Flamingo Bay.'
The sun flamed down upon them.
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and then perhaps a dozen, half fluttering over the ground with
great, light steps. Suddenly all stood still, turned their heads
in the direction of the intruder, and uttered a hoarse cry of
surprise, upon which dozens of these curious, rosy stilt-walkers
came out of the little wood and looked at Bontekoe and his
men in wonder. But their astonishment did not trouble them
long. They turned their long necks about in the most fantastic
fashion as they arranged their feathers, stalked with great
dignity to the strand, and stuck their heads inta the brackish
water, unafraid. They were lucky at fishing ; several of them
immediately held a struggling fish in their bills.
, Flamingos ! ' said Bontekoe.
When the men left the strand, they found at the edge of the

woods, in the shadow of some trees, many hugc turtles. 'There
can't be any men living here,' said Hilke. 'These animals are
all so unafraid.'

They made their way through the underbrush without much
difficulty. Orchids hung on the branches; their delicate
blossoms glowed in exotic beauty against the dark wood, in
the green twilight of the foliage. The strangest plants grew
side by side : there were hairy shrubs with big, juicy berries;
low, little trees standing seemingly on fifty stilts instead of one
trunk ; their fruit grew in clusters like grapes. And everywhere
between the trees great ferns shot up, holding their leaves
above the sailors like hands with long, pointed fingers. Thou­
sands of gaily coloured little birds hung swinging on the fruits
or f1uttered and capered from branch to branch, eating in­
cessantly. Parrots with Raming red tails stooped their heads,
as they looked curiously at the men, and then screamed in the
most heart-rending manner.
At last they reached a narrow, headlong stream flowing from

the mountains Southward to the sea. The men ran along its
shore and saw fat eels creeping along the ground! And
suddenly they all cried out in surprise as a flock of fat geese
waddled out of the shrubbery and seemed about to bathe.
'We'lI never leave this place, skipper !' they shouted in

wild excitement. One of them caught a goose and took it
for thc ship's kitchen. At Bontekoe's order, they rcturned to
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CHAPTER XIX

TROPICAL PLENTY

WHAT feasts they now enjoyed! They only had to
stretch out their hands and they had as much game
as they wished. Six men drew their net through the

brackish water and in a moment their net was full.
Harmen, Rolf, and Hajo went to the little stream teeming

with eels. Hajo waded in carefully to seize them, but they
slipped through his fingers.
'I know what to do!' said Harmen. 'We'll draw our

shirts through the water!' This improvized net was now
drawn through the stream with great success. Harmen mean­
while had tied the legs of his breeches tight around his ankles
50 that they might be used to stowaway the eels. 'They
don't bite,' he assured the two other boys as he lel the slippery,
twisting creatures glide down his Jegs. At last his breeches
were 50 full that they puffed out all around and rippled
mysteriously up and down. 'h's a nasty feeling!' Harmen
conceded.
Some of the other sailors had gone out to catch pigeons.

It was touching to watch some of these beautiful, greyish-blue
birds risk their lives in their effort to free their imprisoned
friends. The parrots, too, fought bravely for their brothers
and screamed and bit the ｾ ｡ ｩ ｬ ｯ ｲ r who had captured one of
them.

Padde was too excited to stay in one place; he appeared
everywhere where he was least wanttd, returned and made
remarks about what the others were doing. Like a magpie,
he was ready to hop up a tree at any moment for fear of a

JOO
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Nosey, and not acarinibal hiding up in the leafy crown, he
grew impudent again.

, If you say another word, 1'11 knock the whole thing over! '
he dec1ared and he stuck his wholc hand into the pot once
more. Then he stro11ed on, licking his hand, so busy that he
did not notice that a big wasp, attracted by the sweet smelI,
was settling on his hand from beneath. Suddenly he felt a
fierce sting j he flung the insect violently from him, scrcamcd
as if he were being murdcred, and stuck his whole hand into
his mouth to lick away the pain. lt was swo11en like a bladder.

Then he found relief for his disgust with life by playing in
the mountain stream. He filled his mouth with water, floated
on his back and let the water spout from his mouth between
his fingers, playing at being a whale. He tried to leap like a
pike too, and jumped from an ovcrhanging branch into the
water. But he came down hard on his belly, so he gave up
swimming.

That noon they enjoycd a feast of pigeons and geese, roasted
on spits, eels and all sorts of fish. For dessert they had all
kinds of splendid fruit and puddings made of flour, sliced
pine-apple and coco-nut milk, with a sauce of berries.
At twilight they sat around the camp-fires, about which

buzzed an army of insects, and at night they put up tents
made of sailc1oth. Hajo, Rolf, and Padde spre3d blankets on
the ground, bencath which they had rolled grass for pillows
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lion or tiger and he avoided every thick tree-trunk behind
which a cannibal might be hiding.
He wandered down to the shore where a group of sailors

were catching turtles-not a very exciting pursuit, for these
c1umsy giant-turtles made no resistance except to draw their
head and feet imo their shel!. The sailors turned them on
their backs and draggcd them to the cook's galley.
Padde decided to get busy toa. But while he was trying to

turn over a heavy giant-turtlc, he discovered a hole in the sand
beneath the turtle in which lay numerous cggs as big as pigeons'
eggs. He began to yell: ' Come here! Look at this ! '
The sailors ran up and were quite as astonished as Padde;

but Gerretje, a sailor with a long neck and a heap as round as
a bullet, who had been twice to Bantam and to Sumatra, dug
thc eggs out of the hole without saying a word and hid them
in his cap.
'Here, give them to me!' roared Padde. 'They're my

eggs! '
, Keep quiet and wait a while,' answered Gerretje. 'She'll

come back and lay some more for you ! '
Padde was furious. To prove it, he struck Cerretje on the

head just as he had put his cap on, with a grin. Padde ran
away as fast as he could, while Gerretje swore and scolded
as he tried to wipe this mess of scramblcd eggs off his eyes,
ears, and neek.

As Padde hurried away, he sawa pot plaeed beneath a tree.
There were notehes cut in the trunk out of which dripped a
thick, white fluid. 1t looked attractive, it smelled pleasant,
and sa he stuck his thumb and forefinger into the pot and
licked them. The thick, white stuff tasted very sweet, and as
he loved everything sweet, he stuck his finger in again, licking
and sucking, while he made up his mind not to stop til! he
had gat to the bottom of it. But suddenly a shower of hard
nuts rained down on his head and shoulders and from above he
heard the voice of osey thundering: 'Stop, you miserabie
thief! '
Padde, frozen with fear, looked up into the long, feathery

leaves of the palm-tree. But when he saw that it was only
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CHAPTER xx

T
HEY had no end of ad\enturcs the nen dar. Early
in th morning they rook a ｷ ｯ ｮ ､ ･ ｲ ｦ ｾ ｬ l cxhilarating
sea-bath. They danced towards the mI htr breakcr,

dashcd into the hollow of the waves, shot through beneath
them and came up again with dripping hair, just in time to
dive once more into a new breaker driving the other before
it like a chariot-driver.
After they had dried themsclves in the sand and the sun,

they lay calculating how much longer their journey would
last. 'We'll he there in half a year,' guessed Hajo.
, In three months,' thought Rolf.
Suddenly Padde sprang up and stared at the other two with

startlcd eyes. 'An earthquake! ' he stammered. 'I feit the
earth moving beneath me! '
•You imagined it, Padde.'
'Imagined it nothing !' But he lay down again. 'How

long will the journey last? I think--' But now he shot
up again, more quickly than before and with horrified eyes
stared at the spot where he had been lying. Then something
very curious happened: the sand parted, crumbled, and a
little black-and-dun head peeped out! A pair of tiny, hlack
paws moved the sand away and now appeared :
•A young sea-turtle ! ' cried Rolf.
Ir was a pretty creature, not much bigger than a walnut,

and its shell was still soft. It fidgeted hclplesslr with its heavy
little paws and kept turning its blunt linie head with the bright
eyes as though it meant to unscrew it from the body.
There! Another little head peeped out from the sand!

And another! The boys dug away the sand, and there lay a
nest swarming with the litde turtles !
, Let s count them,' cried Rolf. And they counted one
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and feIt as if they were in a palace. The sailors who had
finished their tent lighted their pipes and stared up at the
stars. Harmen brought out his fiddle and he and Hajo played
in turn.
Then they all crept away to their beds. Hajo and Padde

lisrened to the chirp of countless crickets, the hum of other
in ects cries from the forest dying away in a thousand echoes.
ｈ ｡ ｪ j wa chewing a blade of grass, his head between his

hand, his eyes closed. Padde was lying on his back and
staring at the m on.
, Hajo ? ' said Padde softly, , how long have we been away

from Hoorn? '
• How long? Maybe half a year.'
, Half a year ! ' sighed Padde. • I can still see myself sitting

on the mole, on Gerrit's cage. Say, where is Gerrit anyway ? '
'Here. I put him on that low branch over there. He's

sleeping. Gerrit!'
• Caw !' screamed Gerrit sleepily. He was about to fly

down from his perch, decided otherwise, looked plaintively
at his master, swallowed hard at something, and stuck his
black head down between his wings.
, Good night ! ' said. Hajo to him. 'Sleep weIl.'



hundred and thirty eggs and twenty-eight young turtles,
hatched or still creeping from the eggs.
'You should have stayed there, Padde,' said Rolf. 'Half of

them aren't hatched yet.'
, Oh, yes,' grinned Padde. 'But when I teil them in Hoorn

that I hatched turtles no one wiII believe me ! '

, WeIl, you didn't really hatch them,' said Rolf. 'You only
helped the sun a littIe.'
, The sun l ' asked Padde in amazement.
, Do you think the old turtles take the trouble l They don't

care about the eggs! They just dig a hole, lay the eggs in it,
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hooked point. The short, strong feet had four toes. The
creature had a maw; but the most curious thing about it was
a big fold of skin around its head into which it could draw
its whole bilI. 1
, Let's ask the surgeon ! ' they decided ; and with all their

united strength and due caution, because of the creature's
powerful bilI, they carried the heavy bird back to camp.
, lt's a dodo,' decIared Daddy Longjacket.
To Padde's great surprise, Rolf asked: 'To what family

does it belong ? '
, I know his cousin,' laughed Padde. 'Geert Oliekoek's lame

wood-pigeon has a maw like that too! '2
Several sailors ran up. They recognized only two families

of animaIs, those you could cat and those that didn't taste
good. Unfortunately for him, the dodo belonged in the
former cIass. A few hours later he was broiling on a spit.

That day half the sailors started out on voyages of discovery,
and the three lads too decided to go farther inland. The sun
cIock which they had set up on the strand showed that it was
not yet eight o'clod. when the gallant three set forth. They
wanted to go upstream as far as possible and walked single
file along the bank. The low shrubbery changed into lofty
bamboo forests; the woods grew more luxuriant and dark;
cIimbing plants, forming inextricable tangles, often barred
the way. .-
Once the boys walked through a long arbour where the air

was hot and moist and full of the sweet odour of thousands of
orchids, enchanting in their calm splendour. The boys sat

1 None of the three boys could know that they had caught a bird about
which sdentist! would he quarrelling centuries later. The Dodo or didu,
which was native to Réunion and is now extinct, owed its tragic disappear­
ance to the fact that the sailors who landed on Réunion through many years
killed tfiese • swans • with sticks and ate them.

2 In this remark Padde was two hundred years ahead of his time. It was
o'lly in the second half of the nineteenth century that Sir Richard Owen, the
great naturalist, proved through his famous studies of the skeleton that the
dodo belongs to the pigeon family.
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cover it with sand, and swim back into the ｾ ｡ ｴ ･ ｲ r The sun
does the rest! '
, Hello! What are those ? ' interrupted Hajo, as he pointed

ｾ ~ four cIumsy, bluish-grey birds moving awkwardly forward
m the.shadow of the trees. They had small wings, not meant
for flymg, and such short Iegs that their plump bodies almost
ｴ ｯ ｵ ｣ ｨ ｾ ~ the sand. The boys hurried after them and caught
one wlthout much trouble, while the others waddled away as
fast as they ｣ ｯ ｾ ｉ ､ d Hajo cIosed his hand over the unusually
strong, heavy bIlI, for fear of being bitten.
, A swan,' said Padde.
, No,' replied RoU. 'It isn't web-footed.'
ｔ ｾ ･ e ｉ ｾ ｯ ｫ ･ e it over carefully. lts body was larger than a

swan s, thlck and round and adorned with a funny Iittle tail
ｯ o the same yellowish-grey colour as the wings. The upper
blIl was covered largely with a wrinkled skin and ended in a



caught sight of Padde peeping through the foliage. He laid
his finger on his lips in warning when he heard them. They
crept after him and, after looking in vain for a while, finally
discovered astrange creature like a lizard clinging with its round,
thick tail to a branch. Because of its dark green colour, it
could scarce1y he distinguished from the leaves. I t was alrnost
as long as an arm, and its large, pointed head looked like a
helmet above the thin, shrunken neck. A blue sack, covered
with dark brown spots, hung like a beard beneath its chin and
throat. lts high, scalloped spine gave it a certain resemblance
to a dragon. A line of reddish-brown spots ran along its body.
lts eyes protruded and were covered, except for the pupils, by

Feeling hungry, Hajo and Rolf started aft on an egg-hunting
expedition, and when they returned with their booty they
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into the water. But they drew back their hands quickly.
I Boiling hot! '

I The ground is volcanic here,' explained Rolf. I That's
why the water is sa hot. If you dug down here you'd finally
come upon fire.'
Padde turned as white as chalk. 'But then we're standing­

right over heil here! '
I Yes,' replied RoU, I take care that you don't fall in.'
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down a moment in silence. The water steamed. It murmured
against thc great, greyish-blue stones as if it were relling an
aId fairy-tale not yet related to any human ear. Sometimes
the water rushed over the stones as though the fairy king were
speaking. The plants, the trees, and the flowers listened and
leaned far over to the little stream, to catch its every whisper.
The plants that grew in the river let themselves be rocked
slowly in its current; their great, white blossoms gleamed
forth like the countenances of pale, wicked princesses.
The boys struggled on, forcing their way through the creepers

and wading through the rippling, elear water. The woods grew
still, disq uietingly still, like that enchanted forest which had te
rernain silent a thousand years because a falling branch had
crushed the fairy queen. I Here I am ! ' the stream now sang
out loud, rejoicing in his own high spirits and listening to his
voice re ounding c1early in the stillness. I Let him who is
thirsty seek refreshment with me! I corne from afar and I
wander afar. I have na rest, I have na rest...• Out of my
way, stupid stones, who try to bar my way from envy because
you are not free and immortal as I am! And, oh, you poor,
dear trees, doomed to die on the spot where you were bom,
how I pity you! You gentle, quiet leaves, and you pure,
stainless Rowers, hearkening to my adventures with wide-open
chalices-eome, Ring yourse1ves into my arms! I wi11lead you
far away from here, far away... .'
Hajo felt his blood racing more swiftly through his veins.

The impuJse to wander and seek adventure grew stronger in
his heart. Here and there the boys came upon a clearing
where flowers grew in such profusion as they had never known.
Gay butterfHes as large as their hands and innumerable brilliant
birds Ruttered around the alluring chalices of the flowers.
Befare them, between the trees, gleamed mountains, deep
violet against the green.
They decided to follow a branch of the stream and crept

on between ferns and trees until they found themse1ves un­
expectedly befare a large pond over which hung a thick haze.

I A hot spring! ' cried Rolf.
, Hot? ' asked Hajo and Padde, and they stud their fingers
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ｾ ｩ ｴ t excitement. It opens its mouth-and again the little
ldler escapes him by deciding to land on a leaf two ells farther
down.. Quick! the ch.ameleon's eyes turn upon it. oise­
lessly It moves down agam, step by step! it measures the distance
once more, and now ... But the golden insect is circling away
over the head of the chameleon, buzzing gaily.
The ｷ ｯ ｵ ｬ ､ Ｍ ｢ b assassin does not betray his disappointment

and ｲ ｾ ｧ g ｾ ~ a smgle movement. Ah! and now hope springs
anew 10 hlS chamcleon breast. A little reddish-black insect is
creeping cIumsily out of one flower towards another within
range of the enemy's jaws. It disappears into the f10wer while
the chameleon waits with mouth half opened to snatch him.
The deuce! he's staying a long time. The boys waited almost
as eagerly as. the chameleon. At last the little creature re­
appeared, licking his legs clean, and crawied nearer. The
chameIeon made ready.... But at that moment a hand
moved down slowly towards the chameIeon's neck. At the
very second when the chameleon's long tongue shot fonh
to seize the insect, RoH's fingers closed tight around the
bandit's neck, just bebind his three-cornered head. Thc
creature uttered a hoarse cry. And to the boundless amaze­
ment of Rajo and Padde it changed colour. The bluei h­
brown band on the body turned pale ; the blue sack around
thc neck and the edge of the mouth turned lemon yellow !

But Rolf was not frightened. He seized the chameI on's
body with his left hand and tried to lift the creature from
the branch. But this proved impossible. 'Deuce take him ! '
said RoU. 'He's sitting tight! We 11 have to take the branch
along.'

Hajo knelt on the ground and quickly cut olf the branch
with his knife.

, That's fine! ' said RolL 'And now-how shall we get him
te the ship ? '

, Here! ' cried Padde eagerly, pu11ing olf his shirt. 'v e'll
carry him in this ! '
. 'We'll show him to Daddy Longjacket,' said Rolf, de­
lIghtedly. 'It' a chame1eon, of course, but I'd like to know
wha t kind.'
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brilliant red and green lids. They kept moving resdessly about.
In front, on its nose, it had two horn-like humps.
The creature remained as still as death-absolutely motion­

less except for the eyes.
, Wait ! ' whispered Padde. 'You'lI see something funny.'
And the three boys waited with almost as much patience

as ｾ ｨ h ｣ ｨ ｡ ｭ ･ ｬ ｾ ｯ o ｷ ｨ ｩ ｾ ~ radde had come upon unexpectedly.
A ln.tle black msect wlth yellow stars on its breastplates came
danclOg towards them; buzzing gaily, it tickled Rajo's chin,
ahd then flew to a large, red flower about a foot from the
mouth of the motionless green dragon. It did not see the
chameleon nor notice that two wicked, murderous eyes were
fol1owing its every movement. These two eyes rolled forward
so that they seemcd about to fall out of the chameleon's head:
The creature measured the distance, opened its mouth slowly,
verr slowly-and all was over! lts tongue, almost half as long
as lts whole body, had shot out like lightning, caught the
unsuspec.ting little insect, shot back again as though fastened
on a spnng, and gulped down the poor victim. It remained
absolutely motionless through the whole business. And while
Rajo and Rolf were still looking at the flower on which the
insect had sat, the eycs of the mysterious assassin were wandering
re tlessly about again in search of more prey.

Padde giggled and pinched Rajo until he was black and blue.
ａ ｾ ｯ ｴ ｨ ･ e insect,. a greenish-golden, capricious little chap came

?uzzmg. ｢ ｹ y seemmgly very busy but real1y a good-for-nothing
Idler enJoymg the day. It flew about happily, even settled on
the ｣ ｾ ｡ ｭ ･ ｬ ･ ｯ ｮ Ｇ ' back, and then examined a sunny leaf. Not
a ｾ ｯ ｴ ｬ ｏ O ･ ｳ ｣ ｾ ｰ ･ e the watchful eyes of the chameleon, lying in
walt. The dlstance seemed too great, so it decided to move a
ｾ ｨ ｯ o ｳ ｾ ･ e back. With its long, queer legs and its tail, it changed
lts posltlon, measured the distance, opened its mouth....
But the golden insect had flown up higher to examine another
ｬ ･ ｾ ~ ahov:. The chameIon swallowed its disappointment and
ｴ Ｎ ｮ ｾ ~ agam, for a true chameleon never givcs up. His way of
IIvmg proves that he believes in 11is lucky star. So then-a
step higher, carefully! Now another! Now another! The
insect is still regarding the leaf. Thc chameIeon is gulping
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the training of parrots. They reached camp at twilight and
found every one busily baking and roasting.
The parrot and the ｣ ｨ ｡ ｭ ･ ｬ ･ ｯ o were prou?ly Ｎ ､ ｩ ｳ ｰ ｬ ｡ ｹ ｾ ~ to

Daddy Longjacket, final authonty on all ｳ ｃ ｬ ･ ｮ ｴ ｬ ｦ ｩ i subJects.
He was as delighted as a child when Rolf askcd hlm to look
while he carefu11y opened Padde's shirt. He exclaimed : ' !t's

, h' . b dl'a panther-chameleon! I 11 ｰ ｲ ･ ｾ ･ ｲ ｶ v Im In ｲ ｡ a y.
The sailors were speechless wlth amazement. Thunder ｡ ｾ ~

the devil ! ' exclaimed a skinny linIe tar whose nose looked hke
a beet. 'In brandy? 1 wish I was a cammelegon toa! '
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, Do you want to know his whole family ? ' asked Padde:
Rolf laughed. 'Did you see him change colour when I

grabbed him ? '
, 1: es,' replied Hajo. 'How does he do that ? '
, I wish I knew. Come, let's boi! our eggs now in the hot

spring! '
While Rolf and Padde placed the eggs which they had found

in the hot spring and watched them boil, Hajo had still another
adventure. He sawa nest in the trunk of a tree, and as he
approached the opening a hC<ld with a crooked beak
suddenly appeared and a parrot flew out of the hole and
disappeared.
One, two, three, Hajo had dimbed up the tree and was

looking eagerly into the hollow. There in the dark nest
squatted two curiou ly ugly young creatures ; their bJack heads
and beaks were toa large for their wretched, bare litrle bodies.
Hajo seized one of them, drew him out into the daylight, and
climbed down again.
, There, we'l! rai e him, fellows,' he announced.
The boys were surprised at the ugliness of the young bird.

, Can he eat, do you suppose ? '
, Eat? He almast bit off my thumb! Come here, aId

fellow!' And Hajo stroked the young parrot and talked gently
to him while he pushed a piece of banana into his beak.
'Gerrit will-tre glad to have company! ' he remarked.
, And 1'11 teach him to talk! ' promised Padde.
At last the time camc to return to camp, and the boys

started off again, wading along the edge of the dear little
stream, talking in great excitement, and discussing plans for



Sa Jappie grew splendidly, and one fine morning the boys
:aw the two sitting like old friends on Gerrit's perch-Joppie
in grey and brilliant red, Gerrit dignified and solemn in serious
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and placed a board part way up between them to keep them
from attacking one another. Gerrit, spoiled by his recent free­
dom, drew his head into his feathers every time his master
approached. The young parrot stared blankly and kept his
bill as tightly c10sed as if he suspected Hajo of wishing to
poison him.
That afternoan the parrat began to groan and Hajo made

up his mind to take him back to his nest the next morning.
And Gerrit, toa, was moved by Joppie's pain, for sa Hajo had
named his new pet, in memory of the dear, departed guinea­
pig. After he had listened for same time, Gerrit began to
meditate. Then he came ta a great decision. He whetted his
bill, leaned against the board and gave it a hard blow, and
then another. A piece of the board splintered off. Gerrit
began to enjoy the sport. He hacked away, whetting his bill
at intervals, and then uttered aloud caw.
The boys heard this from their tent and Hajo ran to see

what was wrong. He returned immediately, with beaming
countenance, and called excitedly: 'Come quick! Gerrit's
feeding him ! '
The boys crept quietly after him and could hardly believe

their eycs when they saw Gerrit sticking his black bil! through
a hole in the board and pushing a piece of banana to Jappie.
Snap! Jappie had seized it and was swallowing it. Hajo
jumped for joy. 'lsn't that a fine crow r '

, Now we cm take away the partition,' suggested Roll.
But Hajo was wiser. 'And spoil it all ! ' he cried. 'Why,

Gerrit thinks Joppie's a young crow, because he can't see
him.'
'Won't he be surprised when you do take away the board

at last and he sees a parrot with his bright feathers ! ' laughed
RaiL
, Gee, what fun ! ' giggled Padde.

CHAPTER XXI

--

Ｎ .

THE JOYS OF SWAPPI G

T HEY remained on the island three whole weeks. They
tarred the ship inside and out, opened all the hatches
and port-holes, and sprinkled vinegar on the wooden

f1oors-all to disinfect the Nieuw Hoorn with fresh air and sun.
While part of the crew were busy at this, the others were drying
fish, which they hung on long cords in the sun. Then they
pickled geese and prepared a big vat of sea water on deck for
the live sea-turtles. They gathered great bundies of seaweed
on the share to supply the turtles with food 1 and Harmen,
Hajo, and Rolf built a big coop for the geese alld pigeons,
whose wings had been clipped.

"hen Gerrit first saw the naked young parrot which his
master brought up to him, he stared in silent horror at him
and then pecked at him furiously, probably to learn what he
was made of. To punish him, Hajo held Gerrit under water,
a thing he detested. Blaming the ne.... -comer for his trouble,
he turned away in contempt and angrily arranged his wet
feathers, while Hajo tempted the parrot with a tit-bit. The
intruder was by no means grateful and bit Hajo severely.
'Wait till he gets hungry!' said Hajo to himself. 'To­

morrow he'l! know better.' He put bath Gerrit and the
parrot ioto the copper cage, to get them used to each other,

1 Sea-turtles themselves collect and construct these curious, round bundies
of seaweed. Professional turtle-hunters look for these stores and wait by
them until the giant turtles come up to them and then capture them.

Iq
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to eight fathoms. The water was sa dear' that they could see
bottom. Towards noon they found a good place to anchor,
and scarcely had they reefed sail when they saw three boats
nearing, crowded with brown bodies. The sailors hunted forth
their glass ｢ ｾ ｡ ､ ｳ s pocket-mirrors, spoons, knives with capper
handles, and all sorts of knick-knacks. Then they hurried on
deck with their pockets ful! of things to barter.
Meanwhile the boats had come up doser. There was a

terrible hullabaloo and every one of the rowers keFt shouting
orders which no one obeyed. The rowers faced the stem, and
instead of two oars they held in their brown fists a spar flattened
at the sides whieh they drew through the water 1eft and right
in turn.
Floorke again tried his I fluent' Malay. I Ho there!' he

cried. I Have you something to eat? Makan? NaJIi?
Klappa? Pisang?' 1

I Kuckl/ku!' yelled the natives and held up baskets of
chickens.

I You see, the}' understand,' said Floorke, looking around
proudly.
, Bontekoe had come out of his cabin and watched them with
a smile.. ,I Throw out a line, boys, and pull one of. them up ! '
-The line was caught by one of the boats, and then' there

was a figh. as to who should go first. Fin'alIy one of the nlltives
flung two of his tpates into. the sea while he managed to hold
tight to the line which the sailors pulled in.
He was a splendidly built fellow. He had crinkled black

hair and was naked, except for a loin-cloth; his dull, olive­
coloured skin was tattooed on breast and shoulders. He looked
around a moment in boundless surprise and began to'Iaugh.
Floorke took out a little mirror and held it befare his face.
He stopped laughing, looked behind the mirror and into it
again, movea away, and watched Floorke s grinning face
suspiciously.

I You can have ｩ ｩ ｾ ~ said Floorke, 'but you must give us
makan': And "Floorke ｣ ｨ ｾ ｷ ･ e vigorously. Then Padde came
up with the baby's ratde from Truitje. The brown face

1 Makan, lood; nassi, riee; kiappa, eoeo-nut; pisang, banana.
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black. Hajo opened the cage and Gerrit hopped out with a
cry of joy. Joppie followed, and with much fluttering of wings
and screaming feIl on the ground. Gerrit, whose wings had
grown again by now, began to give him lessons in flying, and
Jappie tried hard, although he never succeeded in flying as
gncefully and lightly as a Dutch crow. They were inseparable
oom?nions, shared their food, bananas and berries-all except
worms, for whieh Joppie showed deep disgust. Gerrit stared
at him when he refused his ofierings, shook his black head,
opencd his biU, and swalIowed his worm in peace.

At last the day for their departure arrived. After all pre­
parations had been made, a drum summoned every one on
board. All the sick had recovered except seven, who went on
board with saJ faces. At four o'dock in the afternoon the
Ni/uw Hoorn sailed away, watched by an army of red
flamingos. The wind was favourable and they hoped to reach
Mauritius before sunrise.
But they were doomed to disappointment. They had veered

from the courst: and now they could see the island but not
reach it. Bontekoe did not dare to undertake the long, un­
broken voyage through the Indian Ocean until all his crew
was well again. He changed his course to the island Santa
Maria, hard by Madagascar, opposite Antongil Bay.
The weather continued favourable; the sea glowed like

molten fire at night, and the heavens were sa blue during the
day that the porpoises leaped up out of the water to enjoy
the sight. After a week they sighted Santa Maria. They sailed
westward around the island; the plummet indicated from six



Om of the savages, who
had got hold of the U1d
of the rope. had to let
go a'ld feil on his com­
pa>lions like a ripe
COCO-11Ilt.
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smiled again, opened its mouth, showing a row of ivory teeth
set in red gums, and f1ashed eager glanees from sparkling
blaek eyes at the rattIe. 'You ean have it!' said Padde,
following Floorke's example, 'but you must give me 1llakan '

-and he, too, began to chew.

The man leaned down to the railing to his companions,
whose shouts and cries had increased until no one could hear
a word. But as soon as they saw him, they stopped as if by
acharm and listened to him. The sounds felllike a waterfall
from his lips; he roared as though they were all deaf, and
spoke with his fingers and arms and legs as weU. When he
had finished they replied in the same fashion and then held
up baskets, large and small, roaring the while like a herd of
bulls. Other boats loaded with melons, apples, and riee came
driving through the water so fast that the foam splashed up
a yard or more.

The sailors lowcred a rope and after more long explanations
a basket of food, including a white rooster tied fast, was sent
up to them. When it was on deck, the native indicated that
they must pay before he gave up the basket.
'White men have evidently been here before,' remarkcd

Bontekoe with a smile. 'Come, let's bargain and barter a
bit !' Re sent Rilke to fetch some tin spoons, which won
immediate favour. The native offered the whole basket in
exchange for the spoons.

'We'U go on land later and see what we ean find,' said
Bontekoe. Then he returned to his cabin with Mr. Rol and
the pilot. The sailors knew why , the old man' was leaving
them-so that they might enjoy their pleasure undisturbed ;
he realized that the men were panting to begin haggling with
the natives. Scarcdy had the three disappeared behind the
cabin door before the sailors hunted forth eopper buttons,
screws, bright coins, and glass beads to exchange for baskets of
poultry or armfuls of melons.

When the bargain-fever had cooled, the sailors decided to
have a bit of Sport. They threw the rope over the railing
again, waited until half a dozen savages clung to it, and then
pulled it out of reach of the others. One, who had got hold
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gave Truitje's Httle scissors for a big, strong bow and a beauti­
fully carved quiver full of arrows. The. ｮ ･ e owne.r of the
scissors cut his nails, his eyebrows, and hlS halr. ｾ ｡ ｊ J set up
a target in the form of a melon on the end of. a stick and for
a few days did nothing but shoot. The natives almost felI
down with surprise that th:s white boy could be so awkward
with bow and arrow. But Hajo persisted, scarce1y took time
to eat and after three days he hit the mark regnlarly. Then
he ｷ ･ ｾ ~ fonh to hunt like a native and came back with three
wild fowls, which. tasted twice as good to him as domestic
fowls, even though these were tenderer. . .
A few minutes' walk inland brought the S31lors to a lltde

village in a dump of coco-nut trees. The low huts were m.ade
of 'bamboo with roofs of leaves and had only one opemng.
Everything was fearfully dirty, and children :were playing in
the mud with monkeys and dogs. When the s31lors approached
the enc10sure around the houses, all fled en 1IlasJe. The
monkeys dimbed inta the trees, the ､ ｾ ｧ g ｨ ･ ｲ ､ ･ e together
and barked furiously at the intruders, whtle the chlldren fled
inta the huts.
Not a woman had showed her face. The doors were slammed

quickly, while here and there a face ｰ ･ ･ ｾ ･ e out in alarm.
'What a pity ! ' said Floorke. 'l'd hke to see one of the

women.'
, Wait a minute' said Harmen. 'I'n be back in a moment;, .

and he ran towards the boats. He returned in a few mmutes
with his fiddle! And now the story of the Pied Piper of
Hame1in was repeated. Scarcely had the first notes ｳ ｯ ｾ ｮ ､ ･ e
before the door was opened, and then another, very cautlously,
and first one dark girl and then others peered out at the player.
The men standing around the sailors could not ｣ ｯ ｮ ｴ ｡ ｾ ~ ｴ ｨ ･ ｾ ~
se1ves ; they began dancing around the fiddler, snapp10g thelr
thumbs, dapping their hands and balancing ｧ ｲ ｡ ｣ ･ ｦ ｵ ｬ ｾ ｹ y ｔ ｾ ･ e
the women and gids ventured out too, dressed qUite as 10­
adequately as the men; and behind their mothers, hiding and
peeping out like children all over the ea.rth, were the naked
little ones with their pot-bellies and thelr mouths opened so
wide that you could stick a fist into them.
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of the end, had lo let go and feU on his companions like a ripe
coco-nut. The others had c1imbed up like monkeys. Now
they grinned, exchanged a few words, anti seemed to think
everything they saw very funny. And when the' first arrival
began to ratde on his new possessions, they opened. their
mouths, listened with sparkling eyes and seemed about to begin
dancing.
The boatswain had a bowl of Spanish wine set before..them,

but they were suspicious. At last one of them knelt down,
touched the bowl, and then drank from it. He looked up in
glad surprise, smacked his tongue, and buried his face in it.
again. The others took the hint, sprang towards the bowl,
and pushed one another away, grunting, smacking, and lapping
up the wine like pigs.
Some of the sailors filled the bowl again, with grins on

their faces,.but none of the savages was wiJling to stand aside
for fear of losing his pIace. The sailors could hardly find
room to pour the wine between their heads. At last the
boatswain put an end to things. The drinkers licked up the
last drop of the sweet wine, looked at one another with sparkling
eyes, and.began to laugh until the tears ran down their cheeks.
Their gaiety was infectious; only a few sailors looked sour
because of this waste of good wine. When the savages seized
one another round the waist and danced around in a circ1e,
snapping their thumbs and screaming, the sailors held their
ｳ ｩ ､ ･ e with laughter.
At twilight the two boats of the Nieuw Hoorn landed. About

a hundred natives were waiting with cattIe and sheep and
baskets of chickens, pheasants, pigeons, anc! glorious fruits.
The bargaining was live1y. Floorke exchangea his pocket-knife
for about fifty chickens, for which he would build a coop
which could stand under his berth. And he would eat eggs or
chicken every day. Bolle bought a cow for the galley in
exchange for a pocket-mirror and a Jack-in-the-box. Harmen,
toa, did prettywell.: he bought a basket of juicy melons and
two dozen pheasants for a few copper buttons. The Nieuw
Hoorn was becoming another Noah's Ark.
Hajo, too, made an excellent bargain that afternoon. He



CHAPTER XXII

OFF TO MADAGASCAR!

T HE skipper decided to cross over to Madagascar \\'ith
the bigger of the two boats to see if they might obtain
a larger supply of fruit, for they did not yet have

enough fresh food to venture on the long crossing to their
destination.

Harmen obtained permission for himself and the duce boys
to go along, and the next morning at dawn the yawl put forth.
Ir was a perfect morning. A gentle east wind favoured them
and they sailed westward, rocking on the quiet waves. At
noon they sighted Madagascar, fiest merely a greyish-blue
strip of land on the western horizon, then extending far into
the distance. TaU grey mountains loomed up before them,
and a yeUow breach in the surf showed that there a river fiowed
into the sea. They steered towards this spot and by evening
they had reached the share.
They took their weapons and, in the falling darkness, ex­

amined their surroundings. There was na sign of a human
being. The woods began hard by the shore. A network of
plants barred their way. Abruptly, they found themselves in
the tropieal primeval forest where a silent, pitiless struggle
for light goes on continuously. Evcry tree, every plant
threatens to strangle its neighbour in its 'shadow. The giants
of the' forest stand, crown to crown, as unconquerable rulers
of their domain. In this realm of force, weakness is a crime
punishable by death, and might is right.
Cunning alone can maintain itself against might, and the
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Harmen fiddled with might and mam. 'Begin dancing,'
he told the sailors, ' and the gids will join in.'
Sa the sailors taak hands and formed a ring around the

wamen along with the grinning natives. They sang to
Harmen's playing, and then the fun began. One of the gids
tried to break through, but when she attempted to slip be­
tween Floorke and Gerretje, the two seized her and she had
to dance with them willy-nilly. The other gids tried the
same trick, :md soon other sailors had caught them. This was
toa much for Harmen. He handed his fiddle over to Hajo
and did not stop befare he too had a girl dancing at caeh side
of him to the strains fiowing from the violin. Padde was
standing aside when osey and Gerretje suddenly arranged
to let go and forced him into the cirde with the girls. He
tried to break through, but now Harmen seized him and
sa he had to dance on between Harmen and a pretty little
na ti ve gir!. . . .



'And what did you bring back from the journey?' he
asked.
Bontekoe then realized for the first time that the journey

had been quite fruitless. In his joy over their happy return
after all the dangers that had threatened them, he had
entirely failed to take this into account. ow he suddenly
faced the prosaic question-What had [he journey profited
them?

, A bundie of wet clothes,' he answered.
, ｔ ｨ ｾ ~ won't help the company much ! ' remarked Mr. Rol,

with a smi!e.
'The company!' The longer the Nieuw Hoorn was on its

way, the more deeply rooted had Bontekoe's instinctive feeling
become that the ship belonged to him and his two hundred
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The next morning they feit born anew. Thcy rowed up the
river, met with all sorts of difficulties, barely escaped destruction
from a landslide, and were almost swept to their doom by a
waterfall befare they returned to the spot from which they had
set out. After their fruitIess errand they were eager to return
to the Nieuw Hoorn that very night. They set sail again, were
overtaken bya storm which rendered" them helpIess in the wind,
forced them to sacrifice their sai! and row back to the Nieuw
Hoorn.

Mr. Rol received Bontekoe in his cahin.
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creepers and parasitic plants that ding to the giant trees find
their way to the light through this instinct. Ravens croak
gloomily in the trees and bats flutter through the branches.
The moon has risen; the evening mists float over the water
in mysterious shapes, dad in long, pale draperies. They
perform a mysterious dance to the music of the waves.
Silent and a bit oppressed, the sailors returned to the boat.

The sky glowed red towards the east-it was the reflection of

the fire lighted on the Nieuw Hoorn in case the wanderers
wished to return that night. They lighted another fin: in
greeting. It was good to know that their friends were so near
in their beloved barge, damaged to be sure, but capable none
the less of making two knots more than any other ark sai!ing
the seas! God willing, it would bring them all back home to
their native land, where it was so cosy; where, instead of these
mysterious forests, you saw geraniums at the windows; where
you waded in rubber boots through the mud; to the land of
cheeses and butter where you mother or your sweetheart
knitted soeks for you, kissed you, and served a good cup of
coffee from the old coffee-pot over the fire. The sailors sighed
and fell asleep, dreaming of home.
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CHAPTER XXIII

ON the ninth day after the Nieuw
Hoorn had anc:hored at Santa Maria
all the men had reeovered. They

put to sea cheerfully, trusting that their
supply of fresh food would last. They
steered south-east to the thirty-third
degree of latitude and then turned north­
east to the Strait of Sunda.
These were peaeeful, beautiful days.

The sailors were busy with the chiekens,
and ate more eggs than they had ever

eaten bcfore. Padde grew as round as an egg himself and the
sailors told him he must exereise. With a sigh he made up
his mind to undertake a task whieh Squint-eyed Jack had
always performed himself, namely, to deseend rlown into the
hold every afternoon and fill a litde barrel for the crew's
drink the next morning.
Joppie had been taught to speak. The sailors roared with

delight the first time he plainly said 'Hajo! , But it soon
became evident that Joppie was a tease. He now called his
master the whole day, preferably in curt, commanding tones
like the boatswain's, and again cajolingly, excitedly, or in
alarm, as though he were saying: ' Hajo, you haven't fallen
overboard, have you ?' When Hajo came running up to ask
what the boatswain wanted, he would find, instead of grumb­
ling Folkert Berentsz, cheerful Joppie waiting to have his
head scratched. All the sailors who had taken pains to teaeh
the <;ager parrot their names now bitterly regretted their
mis take.

Gerrit seemed satisfied with his foster-child. At first he had
seemed a bit starded at the crooked beak and bright feathers
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1 • Skipper, after God' was a current expression at lhe time.

men who were ready every day to risk their lives for it. Now,
once more, after these recent struggles with storm and sea, he
feit himsclf lord and master of the Nieuw Hoorn. But this
merchant, this cold-blooded calculator who could not be
roused by the excitement of any adventure, this Prying Peter
whom he wouldn't even be able to employ as a common
saiJor, this Rol was talking drivel about ' the company , !
Later, when the vessel lay safely moored at Bantam, ' the

company' would have its turn, and Mr. Rol could buy and sell
and balance accounts to his heart's content. But the task of
bringing the 1\ ieuw Hoorn there safely rested upon the
shoulders of Willem Ysbrantszoon Bontekoe, and at this
moment he was still skipper of his ship, after God. 1

'The company! ' he repeated angrily, and he turned his
sturdy back squarely upon the dumbfounded merchant and
walked to his berth.



flames were blazing up! There was a smell of sqlphur. Great
heavens! ... The coal was on fire !

With a yell Padde dashed to the ladder.
, The coal! . . . The c-coal! . . .'
Confusion rose anew. 'The coal ( Is the coal on fire ?' A

few agile sailors scramble down ioto the hold, armed with
buckets which they dash over the burning coal. There is a
sound ｾ ~ hissing, yellow fumes of sulphur rise from the glowing
pile of coal, and in a moment the air in the hold is so oppressive
that no one can remain there more than a minute or two.

But the sailors are tough. Again and again they descend
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noticed, he managed to hide down in the hold. I t was black
as night down there; he made his way down the stairs
gropingly, tottered towards a coil of rope, buried his face in
his hands, and cried bitterly.

Suddenly he heard something. He listened with his heart
pounding. He h:lfdly dared open his eyes in this terrifying
darkness. Cr-ack! Cr-ack! With chattering teeth Padde
raised his head. Was he mad l There, across the hold, great
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of his young protégé, but when Joppie began saying , Caw ' in
true crow-fashion he accepted him as one of the family.

At last the day came which the crew of the Nieuw Hoorn
were never to forget-the nineteenth of November 1619.

Padde had gone down to the hold that afternoon as usual
and had set his candle on a large barrel so that his hands
should be free to pump the liquor. When his little barrel was
full, he seized the candle once more; but by an unhappy
chance the burning end of the wiek sent oft a spark straight
into the bunghole of the big barrel. The brandy caught fire,
the hoops burst with a dull explosion, and the burning fluid
covered the whole floor. With a yell Padde flew up the stairs,
seized two buckets with which Hajo and RoU were scrubbing
the deck, and poured them down the hatch.
, Padde! What's the matter l'
Poor Padde tried to stammer, but explanations were no

longer required-the sound of hissing and spurting and a cloud
of steam bursting from the hatch told the story.

, Fire! Fire!'
The sailors came rushing towards them, many with buckets,

crying : ' Where i the fire ( ,
'In the hold!' Every voiee trembIed with fear and

excÎtement. Every one hunted up buckets with lightning
speed and flung them down the hatch. After about a hundred
buckets had been poured down, Folkert Berentsz climbed down
into the hold and fortunately could find no more fire there.
Meanwhile Bontekoe had hurried to the hold, where he found
pools of burning fluid on the floor. Again the bucket brigade
got busy, and after about ten buckets had been poured over the
floor, the fire here too seemed extinguished.
A sigh of relief arose. Still gasping with their labours, the

men spoke of the danger that had threatened. If the fire had
reached thè powder magazine . . .
, Padde! ' some one called. 'You're wanted in the skipper's

cab'in! '
The poor boy was trembling in every limbo Without being
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hurried to the eabin for his papers. His documents were more
precious to him than his honour.
When he had glided down into the yawl on a eable, the

sailors cut the ropes. 'Are you going to row away ? ' asked
Rol in alarm.
'No. We want to stand by to help. But the whole thing

will blow up in a minute. We mustn:t be ｴ ｾ ~ near.' •
The merchant did not reply, and wlth anxlOUS countenance

looked at the ship, from which .c1ouds of dirty ｹ ｾ ｬ ｬ ｯ o ｳ ｭ ｾ ｫ k

were rising. 'It's madness to dunk they ｣ ｾ ~ save lt! he sa,ld,
to quiet his conscience, :md he blewon hls pale hands, whlch
had been scraped by the rope.

The others on the ship kept up the fight. With eyes half­
c10sed the men handed on the buckets. Hold out, boys!
The surgeon rushed up. 'Skipper, the boats ｡ ｲ ｾ Ｎ ｧ ｯ ｮ ･ e ,
Paralysed with fear, every one dashed to the :alhng. The

boats gone ?' There they saw the boars rockmg! HelpIess
rage overcame those left behind.
( Skipper, what now ? ' •• ..,
The men had never seen thelt skipper look hke thls. Hls

frank seaman's counrenance was distorted with anger and pain.
'Trim your sails, my lads! We'll run them down! '
Grief over the treachery of their mates made the crew obey

swifdy and now they steered straight towards thc boats. But
these :eemed to suspect the danger threatening them. They
rowed like mad, and when they were three times the ｾ ･ ｮ ｧ ｴ t of
the ship ahead of the Nieuw Hoorn, they headed straight llltO
the wind, so that they eould not be pursued.. "
'Well then we'll leave them to their eonselenee! erled

the ｳ ｫ ｩ ｰ ｾ ･ ｲ r 'Overboard with the powder! The old ark's still
afioat-:md we'U stick together ! '
'Hurrah Bontekoe ! ' roared thc sailors, to let the cowards

over diere know that there were men left who didn't scutde oH
in the boats when the ship was in danger. Grimly they t k
hold of the powder-barrels with their weather-beaten fists,
throwing thcm from man to man and so overboard. Then
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the narrow ladder, laden with heavy buckets. They stumble
through the inferno of heat, smoke, and sulphur, throw the
water upon the coal and totter back to the ladder, cursing
and with their eyes fuU of tears. ot all can find their way
back. Some of them sink down, dazcd, half-strangled, after
running about helplessly in the dark.
Bontekoe himself leads them-until his voiee is choked and

he staggers up the ladder. But he is below again in a minute.
(Courage, my lads ! ' he calIs to them. They chop holes in
the deck and send masses of water into the hold. Will it save
them 1 The wooden floor beneath their fect grows steadily
hotter ; the sailors have to jump about like fleas and cool their
half-charred soles in thc buckets whieh they keep fetchlng.
Shall they throw the gunpowder overboard 1 The danger

of meeting a Spanish vesse1 in these Waters is too great. With­
out gunpowder they would be lost. It seems best to wait to
the last moment before throwing the barrels of powder
overboard.
They must hold out!

But there were traitors among them. Thc yawl had not
been hauled up since their departure from Santa Maria and
the sloop had just been lowered because it was in their way
in putting out the fire. Seeing their chance, several of the
c:ew had let themselves down, Swum to yawl or sloop, and
hIdden beneath the benches. Rol, as he went to the cabin
to collect his papers, in case things went worse, sawa sailor
crawling into the yawl.
(What's this 1 ' he called.
(Better come too!' cried the sailors. (The old ark wiII

explode in a minute! '
, Pm going to eall the skipper ! ' replied Rol angrily.
, Then we'll cu t the ropes! '
, Scoundrels ! ' shouted Rol in a fury.
, Are you comiug or not? ' they calIed from the yawl.
The merchant debated a moment. Then, with an angry

gesture, he called down sullenly: 'l'm coming!' And he
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its brilliance. The others danced around it in triumph, pro­
c1aiming their victory !
Hajo, Rolf, and Padde were standing by the mainmast.

Farther up, the deck was beginning to bend, and the wood
showed the brown marks of the burning fire below. Rolf
drew his two companions along. 'Into the sea ! ' he hissed
between elenched teeth. The boys, dumbfounded, obeyed
him. Several more had hurried after Rolf and jumped into
the ocean. Others, paralysed by fear, had not acted quiclcly
enough and were now sinking into the flames.
Then it happened! A terrible explosion, an infernal roar,

astinging smell, stifled cries, the terrified bellowing of the
cattle-the rest of the gunpowder had caught fire. Another
blast! The Nieuw Hoorn was torn asunder, Masts, planks,
men, animaIs, and parts of them flew up into the air. Hissing,
crackling, sending up wreaths of black smoke and golden sparks,
the ruins of the ship crashed together once more and sank into
the waves.
The men in the boats shuddered as they looked. Was it

possible? Had the Nieuw Hoorn, their splendid ship, really
gone down? That black eloud against the evening sky, red
as blood-was that all that was left of her? No! there in the
water were drifting pieces of masts, chests, beams, and to these
masts, chests, and beams were elinging living beings. 'Help!
Row for your lives ! '
Hajo was the first of the three boys from Hoorn to collect

his wits. He saw the mizzen-mast drifting by and managed
to elimb upon it. Thinking and acting with lightning quick­
ness, he flung a rope towards Padde, who was elinging to a
barrel that was slowly fil1ing. Padde fumbled for the rope but
missed it. Again Hajo flung it out, and this time Padde
succeeded in catching it. When his saviour had pulled him
towards the mast, he seized Hajo's knees, groaning: ' Hajo­
oh, God-Hajo! '
'Climb up! '
, I can't ! '
Exerting all his strength, Hajo succeeded in setting his friend

astride on the mast. Padde sobbed as his head feIl against
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Bontekoe ordered some of the sailors who were especial1y good
carpenters to be lowered down the ship's side where ther
could bore holes into the sides beneath the surface. He planned
to fill the hold with water and put out the fire from below.
But they tried in vain-the thick iron plates rendered all their
efforts fu tile

Back,to the buckets then!
Ha! Tongues of flame are beginning to leap from one of

ｴ ｾ ~ hatches! !t's the Devil himself, the tars think. Smash
hls head!
In feverish excitement they fetch water but the fire flashes

higher and higher. Strangelyenough the ｾ ｲ Ｍ ｣ ｲ ｡ ｣ ｫ ｩ ｮ n bursting
kl ' '"cr-crac mg sounds have ceased. With a roar the fire shoots its

long red tongue up out of the hatches.
• The oil is afire! ' some one shouts.
As if suddenly paralysed, the sailors let their arms sink. Big

tears are rolling down their brown cheeks now.
, Water! ' roars some one.

And they ｳ ｷ ｩ ｮ n the ｢ ｾ ｣ ｫ ･ ｴ t again. While they are fighting
t.he ｦ ｩ ｲ r and coohng theu burned feet, the sailors are crying
ｨ ｾ ~ chlldren. But give up? Ho, not yet! Dutch boys don't
glve up so soon! Howling is no disgrace-tears are water too
and will help put out ｾ ｨ h fire. So, with hot, bare legs, , the;
stand firm on the burnmg deck and work like ｨ ･ ｲ ｯ ･ ｾ ~

One of the bravest workers in the front line, slaving in the
smoke and ｳ ｴ ･ ｾ ｭ m was Padde. With eyes and lips pressed tight
together, ｾ ･ ｦ ｹ ｭ m the fire, he expiated his guilt.
!hey tOlled O? ｔ ｾ ･ ｲ r was despair in their hearts-but they

tOlled on. UntJl-wJth a deafening crash the deck aft gave
way and a few of the brave fellows plunged, with a shriek, into
the sea of flames! Ha! How the sparks flew far up above the
masts! And the ｦ ｬ ｾ ｭ ･ e reared themselves up against the yards,
leaped upon the sails, and flung the white wings of the Nieuw

H. ｏ ｏ ｾ ｴ ｬ l now ｳ ｣ ｯ ｾ ｣ ｨ ･ e and ｢ ｬ ｡ ｺ ｩ ｾ ｧ g far up on high. The broken
nggmg, ｳ ｬ ｡ ｣ ｫ ･ ｾ ｭ ｧ g feIl dow,n mto the burning cauldron, with
thousands of latle flames chmbing up on them like ladders.

0:v they attacked the flag itself! Up they leaped to seize the
beautJful, gay banner! A flame snatched at it and blackened



lost consciousness at once ; others were hysterical from excite­
ment. But the skipper ? Where was the skipper ?

Suddenly Rarmen's head appeared to larboard. They drew
him aboard the yawl; he spat out a mouthful of sea water,
pointed back, and stammered : I The sk-skipper !' Then he
feil back. They sawa bit of wreckage where he had pointed and
on it a man. In the growing darkness they rowed as near as
possible to the drowning man. Bokje, the best swimmer of them
all, sprang overboard again with a line and almost at once was
back with the skipper. They lifted him into the yawl and laid
him in the stern. Thank God! I Skipper, teil us! What next? '

With feebie voice Bontekoe ordered them to stand by the
wreck that night in order to fish out what provisions they could
the next morning. Then he fainted from pain and sank back
unconscious. The .ailors rowed around the fatal spot once
more, but in the darkness they found no one else, dead or
alive. They drew in their oars to await the next day.

But waiting is not easy when horror is still irl full view.
The men who had fallen asleep from sheer exhaustion awoke
with a feeling of uneasiness.

I Let's row away! ' they said. I Why don't we get away ? '
The others shook their heads. I We must find something to

eat to-morrow. The bread we have won't last a day.'
But the grumblers were not satisfied. I What good is food if

the sea rises and breaks the ｹ ｾ ｷ w to pieces ? '
I We must wait! Skipper's orders! '
There was silence for a time. But a night is long, and soon

their restlessness grew again. I Let's row oH! We can do
without food for a few days! We might sight land to-morrow.
We're not far from Sumatra! '

I We must wait! Skipper's orders! '
I Well, then--'
I What's that-U WeIl then"? Are you one of the sneaks

who got away ? '
I If We hadn't, you'd all be eaten by sharks now! '
I It was a low trick ! '
I What about yOU! low trick-trying to ram into us ! '
, You deserved it! '
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Hajo's shoulder. Now for Rolf! Great heavens, where was
Rolf? Rajo looked around in helpIess terror. Out there,
beyond his reach, a few sailors were wrestling with the waves.
Here and there, in the twilight, he saw figures working their
way towards masts, planks, barrels, or spars. I Rolf! Rolf!
Rolf ! ' he cried.

I Rello, Rajo ! '

Thank God! Rolf had iound refuge in a crow's-nest.
\ here were the boats? Too far away to call them. It was
too dark to see where they were rowing. I Boat ahoy! Ahoy!'
roared Rajo.

I Rajo--' wailed Padde.

I Courage, Padde!' Rajo closed his eyes for a moment to
colleet himself. Tears ran slowly down his cheeks. When he
opened his eyes again, the yawl was within fifty feet of them.
Tt could not approach nearer because of the heavy wreckage
between. Rajo measured the distance with his eye. Could he
reach the yawl? I Stay here, Padde! ' he ordered. 'And hold
tight! '

, Oh, God J Hajo-you're not leaving me? Rajo... .'
Rajo pressed his lips together, glided down from the mast,

aod swam towards the yawl. But his arms were heavy as
lead.

They threw a cable towards him. Re seized it and let them
draw him forward. I No ! ' he gasped as the sailors tried to
lift him in. '1'11 rest a second. Give me the cable-I want
to-1 Want--' Ris eyes closed; his hands let go of the
boa t's edge; the sailors in the yawl barely managed to catch
hold of him and pull him up.

Then Bokje, the trumpeter, sprang overboard with a plumb­
line, swam to Padde and let himself and Padde be puJled in.
Another sailor rescued osey. Floorke, snorting and spla hing,
saved himself by rus own strength and at once began to scold
the men in the yawl. But when he saw one after the other
risking his life to rescue a drowning mate from the sharks his
wrath was allayed a little. They rowed around and around
the Spot where the Nieuw Hoom had sunk. At last they
beJitved they had fished out all those near by. Somt: of them



M ORNING dawned at last, but there was no land in
sight. The sloop too had disappeared. Groaning, the
sailors dropped their oars. Only now they began to

realize how weary they were. They had all fallen asleep at
sunrise, while the yawl rocked upon the waves. Now the sky,
like a glorious blue tent, rose above the immeasurable surface
of the sea.

They awoke towards afternoon and evening, refreshed by
their long sleep, and hope sprang anew in their hearts. They
roused the skipper.

, Skipper, what now ? 0 land in sight.'
, So you rowed away from the wreck after all ? '
, Yes, skipper, we thought--'
'That was wrong! Is there a sail in the yawl? '
They searched and reported that there was none.
, Then off with your shirts and make a sail ! '
They set to work hopefully. The skipper would get them

to Sumatra somehow.... Meanwhile the surgeon examined
the sick and wounded. Almost all had scorched their soles
badly. The skipper had two wound on his head. Rolf had
a severe burn on his leg. 1 he surgeon softencd some of the
bread which they had on board and laid th is poulticc on their
wourids. Meanwhile they counted their number-there \Vere
forty-six of them in all. The sloop could hold eighty at most.
And where were the others ?

By twilight the ' sail ' was ready. They raised the mast in
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, But it wasn't so easy, eh ? '
, Come, fellows,' said one of the sailors, ' no use squabbling

now. Let' row away! '

, No,' per isted some of the others. 'The skipper said No.'
Silence fol!owed. The minutes crept on. Suddenly a sailor

swore, seized the oars, and began to row. The spelI exerted
by the skipper's word had been broken. All who could still
sit up began to row. Where? To land! Where was that ?
o one knew. But rowing at least put an end to their restless-

ness. Row, mates! Row! Row! 0 one was steering.
Several men now awoke as from a nigh tmare. 'Where are we? '
, In the yawl.'

, In the yawl?' A brief silence-then memory seemed to
come back. 'Where are we going now ? '
'To Sumatra.'
, Where is Sumatra? '

'Close by. Take care or you'l! stumble over it ! '
Silence again. The sailors row on, obstinateiy.
, Hank,' some one calls in a faint voice. 'Is that you Hank?'
, Yes, Kalle. Where are you ? ' '
'For'ard. I have such pain.'
, I t'1! pass, Kalle. My paws are burnt.'
, Hold them in the water! Are we near land Hank?'
'When it's light to-morrow maybe we'll see it. Just wait

Kalle, til! it's light.' The rowers sigh and row steadily on. '
Splash ! plash! Splash!

JAVA HO!
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, When will we land, skipper l To-morrow?'
, Courage, my lads! We must trust in God! '
, Amen,' replied a few pious sailors.

, Three loaves of bread. And you l '
, othing.'
, The devil! What course are you taking ? '
, 0 course. And you l '

, We're going by the stars. The skipper is with us.'
, The skipper ? Listen, fellows, the skipper is in the yawl.

Skipper, are you there? Hllrrah for the skipper, mates! '
They roared hoarscly, all together.

They continued together, the yawl setting the course. Soon
the sloop feil behind. They rowed harder and caught up
again. 'Skipper, take us into the yawl. We'lI have more ail
then'and go twice as fast, skipper.'
But the sailors in the yawlobjected. 'The yawl isn't big

enollgh for so many, skipper !' And when the men in the sloop
tried to huid bst to the yawl, they pushed them back rollghly.
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the yawl and fastened boom and gaff to it. An oar served as
forestay. When both masts were stepped and the sails were
made fast they steered north-east. Every man received a slice
of bread as his share-and it was discouraging to see how little
was left!

Padde had slept the whole day. When he was aroused
towards evening by the noise made in putting up the mast
he hid his head in his arms again and pretended to be asleep:
Re could not face his shipmates !

Rajo, like all the others, was full of hope again and definitely
｣ ｾ ｵ Ｎ ｮ ｴ ･ e on sighting land on the morrow, now that they were
salhng the true course. But Ro1f, who had followed their
voyage day by day on the chart during the past few months
was less optimistic. The pain in his leg did not add to ｨ ｩ i
cheerfulness, and made him feel feverish.

So darkness feIl upon them and embraced the whole world.
Towards midnight Gerretje raised a great hullabaloo. 'Land!
Land! ' he shouted.
Every one started up. 'Where is land l '

To larb?ard, in the faro distance a little light gleamed. A
frenzy of JOY took posseSSIon of the shipwrecked men. They
seized their oars. Boatswain Floorke even declared that he saw
mountains. To-morrow they would be strolling beneath coco­
nut trees. Row, my lads, row! But the mountains vanished
and proved to be clouds. And the light kept moving up and
down. Som: of ｴ ｾ ･ Ｎ . stopped rowing as though they feared
to have thelr SUsplclons confirrned. The light olf rhere is not
land. It is a boat full of shipwrecked men.
, The sloop! '

ｾ ｨ h ｾ ｡ ｩ i of disap.pointment is mitigated by the joy of seeing
thelr shlpmates agam..The sloop too has two sails, light grey
specks. They stop rOWlng and await her-no sense in getting
farther oft the course now !
, Sloop ahoy! '
'Ahoy!'

They call to one another and there are cries of excitement
and of joy when two friends recognize each other's voices.
, Have you anything to eat l '



CHAPTER XXV

DESPAIR A D HOPE

X EW shipmate had appeared among the shipwrccked
men. They felt his presence, heard it in their own
hoarse, feebIe voices, and saw it in the duII, glazed eyes

of their mates. His name was Despair.
When one of the sailors saw what looked like land, all of

them seized their oars feverishly and, gasping, rowed hard
through the waves. Then Despair vanished as silently as he
had come. But when the land resolved itself as usual into air
and clouds, the intruder returned. The men avoided looking
at one another in o:-der to escape him and remained silent lest
their voices betray his presence. The silence grew oppressivc ;
it wrung the heart.
One day there was great excitemem. About thirty sea-gulls

flew towards the boats from the east. By twilight they had
caught five of them. The birds were plucked and the meat
was divided. With eager hands the sailors took the tiny bit
of meat intended for them, and chewed and sucked as long
as possible on the bones. The next morning the gulls had
vanished.
None the less they feIt more hopeful now. Sharing the

food-supply between sloop and yawl had strengthened their
sense of comradeship too, and they decided to take their ship­
mates 1n the sloop into the yawl, in spite of the danger involved.
The oil in the lantern had long since been consumed, and so
the danger of losing contact by night had increased consider­
ably. The mast and the sail of the sloop were taken over by
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The poor fellows in the sloop began to row again. The oil
lantern was placed on board the yawl to guide the sloop. At
las.t dawn broke. The men searched the horizon eagerly-in
vam. ｓ ｾ ｭ m of thcm assuaged their grief by overwhelming
Padde wJth reproaches; but a few others, and above all Hajo
and Rolf, stood by him. It was an accident, they said; he
couldn't help it.

That day they roughly charted their course to Sumatra
Java, and the Straits of Sunda from memory. On the day of
the tragedy .Bontekoe had made it five and a half degrees
ｳ ｯ ｾ ｴ ｨ ･ ｲ r latitude. So they were now approximately ninety
mlles from land. Then one of the sailors found he had a com­
pass in his pocket. They made a quadrant on a board and
set their course towards Sumatra.

So they sailed on, according to the sun by day, to the stars
by night. On the third day their supply of bread was exhausted.
They had begun to feel the tortures of thirst, too. But they
remained hopefut The wind favoured them and the sea was
calm. The next day black clouds formed on the horizon. Then
rain rattled down. New strength sprang up in them; their
hearts rose. They filled the two barrels that had contained
bread with water.

The night turned cold and the sailors shivered in their wet
｣ ｉ ｾ ｴ ｨ ･ ｾ ~ But. the next day.the sun was 50 hot that they were
dned In a minute and thelr skins began to crack. The heat
became suffocating and the sea was as smooth as glass. There
was no escape from the red-hot sun. They grew more thirsty.
Bontekoe cut thc heels off his shoes and let them all have a
' cup' of water from the barrels. Three-quarters of their
supply was now gone for they had to share with their mates
in the sloop who had nothing in which to store water. The
days that followed were terrible. Their tongues turncd to
leather, their throats and palates were parched. They had
cramp from lack of food. Every morning they hoped to see
land, and they were always overcome by disappointment when
so far as eye could see, there was only water.
Silence feIl upon them.
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'The devil take you!' said Bontekoe angrily, with his
hoarse voice. 'If the stupid fish can hold out, can't we ? '

But some of them had lost the last bit of endurance. It was
not the first time in the annals of the sea that sharks had
pursued a boatful of shipwrecked sailors! They knew what
they were about! With ho11ow, feverish eyes they stared into
the water and cringed when a shark flashed near.
Hajo tried to encourage Padde, but was near despairing

himself. Bontekoe, like Hajo, tried to comfort his seventy
children-but he was in need of comfort himself.

Rolf said nothing, but stared for hours at a time at the
eastern horizon. Everything depended on sticking it out!
Sticking it out!
The next day it rained. In nervous haste the sailors caught

the water in their sails, filled the two barrels, their leather caps,
their shoes, drinking greedily all the while.... Their c10thes
were wet through. The morning air was cool, the sky a hope­
less grey. ow that their thirst was quenched they sta red
with heavy eyes into the thick rain and mist. The brooding
silence of the past week fe11 upon them once more.
There was a hoarse cry-' Land! '
They all sat still, as if turned to stone, taring with wide­

open eyes, their faces fu11 of doubt and fear. They scarcely
dared to rise and convince themselves. Who could now bear
another disappointment ?

But the man at the helm was certain. 'Land! Land
ahead !' There were tears in his voice.
Then they raised their stijf limbs, looked and-there, on the

eastern horizon ... ! ome of them roared with joy, others
stared in silcnce at the greyish-blue line in the greyish-blue
distance.
Thcn, cursing and gasping, they set sai! once more. Gradu­

ally the strip of lalld grew larger. They di tingui hed hills, the
lighter strip of surf, and beyond it green woods. I t could not
be Sumatra-it was a little island. But Bontekoe knew that a
chain of islands lay we t of umatra, hard by the coast. This
must be one of them.
As they approached the is1anu, the ca began to swell.

11

the yawl. When the wind rase towards evening, all rejoiced
to note that the yawl was sailing faster, in spite of the heavier
load.

Tt was now five days since the sailors had tasted a drop of
water.

Behind the boats a horrible escort had gathered. When a
sailor saw the white belly of a shark gleaming in the water for
the first time he uttered a yell of loathing and terror. Time
and again one of the sailors would thrust a rusty sword that
they had found in the sloop into the water and all cried out
with joy when a trail of red blood showed that the blow had
been aimed weil.

But worst of all was the torture of thirst. One day a school
of flying-fish rase directly before the boat, probably to escape
the sharks. They feil against the sail and were snatched by
the sailors, who consumed them greedily. They tasted better
than the most delicious salmon.
Then they ailed on again. On December lSt-it was the

twelfth day since they had been in the boats-some of the
men, in spite of the warnings of the skipper and the surgeon,
began to drink the salt water. Since it did not allay their
thirst, they drank more and more till their stomaehs rebelled
and threw it all up. This was fortuna te for them, for so they
escaped worse tortures. But their thraats burned more than
ever and their thirst had increased. Floorke had made a cut
in his arm and was sucking his own blood.
Daddy Longjacket, the surgeon, who had lost all his vitality,

suggested feebly that they spring a leak in the yawl and all go
to their death together.
, And feed the sharks ? ' asked Bontekoe.
Not one of them wanted that. With renewed energy, firmly

resolved not to yield their bodies to the sharks so long as
they had a spark of life in them. the men searched the
eastern sky.
The sharks were patient; they did not abandon the

yawl.
Then their courage sank again. Several of the sailors

threatened to throw themselves overboard.
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CHAPTU XXVI

JOPPIE THE THIRD

W
HEN the first excitement was over, some of them
crept up from the shore towards the woods. There
were coco-nut palms everywhere, and theyonly had

to stoop to pick up coco-nuts. Most of these had been cracked
in falling and could be split open with the hands. And then
they set their teeth in the white meat.... When they had
all stuffed down as many coco-nuts as they had room for, they
felt the need of rest-nothing but rest! They dragged together
dry grass and leaves, and then.... Oh, how many days had
passed since they had been able to stretch themse1ves! And
now they had a soft bed and were no longer in danger of
starving to death! Now everything was right! The skipper
was with them, and he knew the way! With boundless
gratitude they aU feU asleep.

But a few hours later one after the other awoke with terrible
stomach aches. They had eaten too much and their organs
could not digest the unaccustomed food. At last they feU
asleep again and were awakened by the sun. They lay in the
warm sand beneath the glowing sun, which would soon become
too hot. They listened to the surf in silence, full of a deep
sense of joy.

Bontekoe summoned them to say a prayer of thanks together.
Then they sang a few psalms. The sailors had rare1y prayed
with a more profound sense of gratitude than on this wonder­
fully beautiful morning on the shore of this little island oft the
coast of Sumatra.
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.' We must find a place to land! ' said Bontekoe. And in
splte of the protests of the eager crew he forced them to sail
ｾ ｲ ｯ ｵ ｮ n the island until they found a little bay. They rowed
In.' dropped anchor, climbed out of the boat as fast as their
stift and swollen limbs permitted, and waded through the
shallow water.

In tears, the poor fellows kissed the strand.
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So they returned to the yawl with one living creature
more. The others, envious of this adventure, spun long yams
of their experiences until Floorke called a halt. Then they
loaded the yawl with coco-nuts and bananas and stowed away
as much fruit as they could in every available corner until the
yawllooked like a market-boat. They had found no water, so
they filled their barrels with the milk from the coco-nuts.
When they were abou t to start the dog begged, in dog­

fashion, to be taken along. The sailors yielded. You. could
count his skinny ribs, his ears stood up stif! and long, hlS coat
was bristly; but they decided that he had an honest nature,
judging by his frank eyes.
They christened him too. They called him 'Joppie '-for

it's a rule of the sea to try a thing three times.
The yawl set sai! once more at twilight. But now the sailors

on his hind legs, wagged his tail, and generally expressed his
delight in meeting them. When they tried to enter the house
by a rickety ladder it fell to pieces. Further exploration
brought nothing more to light. They untied the dog and
Floorkc decided to take him along as a prize of war. Mad with
excitement, the dog leaped around among his rescuers while
the sailors tried in va in to solve the mystery of the abandoned
boat, the dilapidated hut, and the starved dog.

146 JAVA HO!

After that they began to reconnoitre once more. One party
went to the south along the shore, the other towards the north.
They returned with coco-nuts, bananas, and several other

strange fruits. They had not come upon any human beings,
but the party that had gone north had met with an amusing
incident.

They had found a skiff on the shore, from which a path led
through the woods. Although they had not seen a oul, they
had heard the bark of a dog, and when they had followed the
sound they came upon a clearing in the centre of which stood
a dilapidated little hut raised on high piles, to which a half­
starved dog was tied. A few doves fluttered from the thatchcd
roof and out ot the low door, giving the whole building the
appearance of a dovecot rather than a human dwelling.
As soon as thc dog saw them, he greeted them joyfully, stood



T HERE was a golden gleam in the ivory-coloured sky ;
a few little clouds rose, showing a golden lining beneath ;
then the sun itself, glorious in rose-red draperies,

ascended from the sea. Later it assumed its day clothes anel
the heavens turned blue, bright blue, until it became cobalt.
Three brilliant white sea-gulls flew about the yawl, diving

gracefu11y into the water for fish. Joppie barked at them
fierce1y till the sailors taught him manners by holding him
in the sea till he stopped. At noon they sighted Sumatra, as
Bontekoe had calculated-a long strip of land changing gradu­
a11y into a wall of deep violet mountains, behind which sat a
giant vo1cano, be1ching thick, white clouds of smoke across
the sky.
Since they still had plenty of food, they decided to sail along

the coast until they reached the Strait of Sunda and Bantam.
They changed their direction to the south-east. The sun was
setting and the wind had veered to the north so that all was
weil for them. Then the maan rose, fiTSt pale, then with a
silvery glow that filled the whole sky with my terious brilliance.
The stars gleamed in many colours anel seemed to senel down
upon the earth the sound of soft, sweet music.

A boat! As if bathing in the moonlight, the little vessel
danced upon the waves. A solitary fisherman, standing anel
casting his net, was 50 engrossed in this task that he did not
see the yawl approaching. He wa almosr naked and the moon­
light outlined his slender farm. A cloth was knotted around
his head like a crown. Suddenly he noticcd the yawl, drew in
his net, and paddled away in his slender boat. I t danced over
the high breakers gaily, whilc Floorke shoutecl a few Malay
words in vain. 'Sobat.' Friencl!' he roarecl. But the native
dicl not seem to trust greatly in their frienclship.

1.l9
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were filled with new courage. The skipper declared that they
would see Sumatra within two days. They gulped down the
sense of fear that overcame them as the island sank into the
darkness-and soon the gentIe, serene moon rose to watch like
a mother over the seventy brave lads. A great swarm of bats
rose high above the yawl, flying like silent shadows toward
the east.

Silence everywhere. Silence. Sîlence.



They succeeded itl land­
itlg al Ihe moulh of a
I'ive". The me'l Ihell
explol'ed Ihe regioll in
smalt grOl/ps.
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The next day their supply of coco-nuts grew low and they
had to replenish their stock.

They succeeded in landing at the mouth of a river. The
tall trunks of coco-nut palms and betel palms rase high along
its banks, and a grove of bamboo trees near by rustled in the
breeze and gleamed in the sunlight. Floorke found a plant
on which grew edible beans. Their oily taste inclined them
to believe that they must be very nourishing, and the skipper
ordered them to gather as many as possible.
The men then explored the region in smal! groups. Suddenly

Harmen and Padde, who had wandered away from the others,
saw before them-a little fire !
, What l-luck ! ' stammered Padde.

Harmen had flung himself on ｨ ｩ i knees and was blowing into
the ashes as hard as he could. Here was something they
needed! Hilke had left the tinder-box in the sloop when he
and the others had come into the yawl. But here was fire !
, Wood!' ordered Harmen, between breaths. 'Dry wood!
Padde got busy, and, thanks to Harmen's blowing, flames soon
sprang up out of the ashes.

, What's that l ' asked Padde, pointing to a banana leaf on
which lay a little pile of tobacco. Harmen seized it and stuck
it into his pocket. Then he yelled: 'Ho! Hello! Come
here! '

The sailors came rushing up, and when they saw those two
precious gifts to men, fire and tobacco, they danced for joy.
Grinning they took their pipes out of their pockets while the
tobacco was carefully divided. There was little, but each one
would at least have a few whiffs.

That night they all sat around their fire, wondering about
the inhabitants of the i land who had left the fire and the
tobacco behind them, perhaps in sudden flight. They heard
strange sounds in the trees, as of monkeys climbing and great
birds calIing. The ghostly shapes of bats flitted over the water
like grey spooks. It was good to be sitting by the great fire in
safety. When Bontekoe called for volunteer sentinels, Hajo
and Rolf were the first to come forward, and when they walked
off to station themselves on the river, Padde came trotting after.
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Floorke at once took command of the situation. 'Makall ?
Bojor!' (' Have you food? We'll pay! ')
, Ada makonon, tt/on,' came the affirmative reply.
, Makallan apa? ' asked Floorke. (' What kind of food ? ')
One of the Malays enumerated: 'NaJJi, kambing, ojom-

ajam, ikoll, buwoh ' (' Rice, goat, chickens, fish, fruit.)
, Negeri apa t"1li ? ' inquired the surgeon now. (' What land

is this ? ')
, Negeri Lompolig, tl/on,' came the reply.

, Ah, the southernmost pravince of Sumatra! Good! MOlla

negeri Djawa?' (' Where is Java? ')
The Malays pointed down the coast to the south-east.
, Right ! ' exclaimed the surgeon joyfully, and in Malay he

told them that they had been shipwrecked and were now bound
for Bantam.
Bantam was far, with a sea between, the natives assured

them before they started oH to fetch supplies. Bontekoe in
the meantime collected aU the money he could from the
sailors. They dug into their pockets and caps until they had
scratched together eighty reals. 1 Bontekoe thought the natives
would know the value of money, for plenty of trading ships

1 A real was a Spanish cein werth about twelve and a half cents.
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They climbed a tree growing over the water, from which
they had a splendid view upstream. But they had not reckoned
｜ ｾ ｩ ｴ t ｴ ｾ ｯ ｳ s imps ｾ ~ torture which make it impossible to pass the
mght In the troplcal forests without protection against them­
mosquitoes. Their buzzing was enough to drive one mad.
Ssssssuuuu-sssssinnng-sssssuuuu. Padde cut oH a leafy
branch and began to fan and beat about him till he nearly feil
oH the tree, and the two others followed suit.
A herd of young wild boars came down to the water to

drink and wallow in it. Suddenly one disappeared with a cry
of pain that was stifled in the water as some unseen enemy
dragged it down. The others rushed-away. The boys breathed
hard. The mosquitoes kept on stinging them. Glow-worms
rase around them and soared into the crowns of the trees. A
frog croaked and another answered from the opposite bank.
Breckeckeckeckeckkkkk.... A waterfowl flew out of the
reeds, Ｎ ､ ｡ ｾ ｨ ･ e clumsily .against the tree in which the three boys
:vere slttmg, turnbIed mto the water, and then settled quietly
m ｡ ｮ ｯ ｴ ｾ ･ e clump of reeds. They heard a monotonous, wailing
ｳ ｯ ｵ ｾ ~ Me the soft sing-song of a haJf-forgotten melody. The
natives say that crocodiles sing to lure their prey into the
water.

At last Hilke and Harmen arrived to relieve the boys. They
returned to the camp and feil asleep by the fire.
They had scarcely finished their breakfast of Coco-nut milk

and roasted nuts or beans the next morning, when they saw
three natives walking along the strand from the south. Daddy
Longjacket, the surgeon, Bolle and Floorke, who all boasted
of speaking , f1uent ' Malay, were sent to meet them Floorke
girding on the rusty sword and acting as leade; of the
dclegation.

When the two groups stood face to face, the natives made
a ｾ ･ ｲ r favOUl.lble impression. Their skin was light, they wore
bn?ht cloths around their smooth, shining black hair, and
whIle they were bare to the waist, they wore a kind of skirt
with beautiful designs upon them around their hips. They
seemed civilized and addressed the sailors fearlessly and without
surprise, greeting them in the Malay tongue.
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CHAPTER XXVIII

XCORDING to the natives there was a village about
an hour upstream by boat. Bontekoe decided to let
them row him there in order to secure more provisions,

and told his nephew that he might come along as interpreter.
Rolf was delighted and imme liatcly inquired: 'l\lay Hajo
come along ? '

Bontekoe grinned. 'You two are ahvays holding each
other s apron-strings! Weil then-- ! '
Rolf ran as fast as he could to teil Hajo. Five minutes later

Harmen approached the skipper. '1-1 ve never been in a
Malay boat, skipper ! ' and he swallowed hard.

, What ! ' cried Bontckoe. 'If I take you along too, the
natives wiU think I've been sailing with a load of children ! '
Harmen turned white. 'Children, skipper ? 1'11 be sixteen

in March! '
, Clear out! ' laughed the skipper, and Harmen was about

to slink oif when Rolf stopped him. 'He 11 take you,' he
whispered.

At that moment rhe boat shot in, paddled by two Malays,
seated one in the prow, one in the tem. As soon as the skipper
and the three boys had taken their pIaces, the Malay" pu hed
off. At that moment Padde came running up, out of breath.

, 1 m going along,' he cried. 'Put her back! '
'You can swim after us ! ' grinned Harmen, little thinking

that Padde would follow his suggestion. Splash! he had
dashed into the water and was wading after them. With the
help of Hajo and Rolf, the skipper pulled the determined

!Sj
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touched along their coast and so they could make lIse of the
coins they received.

About twenty natives soon appeared with fowls, rice, fruit,
and two goats. Bontekoe, delighted at the prospect of having
his men enjoy an appetizing meal again after week of bitter
want, soon came to an agreement about the price; and then
the meal was prepared in a singularly cheerful mood. Bolle,
the cook, and Harmen, his assistant, had never before received
so much good advice. Every one wanted to taste whether ' it
was done at last' till the cook had to beat them olf with the
wooden spoon which he had made from a branch.



Before an opellillg in
tllis rail/part sqllalled a
mali willl a spear. He
rose, looking at Ilte
wltite 1Ilet! wilil Sl/S­

picioll.
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Padde on board. 'You damned youngster!' stormed the
skipper. 'Do you want to be swallowed bya crocodile ? '

, I want to go with my friend,' gasped Padde, as he seated
himself on the bottom of the boat and angrily began to wring
his wet cap.
, Forward! Row!' Bontekoe ordered, and the two Malays

at once dipped their paddIes in the water, although the order
had been given in Duteh. They worked the baat around the
bay with the greatest skill and then turned up the widening
river. The bright palms-tree along the banks gave place to
darker trees with foliage, higher than the church at home.
Great brown monkeys followed the boat along the share,
leaping from one climbing plant to another or from tree to
tree. One old monkey threw stones at them, without paying
any attention to the Malay curses of the two natives. BriUiantly
coloured birds fluttered from branch to branch, spreading their
long tails.
They passed a few little huts where they saw wamen washing

clothes in the river. They ware a skirt, or sarong, as Rolf called
it, closed over their bosom, and beat the wash against a large
stone. Naked children were playing in the water, the gids
with their hair tied high in a knot, the boys shaved except for
a coal-black loek in the front of !heir oval-shaped skulls.
As saon as the wamen noticed the baat, they cried out in

surprise: Ｇ ｾ ｪ ｯ Ｍ ｢ ｡ ｨ Ａ ! They overwhelmed the two men in the
boat with questions, as they shot by, but they got na answer
except ' Diam ! ' (' Hold your tongue ! ')
The Malays at last stopped and fastened their boat near a

little hut, beneath which other boats were moored. Bontekoe
and the four boys followed their guides along a path through
bamboa forests and beside nvo ponds until they reached the
village, surrounded by green grass, in which two giant buffaloes
with heavy horns were grazing. An embankment of earth
covered with"growing plants and flowers and topped by a fence
of thick, po{nted bamboa pales surrounded the village. Befare
an opening in this rampart squatted a man with a spear.
When the two Malays called to him, he rose, looking at the

white men with suspicion, and struck twice upon a wooden
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bloek. They ｰ ｾ ｳ ｳ ･ e through and came to an open space
swarming with poultr)'.
Beneath ｴ ｾ ~ shade of a cl.uster of banana and papaja-trees

four ｹ ｯ ｵ ｾ ~ glrls were poundIng rice. Their beautiful, shining
black halr was graceful1y knotted on their necks and a few
bright flowers "'ere placed in it. Their bosoms were un­
covered to the ",aist but thcy wore a garment from the hips
to the knees. 1 hey hummed as they pounded the grain in
four woode? trollghs, ｦ ｡ ｳ ｴ ｾ ｮ ･ e in a row in a log shaped like a
boat, stopping only to drIve off thc greedy chickens. When
they observed the five white , they screamed.
, Tabeh ! ' said Harmen pleasandy. (' Good day i')
, Tabeh, tllall ! ' stammered one of the girls in reply. (' Good

day, sir.')

. As. the litde party cro ed to thc village proper, all the
Inhabltants camc out, probably in response to thc signal that
had been given on thc bloek of wooJ by the watchman. Har­
men greeted them, but his ｰ ｬ ｣ ｡ ｳ ｾ ｮ ｴ t Tnbeh 'was ｾ ｮ ｳ ｷ ｣ ｲ ･ e only
bya murmur.
The houses were all built on high, strong piles. Same of

them had a ba1cony and three or four lattice-windows. Thc
ｾ ｡ ｬ ｬ l of ｢ ｾ ｭ ｢ ｯ ｯ were skilful1y woven, with all sorts of figures
In the deSign. Beneath the pointed roofs thc wood was carvcd
and painted. Under most of the houses a baat was fastened
ｾ ｶ ｩ ｴ t ｲ ｾ ｰ ･ e of ｾ ｯ ｴ ｡ ｬ ｬ ｧ g 1 and all of them sported a cage on a post
JO whlch a htdc grey pigeon lived. There were chickens
･ ｶ ･ ｲ ｾ ｨ ･ ｲ r and a few ｾ ｯ ｵ ｮ n roosters mingled their hoarse
crowIng wlth the self-satlsfied caekling of the ｨ ･ ｮ ｾ ~ As in the
ｶ ｩ ｬ ｬ ｡ ｧ g o.f Santa Maria,. here toa the wamen and girls peeped
out tlmldly from behInd the windows and at sight of the
strangers the naked babies fled for safety to their mothers.
So they approached the largest and most beautiful house,

ｰ ｲ ｾ ｢ ｡ ｢ ｬ l ｴ ｾ ｡ a of the village chief. Their guides bade them
walt, and In the mcantime Harmen continued his efforts to
make friends by repeating , Tabeh ' and nodding. At last he
seemed to make headway. Same of the natives began to call
to one another and to grin. 'Aha!' thought Harmen. 'Now

1 Ra/ang-bamboo.
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l've caught you.' And to every one's surprise, he turned a
marvellous somersault. Harmen was equal to the circus in
same of his tricks, and this time too he made a hit. There was
amoment's silence, then all burst into loud laughter. The
wamen and girls in the background, pushed forward and so
Harmen turned another somersault, this time backwards.
At that moment appeared on the veranda of the chieftain's

house a native, dressed in a long skin around his loins, a jacket,
and a headcloth. He ware a braad, gold-embroidered girdle,
in the back of whieh was fastened a curiously shaped weapon
with a graceful hilt. There was silence immediately, and as
he stepped slowly and solernnly down the veranda to greet
the strangers, the Malays stepped back respectfully and squatted
on the ground at same disunce, their hands in their laps.
Bontekoe and the four boys realized at once that this was a
different people from the blacks of Santa Maria and decided
not to fail in civility. Bontekoe bowed and all the boys
followed his example except Padde, who in his confusion
wiped his nose on his sleeve and cleared his throat.
The chief bowed in weleome and bade the strangers to be

his guests. Rolf, who spoke Malay best, thanked him, and
then they followed him to the veranda, in response to his
hospitabie gestures. Here several wamen and girls had seated
themselves, but at a sign from the chief they yielded their
places and spread six mats for the strangers and the chief, who
all sat down, their legs crossed beneath them. At another
sign, the girls set down a copper bowl in which stood several
vesse1s, fantastieally carved. In one of them lay a nut, in
another a wreath of green leaves, in a third a white powder, in
the fourth something e1se. What was all this, thought the boys.
The native made a litde mat of a few leaves, took something

from each of the vesse1s, folded the leaves together, and stuck
them into his mouth. His gesture invited them to do likewise.
, Do as he does! ' Bontckoe told his band of faithful followers.

, YOll. must chew it-it's a cud of betel-nuts.'
The skipper and the boys did their best and stuck their cuds

into their mouths. The stuff tasted bitter.
There was a long silence, for Bontekoe had ｾ ｩ ｶ ･ e Rolf a hint
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, Do you pound rice in your country as we do here? ' in­
quired the chief as they passed another group of four girls
engaged in this work.

; Rice doesn't grow in our country,' replied Ro1f, to the
great surprise of all who heard him.

, May we watch them ? ' asked RoU, pleasantly.
, Certainly,' answered tbe well-bred chief. And he motioned

to the girls to continue their pounding.
They took their places along both sides of the log, took hold

of a long wooden stick, and began to pound in obedience to a
whispered order of one of them. Bontekoe and the boys soon
saw that they pounded according to a definite rhythm. Then
the leader whispered a word and all four suddenly changed
the time. They began to hum, first softly, then more loudly,
changing their song as they changed their rhythm.
The whole scene was inexpressibly peaceful; the air was

saturated with the sweet odour of flowers, the sun shone softly
upon them.
, Delightful ! ' cried Bontekoe, and the girls blushed as if

they had understood his praise. The youngest giggled, where­
upon the others, too, grew merry, until an old woman, who
brought a new supply of unpeeled rice in a basket, scolded
them shrilly. The chief led his guests on until they stopped
to watch an old man carving the wood of a door. His.only
tooI was a short knife, but with infinite patience he had created,
as if by magie, a design in which birds, fishes, and trees appeared
beautifully outlined.
When they returned to the house of the chieftain the feast

awaited them. It was served on a large mat, around which the
guests, seated on smaller mats, enjoyed a ｰ ｲ ｯ ｦ ｬ ｬ ｾ ｩ ｯ o of dishes
served in plantain leaves. There were all sorts of fish served
with rice, chicken, and all kinds of fruit. But everything was
so strongly seasoned that the tears came to their eyes. There
was a great variety of pastry as dessert, and afterwards a fer­
mented palm wine was handed round. Harmen still suspected
the chief and hesitated before each dish until he had seen him
partake of it.
After dinner they attacked the problem of procuring supplies
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to wait until their host had addressed them. At last the chief
motioned to the girls to remove the bowl and turned to Bontekoe.
, May I ask, sir, from where you come ? '
Rolf told their story as best he could, and explained that

they hoped to purchase food enough at Sumatra for the rest
of their journey. The chief assured them that there were
probably people in the village who could sell them food, and
invited them to honour him by taking the next meal with him
and passing the night with him. Rolf accepted with pleasure
the invitation for the meal for his party, but regretted that, as
they must hurry back to their companions and proceed to
Bantam, they would be unable to remain overnight.
Rolf turned to translate the conversation to his unde and

the others. Harmen had become suspicious and proclaimed his
distrust of the artful chieftain to the others. Bontekoe shared
his feeling-there was something oppressive in this excess of
politeness-and he regretted that he had not brought a dozen
sturdy sailors with him instead of four boys.
'In India a guest is held sacred ! ' he said, trying to make

the best of a difficult situation. Hajo thought that their host
was a very pleasant fellow and that it was not right always to
suspect people. And Padde couldn't keep his eyes off the girl
who had handed him the dish of betel. Her head was a lovely
oval; her little ears, nose, and mouth were more delicate than
any he had ever seen. Her gracefully arched eyebrows, her
glowing dark eyes half-veiled by long lashes, her magnificent
head of hair in which a silver ornament and a few white blossoms
were fastened, her slender throat passing so softly into the
exquisite line of the shoulders, her fine arms, hands, and
fingers, her beautiful ankles with their silver rings, her euriously
coloured garment-she was a picture of perfect beauty. Padde
was lost to the world.
The girl, too, noticed Padde. Now and then she sent a shy

glance from the corner of her eye, whereupon Padde would
turn as red as a beet and look away.
Their host now suggested that they visit the village, and

they accepted gladly, happy to get up once more and stop
chewing betel.



MALAY HOSPITALITY 163

servant to a little hut near by. They climbed up a steep ladder
and crept into the dark interior, Harmen leading, Padde
bringing up the rear. They were scarcely safely imide when
they were seized by unseen hands and, in spite of their furious
struggles, bound-and Ieft alone in the darkness.

JAVA HO!16z

for their shipmates. Rolf inquired of the natives standing about
whether they had any food to ell and Bontekoe bought as
many chickens and a much rice as he needed and had it sent
to the yawl. The two goats offered them proved 50 young
that they decided to look at a young buffalo instead, a fine
fellow with great horns. When they had agreed on a price,
the question was how to get him to the yawl. Not trusting the
native to deliver the animal, the four boys offered to lead him
by a rope down the river, while the skipper returned to the
yawl with the two natives.
After the boys had bidden the skipper farewell, they bor­

rowed a rope to throw around the buffalo's homs. Harmen,
who was used to cattle, managed to throw the lasso, but the
buffalo was new to tliis game and charged upon him, snoning
and bellowing. Faced by the angry beast, with death the
matter of a moment, Harmen saved himself instinctively by
one his his circus tricks. He rushed upon the buffalo, grasped
him by the horns and leapcd over him backwards !

It was an achievement to be talked of for fifty years in
Harmen's native village, and it lost nothing in the telling!
But at the time it astonished the natives as much as the buffalo,
which now stumbled down to the rampart, where it stood with
lowered head and fiery eyes.
Rolf angrily asked the native who had sold them the buffalo

to help them, but he declared that he was afraid.
, Afraid ?' said Rolf. 'Don't you know how to manage

your own bull ? '
'My bull?' replied the wily Malay. 'He's not my bull.

I've sold him to you.'
Furious though they were, there seemed no way out but to

wait until it grew dark and then fasten a rope around the
buffalo's legs. Though Bontekoe would be uneasy at their
delay, they would explain it all to him later. In the meantime
they returned to the chief's house, where they were again
courteously served with palm wine and then led to their
quarters to rest.
Chatting happily and delighted by the exhilarating effects

of the wine and the kindness of the chief, the boys followed a
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Go out by the gate, then to the left by the little path. They
won't look for you there.' She crept away again and down the
ladder.
The boys did not hesitate a moment. Rolf freed Hajo's

hands in mad haste and together they released Harmen and
Padde.
, What a dading! ' sighed Padde. 'It was the girl with the

lovely eyes, of course! '
With their hands freed, they untied the ropes around their

feet and with stiff legs crept down the ladder. They made
their way to the gate, and as they crept from house to house
they noticed that all the boats had been removed. Would
they be able to wam their mates in time?
As they crossed the courtyard in the greatest haste, Harmen

unluckily stepped on a sleeping chicken. It flew up, clucking
wildly, and was immediately joined bya chorus of other hens
and a dozen barking dogs. Quick as lightning Harmen jumped
into the bushes surrounding the open court and the others
followed, their teeth chattering with fear. A woman stepped
out of the nearest hut and called anxiously: 'Si-apa? ' (' Who's
there ? ')
Other doors were opened. Then the woman said : -' I t was

the chickens.' The doors were closed again and silence reigned
once more.
The four boys continued until they had almost reached the

outer gate. Here Harmen crept on in advance to see whether
it was still guarded. The others awaited his signa!. He moved
silently to where the block of wood stood and peered around
the corner. A native, with his back towards them, sat on the
ground, humming a monotonous, nasal tune. Harman decided
that he could manage this alone. He crept on silently, step by
step, holding his breath! Now another step, silently j and
now the native raised bis head, stopped humming, and seemed
to stop breathing. It was one of those strange moments when
one sees nothing, hears nothing, yet feels that danger is near.
The man turned his head slowly.
Harmen did not wait. He sprang upon the scntinellike a

wild cat, seized him by the throat, pressed him to the ground
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X
LIND rage that they had allowed themselves to be
caught in a trap overwhelmed the four boys. They
tried in vain to free themselves, but the rotang ropes

were strong.
, If the skipper and our mates only knew, they'd free us! '

said Hajo.
, Why don't you go and teIl them ? ' asked Harmen scorn­

fully.
At this moment they heard confused voices outside. Rolf

pricked his ears and caught: 'Seventy.' So! That was about
the number of the crew in the yawl. The Malays were plainly
planning something against them. And the skipper-where
would he be at this moment?
'He's probably back at the camp by now,' said Rolf. 'All

their kindness was meant to take us in. They would have let
us go if we hadn't waited. They intend to attack the camp
unawares to-night.'

, If we could only warn them !' Hajo clenched his teeth in
rage. 'Tied fast and imprisoned ! ' he muttered.

It grew still outside-strangely stil!. Later they heard
children crying, the shrill voices of women, the howling of dogs.
A ray of moonlight shone through a crack in the roof. How
late was it? Midnight? Dawn?
Then the ladder creaked. They heard a quick, soft step.

The door creaked, the floor yielded a liule. 'Tuan ! ' a soft,
girlish voice murmured.
The boys heard their hearts beating. 'Apa?' asked

Rolf.
The girl knelt down, found the rope that bound RoH's

hands, and loosened it with much effon. 'Now you can free
the others,' she whispered. 'The men have allleft the village.
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God-was the yawl gone r The boys peered out from
the trees and searched the faces in the boa ts for their
friends, Floorke, Hilke, Gerretje, or one of the seventy
others.

There was a tent made of mats in the first boat-the
baat of the chieftain, their cunning betrayer, who had won
them over by kindness only to destray them! Other boats
followed. The rowers all seemed very much excited; RoIf
could not make out what they were saying. In none of
the boats did they see any of their friends. Bontekoe and
his trusty crew had defended themselves bravely, that was
dear.

The boys dashed on. Now they sawa boat hanging under
a hut which lhey passed. Cautiously they lifted it from the
ropes, carried it to the river and lowered it. With trembling
hands they seized the paddies in the bottom of the baat and
pushed oft. This was bet ter. They got on fast, for the current
was so strong that they merely had to hold their course. The
trees along the shore glided by like pictures in a dream. The
boys shivered from the damp mists-or was it from excite­
ment r Soon they would be with their friends and would teil
them of their adventures--of Harmen's wOllderful jump over
the buffalo, of the sweet little girl who had rescued them, and
of how they had got the best of the wily chieftain. Who laughs
last laughs best! Then they would set sail again, cheerfully.
Java wasn't far away now !
They glided past the bend of the river where they had

watched the night before. Now they could look down the
river as far as the sea. The yawl was gone !
The boys moored their boat at a Spot where they saw one

of the anchors lying in the sand, with its cable cut. And there
--on the shore-who was it 1 Floorke! Covered with wounds
he lay there, staring up into the starry heavens. His face and
ｨ ｾ ｩ i ｷ ｾ ｲ r dotted with blo?d, his mouth was half open 50 that
hlS 'white teeth gleamed 10 the moonlight. Overcome with
horror, the boys hid their faces.
, Dead ! ' stammered Harmen; and Padde cried: 'There­

another! and there . . .'
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o-only out of breath,' said Harmen. 'Take his knife­
and his spear. We'll need them.'
The boys almast flew down the path to the river. Each of

them feIt that they would be toa late to warn their friends,
but none would confess this. Run, boys, run! They
reached the river. All the boats were gone ! ow down the
path along the river, with Harmen leading! Run!
Sometimes they missed their way, but always the silvery
sheen of the water between the trees guided them. Run!
Run!

They passed a house-thank God, there was na dog barking.
Run! What was that r Voices r Yes, they saw three, four,
six boats returning from the share! Had the natives been
routed r Or had the skipper put to sea in the yawl. ... Oh,

with all his strength, holding him down with his knees. There
was a stifled ery-no more. The native, mad with fear and
pain, struggled and tried to reach the knife in his girdle. But
Harmen did not let go his hold-there was na escape. The
man's struggles grew feebIer ; his legs feIl back limply. Har­
men let go, shuddered, laid his head on the man's breast and
listened to hear whether his heart was still beating. 'Thank
God,' he whispered with convulsed lips. He turned to signal
to the others, but they had forestalled him. 'Dead r ' asked
RoU, while Hajo and Padde sta red in horror at the limp
body.



The second body-it was Nosey's-was mutilated as
horribly as the first. The third was the unfortunate sailor
who had lost his toe at Fogo, wounded by the Spaniards.
SpeechIess, shuddering, the four boys looked at their dead
shipmates.
At last Harmen broke the silence. 'What's to become of

us ? ' he asked hoarsely. Then he yeIled: 'Look! there!'
and he pointed to the south, where a tiny grey spot showed
against the dark horizon. 'The yawl!' He drew oft his
breeches, waved them in a frenzy, and tried to shout above
the roar of the surf: 'Comrades!' He shook his fist, and
then he threw himself upon the sand with a groan.
Hajo roused himself from his despair first. 'We'lI follow

them in the boat ! ' he cried.
Harmen jumped up. 'The boat!' And he stared wide­

eyed at the spot where they had left the boat. It was
gone!
'Why didn't you tie it fast ?' he cried furiously. 'Look,

there it is! Wait '-and he was about to dash into the
sea.
Rolf held him back. 'Too late, Harmen. Look.' And

Harmen, trying angrily to shake oft Rolf's clutch, looked out
and saw the boat overturned by the breakers and sinking
beneath them.

, It would not have been of any use,' said Rolf.
, What now?' roared Harmen. 'Let ourselves be

butchered ? '
'We'l1 walk to the Strait of Sunda,' said Rolf. 'We've got

legs! Frorn there we'll cross over to Bantam.'
'The Strait of Sunda is just around the corner, I s'pose,'

jeered Harrnen, flinging himself down into the sand again.
, 1'm with you, Rolf,' said Hajo. 'I won't give up.'
Rolf nodded. 'But we must hurry. They'Il be looking for

us. But we'll bury-them first.'
With knives and bare hands they dug a broad grave, laid

Floorke in the middle and the two others by his side. Then
they thrcw sand upon their lost mates, covered the grave, and
said farewell.

, That is over! ' said Rolf huskily. 'Now we must go.'
Again Harmen and Padde objected, but Rolf scarcely

listened. 'Ready, Hajo ? '
'You're coming along, Padde ! ' ordered Hajo.
, I'm not coming ! ' spluttered Padde.
White with rage, Hajo turned upon him. 'Don't you want

to see your mother again ? ' he asked. At that Padde yielded.
Then Hajo turned to Harmen. 'You're coming too,' he
ordered.
, Let him alone, Hajo,' said Rolf carelessly. 'We've no use

for weak sisters.'
At that Harmen jumped up with an oath. '1'11 go,' he said.

, But as soon as we're in Bantam 1'Il give you a beating for
calling me a weak sister! '
Rolf paid no attention to this. 'Corne!' he ordered.

, Along the shore.'
Silently the litde band turned southward. Sleep weIl,

Floorke, good chap! FareweIl, Nosey. And you, Steven, the
Unlucky! Rest in peace, all three! Your mates won't forget
you, that's sure! . . .
The boys loitered along, Harmen and Padde in the rear.

To Bantam-how far was that? To Bantam! And there
was a sea between.

But gradually Rolf's determination aftected the others. The
devil! weren't there four of them, three of them grown lads,
each of them armed with a knife, and with a dagger and a
spear to boot? Perhaps they would come upon the yawl
again if it returned to anchor. Anyway, they would show
the Dutch East India Company the kind of cabin-boys they
were!

Suddenly they heard fierce yelping behind them. They
turned around in terror. A dog was dashing towards them­
nothing but a dog with his tongue hanging out of his mouth
like a rag.

, Joppie ! '
lt wal Joppie. Wild with joy, he leaped upon them.
'That makes five,' said Rolf. 'Are you going to Bantam

with us, Joppie ? '
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• Wow! wow! wow!' barked Jappie. That is dag language
and means: 'Yau bet I am ! '
So the five campanians walked alang the share into an

unknawn future until dawn gilded the distant mauntains.
Then, tired ta death, they stretched their weary badies in the
sand and slept !

'70



CHAPTER XXX

THE WANDERERS

T HE boys were awakened by the sun and the birds.
Rested and cheercd by the daylight, they soon recovered
their spirits. They took a bath, baked themse1ves in the

sand, and then breakfasted on the coco-nuts which Harmen
had thrown down from a tree he had climbed. Hajo began to
make himself a how and arrows of bamboo wood, and as soon
as thc others saw him at work they decided to do 1ikewise.
They exercised their ingenuity in strengthening the bows,

twisting the strings from strips of the bark, and sharpening the
long, slender arrows. Harmen made a few arrows for 'big
game' by using some nai1s that he found in his pocket to tip
the arrows.

Then they cut themse1ves three strong spears of bamboo, so
that, with the sentinel's formidab1e weapon, each was armed
with a spear and bow and arrows. Now they cou1d take up
the fight with all Sumatra! When a sea-gull flew br, four
arrows whizzed through the air, and Padde actually brought
down one of its white feathers.
That was the first, and the last time as wen, that one of

Padde's shots struclc anything except one of his friends. 'The
devil ! ' he cried, 'I didn't know I was such a good shot! '
The others, too, were dumhfounded. But when he aimed at
another sea-gull and his arrow whizzed through Hajo's hair
instead, they put a stop to his efforts. Harmen wrenched the
bow out of his hands and broke it in two. 'That's not a toy
for you ! ' he dec1ared, while Padde raged in vain.
The boys started their march again. They wallced until

heat, hunger, and thirst forced them to halt. Again they
dined on coco-nuts and wet their throats with the milko March

173



home 1 get away as fast as 1 can. My father doesn't earn
enough for the family. It's all right the first two days, but
then .. .'

They were all silent. No one had listened to him. Suddenly
he jumped up and took a deep breath. l Come on! Let's
make ourselves a house for to-night.'
They all agreed, and soon they had fastened their four spears

crosswise together, laid another stake across them, made walls
of a few branches and large plantain leaves, and spread grass
upon the ground. Enchanted with their summer-house, they
went to sleep. But in less than an hour they werc so hot that
they all crept out of their green tent again and passed the night
under the open sky.
The next morning they found, lying comfortably in it on

the soft grass and snoring happily, their friend Joppie.
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on! They feit like singing, and found that they walked better
as they sang. They sang all the songs they knew, to cheer
themselves, and even Joppie joined the quartet.
Joppie was not fat, but he took good care to have enough to

eat. He would disappear at intervals ｢ ･ ｾ ｷ ･ ･ e the trees and
shrubs a:ld when the boys heard him yelpmg and followed the
sound,' they would see him gnawing at a mouse or.a rat. He
ale insects, worms, fiies, and lizards too and everythmg seemed
to agree with him.

At twilight the boys reached a narrow bay. The water was
so calm and transparent that they sat down ｾ ｩ ｴ ｨ ｯ ｵ u a word to
watch the sun setting in it. As the red disk dropped, Rolf
said softly: I The sun is rising now in Holland.' .
Holland! They heard only the one word and thelr mood

grew tender. The distant roar of the surf recalled sounds that
were dear to memory.... How they longed .to be at home
in the cosy sitting-room, around the table wah the ｯ ｴ ｨ ･ ｾ ｳ s

eating Mother's steaming soup and carrots, or on the ｢ ･ ｮ ｾ ~ m
front of the house, talking to the passers by-all.good fnends
-and then to go in, wind the doek, ｣ ｲ ｡ ｾ ~ b:hmd the bed­
curtains and lie down in the feather-bed wlth lts deep hollow,
where ｹ ｾ ~ sIept better than anywhere else in the wodd.

l Do you know what always happens with me?' asked
Harmen. l When Pm away, I'm homesick, and when Pm at
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CHAPTER XXXI

PADDE LOSES HLS TROUSERS

T
HE next morning was touched
with magie. Dawn broke, colour­
ing the horizon with bright beauty.

The birds chanted in chorus. The sun,
appearing from behind the deep purple
hills, Rung gold upon sky and water.
'Good morning !' said the sun.
The boys plunged into the bay, paddled,

splashed, dived, and swam out to the
breakers. Suddenly Padde began to yell
and to run towards the land with wild
leaps to the spot where their clothes lay.
What had happencd? While th y were

swimming, a band of monkey had come
down from the trees, and the boldest had

approached the c10thes step by step, keeping a watchful eye on
the boys meanwhile. When Padde screamed, the monkey had
snatched the first garment he got hold of and jumped back
into the tree, carrying Padde's breeches with him !

But Jappie, who had been roused from sweet dreams by
Padde's yells, caught him on the Ry and managed to get hold
of one end of the trouser-Ie . The other monkeys, seeing
their friend in trouble, came to the rescue, and a tug of Wdr
ensued between the monkeys and Joppie. With his teeth
buried in the trou er-leg, he was being pulled up from the
ground, while Padde came running up as fast as his fat legs
could carry him, hopeful of saving his prccious breeches.

At this moment Joppie feil to the ground with a ydp of
pain and half a trouser-Ieg, while the monkey curried olf
with deafening cric of triumph. Padde picked up the bit of
cloth, saw that it was about as big as a handkerchief, and swore
like a tro per as the others j ined him.
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Harmen tried to console him. 'It's not 50 bad-there are
na girls near ! ' he said.
But Padde was heart-broken. At last Harmen had a brilliant

idea.
'You shall have them, Padde! Just watch me.' And while

the others watched him doubtfully, he began his shrewd
campaign to recover the trousers. He opened the battle with
a fierce war-cry, which the robbers in the tree answered in
bnd.
, Ssssst !' Harmen warned the othp.rs. 'They'lI do every­

thing I do, you see ?' He leaped into the air, waved his arms,
and made a handspring. The monkeys yelled and some of
them leaped to another tree.
, Good! ' rejoiced Harmen. 'Now we'lI have them, one­

two-three.' Then he lifted up his own trousers from thc
ground and threw them down again with an expression of
utter disgust.
, Chrrr ! ' said the monkey who had the booty, holding on

to it with might and main.
, It didn't work,' said Harmen sadly. 'I thought he'd throw

them down.'
While the others were laughing at him, he had another

idea. He tried to borrow Hajo's trousers, and when Hajo
refused, he grumbled and took his own. Re laid them on the
ground as bait and placed above them a sling made of rotang,
the end of which he kept in his hand. Concealing himself
behind a big tree, he awaited developments.
One of the monkeys climbed down, dangling from a branch

by his tail, and examined the bait. But the monkey which
still held Padde's breeches paid no attention to the alfair.
Harman seemed to forget that there was nothing to be gained
by capturing any other monker. Ris honour was at stake. So
he watched and watched.
At length the dangling monkey made a bold attempt. He

snatched at the sling and Harmen drew it-he had caught his
monkey! But at this moment the other monkey, still holding
tight to Padde's breeches, swooped down, seized Harmen's
, bait ' with his hind leg and made alf with his prey, chattering
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loudly. Harmen stood with his mouth open, so completely
dumbfounded that he dropped his rotang lasso, and the cap­
tured monkey capered up the tree after his companions.
Harmen broke into a roar of agony. He wailed that he was

the victim of his own generosity. In trying to help Padde, he
had sacrificed his own trousers. And now, what ?
They talked and they debated. At last Hajo solved the

difficulty by plaiting skirts of long grasses, fastened around
the waist by rotang girdles, for the two trouserless boys. They
put them on with deep sighs. But when Harmen saw that he
looked like a regular cannibal he became reconciled and per­
formed a war-dance, waving his spear and long knife so franti­
cally that the monkeys in the trees chattered with de1ight.
Rolf ordered them to start again and they destroyed all

traces of their stay. They followed the narrow strand around
the bay until they reached the opposite side, where they came
upon a path leading inland. They decided to continue along
the strand, however, but suddenly found their way blocked
by a wall of steep, bare diffs going straight into the sea. So
they had no choiee but to return and take the path through
the woods.
After the heat of the sun, ｴ ｾ ~ shady path was pleasant;

but they feared that it would lead to a village and proceeded
cautiously. They peered around every curve. Suddenly Hajo,
who was leading, made a sign, and the three others hid in a
dump of bamboo-trees while he crouched in a bush growing
near a coco-nut palm. But the danger proved a help instead,
for Rolf was able to learn from the two little naked boys who
came along that the path did indeed lead to their village, but
that they would find another path by a brook which would
take them into the deep, deep forest.
A few hundred yards farther on they came upon the brook,

a.cross which lay the trunk of a coco-nut tree. They crossed
and on the other side sawapath, which they followed tiU noon,
when they lay down to sleep for a few hours. They were very
hungry, but as there was nothing to eat in sight, they drew
their bdts tighter and continued between steep, rocky walls
covered with ferns; through the dry bed of a river; along
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paths of overwhelming tropieal beauty. Exotie ferns and
shrubs spread their fantastic leaves, while ｩ ｮ ｮ ｵ ｭ ｾ ｲ ｡ ｢ ｬ l brilliant
red flowers sparkled among them and strange birds and butter­
flies fluttered about. It was a living fairy-tale.
They walked and walked for hours. Hajo was in a waking

dream. He feit this path must lead to Wonderland, to a

il,

secret treasure-house of a tropical kingdom, to mysteries for­
bidden to the human eye. How silent it was! Not even a bird
stirred here. How warm and moist the air was, how heavy
the odour of the flowers.
Quite unexpectedly they came upon a high plateau, from

which they had an unbroken view. Everywhere there were
green trees covcred with blossoms. They ｦ ･ ｾ ~ that they could
breathe freely again! They dropped into the gras. and slept.
After an hour they continued their march until sunset,

when they stood before a ravinc. They dccided to spend the
night here, and, spreading a couch of ferns and grasses, they
sat at the edge of the plateau, looking up the blue ravine,



behind which the red sun was setting in majesty. The sky
grew pale. ight came on. How still it was! By now the
boys were well enough :lcquainted with the tropics to know
that this stillness would not last long. First the crickets would
chirp. Mysterious, blood-curdling cries would break the
silence of the night. Vague forms would approach in the dark
-perhaps death would fall upon one unawares while one's
blood froze in one's veim and one tried in vain to fling the
horrible apparition from one !
They seemed to hear the trees conspiring to fall upon them;

to listen to the soft tread of a tiger approaching; to feel the
cold breath of apoisonous reptile and its moist belly on their
bare shoulders. 'fhe gleaming, crecping plants seemed to be
turning to snakes that tried to strangle them.
But at last, utterly exhauslcd, the boys feil asleep.

N EXT morning the SUIl drove away all these phantoms
and the boys awoke with a scnse of relief. The trees
stood forth in proud beauty; the little birds filled the

air with their gay chatter, and the bright orchids caught their
eyes and filled them with delight.
But their stomacJls were empty! They must find something

to eat or thcy would turn into walking skeletons. Yesterday
they had eaten only fruit-delicious but not satisfying to
Dutch boys! With bows and arrows, with spears and knives,
they set forth to hunt, agreeing to meet here in an hour.
Hajo and Padde returned with two pigeons which Hajo

had shot and with two more young pigeons which he had
taken from a nest. Rolf had gone forth without a weapon, as
a naturalist rather than as a hunter, and he forgot his hunger
as he watched the thousand and one miracles around him.
Here, wading through feros higher than his waist, he saw an
unknown, greenish-golden insect; here, a splendid, speckled
orchid; here, a great red butterfly larger than the Lilliputian
bird which was attacking it.
Suddenly he stepped back with a cry of amazement. Was

this reaUy wonderland? On the ground lay a flower so big
. . . Rolf would never have helieved that a flower could he so
big! It seemed to be growing from the root of a plant whose
other blossoms resembIed a large cauliflower in form and
colour. The open flower was flesh-coloured, and five thick
petals in the middle were folded around a bowl-shaped cup.
Rolf stooped to examine it and a swarm of insects flew buzzing
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from the bowl, while astrong, unpleasant Fmell of decay rose
to his nostrils. Decidedly, this ,.n'utiful flower did not smeH
good! Rolf raised one of the petals ; it felt heavy and cold.
What a pity that Daddy Longjacket was not here to enjoy this
strange specimen!

Suddenly Rolf remembered that he had gone forth in search
of sornething to eat, and all at once he felt as hungry as a lion.
Less than a hundred steps away he sawa tree with a smooth
trunk on which grew large, prickly fruits. He dimbed another
tree whose branches crossed over into the taller tree and
worked his way up to the fruit. He cut alf three of them,
letting thern drop into the ferns, and scrambled and balanced
himself until he stood on the graund once more. He found
his fruit. Each was larger than a human head and covered
with thick, pointed spines or prickles.

He returned to find Hajo and Padde plucking the pigeons
and proceeded ta cut open the fruit. Brrr! The smell was
anything but pleasant. It rerninded them of onions, rotten
eggs, and cheese. Padde held his nase and Hajo suggested that
the fruit was rotten.
, Impossible ! ' said Rolf. 'The skin is whoIe, and, look, it's

quite fresh inside! I remember now. The surgeon told us
about a fruit that tastes very gaod but smells bad. It's a
durian. I'm going to taste ito'
The fruit was separated iota litde ceUs by a yeUowish-white

skin. 10 each af the ceUs lay a kemel about the size of a duck's
egg. Rolf taak one of these kemels and put it into his mouth.

, WeU? ' asked the two boys, watching him with admiration.
, Fine,' said Rolf. 'Like nuts with cream. Taste it ! '
Holdin,l' his nose, Haja taak one of the kernels and agreed

that it wasn't bad. They bath began to enjoy the feast, but
Padde moved away twenty feet, declaring that the stench was
making him sick.
Where was Harmen staying aU this time, they wondered.
, He's hunting big game,' said Rajo. 'Maybe he'll come

back with a royal tiger! '
, Of course he will,' laughed RoU.
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Armed with spear and dagger and dressed in his grass skirt,
like a true cannibal, Harmen had taken the direction where the
plateau rose gradually to the foot of a mountain. He had
forced his way thraugh hanging and creeping plants; dimbed
over dead giants of the forest and fallen into the soft mould ;
crept between narrow, rocky ravines and scraped his knees ;
plucked at a peacack's tail and dutched at a tharny bush to
save himself from falling. He had picked up one of the pea­
cock's feathers and stuck it into his long, neglected locks.
While he was hacking away at a bamboa, a snake had fallen on
his bare shoulder. He had flung it alf in disgust.
And at last he came ta the memorabie spot where, as he

always related afterwards, he had dropped his spear and dagg<:r
in astonishment. Between high bamboa stalks, in a nest of
moss and leaves, lay three-cats! Harmen would never have
believed it! The cats were rather large, almast the size of
dogs. They had bright yellow coats with black stripes, 30d
there were black rings around their tails. Harmen wanted to
take one of these nice litde pussies along, not to eat, but ro play
with! They were playing together sa prettily! They were
lying on one side and striking at one another with their paws
-what thick, black paws they were for such nice litde creatures !
With aquiek clutch, Harmen rook one of them by the neck
and carried it alf to surprise his friends.
He made his way back in great excitement, dragging his

spear behind him like a long sword, for the weight of the cat
hindered him in breaking his way through the brush. At last
he saw his friends.
, Heila! I have something, boys! A cat! Hold Jappie! '

and he burst into fuH view.
Joppie's hair was standing up straight.
, But-it's a tiger! ' cried Rolf.
Harmen stared at him. 'Good morning. .!'
, A young royal tiger! '
lIarmen turned white. 'A young tiger? The devil! Then

I've been standing by a tiger's den! There were three of
them! Three royal tigers !' And Harmen dropped liis pussy
with a shudder. But Rolf seized it.
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'We must get away at once, the mother will be after it !
Take the pigeons and the fruit-l'1l carry the tiger.'
, What will you do with it ? ' asked Harmen, horrified.
'Tame it,' replied Rolf. 'It's very young. Come.'
, We'll take him back to Hoorn,' cried Hajo.
, If he doesn't eat us all up in a month," grumbled Harmen,

as he picked up the fruit and smelled at it suspiciously.
They started, Padde and Joppie bringing up the rear, toward

the ravine when-Hajo uttercd a yeil of horror-something
sprang out of the bushes, not twenty feet away. The boys

knew at once-it was the proud, crue! monarch of the Indian
jungle! Here he was, though the sun was still high in the
heavens; his eyes did not gleam like fire; he did not spit
poison; he was an animal like others as he turned his dark,
flat head towards the boys, as if surprised himself. The stood
paralysed with terror. There was a terrible moment. The
creature bared its strong, sharp teeth and growled, suddenly
turned its green eyes on Rolf-probably on the young cub in
his arms-beat the ground with its thick, round uil, slunk
back a step, uttered a hoarse, sharp raar, more ominous than
any sound than they had ever heard, stooped to spring-when
Rolf, foilowing an inspiration, flung the cub violently towards
the tiger.
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He had done the very best thing possible. Thc tiger seized
the cub between its teeth and leaped, with a splendid, graceful
vault, away into the bushes.
, Bye-bye! ' stammered Harmen with lips as pale as ehalk.
The boys ran down the path as fast as their legs could carry

them, Harmen first, like a professional sprinter' Padde last
always looking back in terror, and crying: 'Not 50 fast;
I can't ... !'
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cliff from which a band of monkeys watched them and sent
dry branches down on their heads. Now the path turned olf
and they stood before a natural stairway. Was it reaUy possible
that Nature had arranged these broad, basaltic steps so evenly ?
At ･ ｾ ｣ c side ｳ ｴ ｾ ｯ o ｢ ｾ ｮ ｡ ｮ ｡ Ｍ ｴ ｾ ･ ･ ｳ s with clusters of yeUow fruit,
shadmg the stalrs wlth thelr great green leaves, and in the
cracks of rocks grew dark-green moss with little red flowers.
, Like the stairway to an old castle ! ' said one of the boys.
They plucked some of the bananas, but they tasted bitter.
, Wild bananas,' explaincd Rolf.
Hajo listened to a sound in the distance and cried joyfully :

, A waterfall !' They dashed up the steps and found them­
selves on another plateau. They hurried on, circling a little
wood of palm-trees, and stood before a lake.

.It was enchant!ng. On.one side of the lake rose a steep
chff; far up on .thls wall a Intle stream sprang forth ; its silvery
water ､ Ｎ ｡ ｮ ｣ ｾ ~ hghtly over the cliff; singing and splashing, it
､ ｡ ｳ ｨ ｾ ~ mto the silent lake, sunk deep between lofty bamboos,
ｾ ｵ ｳ ｴ ｬ ｭ m softly, ｡ ｮ n waving fan-palms. In the centre lay an
Island, eovered wlth ferns and flowers and reflected in the
silent, mysterious water, motionless except where the waterfaU
foamed and frothed. Birds fluttered over the low branches
everywhere and trilled their wonderful songs above the roar
of the .water. On ｴ ｨ h bank s.tood a heron, balancing on one
leg. Plek! He had dlpped hlS bili under the water. It came
up with a silvery fish, while circles formed on the surface of
the. water, fiowing towards a water-lily and flashing back
agam. The heron threw the glittering fish into the air and
eaught it in its open bill. The scene was so beautiful that it
made the tears come to one's eyes.
, I'm never going away from here! ' said Hajo.
Soon the boys were in the lake, while the heron looked at

them thoughtfully. How wonderfully cool and transparent
was the water! They could touch the stones at the bottom
in äiving. They swam to the island and took a little nap.
When ｴ ｾ ~ heat of the early afternoon had passed, they

awoke feelIng very hungry. Hajo and Harmen tried to shoot
the fish with their arrows, without success, but Rolf, taking

CHAPTER XXXIII

'TABEH! '1

T
HE boys ran, ran! They felt that the forest was
bewitched since they had stood face to face before its
monarch. The bushes, the clusters of hamboo-he

might jump at them from anywhere !
Forward! Ever forward! At last they sat down, clripping

with sweat.
, Where's Joppie ? ' asked Roll. Joppie had disappearcd.
, A fine clog! ' grumbled Harmen. 'Why didn't he attack

the tiger? '
, Why didn't you ? '
, I! If he had waited a moment longer, I was going to throw

this at him,' and he pointed to the durian. 'The smeU would
have clone for him ! '
, And I had my spear ready, eh, Padde? ' cried Hajo.
'You could have killed him, if you had tried!' agreed

Padde. 'I had my hands full of the pigeons or 1 would--'
But at this they aU roared so that he could only add: 'You
didn't laugh before ! '
They started again and soon came upon a cross path, on

which they found the mark of a child's foot. Before venturing
Ianher, they made a meal of the pigeons, and Hajo and RoU
feasted on the fruit which Harmen and Padde scorned to
touch.
They caUed for loppie again and again, but in vain. The

way became steep and they had to climb. On one side rose a
1 Tabeb I-Good day I
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a lesson from the heron, managed to spear as many big fish
as the four could eat.
After their meal they wandered about on the plateau, found

some oranges that were wonderfully sweet, and returned
through the cluster of palms.
Suddenly Rolf stopped his companions. 'Look!' he said sofdy.
It was like a beautiful dream. Two deer and several does

were drinking, with heads thrown far back and anders gleam­
ing. Their great, starded eyes shone sofdy; their graceful
necks and slender legs wcre exquisitely formed. Suddenly one
of them seemed to scent danger. It sniffed the air, gave forth
a sound like a dog's yelp and-what was that? An echo?
The herd ､ ｩ ｾ ｡ ｰ ｰ ･ ｡ ｲ ･ e in the thicket and the boys, speechless
with amazement, stared after them.
Suddenly, who should come dashing up with tongue hanging

out of his mouth but Joppie! So that had been the echo!
The dog sprang upon his masters, barked, wagged his tail,
and licked their hands and faces as if half-mad with joy. Then
he feil upon the remains of the fish :md almost choked to death
on a fish-bone.

As the boys left the lake, they cast a last, lingering glance
upon it. This was the most beautiful thing they had seen in
all their lives. They could hear the rushing of the waterfall
for almost half an hour, when they stood still.
After a few hours it began to grow dark and they selected

an open clearing between two bamboo groves for their camp.
Strangely enough, they feIt less frightened to-night. Had they
become familiar with the jungle? Had the encounter with the
tiger made other dangers less terrifying ?
Suddenly Hajo raised his head. 'I hear something ! '
They listened. It sounded like the duB beat of a drum.
, People ! ' whispered Hajo. 'I hear a flute toa.'
They ran down towards the sound.
All at once the forest ended and before them they saw ｾ

wide valley, divided into ponds. In the centre, surrounded by
gardens of coco-nut palms, lay a litde village from which rose
the gleam of lights. How could they come nearer without
bcing seen? They would trust their lucky stars! The village

A /I al allee Ihe foresl
Clldcd alld befare Ihem
Ihey salt) a wide va/ley.
In Ihe cellire lay a tittle
village from which rose
Ihe glealll of /ights.
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seemed to be celebrating, so the natives would probably not
be on guard.
They descended over a dam. 'Ther'rc rice-fields,' said Rolf,

pointing to the ponds. 'Isn't it splendid here?' The boys
stood still for a moment and enjoyed the view of the rice-fields
stretching far and wide before their admiring eyes. How small
they felt in all this spacious darkncss! Hark! The music
sounded louder. The song of the flute came to them elear
and soft and died away in melancholy sweetness.
Cautiously they crept on, while the frogs watched them

curiously. At last they approached the first garden of coco-nut
palms-and next they sawa gate. There was a guard-house
with a hollow trunk hanging beside it for the signal, but there
was no sentinel in sight. The boys crouched down and peered
through the paling. The natives were sitting in an open space,
in a great circ1e, and in the centre dancers were performing a
ritual with strange movements. On their own heads they wore
horrible heads with wild hair and big glass eyes, and around
their shoulders wide mantles of long leaves. The musicians sat
cross-legged around the dancers, striking their queer, long
drums with the palms of their hands or blowing on wooden
flutes. One of them played a one-string violin that lay on
the ground and another struck two cymbals. Back of them sat
men with smoking torches, and back of these again squatted the
audience, beating time with their hands.
, Akermess! ' whispered Padde.
Harmen was looking at the fiddler. 'He doesn't know how !

Wrong! Wrong again! Does he call that playing?' He
couldn't contain himself. 'Shall 1 go and show him how to
play? Hold my spear, Hajo.'
, Stop it ! 0 nonsense! ' Rolf whispered threateningly.
, Why not? ' asked Harmen. 'They'll be glad to hear some

one who can play.... And look what they have to eat....
Smell it! . . . And I haven't touched a fiddle for so long!
Listen.... Wrong again ! '
At that he threw his weapons down, dashed cheerfully

through the gate up to the assembIed village, and cried out
heartily : ' 1"abeh .' '

CHAPTER XXXIV

PADDE DISAPPEARS

T
HE drums stopped beating, the dancers ceased moving.
The natives all stared at dus strange visitor with his
skirt of grass. Then a few strong fellows seized Harmen,

bound his hands behind his back, and drew him along to a
hut where they left him a prisoner, fastening the door with
ralang ropes. Then the villagers held a conference, but the
distance was too great for Harmen's friends to gather what
they were saying.
'We must wait,' said Rolf. 'We can't rescue him until

they've gone to sleep.'
After what seemed endless minutes, the natives at last

scattered to their various houses and Rolf and Hajo, leaving
Padde and Joppie to guard their weapons, crept towards the
hut where Harmen lay a prisoner. At this moment, in spite
of their serious danger, they could scarcely suppress their
laughter, for suddenly Harmen began singing the first measures
of the ' Song of the Beggars ' :

Strike up the drum, with dirredomdeine I
Strike up the drum, with dirredomnus I

The old Dutch song sounded strange on this mystcrious
night beneath the Indian full moon. But his friends realized
that Harmen was not expressing his desire to drum j he was
indicating to them where he lay.
After they had crept around the whole enc10sure without

finding an opening, they returned to the gate, where asentinel
now squatted, humming mûnotonously. What were they to
do l Fall upon him? Hajo had an idea. He picked up a
stone and threw it over the head of the native. The man
raised his head as it fell.

Silence. The crickets chirped. In the distance they heard
the call of a deer.



, Harmen, where are you ? '
, Here! Rolf-those scoundrel __ I '

Rolf knelt to cut his bands. 'Oueh!'
, Are you free ? '
'Yes! '
, Come along then ! '

They climbed down and, after waiting to make sure that they
had not been seen, they crept around through the village
along the paling, and to the gate. Rolf took a stone and ｴ ｨ ｲ ･ e
it beyond the gate. Nothing stirred.

He threw another stone.
I t was as silent as death.
ｒ ｯ ｾ ~ ｣ ｲ ｾ ｰ p .on first and they all gat through the gate safely.

NothIng m slght. But here! What was this ?
They gave a ery of horror when they saw the sentinellying

dead in his own blood.
, Padde? Where's Padde?' Hajo rushed to the spot where

they had Ieft him.
Padde was gone, but the weapons were still there.
Rolf knelt by the Malay. 'He's dead,' he whispered.
'Could Padde have-- ?'
Rolf jumped up. 'We must be off-quick ! '
Hajo seized the dead man's spear and dagger and then they

fled. 'Rolf!' sobbed Hajo as they ran. 'Mustn't we-- ? '
'We must get away! ' said Rolf. 'If they find us here,

we'll all be--'
Harmen stooped at this moment and held up Padde's skirt

to their view.
, Thank God! ' said Rolf, ' then he Bed in the right direction !

Keep it, so that they won't find it ! '
The, boys ran. between the terraeed rice-fields along the dam,

fell? shpped, plcked t?emselvc up aud ran again until they
arm'ed on the other slde of the valley, steeped in moonlight.
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Hajo threw another stone. This time his plan was succe ful.
The man seized 11is spear and moved towards the spot where the
stone 11ad fallen. Hajo and Rolf sli ped silently past the
guard-house and through the gate. They did not venture to
cross the upen court, but crept around it from tree to tree.

, Listen! ' said Hajo suddenly. The boys held their breath.
, 1 don't hear anything.'
, or 1. But I thought just now--'
, Probably it was Harmen. J ust listen: now he's singing the

" Volendam Fisher " ! '
They crept on, neither of them suspeetin that a bloody

drama had just taken place outside the gate. Padde had heard
the two stones fall close beside him and now the sentinel gat
up and came straight towards him! With beating heart,
Padde watched him searching and poking his lance through
the bamboa branches. This was too much for Jappie-he
shook off Padde's clutch and Bew at the man's legs. With a
cu.rse the Malay Bung him aside, leaped forward, and Padde, in
blmd fear, without knowing what he was doing, held out a
!ance. The spear .cracked ; he heard a dull sound, a rattling
ID. the throat, the Impact of a falling body. Padde jumped up
w!th a ｳ ｨ ｾ ､ ､ ･ e and saw the native twisting in agony on the
ground, w!th the spear buried deep in his breast. Padde felt
everything whirl before his eyes ; he hid his face in his hands.
Away! Away from here. Away! Away! ... And with
Jappie at his heels, he rushed aft.

Harmen was singing :

The fisherman of Yolendam
He went to Duiveland . . .'

Still creeping from house to house, Hajo and RoU approached
Harmen's prison.
'Harmen ! '
, Hello! The devil! I was wondering where you--'
, Ssssst ! I'm ｾ ｯ ｭ Ａ ｮ ｧ Ｎ . Rolf climbed quickly up the ladder;

fortunately for hlm 1t was in the shadow. He eut the bamboa
ropes holding the door. Cr-crack! Cr-crack!
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I Campong-a settlement.
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to come with us-Sama faga? Last night when I Red '-Padde
shuddered-' 1 found her.'
, So you killed him ? '
, Is he dead ? ' asked Padde. I I-I couldn't help it ; he was

coming towards me--'
The boys were silent for a moment. Then Rolf turned to

the gir!.
, Apa lIIlmamah nja ? ' he asked. 'What is your name? '
I Dolimah, tuan,' she answered softly.
, Dolimah, why did you leave your deJJah ? ' .
'Luntar, my little brother, saw me get up that mght. He

told.'
I And '-RoU hesitated-' you want to come with us now ? '
I I don't dare go back,' she whispered.
I Couldn't you go to same other campong 1 and live there ? '
Dolimah shook her head. 'They'd ask me who 1 am and

take me back.'
I How did you live all these days ? '
I I couldn't eat-I was so afraid. Iran, ran--' She

seemed about to faint.
I She hasn't had anything to eat ! ' cried RoU to the boys,

looking in alarm at the drooping gir!. Without a ｾ ｾ ｯ ｲ r ｈ ｡ ｲ ｾ ･ e

scurried up the nearest ｣ ｯ ｣ ｯ Ｍ ｾ ｵ ｴ Ｍ Ｚ ｲ ･ ･ e ｔ ｾ ･ e h.e cned to HaJo :
, Pigeons up here! ' and HaJo almed Wlth his deadly arrow.
While Rolf led the girl to a pile of leaves to rest, Harmen
climbed down again, split a coco-nut and offered the pieces to
the child.

I She's sweet, isn't she?' sighed Harmen. 'Here, angel
child, take this toa.'

I Here' snapped Padde jealously, snatching it out of Har-
, k' h ' . hl'men's hand, I you must brea lt. e can teat lt t at way .

and he tried to break it with all his might.
I All you've done is to spoil it with your dirty fingers ｾ ,

grumbled Harmen, taking it again. 'You can set fire to a ｳ ｨ ｬ l

all ,right, but when it comes to cracking a ｣ ｯ ｣ ｯ Ｍ ｮ ｾ ~ ...
Cr-crack! He had braken it and handed the small pleces to
Dolimah.

DûLIMAH

T HEY followed the path
through the woods, stumbled
over the roots of trees

and shrubs, waded through marshy
ground covercd with ferns until
they feil exhausted beneath the
pale moon. When they awoke at
last the sun was standing high in
the heavens and the birds were

ｾ ,'. warbling above their heads.
n@- The boys decided that they must

look for Padde. But where? When Hajo suddenly buTSt into
convulsive sobs for his lost friend, Harmen got up abruptly and
declared that he would turn back to see whether they had
been followed. He returned almast immediately, gasping,
almost speechless from surprise. Then he stammered : I He's
sitting over there-with Joppie-and a little dark girl! Before
a fire! '
The boys rushed towards the smoke rising near a coco-nut­

tree and called : I Padde! HeIlo, Padde! '
'Wow, wow!' Joppie came running towards them, leaping

and yelping with joy. But Padde did not seem in the least
surprised to see them. I So, here you are! ' he said, slightly
embarrassed, and he cleared his throat. 'Did you happen to
find my skirt ? '
, Here,' replied Hajo quickly. I But how did you--?'
Padde sighed as he fastened his only garment around his

waist. 'So, that's settled !' Then he explained : I This is the
little girl who freed us that night whcn the chief-you re­
member? She followed us. Didn't you ? ' and he turned to
the girl, who stood aside with downcast eyes. 'You wanted
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At this moment Hajo returned with a wood-hen, and in a
jiffy it had been plucked and was roasting befare the fire, which
Dolimah had made by rubbing two sticks together. They piled
on more wood and soon the bird was sizzIing above the flames.

, This is for Dolimah,' grumbled Harmen. Then he turned
to the others.
'You'd better go and get me same more wood-hens­

pigeons will do toa, but they must be plump.'
'Anything e1se you'd like?' asked Rolf, much amused.

, Come ｾ ｬ ｯ ｮ ｧ g Hajo ! ' and the two boys started off, followed
by Jappie.
, Isn't it fine? ' said Hajo, as they walked on. 'It's all sa

much nicer since Dolimah's coming with us! Won't they stare
when we get to Bantam? And later, in Hoorn! '

Rolf was gazing thoughtfully ahead. 'Hajo,' he replied at
last, ' I think we ought to advise her to return to her village.'

, But why ? ' asked Hajo in alarm.
Rolf was silent, and Hajo grew more serious than usual.

Without success they returned to camp, to find the bird
burned black and Harmen in a bad temper.
, Why hasn't Dolimah eaten it ? ' they asked.
'Probably not good enough for her. I affered it to her,

but she refused. ow it's all charred.'
The girl seemed to understand that they were talking about

her. 'I may not eat it, sir,' she said to Rolf. After his first
surprise, he began to understand. 'Probably her religion
forbids it,' he explained to the others.
. '.Is that it ? ' a ked Harmen, with a sigh of relief, as he

dlVlJed the wood-hen among thc four and gave Joppie the
skeleton. 'Ask her what she's allowed to eat, Rolf."

, I'm aJlowed to cat this,' replied the girl to Rolf's question,
, but only when it's been kil led with a knife.' And she would
not yield though Barmen again offered her the tenderest
mor el.
Ir was time to depart, and Rolf, with same hesitation,

turncd to Dolimah ag in. 'W uldn't it be better for you to
go bark to your people? We re glad to have you with us-but
we're afraid you 1I be sorry later.'

Dolimah's lovely litde head sank. 'I don't dare to go
back,' she whispered, terror-stricken. '1-1 don't dare.'

Rolf replied firmly: 'Then come with us! Are you still
tired ? '

, No,' answered Dolimah happily. 'I'm not tired.'
, What's RoU talking to her about anyway ? ' asked Padde,

jealous again.
'He's just showing off because he cao talk Malay,' said

Harmen to comfort him.
'Come, fellows,' said Rolf cheerfully. 'Pack up! She's

coming aiong. Forward to Bantam! '
They marched on, all feeling very superior now that they

had same one to proteet. Dolimah ran along with short,
quick, light steps and showed them all sorts of things as she
grew more and more confident. 'Look, this is a ga1ljo1tg!
You can eat the roots-but first they must be braken up and
made into flour. 1'11 bake you a linIe cake if we can find
something for baking. That's djambu! Splendid. Taste it ! '
With her clever fingers she plucked a transparent fruit that
looked like glass and handed it to Padde. While he hesitated,
Harmen snatched it, gobbied it, and cried, ' Fine! fine! '
Later she pointed out a creeping plant with long clusters

of green leaves. 'Gadung! You can eat the root-bulbs.' Hajo
pulled up the plant, and there, to be sure, were round bulbs.

, Well, she knows a thing or two,' cried Harmen delightedly.
ow we won't starve to dcath.'
50 they walked on, with Dolimah chatting in their midst,

until the girl plainly showed that she was exhausted. Harmen
led the way through the shrubbery to a clearing, where they
suddenly sawa dwarf deer look at them with soft, bright eyes
and then leap away on slpnder, graceful legs.

, A kantjil! ' cried Dolimah happiIy. 'h's the weakest of
all the animais, but the most cunning toa. Do you know that
a kantjil once drovt: an elephant away ? '

, How did he do that ? ' asked Rolf, laughing.
, 1'11 tell you,' said the girl, and while the boys threw them­

selves on the ground and sleepily listened to her musical voice
she began :
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, In a certain jungle all the animals were living peacefully
together till an elephant came and immediately began to pull
down trees. The other animals were terribly frightened.
There had never been an elephant in their forest and they
considered how they might get rid of him. "1'11 drive him
away," said the tiger. WeIl, of course he always brags. The
elephant caught him up on his splendid white tusks-and they
were red when the tiger feIl to the ground. Now all the
animals were afraid to take up the match until the ka1ltjil

assured them: "1'11 drive him away!" The other animals
all laughed at him. "When he sees you coming, he'll run
away in terror ! " they cried.
, But the kantjil said to the porcupine : " Give me one of

your quills." "What for? " answered the porcupine. And
the others jeered : "To drive the elephant away!" The
porcupine shook his sides with laughter and snorted: "Go
ahead, pull out one of my quills ! " while the others laughed
and the porcupine uttered a groan of pain-the kantjil neatly
pulled out the longest and strongest quill he could find.
, Then it leaped to the part of the jungle where the elephant

dwelt. "Get along now and be off! " said the kantjil. The
elephant was just about to uproot a few trees. "Who's that
piping ? " he asked. "A mouse ?" "Oh, so you're half blind
too ? " said the kantjil. "Then you'd better get away as fast
as you can before the katltjil comes." "What's a kantjt1 ? "
asked the elephant, calmly eating all the leaves off another tree.
"A creature twice as strong and big as you!" replied the
kantjil. "That's not true! " objected the elephant. "Pm
the biggest and strongest of all the animaIs." "You'd like to
be," said the kantjil; " but when the kantjil comes walking,
the mountains quake, and when he goes into the water to
bathe, he floods the whole forest."
, The elephant leaned against a waringi-tree in surprise until

it feIl over, with its roots sticking up in the air. "You're
lying! " growled the elephant. "What? You don't believe
me ? " asked the kantjil. " 0, I don't," replied the elephant.
" Then 1'11 show you something ! " said the kantjil, and it held
the porcupinc's quill right under his nose. "Look here!
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That's how thick his hairs are!" The elephant hadn't a word
to say; he trembIed all over, raised his trunk, and lumbered
away, trumpeting, as fast as he could, and he never came back
again to the jungle where the awfully big katltjil lived.'

Dolimah paused. ' ow you see how cunning the kantjil
is,' she added.

Hajo had not been able to follow more than half of it, but
while she told the story he felt that he was getting c10ser to
Nature. It almost sounded to him, as she spoke in her soft
voice, that the kantjil itself was telling this fable of cunning
and of good-natured stupiclity. How beautiful India became
when you grew to know it this wa)'.

, What did she tell ? ' asked Harmen, sucking at a djamhu.

Neither Rolf nor Hajo could find just the right words to
answer. Harmen continued eating, Padde was snoring. Even
the birds grew still in the sultry noonday heat.
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they decided to halt and buiJd a fire before the rain made it
impossible. Dolimah drew two dry bamboo sticks from her
sarong. In one of them was a hole into which she placed the
other and rubbed it with amazing speed anà with practised
skill. A spark Bew out of the dry wood upon the chips of tinder
which Rolf had arranged on the ground. Harmen used his
breath to fan the Bame and soon they had a crackling fire.
Then he plucked the pigeon and soon it was roasting on a spit.
But a storm was brewing and soon thunder and Jightning

broke the silence. When a branch fell from a tree, Dolimah
whispered softIy, solemnly, with eyes wide open: 'The
spirits ! '

Hajo and Rolf, Iying on their stomachs in the moss, were
idly staring at a little green and gold insect busily creeping
over grass and stones. When the Jighthing feil, it gleamed like
gold and stopped. When the thunder roared, it stopped.
Then, when it was silent once more, it raised its feelers and
stumbled on between branches and Jeaves through the vast
forest.
Was there a great difference between them and the insect,

the boys were thinking. How boundless all was here, how
small and feebIe were they! 'If you look at anything long, •
the spirits will take possession of your soul,' Dolimah had said.
They mustn't brood.
Harmen now divided the pigeon, but when Padde refused his

share his friends stared. 'Are you sick?' they asked; but
before they could hear his answer, the storm had burst. Ping!
Pong! Pang! Ping! Pang! ... The branches bent be­
neath the water, they groaned and cracked' the lightning
flashed, filling the air with rays of blue and diamond. Their
fire had been put out, and 50 the little band went on, seeking
a shelter. The rain made Harmen feel jo11y, and he burst info
a song in which Hajo and Rolf joined. Only Padde remaineJ
ill-tempered and gave Joppie a kick when he gat in his wa)'.
Dolimah picked up some of the flowers which the rain had
washed down and stuck them in her hair and in her sarong.
, Preny fine gir!, eh ? ' cried Barmen.
, Sing something, too, Dolimah,' begged RoH.

CHAPTER XXXVI

THE FIGHT I THE CAVE

X
TER a short nap they awoke unrefreshed. The air was
oppressive and Padde complained of a headache. RoU
asked Dolimah how she was feeling, and she answered

that she had been thinking of the cour;e they. ｭ ｵ ｾ ~ follow.
'We'll never get to the sea this way, she saldo The sea

lies to the west where the sun sets.'
Rolf was startied. 'But the Straits of Sunda is to the south 1'

he inquired doubtfully. .. ,
'Yes,' answered Dolimah, ' but lt'S so tar ｡ ｷ ｾ ~ ｾ ｨ ｡ a you.1l

never get there. The spirits dwelling in the warlngl-trees :V.lll
put a spell upon us. They are everywhere! There are spm.ts
in the fiowers, in the stones and shells, in the silent lakes,. m
the mountains, beneath the waterfalls. If you .look at an)'thmg
long, the spirit dwelling in it wil! take posseSSIon of your soul.
And any one in their power can never escape. You would stand
on the shore and look across the water-but if rou sailed away
in your boat, the spirits would torment you unnl you ｮ n ｉ ｾ ｮ ｧ ･ e

cared to live. And if you did not return you would die.
Rolf took a deep breath involuntarily. " .
, You'll never reach the sea,' she continued drea.mlly. .Fust

you'll feel brave, but at last you'll ｹ ｩ ･ ｬ ｾ ~ There wIIl be thlck.ets
of bamboo and forests of djati, mountams and swamps, and wlde
plains without shade. You will count the hours-an? at la;t
you will sink to the ground in pain. Then the spmts wl11
triumph.' . .
Rolf was silent a moment; then, concealmg hlS fea:s, he

started and they began their march again. Hajo shot a plgeon,
and when it drew dark and they heard the rumbling of thunder,
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and the trunks of trees which served as bridges over the stream
into which f10wed the water from the ricc-fields. Joppie caught
a fat rat, and both of them made sueh a huIlabaloo that the
dogs of lhe scttlement an wcrcd it.
After two hours of runnin and wading through the drench.

ing rain that scemed detcrmincd never to end, they reached a
plateau ncar a ravine. Rolf and Dolimah sat down by Padde,
whosc tecth were chattering, \l'hilc Hajo and Harmen started
fonh with their spears to search the region for shelter.
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As they stumbled along, above the ravine yawning at their
feet, the ground suddenly gave way beneath Harmen. He
caught at a projecting root and saved himself, but his spear
feIl from his hands. It caught about ten yards below, and in
spite of Hajo's protests, Harmen went after it. He descended
by the roots of a great tree growing at the edge of the defile,
and-crash !-he had fallen right upon his spear.
He sawasort of trail before him and shouted to Hajo,

watching him in agony, that he would try it. Again something
feIl, and Hajo cried out, ' Harmen ! '
There was amoment's silence. Then Harmen gasped: 'I

caught myself-I'm hanging on by my spear. So!' Again
silence. Then he called up : ' I see a cavc.'
'A cave ? '
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'Yes,' said Dolimah, and, raising her Jarong gracefulIy and
walking like a queen through the water, she sang:

Udjan ､ ｡ ｴ ｾ ｮ ｧ g kambing lari I
Udjan ､ ｡ ｴ ｾ ｮ ｧ g sukah menari I

Ｈ ｗ ｨ ｾ ~ it begins to raio, ｴ ｨ h goats ｰ ｲ ｡ ｮ ｣ c away I
ｗ ｨ ｾ ~ it begins to raio, I ｬ ｩ ｫ k to dance away I)

She showed them how to hold a big banana-Ieaf over their
heads like apajong. Harmen, Hajo, and Rolf felt like Bushmen
as they wandered beneath the dripping trees ":ith the. great
leaves rver their heads. They were at home In the Jungle
now. They wouldn't be surprised if a tiger ｣ ｡ ｭ m to,;ards
them and asked, in pure Malay, ' Where are you gomg ?
They would merely reply : ' Tabeh ! '

What if a hobgoblin should appear and keep them company
until they reached his cave ? o.r if th.ey met .a ｫ ｾ ｮ ｴ ｪ ｩ i and a
porcupine arm in arm, great fnends smce thelr tnumph over
the elephant? At that moment the darkness was shot through
by a flash of lightning and they sawa few coco-nut-trees. 'A
native settlement !' whispered Dolimah. 'Where there lire
coco-nut palms, a settlement is always near.'
Suddenly Padde began to omplain again. 'My head aches

so, and my legs feel so heavy! '
The boys looked frightened.
, Is he iJl ? ' asked Dolimah. RoU nodded.
Soon they stood before a coco-nut plantation and Harmen

climbed up one of the trees to get a few ｣ ｯ ｣ ｯ Ｍ ｮ ｵ ｾ ｳ s Suddenly
the lightning f1ashed again and they sawa few pomted roofs­
some fourteen or fifteen little houses on high palings.

Meanwhile Dolimah was assuring Padde that she would cure
his headache on the morrow with cerrain herbs. He didn't
understand a word, but he was cheered by her sweetness and
her soft voice.
They skirred the litt1e village, bounded on onc side hy rice­

fields, on the other by the jungle. Walking was not easy ｾ ~ the
downpour and thc boys often slipped. Dolimah ｡ ｾ ｯ ｮ n dld not
slip. Likc a rope daneer she stepped along 0 cr shppcry dams

J
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The shaft broke. The boys stumbled forward as they felt
the beast's hot breath upon their faces, and they leaped so
high that they knocked their heads against the stones of the
cave above them. It made them see stars. They tried to rush
out, but they could not find the entrance.
It was no longer necessary to escape, however. The beaH

had raised its head-and then had suddenly rolled over, beating
about with his paws and roaring in agony. Then they heard
the death-rattle. It ceased while they were still crouching in
a corner.
, He's dead ! ' whispered Harmen. '1'1I--'
, Take care! ot too close! '
'But h-he's dead ! ' gasped Harmen. He crawIed towards

the creature. 'Dead as a doornail ! ' he pronounced. 'Here,
I'l! t-take him by h-his tail! Drag him out!' And he began
to drag the heavy body to the entrance. And then, at last,
the old Harmen with whom Hajo was familiar came to the
surface again. 'The devil! He's heavy! Help me, Hajo ! '
Still trembling in all their limbs, they dragged the animal

out of the cave together.
Ir was a panther.
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, I'm not talking Chinese, am I? It's quite dry! Just what
we're looking for.'

, Harmen ! Listen, Harmen .. .'
But Harmen was silent in all languages, induding Chinese.

Then he called up : 'I crawIed in. There's an animal here­
with two fiery eyes! Come down! We'll spear it.'

, Maybe 'it's a tiger? '
, It's not a tiger,' said Harmen, but he was a bit startled, just

the same.
, How do you know ? '
, He told me so himself,' laughed Harmen. 'Come on now,

or are you afraid I '
That was a dangerous question, and Hajo jumped down.

Harmen helped to catch him, and the two boys crept towards
a cave of rock with an opening high enough for a man to enter.
They crept into the cave breathlessly, holding their spears
ready, and there, two staring yellow eyes glared at them !

'There, you see!' whispered Harmen. 'He won't do
anything! '

Hajo could not answer; his throat felt dry and he was
trembiing.

, ow,' whi pered Harmen, '1'11 let him taste my spear,
and then you strike! '

'Ye-es,' stammered Hajo, dumbfounded by Harmen's
coolness at this dangerous moment.

Harmen raised himself, leaned back, and hurled his spear
with all his might towards the gleaming yellow eyes. There
was a fierce, hoarse roar. Then the mighty creature sprang
up on high, breaking the spear with aloud cràsh. Ir had
struck home.
The fetid smell of the cave made the boys feel faint, and they

both grasped Hajo's lowered spear tight now. The wounded
beast crouched and, with a snarl, sprang-straight at the spear,
which they were pointing towards it. I t gave a terrible cry;
as its full wcight fell upon the spear, they pressed their weapon
hard against it. The creature feil to the ground. 'Hold
tight ! ' groancd Harmen, :md, gasping painfully, they both
leaned hard upon the spear.



CHAPTER XXXVII

THE DELUGE

T
HEY went back to find the others, and after much
climbing and scrambling found them crouched together
in the pouring rain. Harmen related the tale of the

cave an? the unknown beast, and made the most of it, omitting
no detaIl. When they reached the ravine, Harmen jumped and
helped to catch the others as they risked their limbs if not their
lives, in turn. They crept into the cave, stepping ｯ ｾ ･ e the dead
panther with a shudder, where a horrible stench of blood and
decay met them.
, 'It. doesn't smell very good,' said Harmen, apologizing.
But It's warm and dry.'

. 'If a tiger should come,' said Hajo, as he placed Dolimah
m the farthest corner, 'he'd have to get past us before he
could get at Dolimah ! '

lf a .tiger should come! ... The boys listened uneasily.
The ram seemed far away here. They were dry and their
c10thes were beginning to steam. But the rain was falling
monotonously out there. Pools became streams that Aowed
down into the dry bed of the ravine. Other streams joined
them, and soon a swift river was foaming and rushing on.
Water! Water! It rose higher and higher. Here is more
water for you, River! Receive it in your arms! From the
defiles, from the valleys, the water Aowed down and the rain
rattled and splashed still more fiercely into the river. The
drops shoot down below the brown surface a finger's length at
least j a great air bubble swells up like a blister j another rain­
drop strikes upon it violently j a second bubble of air is formed
on the first and together they dance along like frolicsome
little rabbi ts.
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The stream grows broader and deeper. It rushes on head­
long. It carries along a bridge in its Aight. Lightning flashes.
There is a deafening raar and two c10uds send Jown a cloud­
buTSt of. rain. ｒ ｲ ｲ ｾ ｡ ｮ ｧ g I.t comes rattling down. The surging
water mes and stnkes agamst the share. It dashes against an
obstructing dike, drives against it again and again, hurling
trees, planks, stones, and beams against the earthen embank­
ment, reinforeed by bamboa. Forward! Gallop on! The
flood has softened the river-banks until the roots of the trees
growing there are loosed beneath the mass of water. Here
two trees drive with increasing speed against the dike. while
others are swept along in frenzied confusion.

But the dike is still standing firm against the Aood.
ｾ ｨ h villagers, roused from peaceful slumber, start up from

thelT bamboo couches. Hark! What is that sound of groaning
and creaking, growing louder every minute and roaring above
the. beating, crackling rain? In feverish haste they gather
ｴ ｾ ･ ｬ Ｎ . . possessions together and drive their flocks up the de­
c1lV1tles. A cry resounds through the village, freezing their
blood:
, Banjir.' ' (' The Flood ! ')
Rending, storming, roaring until the mountains re-echo iu

rage, it comes, and there, at a bend, the dike is torn asunder
a large piece in the centre gives way, the sides plunge down:
. .. And gradually all grows still. The fury of the stream is
｢ ｾ ｯ ｫ ･ ｮ n Released from its narrow, confining channel, like a
glant who could not turn about and stretch his limbs it now
flows quietly on, covering the whole valley. . . . '
The villagers look on the scene of destruction with tem.

One of them hast lost his rice-fields, another sees his house
totter and-now it is swept along in the flood! The catde of
a third, in stupid panic and bewilderment, rush straight into
the water.
ｾ ｮ n still ｾ ｨ h rain falls.' ｢ ･ ｡ ｾ ｩ ＿ ? its monotonous ｳ ｩ ｮ ｧ Ｇ ｾ ｯ ｮ n

te?ac.lOusly, hke a tormentmg spmt. Tormenting? No! Thc
ram. 15 beneficent, gentle, conscious of its fructifying power.
He IS not to blame that men divide the earth into lots and
construct dikes and dams for fear of others taking more than

IS
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their share. He is not to blamc that men have captured thc
buffalo and rendered him stupid and helpJess sa that he can
no langer avc himself.

Dolimah was awakencd by the raar of the water in the
distance. 'Ba1/jir!' she wh( pcred, and she began to think of
home. 1t was til! raining when the boys awoke and saw
Jappie snoring near them. He wa covcred with mud up to
his ears sa he mu t have found the way hard going.
They went out to look at the panther. He measured about

two eUs, with his tail. The two spears had done good service­
the first penetrating his flank, the other passing straight through
his body and coming out again near the right shoulder-blade.
'We must skin him-we can make good use of this bit of

leather ! ' said Harmen.
'Good to sleep on, remarkcd Rolf. 'I t willkeep out the damp.'
'Or we might make me a pair of trousers,' suggested

Harmen. 'I look like a jumping-jack in this skin.'
'You'd look fine in panther-skin breeches,' laughed Rail.

, Can you raar ? '
At that Harmen raar d sa loud that the whole valley trembIed

and Padde and Dolimah, in ide the cave, shuddered' with fear.
, Do you know how to skin him ? ' asked RolE.
Harmen stared at Rolf wide-ered. 'Oh, no! I s'pose I

never skinned a rabbit ? '
'Yes, but this is not a rabbit ! '
'Of course a panther int a rabbit! But skinning him

won't be any different. He drew the two spears from the
body. Then they decideJ to postpone operation until after
breakfast. Padde was still in pain and had a fever. Hajo and
Barmen were sent to forage for food, and on their way to
the village saw what damage had been caused by the flood.
The litde bridge had been wept away the little stream was
now a muddy rivcr, sa they had to make a new path along
the e ge of the forest. cratched and blceding, they arrived
near the villa e in about an hour and earched for coco-nuts,
hoping to avoiJ any encounter with a native.

THE lJELUGE

Suddenly a litde boy appeared near the enclosure. Harmen
jumped over the fence and began to speak, but the boy in an
agony of fear clung to a coca-nut tree and with eyes as big as
saucers stared at this half-naked white deviJ.
, Tabth !' said Harmen. Then he poin tcd to his stomach

and added: 'Makan!' The litde savage understood. Like

a squirre1 he climbed up the tree and began to throw down
coco-nuts.
, Good ! ' said Harmen. ' atch them, Haj ,and hide them

in the bushes. We'll take all wc can carr)' and get the others
later.'
When tluee trees had been stripped of their coco-nuts

Harmen declared himself satisfied and jumped back a<>ain to
Hajo. A few hours later they returned to the plateau, ar.cl
when they were about to jump down to the cave they saw to
their amazement-a rope ladder!
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

T
HAT afternoon the boys bound the panther to several
bamboo staIks and dragged the heavy load above the
cave. After half an hour of hard work Harmen had

completed the task of skinning him and sent the bare body
over the dec1ivity. Then he spread out the skin in the
shrubbery and prayed for sunshine to dry it.

But the rain continued to fall and great grey c10uds con­
cealed the mountains in the distance...• In the cave Padde
lay tossing in the grip of a severe fever. They tried to make
a fire, but the wood was too damp. The boys sat staring out
into the grey, misty twilight, where they could not see more
than ten yards before them. It was difficult to breathe, too,
in the sultry air.
The next day there was still rain, rain, rain.
Dolimah and Rolf looked for medicinal herbs near the cave

while she explained the virtues of certain plants. • This is the
Jidagori lelaki,' she said. • If one eats its sulk it makes one
strong. And that over there is the daün tidur-tiduran. It
brings sleep. But 1 don't know many remedies. The dukun
knows them all-and he knows how to drive away evil spirits
too.'
Rolf listened with intense interest, for everything that

Dolimah told him about Malay beliefs and customs had a
peculiar charm for him.

Harmen and Hajo went hunting, but all they found were the
footprints of an animal which they thought must be a deer.
That night in the cave no one felt very cheerful. Dolimah

made a paste of some herbs and placed this on Padde's chest.
Rolf and Hajo stared oüt into the veiled grey landscape again,
while Harmen was winding rotang stalks together and maling
a rope of them, humming songs of home as he worked.
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called Rolf from below. 'How do you like my
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'Hello! '
ladder? '

, Did you make it ? ' asked Harmen admiringly. 'I call that
a good job! How did you do it ? '

Ｇ ｐ ｾ ･ ｣ ･ e of bamboo bound together with rotang thongs,'
explamed Rolf. 'We'll draw it in at night with this stick.
Where did you get all those coco-nuts ? '

, Somebody picked them for me,' replied Harmen, grandly.
And they told their story.
'You're too cheeky,' remarked Rolf. 'You'll get caught

one fine day, Harmen.'
Harmen put on his foxy expression. • Pm like a flea-you

catch him, but he's gone ! '
The rain was still falling steadily. They went into the cave

where Padde lay in a delirium. '



was far from handsome. His lcgs and arms were lean and
looked as if thèy wen: made of brown wood, whilc his knees
and clbows resembJed thick knot. Bis back was bony and he
was cavered from head to toes with scar .

I He's going to make firc for u , said Dolimah to Rolt. 'Aod
he's going to bring us something to cat.'

Saleiman shyly drew from his sarong a few bits of wood aod
bent over same coca-nut fibre which the boys had tried in
vain to ignite the day befare. He began to rub hard and to
blow. The sparks began to fly and a flame prang up from the
coca-nut kindling ; then a litde cloud of blue smoke rose, and,
there, they had a fire !
The boys looked <lt it as though they had founr! a golden

treasure. The cheerfuJ flames made them all happy. How
warm and bright the cave scemed now!
They thanked him, and he seemed 10 a sume that thi was

a signaI for dtp:lTture. !\fter DoJimah had asked him ra rtturn
on the marrow, he went farth iota the paurin' rain.

Dolimah explained that he Iud camc upan him when he
was at play with same friends and th.lt he had agreed ra make
fire far her and ta preserve silen c.

I Do yau knaw what they call him ?' he a lcd with a mile.
, " Si-Kampret " .' '(' Bat") becau e he has su<:h bi, car', like
a bat. But he doe n't lile ir. He tolJ nH.: his nam.: was
Saleiman- 0 I pretended I didn t heJr th othcrs.' And
Dalimah laughed.
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But the song of the rain sounded everywhere. Sometimes
ilS murmur seemed to grow faint, dying away in a gentle
trickIe. and th n it rattlcd down again sa violently that any
hope f seein the sun rise radiantlyon the morrow expired.
Ther went to lcl:p. In the middle of the night Harmen
jumped up :md threw his knife at a glittering creature that
hissed and wound its war along the ground. Jappie recoiled,
with J. ir st:mding erect toa terrified to bark. A snake had
crept int their caye.
.\fter an uneaT nioht and a meagre breakfast of coca-nuts,

the thr e b ys tarted off, Rolf to gather edible fruits and
roots Hajo and Harmen to lay a trap for the deer. In a by­
parh ther c.lme upon ncw hoof-marks which the rain had not

even washed down-the deer must have passed within a minute
or rwo. Barmen set his snare sa cleverly that it seemed he'
must have practised poaching more than once before, Indeed
on their way back to the cave, he entertained Bajo with the
story of same of his forbidden escapades io Hoorn, among thcm
one exploit when he had trapped seven hares at once.

When they approached the plateau, Rolf met them eagerly.
, Have rou seen Dolimah ? ' he asked, and the surprise on their
fa ces was sufficient answer. Dolimah had gone without leaving
a word of explanation, and Rolf tried to console them by
suggesting that she was looking for more herbs. But gloom
settlet! 00 tl eir piri tSo

Toward evening th y heard footsteps. They rushed out.
Dolimah! Dolimah! and with her was a little chap with big
ears that sraod far out from lus head. When he saw the boys
he looked amazed and made ready to run.

lkut sodjab, Sa/eiman,' said Dolimah. And Rolf added :
, A b-äb, lIIori. Djangan takut.' ' (I Don't be afraid ! ')

Saleiman hesitated and then descendcd the rope-Iadder. Be
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CHAPTER XXXIX

SALEIMAN AND HlS FLUTE

T
HE boys laid the fire at the
entrance of the cave and flung
so much wood upon it that the

flames flared up. Ah, this was comfort
at last. Even Padde seemed to enjoy
it as he stared at the ghostly shadows
in the back of the cave.
Dolimah gazed dreamily into the

flames, and then she began to teil the
story of how fire was first brought to
men by the good spirits who rewarded
a pious man. They taught him how to
strike two sticks together and to repeat
a magical charm, telling him that he

must use it for good ends only. Later he grew angry at .a
rich man who had done him harm and planned to burn hls
house down. But though he struek the sticks, he had forgotten
the incantation-because he had cherished evil thoughts. At
last, however, after rubbing and rubbing, a spark flew out of
the bamboo-but it flew into his sarong, the sarong caught fire,
and the man was burned to death !
, But the rich man had seen from his window how the poor

man had made fire and he commanded his servants to rub
bamboo sticks together till a spark flashed from them. So
men learned the secret of making fire. But no one knows tht
incantation now....' Dolimah had ended her story.
Silence reigned in the cave except for the crackling, sputtering

fire. They were warm now and feU asleep more hopefullr­
The next day it rained again, but ｓ ｡ ｬ Ｎ ･ ｩ ｭ ｡ a appeared wlth. a

cracked earthen jar, a big lump of boiled nce 10 a plantam
leaf, a few herbs, and some big bananas. Dolimah thanked
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him and begged him to come again that evening with his
flute.
Dolimah prepared a hearth and placed the earthen pot on

the fire to concoct a soup of rice, herbs, and bits of banana
for the invalid. But the poor boy could not eat and began to
lament that he had ever come to this terrible country, where
he would die. Hajo cheered him to the best of his ability by
assuring him that as soon as he could walk they would go on
to Bantam, and then they would be ready to sail for Hoorn,
their pockets fuil of the money they had earned.

........

Towards evening Saleiman returned with three dried fish,
a few eggs, and eight cobs of maize, not to mention a little
stone pot. Dolimah thanked him, but realizing that he had
probably taken things where he had found them, she begged
him not to bring anything more. Saleiman looked so em­
barrassed that she asked him to play, and so he squatted on
the ground and produced his flute. It was a hoilow piece of
bamboo with holes burned into it, and the mouthpiece was
mad.e of a shoot into which a narrow slit had been cut.
Saleiman hesitated, while the boys stood by staring, until Rolf
urged liim to play for them. Then he placed the flute against
bis protruding Iips and began.
First came a long-drawn-out, nasal tone like the distant cry



of a bird in the night j then another, higher but long-drawn-out
and just as melancholy as the first. Then the flute feil quickly
to the first tone, rose again, passed softIy up to the second tone,
and sounded a third tone, mysteriou , as if sighing. So the
flute wailed or sang a solemn measure until, suddenly-tiereliet !
tiereliet ! tiereliet !-it rose high and warbIed like a bird.
Saleiman's face was very serious. ow he seemed to charm
soft voices out of the mist and now a me1ody, soft, seductive,
like a lullaby. lt was a melody, yet none of them could have
repeated it, for the tones were trillcd so fa t yet so lightly
that they could not catch them. He ended with a dark, long
tone which seemed to trembIe like a ray of light upon a dark
sea.
, Was that the moon ? ' asked Dolimah.
, Yes,' replied Saleiman.
'And can you do the stream, and the crocodile, and the

snake? Please do the snake ! '
The young musician thought for a moment and began.

Hst! You actually feit the snake coming, with its flat head
raised and its tonguc hissing! Saleiman swayed his skinny
back in time to the music as the snake st pped, moved forward,
hissed, turned its head from side to side, and rolled ilself into
a heap.
, He can charm snakes that way,' explained Dolimah. ' ow

do the fire.'
Salciman looked into the fire and began to improvise until

the gentle f1ames had become transformed into a fierce con­
flagration. He looked up triumphantIy, but Dolimah wanted
more. 'The two birds,' she entreated.
And again this ugly, lean boy, with his bat's ears, charmed

them all with trill , long cries of alluring tenderness and hoarse
quavers that made them think of the call of birds which they
had heard.
, Play the most beautiful thing you know, Saleiman ! ' begged

Dolimah now. He closed his eyes and played a soft, sweet
melody, soaring ever higher to the clouds, only to break off
abruptIy at the end in a shrill discord followed by a melancholy
strain dying away into silence.
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'What was that?' asked Dolimah. Saleiman did not
answer. Then she asked : ' Was it-Saleiman ? '
Saleiman scrambled to his feet and started off. But first he

took out of his Jarong a litde box with a gImv-worm fastened
to the bottom, to proteet him against evil spirits.
. The boys regarded the f1ap-eared lad with envy and admira­
tl?n no.w. Harmen sighed and wished he had his fiddle to play
WJth hlm, but none of the others seemed enthusiastic about
this idea.

......
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and a half long. Rolf admired their catch. 'We'll have a fine
dinner now ! ' he cried. 'This pheasant with rice, maize, dried
fish, two eggs for Padde-and Dolimah is gathering herbs and
fruit.'
Rolf had become very domestic. He had laid dry grass on

the floor of the cave as a carpet and fastened the Panther skin
to a few poles as a sort of canopy under which Padde could lie
in the shade, while enjoying thc fresh air. ow he suggested
that they make a bench and tabIe. Hajo agreed to help him,
but Harmen feit too restless. Armed with his faithful spear,
he went forth to hunt.

. He failed to catch a.1izard and a partridge. He bit boldly
lOto a long, green frult, as he thought it, only to feel the
tears gushing from his eyes and his tongue smarting from
pepper. He spat it out with disgust and walked on. Suddenly
he heard the sound of bleating. Could it be a sheep? He
advanced cautiously and, peering between the trees saw a
young kid! It was tied fast to a wooden peg and ｳ ｴ ｾ ｯ o in a
sort of gangway. Heavy wooden beams had been driven into
the ground to form it. What did it mean? A kid tied up in
the jungle-why, a tiger rnight corne aloog. And the rope
was so short that it could scarce1y graze. And what was this
gangway? Ah, of course-it was a tiger trap! Harmen now
noticed, half hidden by the foliage, a trap-door on each side.
When the tiger jumped in to devour the kid, the trap-doors
would fall and the tiger would be caught. .
, Ma-a-ah ! ' bleated the poor litde kid.
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CHAPTER XL

T HE next day Harmen sprang up with a shout: 'The
sun! The sun is shining ! '
There stood the sun, high above the mountains,

gleaming like gold. The valley was steaming. The blue sky
seemed to be moist still-as if its colours were not quite dry.
The trees looked as if they had been newly painted green and
the flowers like red, white, yellow, and blue splashes on the
bushes.
Litde green parrots, bronze-green pigeons, turde-doves

tumbied about in the trees, sending down a shower of diamonds.
Great butterflies fluttered from flower to flower, spreadiog their
wings or folding them with infinite grace, coquetting with the
sunlight and shadow, kissing the hearts of the blossoms.
The boys sat at the entrance of the cave, letting their c10thes

dry and looking with de1ight over the ravine and the plateau.
How did all this life and colour return so suddeoly? Even
the trees seemed to be stretching themse1ves, and the flowers,
that lay so bent and broken yesterday, raised their heads
proudly.
Suddenly Padde came ereeping out. The others were

frightened to see how pale and thin he had become, how
dull were his eyes. They made him lie down io the sun.
It was plain that they could oot continue their journey for the
present.
Though Hajo and Harmen had gone every day to look ｡ a

their snare, they had not caught the deer, as they hoped.
But 00 the way back this morning Harmen stumbled over a
pheasant, splendidly marked, with blaek tail-feathers a yard
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, I'm coming,' called Harmen gently. 'Harmen won't let
the bad tiger cat you. No, no! Harmen will take you. Be
still. 1 m coming ! '

, Ma-a-ah ! ' bleated the kid joyfully.
, Goodness ! ' said Harmen, ' those doors are thick! How'll

I get to you without getting into the trap? Oh, now I know ! '
He held out his long spear and began to file the ralang rope
with its sharp blade. The kid helped him, without knowing
it, by drawing the rope tight as it strained away from the
spear; yet he made slow progress. But at last it was nearly
cut through; the kid tugged with all its might aod rebouoded
against the wooden beams. The rope had yielded. The kid
seemed so dazed by the shock that it turned on Harmen, with
horns lowered, but suddenly changed its mind and begao
gambolling away with sprightly leaps and bounds.

, Here, come back! ' shouted Harmen angrily, and flew after
it. But as he raced through the gangway, one of the beams
yielded a little; he stumbIed aod heard two heavy thuds.
When he Iooked up, the trap-doors had fallen. He was a
prisoner.

He seized his spear and threw it with all his strength against
the door. His spear shivered and fell, but the door-stood fir.m.
I t was made of djati wood, which even defies the destructlve
attacks of the white aots. Harmeo stood erect, breathing hard,
with cleoched teeth and tears in his eyes. He must get out.
But how? The wooden walls were at least five ells high. The
floor, as well as the walls, was made of heavy beams placed
beneath the side walIs, so that there was no chance of raising
them and burrowing out. He tried to cut notches into the
wood, but after working hard for half an hour, he saw how
hopeless this was. He threw himself into a corner and raged.
Then it occurred to him to call for help. 'Ho! Ho! Help!'
he roared. But Echo aIone answered. Then he heard a pitiful
bleat in the distance : ' Ma-a-ah ! '
He screamed until he was hoarse, quickly, so that he should

not hear the echo. But when he stopped from sheer exhaustion,
he heard on every side : ' Ho-ho! Help! 1'01 caught ! '

He put his fingers in his ears-the sound frightened him.

He braccd himself a ainst one of the doors :lnd pushed and
pushcd. He tried the other. They tood firm. In a sudden
fury, he began to kick against the d00r with his hec1s until
they turned blue and purple. 'Get away ! ' he yelled wildly
-and he heard ' Get away ! ' repeated on every side.
He had a new idea. He would use his spear as a vaulting

pole and jump! Careful now! He walked to the farthest
corner of the trap, planting his spear in a crack, and leaped.
\\ ith his hands clutching the shaft, he swung himself up in
a curve, and then the shaft broke and with a wild cry Harmen
feil heavily on the wooden floor. He stumbled to his feet, tried
to stand, tottered, feil over, and remained Iying there.
When he opened his eyes again it was late aftemoon. The

birds were warbling once more after the silence of the noonday
heat. His head achcd. At first he looked around in surprise.
Then an uneasy feeling seized him and he cllltched his head to
collect his thoughts. He tried to rise, trembied and feil back
again. He waited until he felt better. Then he opened his
eyes and saw the walls enclosing him.
He was caught.... To-morrow or the next dar the ca nni­

bals who had set the trap would come and eat him up. Harmen
sighed-and the sigh turned into sobbing. 'Help! Help!' he
called again, and listened. The birds stopped trilling for a
m?ment and then went on singing, drowning the echo of his
cnes.
He sat staring at the wall opposite. Would his friends search

for him? H w far was he from the cave? He had walked to
thc west. First there had been the lizard, then the partridge.
... He began to exercise his imagination and concocted a tale
of a fight with a tiger, of his heroislll.... Suddenly he j llmped
up enraged at himse1f, at mankind, at the world. Here he was
cookin ｾ up a drama in which he was to strut before the others.
The whole world seemed a Punch and Judy show in which men
could not distingllish between a jest and the serious side of life.

.so Harmen blamed the world and men for his own stupidity
in getting caught in a trap which was not even meant for him.
Twilight feil, then it grew dark, and the pale moon began to

gleam through the bamboo clusters. Crickets chirped. Ins cts
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buzzed around his head. A frog joined in the concert, then
came other musicians of the dark. Harmen listened to the
solemn song of this Indian night, and even began to compose
a poem about his fa te.

Suddenly he pricked his ears and started up. Something was
clambering up the wooden wall outside! Was it a beast of
prey? He seized the part of the broken spear with the shaft
and stood waiting.
There! Something black appeared above the boards-a

brown face with great, frightened eyes and flap ears framed
in the light of ｴ ｨ h moon. It was Saleiman.

PA-SAMIRAH, THE DUKUNI

CHAPTER XLI

W
HE Harmen had left his companions, Hajo and
Rolf at once began to busy themselves with the
manufacture of kitchen utensils. With their poor

implements they made a bamboo table and goblets, and spoons
and dishes of coco-nut shells. Dolimah, who had gone in the
meantime to look for herbs and fruits for Padde, met· Saleiman
coming towards the cave with a live chicken under his arm.
She thanked him, but asked whether the villagers were not
beginning to notice his thefts. He explained that they blamed
the evil spirits, which seemed very ｢ ｵ ｾ ~ at the moment, for a
tiger had stolen one of the dogs. But the villagers had just
set a trap for this robber!

Dolimah now begged her faithful admirer to induce the
medicine-man of his village to come to Padde's aid. This
seemed to amaze Saleiman, but when she promised that the dukun
should have the panther skin as a reward he agreed to try.
Padde's face was burning with fever when she returned to

the cave, and he still refused to eat. Dolimah told the two
boys of the probable visit of the dukun and of her promise to
give him the panther skin, and awarm feeling of gratitude rose in
their breasts. Her unending help touched them deeply. ow
she busied herselfwith preparing adinner of pheasant, rice, herbs,
and fruit. They had been wonderingwhy Harmen remained away
solong, but now, when they were ready to sit down at their table
for the first time, they became seriously alarmed about his absence.
Though the meal was much better than any they had tasted

in months, no one was in the mood to enjoy it. As soon as they
had finished, Rolf and Hajo set out to look for Harmen, taking
tht: same way that he had followed. Though they called and
searched everywhere, they saw no trace of him, and so they

1 Dukun-medicine man.
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returned to thc cave, hoping to hear that he had returned.
But instead they were greeted by Padde's delirious cries. He
had grown much worse since morning and was tossing about
feverishly and crying out 'Fire! Fire!' in piercing tones.
When he was not raving about the burning of the ship, he
mumbIed confused snatches about life at home in Hoorn, or
sobbed convulsively because he could not keep up with the
others. Rolf and Hajo cooled his forehead with water, but they
felt utterly helpIess before this danger.

Suddenly some one outside the cave coughed and Dolimah
whispered : ' The dukun.'
At the entrance of the cave, like a shadow in the twilight,

stood an ancient native with a white beard, as thin as a skeleton.
Dolimah addressed him politely, praising his skill, and he
nodded, thoughtfully spitting a red juice on the grey stones.

, Where is the sick boy? '
, In the cave, Pa-Samirah.'
, Where is thc panther skin? '
, Above you, good sir.'
He looked up, nodded, and spat again. 'The whites must

stay outside. You must help me,' he ordered in a hoarse voÎce
that sounded like the creaking of an old cart.
The boys withdrew, with a sense of oppression in leaving

Padde to this sinister being j but, after all, Dolimah was with
him. More than ever they felt themselves lost in this strange
l!lnd. Dolimah, Saleiman, the duku11 were at home here, they
knew the birds, the plants, the animals-and thc spirits !
Spirits ? Dolimah had made them feel that there were spirits.
Jlnd now this old man had come to drive the evil spirits out of
Padde! What astrange authority he had exerted over them
when he had asked them to depart. And he could command the
spirits ! The two Dutch boys began to feel very small. Even Salei­
man understood the soul of fire, stream, and rain; and the animals
understood him, down to the snake which had answcred his caU.
A piercing scream reached them from within the cave. They

ran towards it, but Dolimah whispered : 'The duku11 is with
him,' and tried to stop them. Hajo brushed past her none
the less, but when the old man, who sat by Padde, turned his
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head, mumbIed, and stared at him with fixed, unseeing eyes,
he feIl back. Murmuring and humming monotonously, the
dukun turned again to the patient.

Gradually the screams subsided, but the even sing-song of

the old man went on. After an eternity of waiting, Dolimah
tiptoed out and whispered : 'The spirits are fleeing! He had
me grate some herbs for him !' Then she returned to the cave
and they waited again. At last the old dukun came out like an
Old Man of the Mountain, but they stood in too much awe
of him to thank him. They went softly into the cave-Padde
was fast asleep, breathing peacefully.
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ｷ ｾ ~ ｾ ｯ ｮ n and roundabout, but he entertained himself by
thmkmg of all the food he would sneak for Dolimah to-morrow
-:-eggs and rice and dried meat. The moon was shining behind
bm and he watched his shadow as it ran along. His ears stuck
out ｾ ｯ ｲ r ｴ ｾ ｡ Ｎ . ever in the moonlight and he stared sadly and
angnly at hlS Image. Just then a bat flew above his head and the

two shadowsmet. Saleiman muttered a curse as he sawthem and
ran on under the trees, where he need not watch himself.
. ｈ ｯ o he wished he might find a tiger in the trap-and kill

him wlth a long bamboo stake which he would heat in a fire
and put out the tiger's eyes! Then they wouldn't caU him
, Bat-ears' any longer.... Dolimah always called him
Saleiman-he felt happier when he remembered that.
. Now he had come to the trap, ｾ ｮ n he climbed up along its
slde. Then he tumblcd down agam from sheer surprise.
, Saleiman ! ' roared Harmen. 'Where are you i Here, cut
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The miracle-man stood outside, waiting for his panther skin.
While Hajo rolled it up, Hajo tried to thank him but the
words stuck in his throat as he looked into this dull dead
countenance, as old as eternity. The dukun slowly ｳ ｰ ｡ a forth
more of the red juice that looked like blood. His slack mouth
ｲ ･ ｶ ･ ｾ ｬ ･ e ｾ toothless jaw; his grey eyebrows were lifted high
on hls wnnkled forehead. He took the panther skin in silence
fastened his sarong, and climbed up the rope-Iadder. '

, Do you understand all this ? ' asked Hajo.
, Not in the least,' replied RolL 'How in the world could

he--' He stopped thoughtfulIy. Suddenly he spoke : ' Hajo !
Where can Harmen be i '

, Oh, ye-yes,' stammered Hajo. 'I'd forgotten about him.'
The two boys looked greatly disturberl.

Afler Si-Kampret had guided the dukun to the cave he had
started for home again. Suddenly he heard a plaintive bleating
ｾ ｮ n ran towards it. He found a kid with a rotang rope around
lts neck, and knew at once that this was the kid from the
ｴ ｩ ｾ ･ e Ｚ ｲ ｾ ｰ p He must find out what had happened. Was an
,:vIl spmt at work i But he had a talisman on his finger against
the sf'irits of the forcst, so he felt brave. Thc way to the trap



down a bamboo rod and stick it down.' And he threw his
knife out so that it almost struck Saleiman's skull.

But Saleiman had a better plan. He cut a rotang rope,
bound one end on a branch and threw it down to Barmen,
who worked his way up and out while Saleiman was still
climbing down the tree. Barmen gave a deep sigh when he
stood on the ground once more, thanked Saleiman briefly,
took his knife, and ran. Jt was not easy to find his way in the
dark, and he thought the way would never end. But at last he
found a path between the trees-and then he heard a ｳ ｯ ｵ ｾ ､ d

Careful! Be hid in the bushes and watched the approachmg
figure. It was a Malay. And-and-what was he carrying
there? Barmen snorted with rage: it was his panther skin!
The man stopped. Bony and crooked, his shadow looked

threatening in the moonlight. 'Who is there ? ' he asked.
, I ! ' said Barmen, springing out, and he dealt the Malay a

blow, snatched the skin, and ran in the direction from which
the native had come before he had taken time to think. But
he was sure that the fellow had stolen his skin.
Be reached the plateau, scrambled down the ladder, feil,

picked himself up again, and rushed into the cave.
'Barmen! '
Barmen panted as he threw the skin on the ground. 'There's

your skin again! Anything to eat here! '
They sta red at him wide-eyed.

FLIGHT

CHAPTER XLII

'WE must get out as fast as we
can,' said Rolf as soon as
they had heard Barmen's story.

, The dukutl won't pass this by ! '
, What will we do with Padde? '
, Carry him. We'll stretch the panther

skin between two poles and make a litter.
Come on!' and he quietly explained to
Dolimah what had happened.
Bajo and Barmen prepared the litter,

binding the skin to the poles with rotang,
...Ｂ Ｌ ｾ Ｚ ［ ; ••• ). while Rolf gathered up the food and uten­

>:f' sils and fastened them to a ｾ ｴ ｡ ｦ ｦ f 'Ready?
Then wake Padde! ' he ordered.
At that moment Saleiman came running in and announced

that the angry dukun was approaching with a crowd of natives.
Harmen picked Padde up-the boy was still fast asleep and hung
limp in his arms. With the help of the others he got him up and
on the litter. Bajo and Rolf picked it up and they started off.

Saleiman led the way, carrying the staff across his shoulder
and walking with the easy, quick tread of those used to carrying
heavy loads. Dolimah and Harmen bore the weapons and
Joppie ran joyfully ahead. It was a strange caravan.

Now they heard the cry of a beast. 'It's my deer,' exclaimed
Harmen joyfully, and he ran after Joppie to the spot where he
had set his nare. In the lower sling struggled a young wild
pig, at which Joppie barked furiou ly.

, A pig! ' murmured Barmen in disgust. 'Come, 1'11 help
you.' But the little pig almost strangled itself in it efforts
to free itself. Barmen seized it, bound its hind leg together,
and carricd it back.

JAVA HOI228

229



230 JAVA HO!

, Let's see the deer,' said Rolf.
, It's not a deer,' replied Harmen, ' but it's good to eat just

the same.'
The boys took turns in carrying the litter, and once, when

Rolf saw how tired Dolimah seemed, he suggested that they
rest. But Saleiman seemed so disturbed that they pushed on.
The forest came to an end and the soU became rocky. Only
a few shrubs grew here. Then they came to a ravine at the
bottom of which sparkled a little stream. Beyond stretched a
plateau surrounded by a wall of mountains.

, There ! ' said Saleiman, and he pointed to a bridge. It was
a sort of hammoek, made of ralang, stretched across the ravine
at its narrowest point.
'You must cut down the bridge when you've crossed over,'

he said. They had all had the same idea. Now Harmen was
the first to step on it. It began to swing violently, but Dolimah
assured them that it was strong.

Itwas time to say farewell to Saleiman. 'He couldn't get back,'
explained Dolimah, ' after we've broken it down behind us.'

, How about you ? ' asked Rolf, looking at her.
, I can't go back anyway,' she replied softly.
, Why not? ' asked Saleiman shyly.
, Oh, it's much too far to my village,' she answered gently.
, 1'11 take }'Ou there ! ' promised Saleiman quickly.
She looked at him affectionate1y but sadly. 'I thank you,

Saleiman-for everything. But I can't go back.'
The others crossed the swinging bridge with great difficulty,

and when they had reached the other side, Harmen cut the
ropes. The bottom dropped out of it and a few bamboo
sticks shot down into the river like arrows. They had cut oH
their pursuers and were safe !.

, Good-bye ! ' they called across to Saleiman, standing alone
in the moonlight. He did not answer. But whcn the boys
had turned to the south he called : ' Dolimah, 1'11 wait here­
every evening-till it's new moon-till the beginning of the
Fasting Month... .'

, But I won't come back,' answered Dolimah.
He did not reply, but they saw him standing like a statue

FLIGHT 231

in the moonlight as long as they could mark the spot where
the bridge had hung.
Now that the danger of pursuit was past, they realized how

tired they were. They lay down near a bush and feil asleep
beneath the starry sky.
When they awoke the next morning, the sun was shining

directly upon them. There were no sheltering trees, no birds,
no butterflies, nothing but cold, hard stones, and in the distance
the blue mountains. They ate some rice and dried fish and
started on again. Padde was still sleeping, breathing quietly,
and they could not help thinking of the dukun whom they had
rewarded so badly.
There was not a cloud in the sky and the sun was hot

although it was still early. Dolimah was very silent, nor did
she hum as usual on the march. When Rolf asked her of
what she was thinking, she shook her head. But later she
began speaking of her little brothcrs and sisters, especially of
her little brother Dajik.
'He'll be grieving that 1'm gone,' she sighed. 'He loves

everybody, and he knows all the flowers and the trees and the
animaIs.' She gazed dreamily at the distant mountains and
added: ' If I should ever return to my village, Dajik would
say : " I knew she'd come back .. .'"
The sun grew so hot that they began to stumble. The very

air seemed to be trembling with the heat, and so they lay
down to rest. Their throats were parched, but they did not
feellike eating. When they awoke it was cooler and they could
enjoy the chicken wbich Harmen had killed and roasted for
them before a fire made by Dolimah. Padde was still sleeping,
and Harmen began to suspect him of keeping his eyes closed in
order to escape walking.
The rocky plain seemed endless, and the mountains looked

just as far away as they had looked that morning. That night
they built a big fire, for the stones beneath their feet were damp
ana cold though it had been 50 hot all day. Dolimah began
talking about her brother Dajik again and about the festival
month approaching at the new moon, and the boys knew that
she was feeling homesick.
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Suddenly Hajo pointed to the west. 'Look! Sea-gulls!'
They sprang up in surprise. The word touched a sensitive

cord in their breasts. Sea-gulls! There, far in the west, they
soared in their evening flight. If you held your breath, you
could almost hear them saying : ' Tschiep! . . . the sea is here
still! It sends you greetings and asks why you are so long on
the way! Tschiep! .. .' One of them waved his wings at
them and flew away.

But the boys feit happier in their hearts now. The sea !
There, in the west, not far away, lay the sea. ow they knew
how they had longed for it when they had wandered through
all this green jungle of trees, creepers, and flowers. How
oppressive, how impenetrable were these green walls, rising
one close behind the other, where native spirits mocked at
them while they were sighing for their home!

But now they were near the sea again! To-morrow morning
they would turn westward, they would let their glances travel
far over the water and breathe the fresh, salty air with deep
breaths. Westward to-morrow! The sea to-morrow! They
forgot the hard stones on which they lay as they fell asleep
and dreamed of the sea and its distant roar.

CHAPTER XLIII

THE BIJAWAK

E
ARLY the next morning, when they picked up the
litter to start forth, Padde awoke and looked about
him in surprise. 'Wh-what's up now? ' he asked in a

weak voice.
, Padde! How are you? Do you feel better ? '
'So-so. Pm very weak. But why are you carrying me

here? '
They explained matters to him as they carried him over the

barren country until they reached a wide cleft in the rock at
the bottom of which ran a litde stream, probably the same
which they had crossed above on the swinging bridge. By
following the stream they would reach the sea, and so they
kept on for another half hour, when they came upon a narrow
stairway leading down to the stream far below them. They
descended cautiously, at the risk of their necks-Padde almost
fell out of his litter several times-and found themse1ves in
a cool, green gorge. What arelief after the blazing sun through
which they had walked so many miles! They stooped and
greedily drank the cold fresh mountain water out of their
hands.
They decided to wade down tream as far as they could, and

then to break a path through the dense foliage, if they must.
Anything seemed better than to return to the burning sunlight
abo've! All went better than they had expected. Thc pebbles
in the stream had been rounded oft by the water and as they
proceeded they found a shallow pool where they all bathed­
even Joppie. At the end of another hour they came upon a
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much difficulty since the wood was damp. Whilc the ｾ ｯ ｯ ｾ ~

light feIl upon them and they listencd. to one. of Doltmah s
tales of a bijawak which had been ca.ught ｬ l her vIllage, Harmen
withdrcw with thc unfortunate lade plg, whosc hour had
come. Their supplies were almost at an end and the pig had
to be sacrificed to their needs. .
When he returned, he spitted it on his spear ｾ ｮ n ｴ ｾ ｲ ｮ ･ e It

above the rising flames. As he ｳ ｴ ｯ ｯ o ｴ ｾ ･ ｲ ･ e wlth Ｎ ｨ ｬ l body
naked except for the skirt of grasses, grmnmg, and ｾ ｷ ｬ ｳ ｴ ｭ m the
hissing, spluttering litde victim. at. the e.nd of hls. spear, he
looked for all the world like a devlI hlmself m helI. Hls shadow,
strangely magnified, imitated every movement in ghosdy
mockery on the bare, white c1iff opposite.
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footpath by the side of the stream, and then it was easy going
until twilight. They began to consider where they would find
a resting-place, for now that it had grown darker the gorge
assumed a terrifying, mysterious look with its waUs dosing
around them. They decided to keep on to the next bend, and
there, to their delight, they sawa fine sandy place overnung
with leafy green branches, like a curtain. The cliffs were
eovered with ferns and little trees in blossom and the charming,
natural bower was scented with their sweet odour.

'What's that over there l' cried Padde suddenly. 'A
er-cr-crocodile 1 '

Harmen jumped, and there, winding and twisting like a
serpent, an enormous lizard shot between his legs and gave
him such a fierce blow with its tail that he feU sprawling; He
tried to block its way, but it reared, showing a yeUowish-white
beUy and clawing at his face with a black claw with long, sharp
nails. Harmen dodged, the creature feil heavily into the ｷ ｾ ｴ ･ e
with a splash and disappeared.
'It's a bijawak!' stammered Dolimah. 'A very big one.

They steal chiekens and eggs.'
'The devil take him ! ' said Harmen angrily. 'Let's camp

here, just the same!' The boys took possession of this idyllic
spot for the night, making beds of ferns and starting a fire with
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CHAPTER XLIV

ESCAPE

T
HEY were waked the next morn·
ing by the furious screams of a
dozen little monkeys. They were

elambering about the eliffs on the other
side, and the trees were full of them.
The caravan had landed in a monkey

ｾ ｾ ｪ ｩ ｩ ｱ ｾ ~ settlement. The sun had not yet risen,
but a few reddish-grey elouds glowed
in the pale grey sky. Gigantic bats,
kalongs, returning from their night's
plundering, were fiying lazily back to their
resting-places.
Now black elouds began driving above

their heads from the west. They stood
threateningly above the rocky eliffs, where
they lingered until others joined them

and a heavy, black roof of eloud formed above the narrow
ravine. The boys felt as though they were at the bottom of a
funereal vault. Lying on their backs in their beds of ferns,
they stared sleepily at the gloomy, mysterious scene-the black
shroud above tlrem, the grey cliffs facing them, the dark trees
and the scurrying monkeys. These no longer screamed, but
sprang about and up and down, peering at the boys like wicked
little devils with their eyes fiashing, and showing their teeth.
Suddenly, as though a great lantern had been lighted, apaie,

golden light illumined the black elouds from below. Absolute
silence reigned, except for the rushing of the little stream: It
seemed to cast a spell upon the boys; they lay beneath its
power without strength to move, and they could neither think
nor shake it off. But now the heavens began to leak. Warm
drops of rain roused them out of their dazed enchantment.
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Rolf started up suddcnly, looked at the others in alarm and
called: 'Boys, it's raining! The river will rise ! '
!Iajo, Harmen, and Joppie jumped up and in a jiffy every­

thl?g was packed, helter-skelter. The other half of the pig,
WhlCh they had put asidc for to-day, had disappeared, and
Harmen began cursing the whole tribe of bijawaks up and
down.
, Wouldn't it be funny if we were all drowned now ! ' sug­

gested Harmen cheerfully. 'All our troubles for nothing, eh ? '
The falling drops turned into a downpour. After half an

hour the stream had widened so that they could no longer
see the footpath. Joppie splashed ahead sturdily, but suddenly
he was caught by the swift current and carried along UTItil he
managed to save himself on a big rock.
, That. may happen to us all if this rain keeps up,' said

Rolf anxlOusly.
Harmen picked up Joppie and carried him, though his

hands were full, and Dolimah waded silently behind. The
water had now risen to above their knees, and whenever Hajo
or Rolf happened to step into a hole, Padde's litter was buried
beneath the flood.... It began to grow exciting! Now the
ｾ ｡ ｴ ･ e ｾ ｡ a almost up to their waists and Padde had to sit up
In hlS litter. Now and then they encountered small rapids
where they had to make their way carefully through the
ragin? current. While they were struggling to get Padde and
the lmer over a dangerous spot, Rolf stumbled; the litter
slipped from Rajo's hands and Rolf and Padde were swept
beneath the water. They came up again, circling around
helplessly. Rolf was driven against a rock, where he managed
to pull himself up and look about, utterly dazed. Padde
drifted on, kicking with all his might.
Hajo ｾ ｵ ｮ n ｨ ｩ ｾ ｳ ･ ｬ l ｩ ｾ ｴ t ｾ ｨ h stream and swam, with sturdy

strokes, In pursult of hlS fnend. Re found a foothold, seized
Padde by his legs, swam with him towards the left side, where
the water.was shallow, struggled to his feet, and helped Padde
up. Ternfied and scarcely able to stand, Padde clung to his
comrade with a desperate hold.
'Hang on to our arms!' ordered Rolf, who had waded
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towards them. 'The litter's gone. Jt's easy going with the
current.'
They went on, with terror in their hearts, while Padde

tottered and feil and the two others clutched him. At a bend
in the river Harmen cried out in alarm: the gorge was closed
above their heads and the water rushed into a dark grotto.
What could they do? They stopped, horrified by the prospect.
There was no way out except through the grotto.
, Jnto the grotto ! ' ordered Rolf.
, I'm afraid . . .!' Padde was sobbing.
, Come along !' said Rolf firmly and the boys staggered in.

Dolimah hesitated a moment, but the stream forced her along.
Joppie began to howl, but Harmen threatened to throw him
overboard, and he stopped.
The sides and roof of the grotto gleamed black from the

water flowing over it. In places it was so low that the boys
had to stoop to get through. It was full of bats, whieh fluttered
about their faces, but they seareely notieed them in their
agony of haste. Striking their heads against stones in the
darkness, stumbling, staring, and straining towards a ray of
light whieh would indieate that they had eome to the end of
this dark passage, they went on as if pursued by the furies.
Hajo dragged Padde; Harmen clutehed Joppie, though he
was no light load; Rolf tried to help Dolimah.
, Light! ' cried Hajo at last. 'There's light! '
Gasping, weighed down by the darkness, oppressed by the

stale air and the sound of the flitting bats, they at last escaped
out of the uncanny darkness of the grotto into the light. Yes,
there was the end! There was daylight again, glorious
daylight!
They waded out of the grotto and drew a deep breath.

The walls of cliffs had dis:lppeared as if by magie and trees
grew on both banks of the river. In sudden transport of relief
the boys threw themselves headlong into the water, Rolf and
Hajo holding Padde by the hand, and swam to the shore.
They scrambled up, helped Dolimah to get a foothold, looked
for a soft plaee to rest, and sank down.
, Heigh there, Joppie, rou monster! ' cried Harmen. 'Can't
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you even say , Thank you, dear Harmen,' when I saved your
life ? '
Joppie was lying with his head resting on his paws. He

sighed deeply, crept closer and snuggled up to Harmen's
steaming body.
The exhausted boys feU into a dreamless sleep while the raiD

continued to pour heavily down upon them.
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CHAPTER XLV

THE RAFT

W HEN they awoke they were dry. A radiant blue sky
rose above them like a dome, and in its centre hung
a splendid golden chandelier; the sun. Refreshing

odours filled the air, the wet, green trees shone and sparkled,
while the birds chattered noisily and fluttered about on bright
wings. The stream tumbIed out of the ravine over the rocks
helter-skelter, splashing the water on high. The entrance of
the grotto, adorned with flowers and feros, looked so mysteri­
ously alluring that the boys almost felt inclined to go ioto it
again.

But there seemed to be no way out of this beautiful spot.
The trees were crowded close together and the shrubs grew so
thick that it seemed impossible to force a path through them.
Harmen's immediate concern was food. He found some edible
fruits and brought them back to roast them. After much effort
he succeeded in building a fire, but while he was about to begin
rus labours as cook Hajo and Rolf came running up.

, Rolf knows how we'll get to the sea,' shouted Hajo. 'We'll
float down on a raft ! '

Harmen opened his mouth in surprise. Then he gasped :
'That's the idea !' He abandoned his fire and set to work
with the two others. They cut down twenty sturdy bamboo
staIks to the length of fifteen feet each and twenty more each
ten feet long. These formed the foundation. Fortunately
there was plenty of rotang for binding-indeed, the whole
jungle was full of it. The boys stripped the tough, flexible
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sterns of thorns and used them to bind the cross stalks over the

others. ki 'h
Dolimah came to look on. 'What are you ma ng? s e

asked. U I 'l
They told her, and she watched ｴ ｨ ･ e thoughtfu y Wlll e

they tugged and toiled and moiled ｵ ｾ ｴ Ｑ Ｑ the sweat dropped
from their foreheads and ran down thelr backs.

• The river flows into the sea,' she said after a moment.
• AU rivers end in the sea.'

I WeU that's where we want to go,' replied RolL,

'And then?' she whispered. 'When you've reached the
sea--? '
'Then we're going to Bantam! We'll find a boat some­

how'
She said no more, but returned to Padde, where she sat

silent. fi . h d
After a few hours the framework of the raft was ms e .

Harmen tested the network and knots with professional ski.U,
leaving Hajo and RoU to complete the ｳ ｵ ｰ ｾ ｲ ｳ ｴ ｲ ｵ ｣ ｴ ｵ ｲ ･ e whlle
he and Padde went fishing. Padde was feeling better and, as
a passionate fisherman, could not resist the lure of angle and
worms. But they were both in a quarrelsome mood. They
argued and disagreed about a good place. to stand, about
hooking and angling, until Padde forgot hlmself and boxed
Harmen's ears. Harmen bided his time and then threw Padde



242 JAVA HO!

into the water. But after several violent struggles with the
fish, in which the latter got the best of it, Harmen returned
with a fine carp and Padde with two heavy specimens of an
unJmown species which weighed eight pounds between them.

When they were brought ' to the tabie', Harmen declared
that they tasted fine. 'They taste exactly like that fine,
expensive fish, like--'

, Like salmon, do you mean ? ' asked Rolf.
'Yes, I thiol: so. The slipper and the gents ate it just

before we sailed.'
Rolf grinned. 'How do you Jmow how that fish tasted 1

You weren't inviied to the farewell dinner ! '
, Well, if you must know,' replied Harmen, ' this fish tastes

just how the one for the skipper smelled ! '
They alliaughed, but Harmen's horse-Iaugh out-roared the

rest.

CHAPTER XLVI

DOLIMAH IS HOMESICK

A FTER dinner the boys chatted together, cheerfully.
.1'"\.. They were satisfied with their day's work. Rolf and

Hajo had completed half of the superstructure of the
raft in a few hours and were sure they could finish the deck
the next morning. They planned how to fasten a rudder to
it, and Harmen insisted that there must be a cook's galley in
front.
, Don't you think it would be nice, too,' he added, ' if we

built a little roof for Dolimah ? '
She started up when she heard her name. 'What are you

thinking of 1 ' asked Rolf. 'You've been so quiet all evening.'
Dolimah remained silent. Her lips trembied ; she tried to

speak, but words failed her. There were tears in her eyes.
Harmen looked at her with pity. 'She wants to go back to

her cannibal settlement,' he said.
, Do you want to go back' t? your people, Dolimah 1 ' asked

Rolf gently.
She dropped her long lashes and nodded. Their happy

mood was destroyed at one blow.
, How could you get back 1 ' asked Rolf. His voice trembied

a little, but he faced the situation bravely. 'Surely not through
the ravine ? '
'No,' she answered. '1'11 cross the river here and follow

the ravine on the other side. Saleiman promised to take me
back.'
, And when you get back home, what will happen to you ? '
, I don't know. I don't dare think of it.'
Rolf sat quietly brooding for a time. Then he turned to

his companions. 'Boys, we-we've got to take her back.'
, Good night ! ' replied Harmen.
, !t's not a question whether we like it or not,' Rolf declared
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angrily. 'We can't let her go alone! Jf you don't like it, you
can stay here.' .

, Like it l ' snapped Harmen. 'I knowas weU as you that
we can't leave her after she helped us out of our mess. You
needn't think that I don't care--' But his voice broke and
he struck the ground with his fist.
Padde spoke up sofdy, with averted face: 'Pm not going

back.'
'Aren't you ashamed?' scolded Harmen angrily. But

Padde whimpered: 'I just can't-I want to go to my
mother.'
Dolimah had seen with alarm the effect of her words. 'I

don't want you to come back with me ! ' she murmured. 'I
can find the way alone.'

Rolf shook his head. 'We'lI take you back to Saleiman,
Dolimah.'
, Oh, then-then 1 won't go! Then PU stay with you ! '
, Don't be foolish, Dolimah,' said Rolf. 'You'd want to go

back sooner or later anyway, you know.'
She began to sob softly.
'What are we going to do now l ' asked Harmen sadly.
'Wait till to-morrow anyway,' replied RolL 'We can't do

anything about it to-night.'
The boys sat silent. They feit that Dolimah's departure was

inevitable, and that it was their duty to take her back. But the
idea of turning back from the sea, now that it was so near, and
going back through this country which seemed to them more
strange, more cruel, more terrifying with every succeeding day,
made them shudder.
But gradually they grew more hopeful. Perhaps Dolimah

would feel different to-morrow, thought Harmen. If they
were all especially good to her, perhaps she would forget her
homesickness. And if they built her a nice roof, as if she were
the skipper of the raft-perhaps that would help to eheer her.
With such plans in their heads the boys felI asleep.
Dolimah continued to sob for a long time i her slender

shoulders ·shuok convulsive1y. But at last she had wept her
filI and she rested. She was aware that the four boys were

DOLIMAH IS HüMESICK 245

sleeping, for she could distinguish the quiet breathing of Rolf
and Hajo, Padde's fitful gasps, and Harmen's snoring.

She considered quietly what she must do, and after a few
moments came to a decision. The maan rose above the trees.
Ir was almast fulI. She gat up cautiously and went to the
edge of the forest, where same white flowers gleamed in the
moonlight. She picked an armful of the most beautiful flowers
and returned. She laid a flower by Harmen's face, sa that
the odour hung over him. Then she laid one by Padde, and
then by the two others. The maan shone down upon the
sleepers' faces. Dolimah looked at them long, turning from
one to the other, and her eyes filled with tears. Then the
harsh ery of a peacock roused her from her brooding. She
opened her arms and dropped all the remaining flowers at the
feet of her friends.

, You must lead me, dear, kind maan! ' she begged. 'Will
you protect me against evil spirits ? '

She raised her sarong to her knees and waded like a little
water spritc through the shalIow parts of the river. Before she
c1imbed up the ascent on the opposite side, she turned back
once more and gazed at the four boys. When she reached
the top of the bank, she cast a lingering glance at them, sobbed
softly, and turned with hasty steps on her way.

Above her hung the starry heavens. She wandered on
through a treasure-chamber filled ra the brim with diamonds,
emeralds, and rubies.
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CHAPTER XLVII

HARMEN TRIES A NEW TRICK

W
HEN the boys awoke the next morning and saw the
ｦ ｬ ｯ ｷ ･ ｲ r around them and no Dolimah they under­
sto"d. 'What shall we do ? ' asked Harmen. There

were tears in their eyes.
, Nothing,' said Rolf. 'We could never catch up with her

now.'
They were silent. 'What a darling,' said Harmen, ' to lay

the flowers here like this ! '
Rolf drew a deep breath. 'Let's go,' he said abruptly. 'I

-I can't stand it here any longer! ' .
The boys sprang up. Forward! No more delay now! They

worked at completing the raft with furious haste, with denched
teeth, without the usual noisy scuffies, without joking. They
must get to Bantam. Courage now !
That afternoon the raft was finished, with a rudder to steer

it. They carried it to the river and fastened it to the shore with
rotang ropes. When the boys jumped on it, to try it, it scarcely
sank lower. Then they stamped a layer of day over the bamboo
of the fore-deck, and Harmen carried a few pieces of wood
extra to start a new fire. With a few stakes to serve as boat­
hooks and a supply of fish which Padde had caught while the
others were finishing the raft all was ready.
, All right ? '
, Yes! Come, Joppie ! '
They drew in their cabie, pushed off, and steered for the

middle of the stream. Harmen stood at the prow with his
stake, Hajo and Rolf aft, so that they could guide the raft
steadily. Padde and Joppie acted as overseers.
The current was swift, but fortunately there wcre no heavy
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rocks in the water. The raft, after all, was bound only with
rotang ropes and things might become serious if it were dashed
against a diff with great force. But for the present it was
gliding smoothly and lightly down the river.
The river grew broader at the next bend and they had a

magnificent view of its banks. Thick trees, with mighty trunks
which would need three men to span them, rose to dizzy
heights. Many of them were covered with dark moss, but their

taIl trunks were smooth, with light grey or reddish-brown
rinds. Occasionally they passed a waringi-tree beneath whose
mighty branches stood roots like stilts, or like the pillars benea th a
bridge. Between the pillars, throughwhich the light penetrated,
hung garlands of blossoms on creeping and dimbing plants.

As they drifted on, they saw an orang-outang, which Padde
mistook for a eannibal, but otherwise they had no exciting
adventures that dar. At sunset they found a place 'to anehor '
and after a meal composed chiefly of Padde's catch of fish they
lar down by the fire to escape the stings of the gnats and
mosquitoes. But they could not sleep, for they were thinking
of Dolimah. They saw her slender figure wandering alone over
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the plateau in the broiling sun. They would have given much
to know if their little patron saint had reached Saleiman in
safety. Their hearts were heavy for their. lost companion.

They awoke early the next morning and breakfasted on four
fish which Padde had caught while the three others had dived,
swum, and practised throwing their spears at a mark. Then
they pushed of! and steered towards the middle of the river
once more. It was a wonderful morning and soon they began
to sing as they floated down the broad stream.
, A raft's the only way to travel,' sighed Padd.e, who lay in

the middle and stared up into the blue sky. 'You get on
without having to do any work. It's better than lying in that
miserabIe litter of yours. That had a disgusting steneh! '
The three others were about to berate him for his ingratitude,

but they were just rounding a curve and all their attention was
required to avoid several big rocks that threatened to overturn
their raft.
, I wish it would rain again so that the water would rise ! ' ­

said Harmen. At the same moment he sent the raft to the
shore with astrong shove and whispered : ' Take care! Look
at that !' He pointed to a spot before them where a cIoud of
smoke lOse between the trees, on the opposite side of the river.
Then they saw a roof gleaming between the leaves.
How could they pass without being observed l 'Shall we

wait ti11 it's dark ? ' suggested RoU. But Harmen scorned the
idea, and Hajo thought they might send the raft down while
they walked on 'the shore, to attract less attention. The question
was whether the raft could pass the village without being
stopped by projecting stones or branches. Theyexperimented
by throwing bits of wood down the river, and found the best
place from which to send the raft on its solitary way.
, Good !' cried Harmen enthusiastically. 'We'll go to the.

other side with the raft, Iet it float down, and follow it! Come,
Hajo, we'l1 take the side where the village is-then we'l1 have
something to see. RoU and Padde can stay on this side. Then
we'll be sure to have the raft without having to swim for it.'

, If you go by the village side there'll be sure to be trouble,'
said Rolf. '1'11 stay with you and Hajo can go with Padde! '

BARMEN TRIES A NEW TRICK

They agreed to this, and Harmen and Rolf dragged the raft
to a position where they could send it drifting down the stream.
, If only they don't capture it ! ' sighed Rolf.

Harmen was silent for a moment. Then he said: 'I'm
going along with it! Now don't fall over with surprise-or
you'Il land in the water! I won't stay on top-1'1l creep be­
neath it so that they won't see me. Then if they sneak it, 1'11
be on hand to get it again.'
'How will you get enough air?' asked Rolf, not in the

least approving of this plan.
, I live on love,' answered Harmen with a grin. 'The raft

lies a good deal above the water. If I stick my head between
the bamboo, 1'11 get enough air. Come along, Joppie!' He
pushed of! the raft, threw Joppie on the bamboo with a fine
swing of his shoulders, sprang into the water, and dived beneath
the raft.
RoU watched it f10ating away with a sinking heart. Harmen

had got the best of him by springing a reckless plan on him
suddenly; but if he jumped into the river now and brought
the raft back to the shore he would only increase the danger of
being stopped by natives.
Joppie was whining with all his might, since this whole

undertaking puzzJed him. 'Shut up!' cried Harmen from
beneath the bamboo deck. 'Harmen is here with rou! '
But Joppie continued to grieve. He sniffed all about him,

sat on his hind paws, opened his mouth, and howled sadly the
one long-drawn-out tone common to all Indian village curs.

RoU followed the progress of the raft with uneas)' attention.
Now it had passed the village and now-merciful heavens i-a
boatful of naked boys was starting after it. They paddled and
screamed until they reached it-and sprang upon it !



CHAPTER XLVIII

ON TO JAVA!

H
ARMEN had started on

. his dangerous a.dven ture
cheerfully. He lay back,

folded his hands, and took a deep
breath. 'Now if Joppie will only

ｾ ｾ ｴ ｩ ｾ ｾ ｾ ｾ ｾ ..._. shut up, all's weIl,' he thought.
But Joppie continued to howl

for a while and then suddenly stopped. Harmen tried to peer
through the cracks, pricked his ears, heard the sound of oars
and of something banging against the raft. Then he saw a
naked boy spring on the raft-and ｴ ｾ ･ e half ｾ dozen more.
Joppie wagged his uil at them and I1cked thw. feet, to the
intense disgust of Harmen. Then he began to thmk what fun
it would be to tickle their soles from beneath and how he
would make them jump-and the very thought of this made
him burst into laughter.

But he didn't think it so funny when they all came over to
the side where he was lying, for suddenly he began to swallow
water instead of alr and almost choked to death. He crept
out in the back, caught the edge of the raft to hold ｨ ｩ ｭ ｳ ｾ Ｑ 1 up,
raised his dripping head with its wild crop of hair and his blue
face out of the water, and roared: 'Thunder-r-r-r-r and damna­
tion-n-n-n !' He was almost as good as Folkert Berentsz.
The Malay boys stared at this river monster for a second as

though they were frozen with ｴ ･ ｲ ｲ ｾ ｲ r Then they ｲ ｾ ~ to the
opposite side of the raft and feIl lIlto the water like frogs.
Harmen went back to his old position where he could now
breathe freely once more. It was this ｳ ｵ Ｎ ､ ､ ･ e Ｎ ､ ｩ ｳ ｡ ｰ ｰ ･ ｡ ｲ ｡ ｮ ｾ ~

which strengthened their belief that an. eVlI ｓ ｰ ｬ ｾ ｬ ｴ t ｳ ｯ ｭ m devII,
had taken possession of the raft. They Jumped Into thelr boat
and paddled back to the shore.
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When Harmen had recovered from his fright and lIis wrath,
he glanced back to see whether he had passed the village and
whether he was being pursued. Then, after he had turned
past another bend in the river, he got out and jumped on the
raft again. Joppie greeted him enthusiasticaIly, wagging his
rail and leaping up at him, but Harmen replied with a swift
kick. Joppie, looking very much puzzled, crept to the other
side.

Harmen floated on, very well satisfied with himself, and
listening to the warbling of thc birds and breathed the heavy,
sweet odours with the feeling that he was like Adam in
Paradise. He passed a white heron standing on one foot in the
green bushes and saw his image reflected in the bright water.
He closed his eyes and dreamed. How odd and fantastic life
was in Sumatra! He gave a deep sigh, and when Joppie came
towards him again his heart was softened and he took his pet in
his arms.

Bump! The raft struck against the river·shore and Harmen
jumped up and tied it fast in a shady Spot between water­
lilies. 'WeIl, they'll be sure to find me,' he thought as he lay
down on the deck again and feil asleep.

Padde and Hajo had observed from a distance the little
drama of Harmen's sudden appearance among the native boys
and had thanked their stars that it had ended happily. Then
they began to struggle through the underbrush and made their
way with no more than the usual difficulty to the raft. There
they lay down beside Harmen and Joppie, who were both snoring
loud enough to strike terror to the heart, and waited for Rolf.

Suddenly they were roused from their nap by loud cries on
the opposite bank. What could it be ?
After he had observed the successful outcome of Harmen's

adventure, Rolf had found a path leading to the village and
continued to advance cautiously, slinking from bush to bush.
Suddenly he saw two little naked boys advancing.
They were calling loudly to each other, discussing the

incident of the raft.
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and teil them that it was in danger from a band of robbers
eighty ｾ ~ ｴ ｾ ･ ｭ m who were advancing from above the village:
Tremblmg m every limb, Bung promised to carry the bad
news ｴ t Bapah-Lolleh. But bcfore he sped away, Rolf learned
from hlm that the sea was only a day sdistance from there
that there was another big settlement near the sea, and ｴ ｨ ｡ a
Java and Bantam were not far away.
The boys were in high spirits as they pushed off and steered

the raft towards midstream. On to Bantam! Bantam was
not far away !

That evening they dined on fish, as they sat around the fire
on the raft, and later they looked out from their leafy bower
near the shore upon the silvery stream. It was all 50 unreal
ｴ ｨ ｾ ~ ｮ ｾ ~ one .of ｴ ｨ ｾ ~ would have been surprised if a Viking
shlp wtt.h wJute salls and fluttering flag had suddenly sailed
by; or If a company of elves had risen from the waves and
floated over the water, hand in hand, dancing their graceful
ｾ ･ ｡ ｳ ｵ ｲ ･ ｳ s Look! ｔ ＿ ･ ｲ r sat the King of the Frogs, wearing
hlS golden crown on Jus head and all som of orders on his breast.

Suddenly the ｦ ｡ ｩ ｲ ｾ Ｍ ｴ ｡ ｬ l was over! The elves and the King
of the Frogs had vamshed, but a great dark thing came straight
towards the raft. It stopped now and then, and came nearer
ｯ ｾ ｣ c ｾ ｯ ｲ ･ e A crocodile! The boys, watching it approach,
wtth mtens: ･ ｸ ｣ ｩ ｴ ･ ｭ ｾ ｮ n but not with fear, suddenly sawa
flat head ｾ ｴ ｴ ｨ h greemsh-yellow eyes and crooked, projecting
teeth pushmg Jtself forward on the deck while the monster
tried to pull itself up by its forepaws. '
The. boys ｾ ｡ a sprung up and seized their spears, but the

｣ ｲ ｯ ｾ ｯ ､ ｬ Ｑ ･ e ｾ ｨ ｬ ｣ c had been seeking a comfortabIe log from
whlch to vIew the landscape by moonlight, seemed quite as
startled as they. I t feil heavily back into the water and swam
away.

, We must sleep on land,' said Rolf. 'It's not safe here! '
ｔ ｾ ~ boys agreed, and silently they stepped iuro the forest

":here they found a soft resting-place for the night a short
dlstance from the bank. But here the gnats. and midges drove
them crazy. There was no possibility of sleeping.
But listen! Ding-dong-ding-dong-clang. The sound came
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, Bung of Bapah-Lolleh says he's going to follow up the raft
and see where it is,' said one of them.

, He's a liar. He wouldn't dare,' replied the other.
, He found the skin of a poison-snake yesterday, and with that

as a charm he can do anything, he says. Anyway, he's started.'
They had passed out of sight and hearing now, and RoU

came out of hiding once more. 'We'll have to see about this
Bung of Bapah-Lolleh,' he thought as he walked on, avoiding
the village as much as he could. He glanced through the

bushes into a coco-nut plantation and to his amazement
observed a fairly big monkey plucking the coco-nuts in a tree
and throwing them down to a native below, who gathered
them up. 'Very convenient,' thought Rolf. 'We'll have to
train a monkey toa!' Then he returned to the river path,
discovered the raft on the opposite side, and was about to make
his way to the bank to swim across, when he sawa litde brown
boy, with his back towards him, peering across at the raft.

, Ah, Bung ! ' he roared in a voice of thunder. Bung could
not have been more terrified if he had been struck by lightning.
Then he tried to escape, but Rolf caught him and held him
fast. Bung bit and screamed and begged for mercy, until Rolf
agreed to free him on one condition : he must go to his village
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CHAPTER XLIX

JOPPIE MAKES A DISCOVERY

T HE next morning when
Joppie began to drink a
few draughts of the river

water, he showed great disgust and
ｾ spat it all out of his mouth again.
;. ｾ Ｇ ｗ ｨ ｡ ｴ Ｇ ' wrong with him ? ' asked

the boys; but Harmen jumped up,
threw himself flat on the raft and

Ｎ Ｍ Ｚ Ｚ ［ Ｚ ｾ ｟ Ｎ Ｎ Ｎ Ｚ Ｚ Ｚ Ｚ : $[f' ｾ ~ d:ank same of ;he ｷ ｾ ｴ ･ e too. ｾ It's
Ｍ Ｍ ｾ ＾ ｓ S bItter!' he cned wlth great JOY.

The others ran up and tasted it, and while they spat out the
evil-tasting stuff, they looked at one another with overwhelming
delight. '!t's brackish, boys! We're nea':' the sea ! '
Hajo was untying the raft and Harmen was making ready

to push oft when Rolf stopped them. 'Boys, we must decide
what we're going to do first. We must be sure of what we
want.'
, WeIl, we know that, old scribbler,' snapped Harmen. 'We

want to get to the sea.'
, Without sails or food ? '
, Wh-what? Do you intend to put to sea on this raft ? '
'Yes. I think we can manage it if the weather holds good.'
, Thunder-r-ation ! ' stammered Harmen. But the sense of

adventure attracted him. After all, Rolf wasn't merely a
scribbler !
, And if there should be a storm? ' asked Padde.
, ;There won't he a storm,' cried Harmen in great excitement.
, Let's get ready at once,' said Hajo, with beaming coun-

tenance.
, We must make the raft stronger and higher first.' said Rolf,

, and we must make a mast. But a sail ? '
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from the village below, of which Bung had told them. Since
they could not sleep anyway, they must try to pass it to-night !
They jumped up, rubbed their bites, and started back for the
raft. Harmen picked up Jappie, who had slept through the
proceedings of the crocodile and the gnats with equal calm,
and sent him flying from the bank to the raft in a fine curve.
He landed on his feet, rolled over on one side-and was snoring
before the boys had got started !
, He's a fine watchdog! ' said Harmen, with a grin.
They steered to the middle and saw lights below on the

right bank, so they kept to the left, in the shadow. To avoid
further danger they threw all their fire overboard except a
few glowing sticks, and made Padde bend over this to conceal
the light. They moved as quietly as they could as they
1pproached nearer and the sounds of the music grew louder.
ｾ ｩ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ､ ｯ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ､ ｯ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ｣ ｬ ｡ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ｰ ｩ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ｴ ｯ ｣ ｫ Ｍ ｴ ｯ ｣ ｫ Ｍ ､ ｵ ｮ ｧ Ｍ ､ ｵ ｮ ｧ g . . .
Harmen began to long for his fiddle, and that led Padde

to recall the coftee-mill that had fallen overboard at the
beginning of this inauspicious journey. Before they knew how
it came about, the two were engaged in a wordy quarrel and
then in a fist-fight until Rolf put a stop to their dangerous
sport. And suddenly they saw that they had passed the settle­
ment safely and after half an hour they tied up the raft once
more.
Padde was fast asleep and they called in vain to wake him

until Harmen shouted : 'Padde, heigh, look! A crocodile ! '
Padde jumped up as if same one had struck him. 'Where?'

he cried.
'In your ear,' said Harmen, picking up the other sleepy­

head, Joppie. 'Come, we're going to sleep on land.'
Though they covered themselves with leaves, they found

little relief. The gnats had a fine feast that night.
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, 1'11 get one at the village,' Harmen assureo them.
, Steal it ? ' asked Rolf thoughtfully.
, Can't be helped,' replied Harmen.
They covered the raft with leaves to hide it from sight and

pushed through the underbrush on the bank to catch a glimpse
of the sea. uddenly Hajo stopped. 'Listen! I hear ir-the
sea ! '
Then they forced their way through bushes and trees,

scratching themselves, gasping, stumbling, and plunging on
until-there lay the ocean, blue, infinite !
They brea theq in the fresh, saIty air; they listened to the

glit tering, surging breakers as if enchanted by their music.
How the waves came racing up! They were broken and flung
back into the arms of the sea which gave them new strength.
Roaring and tossing their crests, they ro11ed up in rank after
rank, bearing bright pebbles and shells as votive gifts to the
white strand.
The boys stood for a long time filling their eyes with this

view of their great, beloved friend. The sea would carry them
on strong arms safely to Bantam and then back to Holland.
They dashed into the surf and sighed with deep happiness.
Now they felt free once more with all the wide sea bcfore
them!
, We're on a bay here,' remarked Rolt. 'The whole shore

is curved. There are two large bays on the south share of
Sumatra, I know.'
, And when could we reach Bantam? ' asked Hajo.
, With favourable winds in a week perhaps.'
A week [ The boys had to think this over. In a week they

would be shaking Bontekoe's hand 1 For they feIt absolutely
certain that Bontekoe and bis sixty brave lads had reached
Bantam in safety long ago.
Then and there they decided to gather supplies for ten days.

Hajo and Rolf gathered coco-nuts, Padde went fishing for eels
and whatever e1se luck might bring, and Harmen chopped
wood to strengthen the raft. By noon they had a big pile of
coco-nuts, Padde had caught eight big fish and twelve smaller
ones, and Hajo had shot two pigeons.
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I We must hang the fish up to dry, after slitting them,' said
Harmen, as he cut them open, spread. them apart with little
pieces of wood, and hung them on a lllle above the smoke of
a fire.
Suddenly Hajo ran up in great excitement. 'Put out the

fire! Quick! There's a baat caming. They'lI see the smoke ! '
He put out the fire with his feet, while Harmen dragged

the busy fisherman, Padde, from his exposed position ｪ ｾ ｳ s as
the baat came down the river. It was a small baat WIth a
high sail, and in it were three Malays, one of them busy ｷ ｾ ｴ t

a net, another singing monotonously by the mast, the third
steering.

Harmen was prevented with great difficuIty from trying to
attack them to capture the sail, but the others proved toa
much for him. They returned to their various labours, and ｴ ｾ ｡ a

evening they counted more than a hundred coco-nuts, !led
together by the dozen, and sixty good fish. !hey had water­
jars, rotang, and bamboa logs for strengthenmg the raft and
for the mast, and rot'ang ropes.
Then they returned to fetch the raft, carrying the water­

containers with them to get a supply of fresh water ｵ ｰ ｳ ｴ ｲ ･ ｡ ｾ ~

Fifteen minutes after they set forth they had reached thelr
bay in safety.
, And now,' remarked Harmen grandly, 'while you work on

the raft 1'11 go for the sai!.'
, And you won't make toa much trouble, wiil you ? ' .
I Can't promise ' said Harmen. 'But when we meet agam

, l '1'11 have a sail-or 1'11 grow feathers and ay eggs.
, Weil, push oH then ! ' said Rolf, laughing.
And Harmen pushed oH.



CHAPTER L

BARMEN CAPTURES A SAIL

HARMEN' walked along the path by the river side.
Fortunately he need not swim, for the village lay on
this side too. But as he advanced he had to force his

way through trees and thickets, an uncanny task in the dark­
ness. Bis blood ran cold and perspiration stood on his forehead
and hands. In about half an hour after he had reached their
former anchorage, he found a footpath leading to the village.
About twenty boats lay along the banks, their sails bound
round their masts. The settlement lay close by the river, and
he must act cautiously. Taking advantage of a moment when a
dark cloud pushed its way across the moon, Barmen crawled to
the nearest baat and crouched down behind it.
Which sail should he take? Be saw one tha t was not tied

fast-that would be the easiest. Be crept over and examined
it. 'B'm!' he debated. 'Boatswain Berentsz wouldn't look
at it, but we'U take what we can get.'
Be was just about to start of! with his booty when, to his

disgust, he sawa native coming towards him. Be had a knife
in his belt, but Harmen had one also. The native, carrying
a lantern, seemed to be looking for Barmen, but as he got
nearer he turned to one of the boats and set his lantern on
the ground.
From his hiding-place Harmen watched him working at the

boat. 'I'd like to have that lantern for us,' he thought. 'Why
not blow it out and run?' The native continued at his labour
of setting up his mast and sorting his nets. Plainly he was
going to fish. After waiting long for his chance, Barmen crept
up while the Malay's head was turned and blewout the lantern.
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But the man noticed this, so Harmen ducked and crept back
into the shadow once more. While he was blaming himself for
being toa slow, he heard the man strike fire again and light his
lantern.
'WeIl, at least I've learned that he has a tinder-box,' said

Barmen to console himself. 'We can use that. I think 1'11
throw my sail over his head-then 1'11 have him and the rest
taG! '
The Malay had fir.ished his preparations and began to push

his baat into the water.
'Wait, Pil help you! ' whispered Barmen, as he sneaked

silently behind the native, who did not suspect the danger
threatening him in the rear. As he bent forward to give his
baat the last push to send it into the river, Harmen threw
himself upon him with his sail, like a great bat. The native
went sprawling into the water with Harmen on top of him.
A desperate struggle ensued. Harmen managed first to tug
the feIlow's knife out of his girdle and throw it on shore.
Then he drew the sail like a sack over the man's head, forced
his hands behind him, and pressed one hand over his mouth
to keep him from crying for help. But once the native was
on his feet and on land again he fought like araging beast.
He bit Harmen's hand sa badly that the boyalmost yellcd
himself, and it was only when he had thrown his adversary on
his back and gagged him with a piece of the sail that he felt
safe.
Barmen dragged his victim to a baat, bound his wrists and

ankles with ropes so that he should not remove the gag, and
left him lying in the shadow. Then he picked up the knife
:md listened. 0 one had heard them, thank heaven! On
hands and knees he made his way to the pbce where the
native's baat lay waiting for him. He took up the lantem,
unfurled the sail, and pushed of!. 'WelI, if this isn't travelling
like a rajah !' Barmen chuckled as he watched the cheerful
light of the lantern and the breeze sent the graceful vesse1
gliding over the water.
Balf an hour later he sailed into the bay where the raft was

fastened, sprang to share, and calied : 'Get up, fellows! '



, Harmen ! Are they chasing you ? '
'Not that 1 know-but we'd better skip. Pve captured a

sail-and a baat toa!
, A baat? Can we sail to Bantam in it ? ' asked Padde.
, Not in this cockleshelI,' replied Harmen contemptuously.
'And we don't want to steal more than we must,' added

Rolf. 'Corne, let's laad and be alf.'
They loaded their supplies of coco-nuts, fish, and water,

taak the sail from the baat and threw it on the raft, and
pushed off. But suddenly Harmen stopped and looked back

...--

to the share in great distress. 'My hooks-and the eels ! ' he
cried as he turned from the raft.
'Hurry up!' they cried. But Harmen was running with

great leaps and bounds to the place where he had set his
eel-hooks. 'I have one ! ' he ealled back. ' ever sawa finer!
And here's another! And, great heavens ! here's a third. Boys,
let's stay until to-morrow morning. They won't come after us
until the sun's up-and I'm crazy about eel .'
, Are you coming or not ?', shouted Rolf.
, No, I'm not! '
, Push off, Hajo ! ' commanded Rolf.
, Wait ! ' yelled Harmen as he ran back to share and landed

with a flying leap on the raft. Then he turned to Rolf angrily :
, When we get to Bantam you'll get a bearing for this! '
, Fram wh m ? ' asked Rolf coolly.
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, From me ! ' roared Harmen, as he helped to push the raft
from the share.
The river glided gently towards the sea, and soon they passed

the last trees on the banks and dashed into the surf. The raft
was raised on high aod flung down again ; the bamboo ereaked ;
the foam splashed high above their heads. But they held
themselves bravely while Rolt and Hajo pushed with all their
might away from the shallow bottom and the raft shot through
the surf and lay safelyon the smooth sand.
, A fine ark! ' cried Harmen. 'We must baptize it ! '
, Wasn't this baptism enough ? ' laughed Rolf.
'It needs a name,' replied Harmen. 'Dolimah is a fine

name.'
The boys nodded. 'Dolimah!'... They looked back to

the land they were leaving. Strand, forest, and the mountains
in the distanee were all bathed in the moonlight. And now
that they wen: about to say farewell to all this, they realized
that they were leaving Dolimah for ever, and they felt as
though they were losing a part of themselves. In their minds
they saw Dolimah and Saleiman seeking her village, they
heard Saleiman playing magie strains on his flute, they shared
Dolimah's silent, anxious fears as to her fate when she returned
home. They seemed to see the kantjil peering through the
bushes with the poreupine, the elephant, and many good and
evil spirits. They all stood aside to let Dolimah pass like a
little prineess.... She had been a little princess to the boys
-a patron saint, a loyal helper.

So they baptised the raft Dolimah and prayed that it might
bring them safely to Bantam. Devils of the sea, evil spirits of
the storm, hear ye: this raft is the Dolimah !
Rocking gentlyon the waves, the Dolimoh swam off into the

silvery infinity of moon, stars, clouds, sea, aod sky.
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CHAPTER LI

ON THE OPEN SEA

T
HEIR first task was to hoist sail by means of rot01lg
ropes drawn through some holes in the mast. As well­
trained sailors, they made a good job of it and the mast

stood fairly steady.
, Shall we hang the lantern up now ? ' asked Harmen, proud

of the result.
, And light the way for the natives to follow us ? ' laughed

Rolf.
'I don't see why these Malays are all against us,' sighed

Harmell wearily. 'Well, Pm dog-tired.' He threw himself
down and in a moment he was snoring.

Rolf sent the two others to sleep while he kept watch for
the night with the clew-line of the sail in one hand and the
rudder in the other. He followed the stars and held his course
north-east. There was just enough breeze from the land to
fill his sails, and he watched the Southern Cross as his guide.
The longer he looked at it, the more wonderful and strange
it seemed to him.
The others awoke the next morning, surprised to see nothing

but ocean and a chain of blue mountains on Sumatra, far in
the west. Hajo relieved Rolf, who stretched himself out on
the deck and feIl asleep almost instandy.

Half an hour later the whole deck was covered with lines
on which hung the fish that Harmen was drying. Then he
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began to look for his precious eels, and almost jumped overboard
when Padde told him they were hanging from the raft, still on
their hooks.
, They might have been snapped oH a.hundred times during

the night! Why didn't you put them in the water for drink­
ing ? ' he stormed.
, Too disgusting ! ' said Padde, turning up his nose.
'Why, you miserabIe land-rat! Didn't I catch them in that

very water? ' and Harmen threw two eels into the bamboo
containers. 'Now we'lI eat this fellow at once,' and he
began to skin the eel. ' 1'11 never find a place like that again !
If there were one like it in Hoorn, l'd never leave home again.'
Towards noon they approached an island, but though they

could not get near enough tij plainly distinguish the trees, there
were only cliHs along the shore, and they did not venture to
trust their raft to the buffeting of the surf. So they sailed past
it, as it lay bathed in opulent sunshine. It was quite small,
and everywhere on its grey cliffs they saw litde monkeys.
Suddenly the sley darkened, black shadows feil upon the

island, which had glittered like brass in the sun, and, hark!
the wind came tearing against their sai! so violendy that the
mast creaked and the raft shook. The water splashtd over
the deck.
Rolf awoke with a start and looked around in surprise. He

was just about to suggest that they take down the sail, when
the storm tugged at it so hard that the !ine was torn from
Hajo's fingers, the crossbar swung forward, and the mast feil
to the right and hung there awry.
, My eels ! ' yelled Harmen in agony. The clever creatures

made the best of their opportunity, for they had slipped out
of the bamboa containers bound to the mast; and as it swung
the sail against Harmen' chest and struck him down sa tI at
he lost a valuable moment, they wriggled to the edge of the
raft and found refuge in the water.
The tears stood in Harmen's eyes. 'Who knotted that

rotang in the back so miserably ? ' he yelled.
, I made the knot,' stammered Padde.
, What are you doing on a ship anyway ? ' stormed Harm n.
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, I didn't want to go on a ship,' wailed Padde. 'I wanted to
go to my unc1e's brewery! There you know where you're at ! '
While the two were still quarrel1ing, Hajo and Rolf repaired

the damage as best they could and tied all the knots tight in
approved sailor's fashion. But they had rough sailing, and
Harmen had to tie Joppie to the mast to keep him from being
washed overboard. The raft seesawed alarmingly and all four
were dripping wet. Then it began to rain and the island was
hidden behind a veil, along with everything else ; but the rain

seemed to calm the sea, and the wind, too, gradual1y grew
more quieto
The boys looked ahead sadly. Their fire was out, there was

no sun, there were no stars by which to steer.
, How can we hold our course 1 ' growled Harmen.
'By the wind,' suggested Hajo. 'Keep the wind to the

left aft.'
'There ain't no wind,' grumbled Harmen. 'A fine course

this! '
Hajo and Rolf set the sail, but it remained hanging limp.

They dined on dried fish, dripping with sea water, and stared
cheerlessly at their raft as twilight feIl.

It rained all night and the water feU upon the sleeping boys,
but they were 50 tired that they did not notice it. Harman

ON THE OPEN SEA

had taken the watch for the night and now steered by the
clouds, until, towards dawn, a wind rose again and began to
bulge the sail. He tightened it and then hung over the
rudder with his arms, fast asleep and snoring like the Sevcn
Sleepers. But he held his course-asleep and with no stars
to guide him !



CHAPTER LIl

JAVA!

T HE next. day was doudy again, and it rained steadily
until evening. Then the wind ehanged to the south
and the clouds seattered to the north like a herd of

frightened sheep. Soon the sky was as dear as a newly washed
window.
, When do you think we'lI sight Java? ' asked Hajo.
'We may be half-way there,' replied Rolf. 'We eovered a

good many knots to-day.'
The next morning was enehanting. A grey fog lay over the

oeean, and in it hung the sun, like a Chinese lantern. Then it
turned from red to gold j and a golden streak feIl aeross the
water to the horizon, while the fog refleeted the sunlight and
the heavens were bathed in flaming gIor)'.
Harmen eould not resist dipping into the sea and swimming

after the raft, though Rolf warned him against the danger of
sharks. When he climbed on board again he began telling all
the yarns about sharks that he eould remcmbcr and then,
turned to his daily ｳ ｰ ｯ ｲ ｾ ｯ o teasing Padde, while they breakfasted
on dried fish.
SuddenIy ｐ ｾ ､ ､ ･ Ｇ ' eyes almast popped out of his head j he

yelled and pomted to the water. J ust beneath the surface,
they saw the white belly and the terrible jaw of a shark.
Harmen had jumped up and seized his spear. He taak his
position at the edge of the raft. The other three watehed
with intense excitement. Rage against this cruel, ruthless
monster of the sea that rendered their ocean unsafe made
them trembIe with disgust when he showed his head onee
more. Harmen thrcw his spear with all his might and they

266

JAVA! 267

saw it penetrate the shark's belly. He turned over, his tail
splashed high, and he sank again into the depths of the sea.
, That settled him ! ' gasped Harmen.
They kept looking back, but na shark appeared.
The ､ ｾ ~ became alm.ost ｵ ｾ ｢ ･ ｡ ｲ ｡ ｢ ｬ l hot, but later Rolf spied

land agam-another lade lsland. They decided to land if
they eould make it, for their supply of drinking water was
almast exhausted. The four taak turns at the rudder for the
glare was now 50 strong that none of them eould ｬ ｾ ｯ o over
the blazing sea for long without being dazzled. The wind was

｢ ｬ ｯ ｾ ｩ ｮ n from the south, carrying with it the heat of a furnace.
Thelr throats were parched and they were grateful for the
coca-nut milk that cooled them.
When they reached the island that afternoon the share was

50 rocky that they could not think of landing. They decided
to sail to the right, around the island, where the eoast seemed
Hatter. After a time they came upon a narrow bay where there
were scarcely any breakers, 50 that they could enter safely.

But now, as they cntered thc bay, they saw far away on the
horizon a grey blur.

, Java! ' cried Harmen.
, Are you sure ? '
'Can:t I ｾ ･ ･ ?' His voice trembIed with joy. 'The two

mountams wlth the gap to the Ieft, that's Java! Didn't I see
it on my last journey ? '
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, What now 1 ' asked Hajo, gasping.
Harmen snatched the rudder and was all for proceeding

straight to Java, but the others forced him ｾ ~ land on the
island to gather coco-nuts for the rest of the Journey. They
drew the raft ashore and were greeted by the screeches of
more sea-guIIs than they had ever seen before. They picked
as many young coco-nuts as they thought they would need
for the milk they contained, gathered wood for a fire, ｾ ｮ n
carried some large palm leaves aboard the raft to make a kmd
of ｡ ｷ ｮ ｩ ｮ n to proteet them from the broiling sun. At twilight
they put oH again.
They agreed to take turns that night at the rudder, beginning

with Harmen. The evening was extraordinarily beautifuI.
The sun red as blood, dipped into the sea, and then the
mists ｲ ｯ ｳ s from the east, veiling the mountains in the distance.
But when the stars began to glitter in the sky the mists
disappeared and they saw the mountains as a dark mass on the
eastern horizon.
Java! ..• Java!

CHAPTER LIII

REU ION

T HEY leaped for joy the next morning when they saw
Java's sunny, laughing shore before them. The boys
looked at it as if spellbound. So this was Java, of which

they had heard so much! In this beautiful island lived thc
rulers who walked beneath golden parasols in courts of pleasure,
through widc avenues of sweet-scented flowers. Their garments
were encrusted with precious stones and they carried gleaming
daggers with jeweIIed hilts and ... What hadn't Daddy
Longjacket toId them about this Wonderland!
The sun was still concealed behind the mountains, and cIiHs,

forests, and the sea itself were bathed in a grey mist. The air
was soft, and the only sound was the rushing of the waves.
, I'm hungry,' declared Harmen firmly. 'How about some

fresh fish ? '
'I'Il throw out O1y line,' volunteered Padde and they let

him try his luck, after Rolf had decreed that they must con­
tinue around the coast untiI they came upon Dutch ships.
But Padde's only bite was a tiny fish scarcely six inches long.
Rolf and Hajo were weaving an awning of Ieaves, and this
immediately made Harmen and Padde decide that they needed
new skins to make a proper entrance in Java. So they steered
on until they came unexpectedly on a boat with five natives.
The boys seized their spears, resoIved to defend themselves to
the death, but when they saw the gende faces of the natives,
who stopped in utter surprise, they called out ' Tabeh." instead.
A murmur arose in the boat. 'Is this Java? ' asked Rolf.

They nodded.



A quarter of an hour later their tent was finished. A mat,
two yards square, was fastened to four poles so that there was
just room enough for them to sit in iu shelter. By noon the
heat was unendurable. They did not care to eat nor even to
sleep. They kept looking to the east across the glittering
water.

Harmen and Padde had finished their new skirts and seemed
as proud of them as they had been when they got a pair of
new trousers in the past. It did not occur to them that any
one would think these new garments queer. 'How does it
look? ' asked Harmen. 'Does it look right in the back? '

, Splendid,' replied Padde. 'And how does mine look? '
, Turn around,' ordered Harmen.
Padde turned, Harmen gave him a slap that sent him flying

to the other side of the raft. Then Harmen roared with
laughter and cried: 'Ouch! how my hand burns!' Padde
at first seemed inclined to fight, but then he too joined in the
laughter. No one could be angry to-day !

In the afternoon it grew cooler and the sky was overcast.
The boys were sitting in front while Padde steered, when
Hajo began staring steadily at one spot. 'I think-I see-a
ship ! ' he gasped.
They jumped up. Harmen was the first to confirm Hajo's

words, and then Rolf too saw it. But poor Padde blinked his
eyes nervously in vain and at last he screamed : 'I don't see
it! I can't see it ! '
'Why don't you open your eyes ? ' growled Harmen, but

the two others consoled Padde by dec1aring tha t they would
all have to board the ship together, no matter who saw it
first.

But they did not reach the ship as early as they hoped. The
hostile spirits of the sea seemed determined to thwart them.
And when they were near their goal, a storm burst upon them
as if the devil himself and all his witches were riding the
clouds. Only the good seamanship of the boys kept them
afloat, while the wind blew the raft before him like a top.

Suddenly Hajo shouted : ' A light! ' and almost at the same
instant Harmen roarcd : ' Ship ahoy! hip ahoy!' Their raft
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, And are. there any Dutch ships here? '
They pomted to the east, looking more astonished than

before.
, Far from here? '
They shook their heads.
, Can we get to them to-day ? '
, Of course, sit.'
, What did he say ? ' asked Harmen.
!here were tears in Rolf's eyes. ' We-we can get to the

shlps to-day ! '

The boys looked at him uncomprehendingly. Then Harmen
ｹ ｾ ｬ ｬ ･ e ' rabeh .' '. and he began to perform a wild dance with
hls bare legs, whlle .the te.ars rolled down his cheeks. 'Heigh,
Padde, you funny lade plg ! ' he cried.
, Padde ｡ ｬ ｭ ｯ ｾ ~ choked with laughing and shouted back:
Harmen, you re a funny pig yourself !' They feil into each

other's ar.ms, flopped down on the deck, and turned somer­
saults unul the raft creaked. Joppie too seemed to have bccome
mad. ,He .barked. and jumped up on the two boys, tugging at
Padde s shIrt ｾ ｮ ｴ Ｑ Ｑ he feil over backwards into the water. Rolf
had. to help hlm aboard again, while Joppie sat howling from
excltement.

The natives watched this performance in amazement.
'Mabok . .. Drunk!' was their conclusion.

But Harmen was standing soberlyon his two bare legs again
and. roaring: 'Fellows.! Hurrah for Rolf! Long live the
Scnbbler! .1 could wrmg your neck for joy! Eh, Joppie!
You old ｃ ｨ ｭ ｾ ｭ ｡ ｾ ~ Shut.up!' And Harmen began to howl
ｯ ｵ u loud for JOY like Jopple himself. Then Padde joined in,
while th; other. two almost feil over with laughing. Joppie
st?pped ｾ ~ surprISe and seemed flattered to see the two sitting,
wlth thelr heads thrown back, and yowling like true native curs
Harm:n biffed Padde in the face for fun, but unfortunatel;
ｾ ｡ ､ ､ d s nose ｢ ｾ ｧ ｡ a to bleed. Joppie immediately began to
h:k hlS face, whlle Padde was too weak from laughing to keep
hlm away.

'Corne, boys, stop your nonsense now' said Rolf at last.
, We have a hot day ahead-Iet's finish ｴ ｨ h awning.'

REU 10 27'
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was moving so fast that the light grew appreeiably larger every
minute. Then they sighted another light-and then a third !
Now they are no more than five hundred yards away from it.
They ean distinguish the dark hull of an East Indian sailÎllg­
ship!
, Let's shout, fellows,' eried Harmen, full of exeitement.
, All together now--one, two, three.'
, Ship ahoy!' All four of them shouted-and Joppie joined

in with aloud howl.
'Again! '

, Ship ahoy! '
'I see people,' eried Rolf. 'Boys, we must get nearer to her! '
After endless minutes of manipulating the raft, they struck

against the wooden side of tbe tall ship anehored there and
Rarmen calied : ' A rope-ladder ! ' as loud as he eould.
Then they saw heads gathering in a blur above them and

at last a rope-Iadder was flung down. Rarmen eaught it with
a wild ery and was about to start c1imbing up when he re­
membered the ruIe of the sea. 'Padde! You're first ! ' and
he gave him a fieree shove that nearly knocked him over. 'Now,
you, Rajo! Go ahead! And now you, Rolf ! '
'No, 1'11 go last,' said Rolf, quite as if he were a skipper

and must now abandon his ship. 'But how shall we get
Joppie up? '

REUNION

Without a word Harmen seized Joppie by the seruf! of
the neek and carried him up as a mother dog carries her
puppies. Re was still spitting Joppie's hairs from his mouth
when Rolf reaehed the deck behind rum.

And who was this standing there with outstre.tehed arms
and eatehing all four of them at onee in his gigantie embraee,
while he laughed and eried at the same time.

None other than Rilke Jopkins !
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'Come and get some breeches now and then spm your
yarn.'

, Boys, we must report to the captain Ihst,' Rolf reminded
them, only to be told that the captain and chief pilot had
gone to visit the Maid of Dordrecht, Captain Jan Coen. and
would not return till nightfall.

When Harmen and Padde had been supplied with breeches
which covered their nakedness, even if they did not greatly
add to their appearance, since they
were both much too long, the boys •
began inquiring about their friends.·
Most of them were in Bontekoe's
crew; some of them, including thc::
steward, Padde's friend, were dead.
Gerretje was married to a Javanese
girl-to the great indignation of Har­
men, who declared he'd get him away
and make him sign on às a sailor
again. Tl,eir gossip was interrupted
by Bolle's appearance with a royal
feast and 50 much mustard and pep- 111 (1
per that they quite forgot their flat,
unseasoned meals of the past weeks.
Then Rarmen borrowed a pipe and
some tobacco and began to teH the tale of their wanderings.
What a yam he spun! According to his tale, the four heroes

alon.g with Joppie, had attacked and captured several villages ｾ
Dohmah had been head over ears in love with him; and the
story of the panther was painted in such lurid colours that the
sailors were chilled to the hean. When Harmen obser\'ed that
he was making a fine impression with his story, he immediately
ｾ ､ ､ ｾ ~ a female panther and five cubs to the adventure, ending
It wlth the death of the whole panther family. Then he told
of two gigantic serpents who had besieged the boys in their
cave. But when he reached a splendid climax in which he had
tied together their two tails with a special kind of sailnr's knot,
50 that they would remain bound together for life, he su Idenly
paused.

CHAPTER LIV

ABOARD THE NIEUW ZEELAND:MY dear fellows! I thought you had all gone to the
devil !' There were tears in Hilke's eyes as he spoke
, Call Bolle, one of you ! ' .

Bu.t Bolle, ｴ ｨ h cook, had rushed up, wiping his greasy hands
on hls apron. Boys, boys, are you back again? How did
you make it ? '

But before the boys were allowed to tell their story, they
had to eat,. and Bolle ran to the galley to prepare bacon and
beans, porndge and all their favourite dishes of which they
had been so long deprived.
Hilke could not believe his eyes, even though he held the

bors ｾ ~ the hand, :vhen he saw their strange little grass skirts.
Glve me a pair of breeches later Hilke' said Harmen

'0 '"n whose boat are you, anyway ? '
, On the Niellw Zeeltl1ld ! '
, Wh-at? On that wretched skiff? '
, Hel-Io !' yelled some of the sailors. 'Go easy, young

fellow! '

, '.1 wasn't ｴ ｡ ｾ ｫ ｩ ｮ n to ,rou,' ｲ ･ ｭ ｡ ｲ ｫ ･ e Harmen magnificently.
HJlke, where IS the skipper ? Ollr skIpper, I mean of course.'
, Bontekoe has a new ship, the Berger Boat. Farther along.
ear Ba tavia.'
, And did you and Bolle leave the old man? '
, Couldn't help ourselves. He's not going back. Going to

sail to the China coast.'
, I'll stand by him,' declared Harmen. 'I won't desert the

skipper.'

'Well, we'll sec about that later,' answered Rilke mildly.
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eThat was a lie,' he confessed, as they stared at him in­
credulously. eLet Hajo tell the rest.'

eNo, no. Go on! Can't you tell a story without lying 1 '
Harmen shook his head. eAt first, yes, but not as I go on.

And when I read on your mugs that you don't believe me, I
can't believe it myself. Go on, Hajo ! '

So Hajo took up the story, but he was not allowed to proceed
without constant drama tic additions by Harmen and occasional
slaps on the shoulder from Hilke, who would almost break the
boy's bones with his enthu.iasm while he looked round the circle
of sailors and roared: eThere's a Frisian lad for you ! '

It was e1even at night before the jolly crewand the four
derelicts retired to the forecastle. The sailors were just be­
ginning to undress when they heard a voice booming like a
cannon. eThe Porpoise !' they stammered and hurried to
meet their captain. The boys waited in their berths, listening
to commands and curses roared in tones to riyal a hurricane.
When Hilke returned, wet to the skin, he reported that

they would sail towards Batavia on the morrow so that the
quartet would see Bontekoe before they had expected.
Exhausted though they were, the boys could not fall asleep

immediately. They lay wondering whether they would be
encountering the Chinese under Bontekoe or returning to
Hoorn. The lamp swung wildly from side to ide, the masts
creaked, and the sailors who returned reported that half the
crew and the captain himself were staying up all night to
battle with the storm. The boys remembered that Bontekoe
had said of the Porpoise : ' But he's a fine sailor ! '

RoU lay awake long after his companions were asleep. He
was thinking of the moment when he and Hajo would have
to bid each other farewelI-for he feit certain now that their
ways would soon part.

CHAPTER LV

GOOD-BYE Ta SKIPPER Ba TEKOE

T
HE sun shone the next morning j the storm had abated.
After enjoying a cup of hot coffee, the quartet reported
to the Porpoise, who was awaiting them in his cabin.

e Come in ! ' he thundered. There sat the Porpoise, with
his copper-coloured countenance and dark red cheeks and his
bristling little curls. Around him were stuffed animals of every
sort. In one corner stood a wooden tiger with yellow, glassy
eyes, looking quite as fierce as the tiger they had encountered
in Sumatra. An albatross hung from the ceiling, holding a
fish in his mouth and supporting a bat between his wings. A
shark, a sword-fish, a devil-fish, and an enormous ray hung in
another corner. Beneath the table at which the captain sat
lay a crocodile with green eyes.
I t was like a magician's ceil, ruled over by a terrible wizard.
eYour float almost sent me to the bottom last night!'

thundered the Porpoise pleasantly. 'What's your name 1 '
'Harmen van Kniphuizen, skipper.' The room made

Harmen shudder. No wonder the sailors called it the morgue!
eAnd you 1 ' he roared kindly at Hajo.
epeter Hajo, skipper.'
The Porpoise looked at RoU next.
eRolf Romeyn, skipper.'
eAnd Pm Padde Kelemeyn from the Apple Harbour,' Padde

informed the captain.
eDid I ask you anything ?' roared the latter. Then he

turned to RolL 'You're Bontekoe's nephew? If you stay with
me, you'll be an able-bodied seaman in a year.'
eThank you, skipper. But I'm going to stay with my uncle.'

277



, A few years ? '
, His Excellency the Governor had arranged it so.'
The boys sighed. They had always thought that there was

no one higher than their skipper, and now they learned that
he too must obey some one higher up.
The skipper smiled at their astonishment. 'I advise you to

sign on under Captain Pieter Thysz of Amsterdam.'
When they protested, he added : ' You haven't much choice.

There may not be another srup sailing to Holland for a long
time. Conditions here are very unsettled since we captured
Jacatra and t.urned it into Batavia, and they're holding all the
ships ready in case of trouble.' Then he turned to Hajo.
, Hajo, I've another piece of advice for you. You've got a good
head on your shoulders. You must train to become a pilot.'
, Skipper ! ' stammered Hajo. He felt dazed.
'Would you like to? 1'11 give you a letter to the directors

of the East India Company.'
There were tears in Hajo's eyes. 'Thank-you, skipper.'
, And what about you, Padde? ' Bontekoe asked the little

fatty. 'What are you going to do? '
Padde turned as red as a lobster, sighed, and blinked. He

couldn't say a word.
'The Porpoise isn't crazy about taking him,' explained

Harmen.
Bontekoe's smile was fuil of pity. 'Have you asked him

outright ? ' he inquired. 'Weil, then, see to it that al! three
of you get signed on. If necessary, 1'11 say a good word for him
to the captain.' Then he turned to his nephew and looked at
him steadily. 'And you, Rolf? What wil! you do ? '

, 1'11 stay with you, of course, uncle,' replied Rolf, without
amoment's hesitation.
'Rolf ... !' cried Hajo, looking at him in grief.
Bontekoe smiled at the two friends. 'The world is smal!,

my lads,' he said consolingly. 'You'll run across each other
again before you know it. And now I must pay you olf....
To make up for all the things that my crew lost, the East
India Company has agreed to double the pay agrred upon.'

So Harmen received fifty-five gulden, and Hajo and Padde
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, Training to be a pilot ? '
'Yes, skipper.'
The captain turned to Harmen and Hajo. 'And you two?

I have room for you.'
Harmen was staring thoughtfuily into a cupboard in which

were a plover with a nest of eggs, and other birds, along with
a number of jars in which snakes, frogs, and lizards were
preserved in alcohol.
, Heilo ! ' be110wed the captain. 'Didn't you hear me ? '
Harmen started up. 'Not at lirst, skipper. You speak so

softly--'. .
The captain ro11ed his eyes fiercely. 'I asked whether you

want to come with me.'
, I must sleep over that, skipper,' Harmen replied, hesitating.

'I must find out whether my skipper can get along without
me.'
There was a brief silence. Then the captain roared: 'You

can go ! ' and the boys hurried out, glad to escape from this
den of horrors.

Then came the great afternoon when the four boys got
aboard the Berger Baat, lying at anchor at the newly founded
town of Batavia, and shook hands with their skipper, the very
best skipper in the world, and then with Daddy Longjacket
too. Bontekoe slapped them on the back so hard that their
bones cracked, and Daddy Longjacket spoke to them with
trembling voice. Then Bontekoe took them to rus cabin and
had coffee and cake served, just as though they were gentlemen,
and made them teil him their story.
When they had recalied it all from beginning to end and the

skipper and Daddy Longjacket had told them how the yawl
had finally reached Bantam, after many adventures, the skipper
asked: ' And now, my lads, what are you thinking of doing ? '
Harmen asked: 'Is it true that you're going to light the

Chinese? '
Bontekoe smiled. • Not exactly. But next week I sail for

Ternate, and 1'11 probably stay about here a few years.'
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A bat/ery of boll/es slood
in a line on the caplain's
table. two of Ihem empty.
a third half full. The
candlelight made the
wine look like bright
blood.
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each forty-three gulden, for their fourteen months' journey
to the East Indies. The skipper also entrusted fifty-five gulden
to Harmen to he given to Lysken Coc's mother on his return
to Holland.
, Yes, skipper,' said Harmen. 'Fifty-five gulden! How glad

his mother will be ! '
Bontekoe looked at Harmen kindly and nodded his head

thoughtfu11y. But any one who could read the skipper's face
could have seen that he doubted whether Lysken Coc's mother
would feel very happy when she received the little bag of
money-instead. of her son! Then he wrote the letter of
recommendation for Hajo, folded it, and told him to give it
to thc captain of the Nieuw Zeeland to take charge of it for
him.
And then camc the moment of parting. Harmen and Hajo

each seized one of the skipper's hands. 'We'll never get
another skipper like you, skipper ! ' dec1ared Harmen hoarse1y.
, The best skipper in the world-eh, Rajo ? '
Bontekoe laughed and walked with them to the ship's ladder.

, Boys,' he said, 'we may not meet again for a few years perhaps.
Give my regards to Hoorn, and behave as you've behaved with
me! And now good luck ! '
, The same to you, sldpper! Good-bye!'

That evening at twilight the three shipmates were standing
together in ' the morgue' again. A battery of bottles stood
in a line on the captain's tabIe, two of them empty, a third
half-fuil. The candle1ight made the wine look like bright
blood.
When the boys told the captain that they had come to sign

on for the return journey, he engaged Hajo as seaman and
Harmen as second cook. When Padde asked timidly: 'And
me? What sha11 1 be ? ' the captain growled : 'What will you
be? A pot-beUy, if you keep on like that. I can't use you.'
Then Harmen spoke up. 'Skipper, you'd better see Skipper

Bontekoe about him-he speciaily recommends him. You see,
skipper, he's slow, and when he makes a knot you can always



T
HE next morning the four inseparables rowed to shore
with a few other sailors. While they were still staring
in amazement at the brilliant crowd of gaily dressed

Orientals, whom should they see rushing up to them and
embracing all four at once but Gerretje! He had heard from
the cook about the return of the derelicts and had come to
invite them to his house.
, Is it true that you are married to a girl from Java 1 ' asked

Harmen severely.
'WeU, what of it ? '
'You ought to be ashamtd of yourself! When you left such

a nice sweetheart in Hoorn! '
, Don't talk that aId stuff! ' growled Gerretje, annoyed and

embarrassed at the same time. 'I didn't come to discuss that.'
He led them to a wagon that lookcd like a big box on wheels.
On the trant seat sat a native driver with a straw hat shapcd
like a big mushroom. 'Step in, gentlemen!' said Gcrretje
with a sweeping gesture.
The boys were dumbfounded. Then Harmen grinned.. Is

there room enough for us all ? '
, Seven of us got in the other day. Must that filthy cur

come along too 1 ' replied Gerretje briefiy.
'He's not a filthy cur,' cried Harmen indignantly. '!t's

Joppie.'
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pull it out again with one jerk. But you know what he's fine
at? Steward's boy. Just think, skipper, of all the trouble we
had on the Nieuw Hoorn-all because the steward's boy, the
blunderhead, stood a lighted candle next to a barrel of brandy.
Boom! The whole boat blew up. Nothing like that would
ever happen with Padde, skipper ! '

Padde drew a deep breath and stared at the bat above his
head.
, Skipper,' begged Hajo, 'we started together and--'
The Porpoise looked at Padde, then at Hajo, then al

Harmen. He drank another glass, cleared his throat, an
bellowed again :'
, What were you on the way here 1 '
It was a painful question. Padde coughed and turned pale.

But Harmen came to the rescue. 'He was Jack of all trades,
skipper. He can scrape turnips, clean the pots, wash bottles--'

, All right,' roared the captain. 'Steward's boy! '
, Thank you, skipper,' cried all three with one voice. 'Thank

you!' And they went out.

That night they ate on deck by lantern light, for the oppres­
sive heat made the air below suffocating. Gnats danced around
their heads. Thc shore looked alluring. Lights sparkled be­
twcen the palms and the newly built houses with their white
walls loomcd out of the darkness. The water was still now.
Therc, in the near distance, lay the Maid of Dordrecht, with
the Governor ; and farther on the Neptu1Ius, and the Moming
Star. And there, farther north, shone the lights of the Berger
Boat, with the very best skipper in the world! A happy
journey, skipper ! And take care of yourself if you have tIJ
fight with the Chinamen !

CHAPTER LVI

A VISIT TO GERRETJE
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, What! Jappie, don't you know Gerretje any more { ,
Jappie began to bark and jump up to Gerretje's face to lick

it with sa much enthusiasm that Gerretje had to ward him
oft. The boys stowed themselves away in the cart while a
crowd of natives and Chinese children gathered and stared at
this strange party.
, Must Padde come too { , asked Gerretje.
'Of course!' cried Padde, deeply hurt. 'I belong with

them! '
, All right, all right. Then we'll have to take oft this blue

nigger,' said Gerretje; and before the sleepy driver knew it,

ｾ -=----_.--
Gerretje had dragged him down from his seato 'TeU your
master 1'11 bring the horses back myself ! ' he yelled in Dutch
at tbe poor fellow.
, Does he understand that { , asked Harmen.
, Why not? He's not deaf ! ' replied Gerretje.
The wagon rattled along past the little shops on the quay,

where everything under the sun was exposed for sale in a
bright confusion of colours. Chinamen in wide trousers
and narrow jackets sat working before open doors and
windows, wearing their long pigtails in a topknot on their
shaven heads or wound around their foreheads or hang­
ing over their shoulders with the ends tucked neatly in their
pockets.
'This evening is Pasar malem-something like our kermess,'

remarked Gerretje. 'We'U have a fine time. You'll eat at

A VrSIT TO GERRETJE

my house. Hilke's coming too. Rys tafel. l Why arc rou
looking so nasty, Harmen ? '
, Oh, nothing. I don't like the stuft.'
Gerretje opened his eyes in amazcment. 'You don t like

,ys tafel? '

, Who Jmows what they put ioto the mess? ' said Harmen
contemptuously. 'Scorpions, worms--'
'You're crazy,' scolded Gerretje. '!t's wonderful. I eat it

every day.'
, Matter of taste,' replied Harmen coolly. 'But I must say

I never felt so grand in my life '-and he leaned back while
he filled his pipe. But the back of the cart rattled so that he
had to sit up straight again.
They drove over a wooden bridge across a muddy, brown

stream into a broad avenue lined with tall trees. Gradually,
beneath the spellof the radiant East Indian morning, the
song of the birds all around them, and the sweet odours wafted
towards them, they grew silent. Now and then they met a
few women in gay sarollgs and long badjus 2 with beautiful
pins, carrying flat parasols gracefully over their shoulders ; or
mowers, wearing only a loin-cloth and carrying their load of
mowed grass with easy, light steps; or a Chinese merchant,
holding in his hand a k/OlltOllg 3 to announce his coming from
afar.
The boys soon learned that in the Ea tIndies even the very

poorest man has a retinue of some sart, though it were only
his wife, walking behind her lord and ma ter and carrying the
chicken which they had bought at the warket. After they had
passed tbe fortress where the Dutch had re isted the natives
for five months, they came te gardens planted with coco-nut,
banana, and other exotic trees, behind which stood houses of
bamboo with verandas against which grew orchids and othe
strange flowers. Parrots stood on tall poles, and the trees
swarmed with little birds in bright fcathers, warbling and
chirping gaily

1 Rys tafel-A Javanese eu!inary institution, still standard in homes and
hotels, eonsisting of riee, I1sh, hash, and many other ingredients.

2 Badjll-an ovcr-drcss. 3 KlolllO/lg-a kind of drum.



'So,' said Gerretje proudly, 'here we are! But I must
drive you up in style ! '
They had to ｣ ｲ ｾ ｳ ｳ a little river over a dry diteh, but before

they had accompltshed this feat the back wheels of the cart
ｾ ･ ｮ n ､ ｯ ｷ w into the ?itch while the horses' front feet went up
mto the air. GerretJe took the accident calmly while he and
his guests pulled the cart anel the two horses out and set them
on level ground again.
'Get in again,' insisted Gerretje. 'When I say 1'11 drive

you up in style, then I drive you up in style !' And he was
as good as his word.
The house was made of bamboo, and the front veranda on

which ｳ ｾ ｯ ｯ o a table and a few rocking-chairs, was screened off
at the sldes by palms in tubs. Between th.: palms peeped two
little brown boys.

, Who are they 1' asked Harmen curiously.
Ｇ ｏ ｨ h all the youngsters came ｡ ｬ ｯ ｮ n with my wife,' said

GerretJe crossly. 'And her mother and her aunts and the
whole tribe! !t's the custom here. I inquired about it.'
, So there you are with a ready-made Javanese family,' jeered

Harmen.
, Keep still! ' begged Gerretje. 'If I had known . . . The

whole seventy-seven of them keep talking all day and my
money's gone before 1've had a chance to look at it! Ajo!
LekaJ! '1 he roared at the youngsters, and they disappeared.
While Gerretje looked after his borrowed steeds, his friends

dropped into the rocking-chairs and took it easy. Then their
host tried to summon his wife by making a fog-horn of his
hands and bawling 'Mina! Min-a-a-a-a-h!' with all his
might. There was nu answer, but in the room, behind a
curtain separating it from the veranda, there suddenly arose
the loud clucking of a hen. Gerretje dashed in and a battle
ensued between him, armed with a broom, and the hen
determined to maintain its position in his bedroom. When
he finally came forth as victor, wiping the perspiration from
his brow, he was in a rage because of the mess in his bedroom
caused by the hen and two little boys who had eaten durian

1 • Away with you I Quick I •

A VISIT TO GERRETJE

there and left behind them the evil sme11 of that strange
fruit.
Further inquiries among the numerous members of his wife's

family brought to light that Mina had gone to the festival and
would probably not return til! the next day. The boys decided
to go to a Chinese restaurant recommended by Gerretje, and
as soon as Hilke had joined them they started back again.
Gerretje had armed himself with a jar of arrack to celebrate
the occasion.
Loa Hok Sen's restaurant had a curved roof with wooden

dragons at the points and long pcnnons covered with Chinese
characters stood at each side of the en trance. Loa Hok en,
an incredibly fat son of the Celestial Empire, received them
on the veranda, welcoming them in very curious hlay, nasal
and long-drawn-out, in which he có"hstantly pronounced r as
if it were I.
Harmen offered to treat the whole party, and whcn the

proprietor had been reassured as to who would pay thc bill,
he waddled off to order the mcal. In spite of the suspicious
appcarance and thc unfamiliar namcs of unknown dishes, they
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W
HE the boys awoke it had grown
cooler and they were bent on buying
same of the things they needed

befare the ｦ ｾ ｩ i beckoned to them. Gerretje
drove them to a shop smelling of incense,
fiowers, and all sorts of other perfumes, situated
near the harbour. Bright, glittering, sparkling
articles of every sart lay about in a brilliant
confusion of colours. The merchant ware a

, ｾ gold-embroidered cap, a long, greyish-white
Ｎ Ｔ Ｚ ｾ Ｇ Ｇ Ｇ ' blouse, and a waistcoat with a golden design.

His wide trousers were made of the same
material and his bare feet were stud into bJack velvet
sandaJs embroidered with gold. He greeted them with a
dignified gesture and waited for them to decIare their wishes.
When they Ieft the shop half an hour later Harmen had a

Chinese pipe with a tube and gay tassels and a violin under
his arms, a red tez with a black tasselan his head, a splendid
Javanese dagger in his belt, and gold-embroidered sandals on
his feet. The others, toa, were loaded down with ivory ele­
phants, fans, perfume-boxes, doUs, and bracelets. Luckily Rolf
had had sense enough to order four sailors chests for the four
derelicts befare they had squandered all their money. They
would be on hand in twO days and then they would be ready
to start back for home and Mother !
They returned to the Nieuw Zeeland to stowaway their

treasures, which Harmen and Gerretje took on board while
the others waited on the pier. On their returu Harmen was
in high feather, for he had a great surprise for them­
Gerretje had signed for the return voyage on the Nieuw
Zeeland!
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ate their way through from beginning to end, with huge
enjoyment. When they were unable to eat one bite more,
they rolled down from their chairs to the fioor of the veranda
and enjoyed their after-o.inner naps in peace.
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, Hurrah for Gerretje ! 'cried Harmen. 'Hip, hip, hurrah ! '
cried the others, and Gerretje joined in loudest of all.
Then they drove on to the fair while Harmen played

for them on ｨ ｩ i new fiddle, which he would not let out
of his hands. There were tents everywhere, booths
with smoking lamps and f1aring torches, figures in gay
coats and sarongs. No one screamed, quarrelled, or
shouted his wares. The traders sat silently smoking their
long straws of tobacco and spoke only when a customer
addres ed them.
The boys were amazed at the various races of Orientals that

were gathered here. The natives were in their best clothes.
The children ware silver anklets and rings on their fingers.
The women had cambed their black, glossy hair even more
beautifully than usual and ware white fiowers, exhaling a sweet
strong perfume, in the heavy knots resting on the nape of the
neck. The men looked dignified with their smooth head-cloths
over their dark countenances.
When they reached the spot where Javanese dancing was

going on they could not tear themselves away. Amazed,
delighted, almost hypnotized, they watched the marvellous
movements of the dancing-girls for nearly an hour. One of
them wore a beautiful golden helmet-she must be a queen,
they thought! Gradually they became accustomed to the
monotonous sound of the gamelang ; they felt that music and
dance were one, as the dancing-gids performed new figures,
one more lovely than the other, to new airs.
They sawapuppet performance at the theatre, too-puppets

with funny faces and queer, thin arms, who performed strange
antics while a man sat close by and told the story. Their only
regret was that they understood sa litde.

Next they saw a cock-fight, where angry fighting-cocks
inflicted terrible wounds on each other with silver spurs
fastened to their feet. The natives sat watching this crue!
sport silendy, and the litde pieces of silver lying before them
showed that there was betting on the riyal birds.
But the Dutch boys were disgusted with this sport and

walkcd away, thinking what astrange people this was, so far
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advanced in civilization in many ways, so little developed in
others!

It was late when they returned, and as Hajo and Rolf walked
together down the braad avenue, with Hilke and Padde ahead
of them, they discussed their future.

, Rolf, perhaps-perhaps 1'11 be pilot same day on the ship
of which you're skipper,' stammered Hajo.

'Or you'Il be skipper of a ship built by me!' replied
RoU.
Hajo stood still. 'Do you mean it? Could I-get to be

a skipper ? '
'Why not, if you worked as hard as you can? Just look

at the Porpoise ! Don't you think you can learn as much as
he? '
They were silent. Hajo had to think carefully over what

RoU had said. He, Peter Hajo, become a skipper 1 With two
pilots and a boatswain under him? With a ship of his own
and his own crew ?
Skipper Hajo-how sweet that sounded! But he must work

for it-work hard, work for years. WeIl, why not? Hajo
would clench his teeth, learn to read and write, swallow one
book after another, line for linc, until he knew it by heart.
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He would study the charts of the stars, night after night, till
there was no oilleft in the lamp. He would calculate in his
bed at night and go to Zaandam and Amsterdam where the
ships lay along the great piers, to study them. And when he
was a man he would have a beard just like Skipper Bontekoe,
And now, on the voyage home, he would watch the Porpoise
day ｡ ｦ ｴ ｾ ~ day, to see what a skipper had to do.

..

-- -- -- - _ ..

CHAPTER LVIII

HOME AGAIN!

ON March Rth 1620 the Nieuw Zeeland weighed anchor,
and on December 28th of the same year she dropped
anchor again on the sandy roadstead of Flushing, after

a successful voyage.
The Nieuw Zeeland had sailed from the green shores of Java

with a stiff south-easter swelling her sails, while the boys
tearfully waved farewell to Rolf; and now they tearfully
greeted their native dunes, emerging from the grey mists in
the cold dawn. There they stood, with their collars turned up
and their hands in their pockets, Hajo and Harmen and Hilke
and Padde and Gerretje and a hundred other sailors, talking
and waving their hands, shouting or blowing on their cold
hands.
There lay Flushing with its red roofs and its squat tower

with the fbg f10ating to show that a ship, fuU of coffee, tobacco,
pepper, and cloves, had come from the East Indies. Crowds
gathered from shops and houses, while the gentlemen of the
business office prepared to be rowed over to the Nieuw Zeeland.
Yes, here they were again, back home in the very best

country ot all! And all the f1ags, all the crowds, all the excite­
ment were for them !
Would they ever go back to the East Indies again? At the

moment no one had the ｬ ･ ｡ ｾ ~ desire to do so-but they knew
themse1ves! After a month of sitting by the fire, with a pipe
and a cup of coHee, and spinning yarns until they themse1ves
didn't know what was true and what invented; after th ir
pockets, now crammed full of gulden, were empty again, they
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would become discontented and long for the sea and their
comrades, and, although they had sworn a month ago never
to satt so far again, they would sign on for another voyage for
the East !
But now, while the anchor-chain rattled, they were too

happy to think of anything but tht: joy of being at home once
more. They would be paid of! in a few minutes, and with
their pockets full of bright silver and with their monkeys and
their parrots they would stand on solid land!

Two hours later they had all been paid off and Hajo had
been ordered by his skipper to report to him in a week so that
he might present him and his letter from Bontekoe to the
directors of the East India Company.

The little group of sailors bound for Hoorn reached their
native town after three days of many adventures, driving,
skating, and sleighing over frozen fields and dikes, beneath
steadily falling snow. At the market place they separated,
each hurrying home with his goods and chattels as fast as
his feet could carry him.
There stood Hajo's little house! Was it really so smal! as

HOME AGAIN!

that? He flung open the low door and rushed in. 'Mother !
Mother !'
'Peter! My boy! '
He was in her arms-in the arms of his own dear mother­

and both were laughing and sobbing at the same time. How
small and frail she was, thought Peter. She tried to look at
his face, but then she began to laugh and cry again, so she
kissed him once more and kept repea ting : ' My boy! Are you
really here again? My Peter.'
The children had come running out of the other room,

and Rajo jumped up and embraced them and kissed them­
Antje and Maartje and Doris. Hajo knelt down before Doris,
but his little brother looked at him with big, frightened eyes
and retreated into a corner.

, Don't you know me any more, Doris? ' asked Hajo.
'Wh-where is the el-lel-ephant?' stammered Doris,

trembling.
Hajo laughed out loud. 'Re does know me, after all! Here,

here is the elephant !' Re j umped up, ran to his chest, opened
it and threw everything about topsy-turvy. 'Here, Antje, a
doU for you with Chinese eyes! And a fan for you, Maartje !
SmeU it! Mother, I'm going to study to become a pilot!
And maybe a skipper later! And, Doris, here's your elephant ! '
Rajo held out a white ivory elephant to his little brother, who
seized it joyfully.

, ａ ｮ ､ Ｍ ｡ ｮ ､ Ｍ ｷ ｨ ･ ｲ ･ Ｇ ' the c-cannibal ? ' he demanded next.
'Here's the cannibal!' roared Rajo, making a terrible

grimace and snatching at the little chap until he screamed
with terror and flew to his big sister'.g arms.
Then Hajo had to teIl his story, by bits and pieces-of the

fire on the Nieuw Hoorn and its sinking, of their adventures
in the yawl, of Sumatra and Dolimah and her kindness to
them, of the panther and the medicine-man, Pa-Samirah, of
the raft and their reunion at Bantam, and their return home
on the Nieuw Zeeland, and of his promised visit to see the
directors at Amsterdam!
Then Padde came to invite them over to his house for the

evening. But first Hajo and his mother went to take thc dead
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, I was afraid . . .' shc whispered and could say no more.
When Hajo' mother kissed her, she burst into tcars.

That night they all eelebrated New Year's Eve in Hoorn,
and the sailors who had tu go on farther to Enkhuizen sat with
their shipmates around the hearth and helped to swap tall
stories. Outside the snow kept fal1ing, spreading its white
cover softly over the linIe town, lile a kind mother. At mid­
night twclve firm strokes of the doek from the tower rcsounded
through the hushed stillness of the snow. Eyes looked into
other eyes and hand sought hand in deep rejoicing that they
had been span'cl to gre t the ew Year at homt' once more!

sailor's money, whieh Harmen had entrusted to Hajo, to
Lysken eoe's mother. She was apaIe, thin little woman with
great sad eyes. She reeeived the silver gulden in silence and
put them away in an old, wom ehest.
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