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Land [lutiny.

Murder of the Officers and Seizure of the Ship by
Six Manila Men.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.,

FASSAS AN NSNS

A steam tug was puffiog wheezily in front
ot the high-masted bark-rigged clipper.
With her fresh painted glistening black
sides, her sharp sloping bows and her cut-
away counter she was the very picture of a
fast, well-found ocean-going sailing ship,
but those who knew anything about her
may hive made her the text of a sermon as
to how the British seamen was being el
bowed ®ut of existence. In this respect
she was the scandal of the river. China-
men, French, Norwegiacs, Spaniards,
Turks—she carried an epitome of the hu-
man race. They were working hard clean-
ing up the decks and fastening down the
batches, but the big burly mate tore bis
hair when he found that hardly a man on
board could understand an order in English.

Capt. John Smith had taken his younger
brother, George Sxith as a passen danger
companion for the voyage, in the hope that
it might be beneficial to his health. They
were teated now at each tide of the round
table, an open bottle of champagne be-
tween them, when the mate came in answer
to a summons, his eyes still smouldering
after his recent outbursts.

‘Well, Mr. Karswell,’ said the Captain,
‘we hive a long six menths before us, I
dare say, before we raise the lizht of Sing-
apore. I thought you might like to join
us in a glass to our better a‘ quaintance and
to a lucky voyage.’

He was a joviel, genicl soul, this Cap-
tain, with good humor shining from his red,
weather-stained face. The mate’s grufl-
ness relaxed before his kindly words, and
he tossed off the glass of champagne which
the other had filled for him.

‘How does the ship strike you, Mr. Kar-
swell P’ acked the Captain. ‘

‘There’s nothing the matter with the ship,
sir.’

‘Nor, with the cargo, either,” said the
Captain. ‘Champagne we arc carrying—a
hundred dcz:n cases. Those and bales of
cloth sre our main lading. How about the
crew Mr Karswell P

The mate shook his head.

‘They’ll need thrashing into shape, and
that’s a fact, sir. I've beem hustling and
driving even since we left the pool. Why,
except ourselves here and Taffic, the sec-
ond mate, there’s hardly an Eoglishman
aboard. The steward, the cook and the
boy are Chinese, as [ understand. Ander-
son, the carpenter, is a Norwegian. There's
Early, the 1ad, he’s English. Th:n there’s
one Frenchman, one Finn, one Turk, one
Spaniard, one Greek and one negro, and
as to the rest I don’t what they are, for I
never saw the match of them before.’

‘They are from the Paillippine Ielands,
half Spanish, half Malay,’ the captain an-
swered. ‘We call them Manila men, for
that’s the port they all hail from. You'll
find them good enough seamen, Mr. Kars-
well. I'll answer for it that they work well.’

‘PI’ll answer for it, too,’ said the big mate,
with an ominous clenching of his great red
fist.

Karswell was hard put to it to establish
any order among the strange material with
which he had to work Taffir, the second
mite, was a mild young man, a good sea-
man and a pleasant compsnion, but bardly
rough enough to bring this unruly crew to
beel. Karawell must do it or it would never
be done. The others h3 covld manage, but
the Manila men were dangerous. It was a
stracge type, with flat Tartan noses, small
eyes, low brutish foreheads, and lark black
hair like the American Indians. Their
faces were of a daik coffee tint, and they
were all men of powerful physique. Six of
these fellows were on board, l.eon, Blanco,
Duranno, Santos, Lope¢z and Marsolino,
of whom Leon epoke Englith well and
acted as interpreter for the rest. These
were all placed in the mate’s watch, to-
gether with Watto, a handsome young Le-
vaatine, and Carlos a Greck. The more
tractable seamen were allotted to Txffir for
the other watch. And so on a beautiful
July day holiday makers upon the Kentish
downs saw the beautiful craft as she swept
past the Goodwins—never to beseen again
save once, by human eyes.

The Manila men appeared to submit to

- discipline, but there were lowering brows

and sidelcng glances which warned their

offi zers not to trust them too far. Grumbles
came from the forecastle as to the food
and water—and the grumbling was perhaps
not altogether unreasonable. Bat the
mate was a man of hard na‘ure and prompt
resolation, and ths malcontents got lirtle
satistaction or sympathy from him. Oae
of them, Carlos, the Spaniard, endeavored
to kesp his bunk upon a plea of illaess,
but was dragged on deck by the mate and
triced up by the arms to the bulwarks. A
few minutes afterward Capt. Smith's broth:
er came on deck and informed the captain
what was going on forward. He came
bustling up, and, baving exwmined the
msn, he pronourced him to be really un-
well and ordered him back to his bunk,
preecribing some medicine for him. Sach
an incident woull not tend to preserve
discipline or to uph ;11 the mate’s authority
with the crew. Oon a latter occasion this
same Spaniard began fighting with Blanco,
tne biggest and most brutal of the Manila
men, one uring a kuife and the other a
handspike. The two mates threw them-
selves between them, and in the scufll: the
first mate felled the Spaniard with bis fist.
In the meantime the bark passed safely
throuzh the bay and ran south as far as
the latitude of Cape Blanco wupon the
African coast. Tue winds were light, and
upon the 10th of September, when they had
been six weeks out, they bad only attained
latitude 19° south and loogitude 36 ° west.
Oa that morning it was that the smoulder-
ing discontents buret into a most terrible
flame.

The mate’s watch was from 1 to 4, dur-
iog which dark hours he was lett zlone
with the savage seamen whom he had con-
trolled. No lion-tamer in a cage could be
in more imminent peril, for death m.iy be
crouching in wait tor him in any of those
black shadows which mottled the moonlit
deck. Night after night be had risked it
notil immunity bad perbaps made bim care-
less, but now at last it came. At six bells,
or three in the morning—about the time
when the first gray tinge of dawn was ap-
pearing in the eastern sky, two of the
mulattos. Blanco and Duranno, crept sil-
ently up behind the seaman and struck him
down with hand-strikes. Early, the Eog-
lish lad, who know notbing of the plot,
was looking out on the forecastle head at
the time, Above the humming of the fore-
sail over him and the lspping of the water
he heard a sudden crash and the voice of
the mate calling murder. He ran aft and
found Durrano, with horrible persistence,
still beating the mate about the head.
When he attempted to interfere the fellow
ordered him sternly into the deckhouse,
and he obeyed. In the deckhouse the
Norwegian carpenter and Candereau ths
French seaman, were sleeping, both of
whom were among the honest men. The
boy Early told them whbat bad occurred,
his story b:ing corroborated by the
screeches of the mate from outside. The
carpenter ran out and found the unfortu-
pase {cllow with bis arm broken and bis
face horribly mutilated.

‘Who's that?’ he cried, aa he heard
steps approaching.

‘It's me—the carpenter.’

‘For God's sake get me into the eabin!
Tre carpenter had stooped with the in-
tention .f doing so but Marolino one of
the conspirators, hit him on the back of the
neck and knocked bim down. The blow
was not a odangerous one, but the carpen-
ter took it as a sign tbat he should mind
bis ¢wn business, for he went back with
impo'ent tears to his deck-house. In the
meanwhile Blancho, who was the giant of
the party, with th: help ot another muti-
peer, had raised Karswell and hurled him,
still yelping for help, over the bulwarks into
the sea. He bdd been the first attacked,
but he was not the fi-st to die.

The first of those below to hear the
dreadiui summons from the deck was the
Captain’s brother, George Smith—the one
who had come for a pleasure trip. He ran
up the companion and bad his head beaten
to pieces with handspikes as he emerged.
Of the personal characteristics of this plea-
sure tripper the only item which bas been
handed down is the grim fact that he was

so slight that one man was able to throw

spirit.

you the same tbat it has the Captain.’

his dead body overboard. The Captain
had been aroused at the same time and had
rashed from his room into the cabin.
Thithar he was followed by Leon, Watto
and Lopez, who stabbed him to death with
their knives. There only remsined Taffir,
the second mate, and his adventures may
be traated with less r:ticencs, sinze they
wera happier in their outcome.

He was awakened in the first gray of
dawn by the sounds ot smashiog and ham-
mering upon the companion. To so ex-
perienced a seaman those sounds at such
an hour could have carried but one mean-
ing, an1 that the most terrible which an
offi cer at sea can ever learn. Shivering
aad weeping, he listened with straining ears
for the footsteps wkich would be the fore-
raaners of death. At last they came, and
of half a doz3n man at least, clumping
heavily down the brass-clsmped steps ot
the companion. A bhand beat roughly
upon his door and ordered h'm out. He
koew that his frail lock was no protection,
80 he turned the key and stepped forth.
It might well havs frightened a stouter
man, for the murderers were all there,
L»on, Carlos, Santos, Blanco, Duranno,
Watto, dreadful looking folk, most of
times, but now, armed with their dr'pping
knives and crimson cudgels and seen in
that dim morning light, as terrible a group
as ever & writer of romance has conjured
up in his imagination. The Msnila men
stood in a silent semicirc'e around the
door, with their savage Mongdlian faces
turned upon him.

‘What are you going to do with me ?"
he cried. ‘Are you going to kill me
He tried to cling to Leon as he spoke, for
as the only one who could speak Kaglish
he bad become the leader.

‘No,”said L:on, ‘we are not going to
kill you. Bat we have killed the Captain
and the mate. Nobody on board konows
anything of navigation You must navigate
us to where we can land.’

The trembling mate, hardly belicving
the comtorting sssurance of safety, eagerly
accepted the commission.

‘Where shall I navigate you to? he
asked.

There was 2 whispering in Spanish
among the dark faced men, and it was
Carlos who answered in broken Engli‘h.

‘Take up River Piate,’ said be. *‘Good
country ! Pleaty Spapish!" Aod so it was
agreed.

And now a cold fit of disgust seems to
have passed through those callous ruffians,
tor they brought down mops and cleaned
out the cabin. A rope was slung round
the Captain’s body and it was hauled on
deck, ’Fuﬁir to bhis credit be it told, inter-
tering to impart some decency to the cere-
mouny of the burial. ‘There goes the Cap-
tain I' cried Watto, the bandsome Lsavan:
tine lad, as he heard the splash of the body.
‘He’ll never call us names any more!
Then all hands were called into the saloon
with the exception of Candereau the
Frenchman, who remained atthe wheel.
Those who were innocent had to pretend
approval of the crime to save tbeir own
lives. The Captain’s effects were laid out
upon the table and divided into seventeen
shares. Watto insisted that it sbould only
be eight shares, as only eight were con
cerned in the mutiny, but Leon with great-
er sagacily argued that evervone should
be €qually involved in the crime by taking
a sh.re ot the booty. There were money
and clothes to divide, and a big box of
boots, which represented sbme little com-
mercial venture ot the Captain’s Every
one was stamping about in a new pair.
The actual money came to about £10 each,
and the watch was set aside to be sold and
divided later. Then the mutineers took
permanent possession of the cabin, the
course of the ship was altered for South
America, and the ill-tated bark began the
second chapter of her intamous voyage.
The cargo had been broached and the
decks were littered with open cases of
champagne, from which everyone helped
h mself as be passed. There was a fusi ade
ot poppirg corks all day and the air was tull
of the fains, sickly sweet smell ot the wine.
The second mste was nominally command-
er, but he was a commander without the
power to command. From morning to
night he was threatened and insulted, and
it wes only Leon’s interference and the well
grounded conviction that they could never
make the land without him which ssved him
from their daily menaces. Taey gava a
z3st to their champagae carousals by bran-
dishing their knives in his f.ce. All the
honest men were subjecred to the same
treatment. Santoo and Watto came to the
Norwegian carpenter’s whetstone to sharp-
en their knives, explaining to bim as they
did so that they would soon use them on
his throat. Watto. the handsomest lad,
declared that Le bad already sixteen men.
He wantonly stabbed the inoff snsive Chin-
ese steward through the flsshy part ot the
arm. Santos said to Candereau, the
Frenchman: ‘In two or three days I shall

kill you.’
‘Kill me then,’ cried Candereau with

“This knife,’ said the bully, ‘will serve

There seems to have been no attempt
upon the part of the nine honest men to

ent languages it is not surprising that they
were unable to make head agsinst the arm
ed and unanimous mutineers.

Then there befell one of those in-
cidents which break the monotony of long
sea voyages. The topsails of a sbip show-
ed above the horzon and soon they rose
her bull. Her course would take her
across our bows, and the mate asked leave
to hail k r, as he was doubtiul as to his
latitude.

‘You may do so.” said Leon. ‘Bat it
you say a word about us you are a dead
man.’

The strange ship hauled her yard aback
when she saw that the other wished to
speak her, and the two lay rolling in the
Atlantic swell within & handred yards of
each other.

*We are the Friend of Liverpool,’ cried
an office. ‘Who are you ?’

‘We are the Louisa, seven days ocut trom
Dieppe for Valparaiso,” answered the un-
happy mate, repeating what the mutineers
whispered to bim. The loogitude was
asked ¢nd given, snd the two vesels
parted company. With yearning eyes the
hirsssed man looked at the orderly decks
and the well served cffi :er ot the Liverpool
ship, while he in turn noticed with sur-
prise those signs of careless handling
which would strike the eye ot a sailor n
the rig and mansgement of tha Flowery
Land. Soon the vessel was hull down
upen the bLorizon, and in an hour the
guilty ship was again alone in the vast ring
o! ths ocean.

This meeting was very nearly being a
fatal one to the mate, for it took all Leon’s
influence to convince the other ignorant
and suspicious seamen that they bhad not
been betrayed. But a more dangerous
time still was betore him. It must bave
been evident to bim that when they had
made their landfall then was the time when
he was no longer necessary to the crew,
and when they were likely to silence him
forever. ‘That which was their goal was
likely to prove bis death warrant. Every
day brought him nearer to his inevitable
crisis, and then at last on the night ot the
2ad of October the lookout man reported
land abead. The ship was at once put
about, and in the morning the South Ameri-
can coast wasa dim hsz: upcn the western
herizon.  When the mate csme upon deck
be tound the mutineers in earnest conclave
sbout the tore-hatch, and their looks and
gestures told him that it 'was his fate which
was being debated. Leon was again on
tte side of mercy. ‘It you like to kill the
carpenter and the mate you can; [ shall
not do it,” said he. Tnere was a sharp
diff-rence of opinion up>n the matter, and
the poor, helpless mate waited like a sheep
near & knot of butchers.

‘What are they going to do with me?
he cried to Leon, but received no reply.
‘Are they going to kill me? he asked
Marsolino.

‘I 2am not, but Blance is,” was the dis-
couraging reply.

However, tue thoughts of the mutineers
were happily diverted by other things.
First they clewed up the sails and dropped
the boats alongside. The mate having
been deposed from bis commeand, there was
no commaander at all, so that everything
was chaos. Some got into the boats and
some remained upon the decks ot the
vessel. The mate found himselt in one
boat, which con'ained Watto, Paul the
Sclavonian, Early tte ship’s boy and the
Chinese cook. They rowed 100 yards
away from the ship, but were recalled by
Blanco and Leon. It shows how absolute-
ly the honest men hid lost their spirit,
that though they were tour to one in this
particular boat they meekly returned when
they were recalled. Th: Chinese cook.
was ordered on deck and the otbers were
allowed to float astern. Toe untortunate
steward had descended inte another boat,
but Duranoo pushed him overboard. He
swam for a long time, begging hard for his
life, but L<on and Duranno pelted bim with
empty champagne bottles trom the deck
until one of them struck him on the head
and sent him to the bottom. The same
men took Cassap, the little Chinese boy,
into the cabin. Candereau, the French

quickly, then! and they were the last
words that he ever spoke.

In the meantime the carpenter had been
led into the beld by the other mutineers
and ordered to scuttle the ship, he bored
four holes forward and four aft, and the
water began to pourin. The crew sprang
into the boats, one small and one large
one, the former in tow of the latter. So
ignorant and thoughtle's were they that
they were lying alongside as the thip set-
tled down in the water, and would have
intallibly been swamped if the ma'e bad
not implored them to push cff. The chi
nese cook had been left on board and had
clamboured into the tops. so that his gesti-
cu'ating figure was almost the l«et that
was seen of the ill-omened Flowery Land
as she set'led down under tho leaping
waves. Then the boats, well-ladened with
plunder, made slowly for the shore. It
was 4 in the afternoon upon the 4:h of
October that the, ran th:ir boats upon ths
South America beach. It was s desclste
spot, so they tramped inland, rolling along
with the gait of seamen ashore, their bun-
dles upon theio shouiders. Their story
was that they were the shipwrecked crew
of an American ship from Peru to Bord-
esux. She bad toundered a bundred miles
aut, and the Csptain snd officers were in
on other boat which bad parted company.
They bad heen five days acd rizhts upon
the sea. Towards evening they cams upon
the estancia of a lonely farmer to whom
they told their ta'e, and trom whom they
received every hospitali'y. Next day they
were all driven over to the near-
est town of Rocha. Candereau and the
mate got eén opportunity of escaping that
night, and within twenty-four hours their
storv bad been told to the authories and
mutineer were all in the hands of the
po'ice-

Of the twenty men who had sterted trom
London it the Flowery Laond six had met
their deaths from vio'ence. There remain-
ed fourteen, of whom eight were mutineers
and ;x were destined to be the witnesses
against them. No more striking example
could be given of the long arm and steel
band of the British law than that within a
very few months this mixed crew, Sclavon-
ian, negro, Manila men, Norwegian, Turk
and Frenchman, gathered on the shore of
the distant Argentine, were all brought
faca to tace at the Central Criminal Court
in the heart of London town.

The trial excited great attention on ac-

count of the singular crew and the mon-
strous nature of their crimes. The death
o! the officers did less to route the pr¢ judice
of the public and to influence the jury than
the callous murder ot the unoffending
Chinaman. The great difliculty was that
ot apportisning the blams among so many
men and of determining which had really
been active in the shedding of blood.
Tefli+, the mate; Early, the ship's boy,
Candereau, the Frenchman, and Anderson,
the carpenter, all gave their evidence,
some incriminating one and some an-
other. Aftter, a very careful trial
five of them, Leon, Blance, Watto,
Duaranno and Lopez, were con-
demned to death. They were all Manils
men with the exception ot Watto, who
came from the Levant. The oldest of the
prisoners was only 25 years of age. They
took their sentence in a perfectly callous
tashion, and immediately betore it was pro-
nounced Lison and Watto laughed heartily
because Duranno had forgotten the state-
ment which he bad intended to make.
One ot the prisoners who had been con-
demned to imprisonment was at once
heard to express a hope that he might be
allowed to have Blanco’s boots.
The sentence of the law was carried out
in front of Newgate upon Feb.12. Five
ropes jerked convulsively for an instant
and the tragedy of Flowery Land bad
reached its ficting consummation.

Disillarior ed.

Flimshaw: *‘Wbhat hae csused the
change in M«jor Stiffs appearance, of liteP
He used to look like one born to com-
mand.’

Frimshaw: ‘He is married, now, and
bas made the discovery that he wasn't born

sailor, heard him cry out. ‘Figish me”

for any such purpose.’

HE BROUGHT

IT FROM THE

WORLD’S FAIR.

- And kept it two years.

" Yhe grent world’s Faif, at Chicago, in
1893, while it gave pleasure to many, gave |
ain to not a few as an indirect result of |
heir visit to the White City. People were l
lured along the miles of wonderful exhib.
its by the new marvels that met the gaze |
&t every step, and did not realize their |
exhaustion until they dropped into a
chair in some breezy corner by the lake, |
and “cooled off.” That's what began the |
trouble, in many cases. Of one ruch case, |
Mrs. L. W. Stevens, Fort Fairfield, Me., |
writes:

“My husband took a severe cold and
cough two years ago last October—time of
the World’s Fair, which we attended. This
cough lasted over two years, was accom-
panied b{ spitting of blood, and nothing
could be found to elr him, although vari-
ous remedies wexe tried. Several doctors
were consult but their prescriptions
afforded no relief. Finally, I saw an ad-
vertisement of Dr. Ayer's Cherry Pectoral
in my paper and prevailed upon my hus-
band to get a e and try it. The very

combine against the eight rogues. As they

were all of different races and spoke differ-
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first dose helped him and he was com-

pletely cured in a short time. We feel

s

| very grateful for what Dr. Aver's Cher

Pectoral has done for us, and shall keep it
Constantly on hand in the house."—Mrs. L.
W.STEVENS, Fort Fairfield, Me.

Two years of doctoring for a cough, two
years of “remedies” that gave no hebo, of
prescriptions that profiited only the men
who wrote them, and then a trial of Dr.
Ayer’sCherry Pectoral, which helped from
the very first dose and effected a complete
cure in & short time. The difference be-
tween Dr. Ayer's Cherry Pectoral and all
other cough medicines could not be bettes
stated than in this comparison of results.
It has cured the most stubborn and obsti-
nate cases of chronic bronchitis and asth-
ma. It is a specific for croup and whoopin
cough. It cures all coughs and colds an
all affections of the throat and lun
promptly and effectively. Anyone who is
sick is invited to write to the Doctor who
is at the head of the staff of our newl
organized Free Medical Advice depa
ment. The best medical advice, on all
diseases, without reference to their cura.
bility by Dr. Ayer’s medicines.

J.C. Ayer Co., Lowell, Mass.




