
How to use a projector

  The Cambrian had come to punish the murderers of the

Minota’s captain, but what she had succeeded in doing we did

not learn until later in the day, when a Mr. Abbot, a missionary,

came alongside in his whale-boat.  The villages had been burned

and the pigs killed.  But the natives had escaped personal harm. 

The murderers had not been captured, though the Minota’s flag

and other of her gear had been recovered.  The drowning of the

baby had come about through a misunderstanding.  Chief

Johnny, of Binu, had declined to guide the landing party into the

bush, nor could any of his men be induced to perform that office. 

Whereupon Captain Lewes, righteously indignant, had told Chief

Johnny that he deserved to have his village burned.  Johnny’s

bêche de mer English did not include the word “deserve.”  So his

understanding of it was that his village was to be burned anyway.

 The immediate stampede of the inhabitants was so hurried that

the baby was dropped into the water.  In the meantime Chief

Johnny hastened to Mr. Abbot.  Into his hand he put fourteen

sovereigns and requested him to go on board the Cambrian and

buy Captain Lewes off.  Johnny’s village was not burned.  Nor

did Captain Lewes get the fourteen sovereigns, for I saw them

later in Johnny’s possession when he boarded the Minota.  The

excuse Johnny gave me for not guiding the landing party was a

big boil which he proudly revealed.  His real reason, however, and

a perfectly valid one, though he did not state it, was fear of



revenge on the part of the bushmen.  Had he, or any of his men,

guided the marines, he could have looked for bloody reprisals as

soon as the Cambrian weighed anchor.The handcuffs were

promptly put upon the pump, and once a day the water was

portioned out.  Each of us received a quart for personal use, and

eight quarts were given to the cook.  Enters now the psychology

of the situation.  No sooner had the discovery of the water

shortage been made than I, for one, was afflicted with a burning

thirst.  It seemed to me that I had never been so thirsty in my life. 

My little quart of water I could easily have drunk in one draught,

and to refrain from doing so required a severe exertion of will. 

Nor was I alone in this.  All of us talked water, thought water, and

dreamed water when we slept.  We examined the charts for

possible islands to which to run in extremity, but there were no

such islands.  The Marquesas were the nearest, and they were the

other side of the Line, and of the doldrums, too, which made it

even worse.  We were in 3&deg; north latitude, while the

Marquesas were 9&deg; south latitude—a difference of over a

thousand miles.  Furthermore, the Marquesas lay some fourteen

degrees to the west of our longitude.  A pretty pickle for a handful

of creatures sweltering on the ocean in the heat of tropic calms.  
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