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		  Dudley Bernard Egerton Pope was born in Ashford, Kent on 29 December 1925. When at the tender age of fourteen World War II broke out and Dudley attempted to join the Home Guard by concealing his age. At sixteen, once again using a ruse, he joined the merchant navy a year early, signing papers as a cadet with the Silver Line. They sailed between Liverpool and West Africa, carrying groundnut oil.

		  Before long, his ship was torpedoed in the Atlantic and a few survivors, including Dudley, spent two weeks in a lifeboat prior to being rescued. His injuries were severe and because of them he was invalided out of the merchant service and refused entry into the Royal Navy when officially called up for active service aged eighteen. 

		  Turning to journalism, he set about ‘getting on with the rest of his life’, as the Naval Review Board had advised him. He graduated to being Naval and Defence correspondent with the London Evening News in 1944. The call of the sea, however, was never far away and by the late 1940’s he had managed to acquire his first boat. In it, he took part in cross-channel races and also sailed off to Denmark, where he created something of a stir, his being one of the first yachts to visit the country since the war. 

		  In 1953 he met Kay, whom he married in 1954, and together they formed a lifelong partnership in pursuit of scholarly adventure on the sea. From 1959 they were based in Porto Santo Stefano in Italy for a few years, wintering on land and living aboard during the summer. They traded up boats wherever possible, so as to provide more living space, and Kay Pope states:
 

	  ‘In September 1963, we returned to England where we had bought the 53 foot cutter Golden Dragon and moved on board where she lay on the east coast. In July 1965, we cruised down the coasts of Spain and Portugal, to Gibraltar, and then to the Canary Islands. Early November of the same year we then sailed across the Atlantic to Barbados and Grenada, where we stayed three years. 

		  Our daughter, Victoria was 4 months old when we left the UK and 10 months when we arrived in Barbados. In April 1968, we moved on board ‘Ramage’ in St Thomas, US Virgin Islands and lost our mainmast off St Croix, when attempting to return to Grenada.’
 

	  The couple spent the next nine years cruising between the British Virgin Islands and Puerto Rico, before going to Antigua in 1977 and finally St.Martin in 1979.

		  The sea was clearly in Pope’s blood, his family having originated in Padstow, Cornwall and later owning a shipyard in Plymouth. His great-grandfather had actually preceded him to the West Indies when in 1823, after a spell in Canada, he went to St.Vincent as a Methodist missionary, before returning to the family business in Devon. 

		  In later life, Dudley Pope was forced to move ashore because of vertigo and other difficulties caused by injuries sustained during the war. He died in St.Martin in 1997, where Kay now lives. Their daughter, Victoria, has in turn inherited a love of the sea and lives on a sloop, as well as practising her father's initial profession of journalism. 

		  As an experienced seaman, talented journalist and historian, it was a natural progression for Pope to write authoritative accounts of naval battles and his first book, Flag 4: The Battle of Coastal Forces in the Mediterranean, was published in 1954. This was followed in 1956 by the Battle of the River Plate, which remains the most accurate and meticulously researched account of this first turning point for Britain in World War II. Many more followed, including the biography of Sir Henry Morgan, (Harry Morgan’s Way) which has one won wide acclaim as being both scholarly and thoroughly readable. It portrays the history of Britain’s early Caribbean settlement and describes the Buccaneer’s bases and refuges, the way they lived, their ships and the raids they made on the coast of central America and the Spain Main, including the sack of Panama.

		  Recognising Pope’s talent and eye for detail, C.S. Forrester (the creator of the Hornblower Series) encouraged him to try his hand at fiction. The result, in 1965, was the appearance of the first of the Ramage novels, followed by a further seventeen culminating with Ramage and the Dido which was published in 1989. These follow the career and exploits of a young naval officer, Nicholas Ramage, who was clearly named after Pope’s yacht. He also published the ‘Ned Yorke’ series of novels, which commences as would be expected in the Caribbean, in the seventeenth century, but culminates in ‘Convoy’ and ‘Decoy’ with a Ned Yorke of the same family many generations on fighting the Battle of the Atlantic.

		  All of Dudley Pope’s works are renowned for their level of detail and accuracy, as well as managing to bring to the modern reader an authentic feeling of the atmosphere of the times in which they are set. 
 

		  ‘Expert knowledge of naval history’ — Guardian
 

		 “An author who really knows Nelson’s navy” —  Observer
 

		  ‘The best of Hornblower’s successors’ —  Sunday Times
 

		  ‘All the verve and expertise of Forrester’ —  Observer
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Chapter One

				Aurelia examined the inked lines portraying the new house, drawn with geometric precision on the parchment scroll, and then looked round once again at the rough field on the top of the cliff where it was to be built. No matter how hard she tried, she found it impossible to picture the thin, insubstantial lines as a stone house standing four-square, proof against hurricanes, marauding pirates and tropical downpours.

				 However, Ned had chosen the perfect position. From seaward a lazy swell rolling in from the north thundered to its death against the cliffs below, the breaking water slipping white lace collars round each rock.

				 Inland the mountains stretched like folded pastry, alternate crests and valleys rising and falling and eventually disappearing in a distant blue haze. From the northern sea horizon to the farthest mountains in the south she could see three distinct broad ribbons of colour: the almost unbelievably vivid purplish-blue of the sea, the green merging into parched brown of the grass and bushes where they were standing, and the blue-grey of the mountains, a colour which she wished could be produced on cloth.

				 She waved the parchment. “I can’t believe we’ll ever see this house built and actually live here, Ned. Just imagine, those rollers lulling us to sleep, and then we wake up in the morning and look out to sea… Something dreadful will happen to spoil it all.”

				 Ned shrugged his shoulders. Aurelia seemed able to look into the misty future at will, yet sometimes the view alarmed her. As a rule, he reflected, she accepted life as they all accepted the Trade wind clouds parading past in neat lines of white cotton balls – they were there on most days of the year, and if they vanished it heralded a change in the weather.

				 He gestured at the deep rectangular pit across which was placed the thick trunk of a mahogany tree. One perspiring sawyer stood astride on top with his mate in the pit below as they pulled and pushed the great two-handed saw, slowly slicing off yet another plank, and sneezing from time to time with the sawdust.

				 “Just listen,” Ned said, pointing towards a small, circular pit, like a pond except that it glowed red with charcoal, the Trade wind making bellows unnecessary. A couple of men fished out a strip of red-hot iron with long tongs and took it to a small anvil. They hammered it into shape with strokes which sounded curiously flat out in the open, Ned noted; presumably because his ear was expecting to hear the echo inside a blacksmith’s forge.

				 Several long strips of blackened, forged metal were already scattered in an untidy pile near the charcoal pit. Each had a scroll-like twist at one end and they were window, shutter and door hinges beaten into shape during the last few days. Nearby and covered with palm fronds to keep off the sun – the heat would otherwise split the unseasoned planks – were piles of sawn wood: mahogany for the most part, but there were shorter planks and beams of bullet wood, light red now it was freshly cut, but it would turn dark brown as it seasoned. It was enormously hard (and hated by the sawyers, who had to sharpen the teeth of their saw after only a few strokes across the fine, straight grain). Yet its very name showed why it was used for shutters over the windows: gun loops would be cut out later, like giant keyholes, once the shutters were hung and the carpenters could be sure of the size and positions, because the sole purpose of the gun loops was to allow defenders inside the house to aim their muskets at attackers.

				 Further inland, muffled by a clump of trees, there was a regular clinking from a newly opened quarry as a dozen men with picks, crowbars and hammers cut and levered stone for others to shape into blocks.

				 Already a flat space of land just beyond Aurelia was marked out with wooden pegs and pieces of marline linking them, to reveal a shape similar to the drawing on the parchment, the foundations of a large house.

				 “You know, Ned,” she said, pressing a finger on the parchment as she tried to hold it flat against the tug of the wind, “I think I’d sooner have the kitchen at the other end. It’ll be easy enough to change, won’t it? Saxby and Simpson can move the pegs and restring the marline.”

				 Ned took the plan from her and rolled it up. “Darling, it took us a week to agree on this plan, so let’s leave it as it is.”

				 “But the kitchen: surely we can–”

				 “The kitchen is fine where we’ve put it!”

				 “Yes, but I want to have a room on the west side, just there, where we can sit in the evening and watch the sun setting…”

				 “Chérie,” Ned said drily, “do you want to sit and watch the sun set with the stink of boiling vegetables and cooking meat and smouldering charcoal in your nostrils?”

				 “Of course not!”

				 “Well, that’s what you’re proposing. Remember, the wind usually blows from east to west” – he gestured up at the clouds and down at the gently swaying bushes, – “so we decided to put the kitchen on the west side of the house, then all the cooking smells blow clear, and we have the sitting and drawing rooms on the south side, which begins to cool as the sun goes round…”

	   She bit her lip, angry with herself for not thinking before turning a sudden whim into words: she had lived in the Tropics long enough to know elementary things like that. She realized that standing up here on the cliff had suddenly given her the idea of watching glorious sunsets from the drawing room of her own house…

				 As though reading her thoughts, Ned said: “Darling, it’s going to be your house – your first real home – so you can have exactly what you want. But remember, we have balconies on three sides, and you can always lie in a hamaca…”

				 “And get eaten alive by mosquitoes and sandflies!”

				 “Yes,” he protested, “but they come into the rooms to bite you just as much. We beat them simply by having tobacco leaf smouldering outside. The smoke will keep them away just the same as it does inside.”

				 Aurelia laughed and took his arm. “Yes, you’re right as usual: I’ve been living in a ship so long that I’ve forgotten about itching insects. When will the house be finished? I want to start planning the beds and chairs and tables, and mosquito nets, and the cooking pots for the kitchen, and the china and cutlery, and–”

				 “Concentrate on the bed,” he said, and as she blushed he added: “Large, and with a mosquito net as big as a tent hanging over it. A square bed,” he added as an afterthought. “I want some compensation for all the time we’ve been squeezed up in a bunk.”

				 “You can explain that to Saxby,” she said. “I shall be too embarrassed.” A square bed. The more she thought about it though, the more attractive the idea became: she admitted that and was startled when Ned muttered: “I wish we had one now, this minute!”

				 “Chéri, we have a long ride back to the ship, so concentrate on that.”

				 “That dam’ bunk is so narrow.”

				 “This is the first time you’ve complained about it,” she reminded him. “You always say how snug it is.”

				 He grinned at her. “Yes, but that was when we couldn’t even consider a real bed – a big square bed.”

				 She sighed and she seemed content, and yet he thought he detected a certain nostalgia too, and perhaps uncertainty.

				 “You are sure that you really want to come on shore and live in a house?”

				 “Oh, Ned, I don’t know what I do want. Well, yes, I know I want to be with you, but do I want to sail off somewhere in the Griffin or be the mistress of this house? Arranging beds of flowers, arranging a square bed for us,” she said with an impish smile. “Do I want to look down at the sea from our own house, or cross the sea in our own ship? I don’t know.

				 “Ask me now, and I say the ship. In a few hours’ time, when we are on board again, I shall crave for the house and the smell of the herbs and the flowers, and the booming of the rollers down there. In fact,” she admitted, “sit me down in Port Royal and I’ll change my mind every ten minutes.” She shook her head and the blonde hair, seeming almost white in the bright sun, the colour of an ash twig stripped of its bark, streamed out in the wind gusting over the edge of the cliff. “Oh, Ned! I’m spoiling it for you just as your dreams are coming true.”

				 He shook his head and took her hand. “I feel the same,” he admitted. “Ever since Cromwell and his Roundheads drove us out of Barbados and we had to leave the Kingsnorth plantation, I’ve dreamed of saving enough money to start a new plantation. Well,” he said ruefully, “thanks to the Brethren of the Coast we have plenty of money, and now we have two thousand acres here in Jamaica.”

				 “And we’ve started building a house with a kitchen at the western end,” she added. “Cromwell is dead, the King is back on the throne, and the new Governor has just arrived. We should be content!”

				 “Yes,” Ned said gloomily, “but instead we may find that our troubles are just beginning.” He caught sight of two riders approaching in the distance. “Ah, here come Diana and Thomas: they’ve been looking over their acres, too.”

				 “Diana feels the same as me,” Aurelia said. “Changing with the wind. Women are weathercocks.”

				 The woman slid off her horse into Ned’s arms. She was the only woman he had ever seen ride astride – she wore men’s breeches and riding boots that were very new. Port Royal now had a good bootmaker who, Ned realized, must have the finest selection of leather at his disposal. Certainly Diana’s boots were made of leather as soft as cloth and at this very moment the cobbler should be busy at his last, making a similar pair for Aurelia.

				 If Nature had wanted to find an opposite to Aurelia, the search would end with Diana. Lady Diana Gilbert-Manners had black hair and deep brown eyes, a wide, sensuous mouth and a body where everything – breasts, thighs, slim legs – seemed emphasized without her appearing to notice it. She was, Aurelia had once commented (sympathetically, not maliciously), someone who would, like a succulent rose just before it bloomed fully, have to watch her weight in a few years’ time.

				 Now, tanned, flashing-eyed, high-spirited, it was obvious she was deeply in love with Thomas and again Aurelia had summed it up: they loved each other in bed and out.

				 The contrast with Aurelia, Ned saw, was only a physical one: Aurelia was as lively (but quicker-witted?) and as loving and loved, but in contrast to Diana’s her hair was so blonde that from a distance in bright sun it seemed white. She was slim; her bosoms were firm and high, the nipples small and pink, compared with the big-bosomed Diana, who had large, dark nipples, Ned’s knowledge of them being gained because the four of them, refusing to accept the usual warning about the sun, had screened areas on board their ships where they could lie in the sun and become tanned all over, and then never had to worry about being sunburned.

				 Aurelia’s deep tan emphasized her blonde hair and blue eyes, but the same tan on Diana emphasized her body. Why? Was it more intriguing speculating about Diana’s tanned breasts? Ned neither knew nor cared; he loved Aurelia and Diana was attractive, and he knew the reverse was true for Thomas, and that was how it should be.

				 “Darling Ned, being in your arms – even for a few moments – is ecstasy!” Diana looked across at Aurelia and winked. “I won’t tell him that being in anyone’s arms is ecstasy after sitting on that damned horse for hours. It’s like being astride the barrel of a cannon.”

				 By now she was kissing Aurelia in an affectionate greeting and Sir Thomas Whetstone, a burly man with a thick square beard, flowing moustaches and long black curly hair, had dismounted, kissed Aurelia’s hand with a flourish and slapped Ned on the back.

				 “Diana’s taken against horses,” he explained. “She prefers to sit in a boat and be rowed everywhere. Give her a barge and she’ll be the Cleopatra of the Caribbee.”

				 “I haven’t taken against horses,” Diana protested, “it’s just this Spanish saddle. No wonder portraits always make hidalgos on horseback look so haughty; the poor fellows have been battered into capons…”

				 Whetstone was looking across at the wooden pegs driven into the ground with the lines indicating where the foundations of the new house would be. “Yours looks bigger than the drawing, Ned – and that’s a relief, because ours seems enormous. I was beginning to think we’d made a mistake in the scale on the plan.”

				 “Aurelia, do tell him (because he won’t listen to me) that a house can’t be too big,” Diana said. She had a surprisingly deep and rich voice, a complete contrast to Aurelia’s lighter tones and slight French accent.

				 “The Devil take the house, what about the bed?” Thomas boomed. “I’ve had enough of ships’ narrow bunks.”

				 “I think Ned feels the same way,” Aurelia said. “In fact he is designing a special one for us.”

				 “A square bed,” Ned said.

				 “I should think so,” Whetstone said in a tone which took it for granted that anything else was unthinkable. “By the way, Ned, this isn’t a social visit. The new Governor has finally decided to introduce himself to the peasants tomorrow. We’re bidden to the presence of m’lud Luce, along with Heffer and probably half a dozen others, mostly tradesmen no doubt. Is your land grant confirmed?”

				 The question sounded casual, but Ned understood Thomas well enough to know that he was avoiding alarming the women.

				 “Yes. Heffer signed and sealed the papers last week. Yours?”

				 “Same, thank goodness.”

				 However, the casual tone had not fooled Aurelia. “Why do you ask, Thomas?”

				 “I gather the new Governor has either some fancy ideas or special orders from the Privy Council. Either way, from what I hear, he thinks he’s going to announce the beginning of Jamaica’s ‘Golden Age’. Still, gold or dross, I think we’d better start back to Port Royal…”

				 
Sir Harold Neil Luce, for the past few months a knight, was an ageing survivor; one of a small group of crafty politicians who had managed to back the political horse both ways by dividing their stake. They had lost half with the collapse of the Protectorate in the first race; but they had won handsomely on the second with the Restoration, switching allegiances with that facility limited to politicians and whores.

				 Small and sandy-haired, narrow-faced and thin, he looked like a ferret; he had a high-pitched voice that became shrill, particularly when challenged about something of which he was uncertain. Luce had been appointed Jamaica’s first Governor because the King, the Duke of Albemarle, the Secretary of State and members of the Privy Council’s Committee for Trade and Foreign Plantations could no longer stand the sight of his face nor the whine of his northern accent. Like a tout for a brothel, he had seemed to be everywhere, accosting, begging for preferment, pleading, making new offers.

				 There was now a powerful group of men at Court, those who had always been Royalist and who had followed the King into exile, who resented the way that Luce (and others like him) fawned, bribed and lied into being tolerated, if not accepted, at Court once the King had been restored.

				 As soon as the Civil War had started, Luce had vanished from his estates, hiding his silver and sacking his servants. In fact he had gone into hiding – not because he thought the Roundheads would fail to win a complete victory and make the country a Puritan republic (which meant an ascetic, bloodless, laughterless one) but because he was waiting to see who in the new republic emerged with the power.

				 Once he had identified the man beyond all doubt as Oliver Cromwell, he swiftly decided to pay the price for his tardy allegiance and he compounded, the euphemism for paying the Roundheads a large sum of money for forgetting that during the actual fighting he had sat not on, but behind the fence (Royalists paid much more), and was allowed part of his estate back. For the next ten years “Mr Luce” had lived as close to Cromwell as he could, currying favour and sniffing out Royalists with revolutionary zeal.

				 When the Protector died he tried to transfer his allegiance to the son Richard, who was not interested in the succession. Then suddenly (or so it seemed to Luce, who was trying to see where and how much he could benefit from the Army’s discontent with Richard, although it was nearer two years) General Monck, one of the late Oliver Cromwell’s great generals, had gone across the Channel, brought back the King and put him on the throne. While almost everyone was hailing the Restoration, devout Roundheads hid under their beds and prayed even more fervently than they had under the rule of the Lord Protector.

				 Luce gave a silent cheer while former Roundhead friends disappeared into the countryside, as discreetly as he had himself a dozen years earlier. But as he watched the activities of his fellow turncoats who had compounded with the Roundheads, he saw how General Monck (now created Duke of Albemarle) was quietly squeezing them out, while advising the King against revenge. Yet Luce was quick to understand that, whether the country was a republic or a monarchy, it took the same number of men to administer it. He saw that the task was impossible without using men who had the administrative skills, even though as former Republicans they were tainted, and anyway the King had declared a general amnesty.

				 Luce came back into public life stealthily. His compounding was explained away to anyone who remarked on it as a method of survival (as it had been in the case of many genuine Royalists); close friendship with Cromwell and his Puritan cronies was excused as the only way of existing. In fact it had been part of the glory-and-riches-for-Luce policy which he pursued all his adult life with the tenacity of a hungry debt collector. Before the Restoration he had been angry because during Cromwell’s dozen years in power he had never been able to get his hands on even one of the Royalist estates confiscated by the Lord Protector and given to his favourites. Two estates in particular (one of them bordering his own) had taken Luce’s fancy, and he was furious when the neighbouring land went to a wild-eyed parson famous in the county not for the quality of his sermons or the attention he gave his flock, but for the zeal with which he smashed, in all the churches within a day’s ride, everything he regarded as “idolatrous”. The sound of his mason’s hammer chipping fine altarpieces, the shrill orders which started off the pecking of chisels and the thud of mauls to deface wooden carvings, and the shattering of stained-glass windows wrought to the glory of God two centuries earlier by artists and artisans produced in him a secret fervour usually reserved for old men in bordellos and won him a public reputation as a sound Puritan – and Luce’s envy.

				 At the Restoration, when the priest vanished, Luce’s hopes of ownership once again ran high – but the original Royalist owner of the estate (who Luce had been sure was killed at Marston Moor) had been with the King during the whole of his exile and returned home to miss the decamping priest by less than a week. Luce later heard that the priest had discovered from a servant (whom he had installed as one of his mistresses, assuring the bewildered girl that although she might fear pregnancy – she carried three children – she was obeying God’s will and thus there could be no sin) where the silver had been hidden when the Royalist had fled. The priest had apparently regarded it as part of his secular duty to take the silver with him, packed in panniers on two mules, deciding he preferred the certainty of receiving his reward on earth.

				 One way and another, Luce decided, the Restoration had so far added nothing to his fortune, but he was cunning enough to admit that General Monck’s virtual amnesty (the King’s rather) meant that Luce’s head stayed on his shoulders. He knew, during the darkest hours of the night, that he had been guilty of treason, but in the bright sunshine of the Restoration it was being overlooked, as though the Roundheads had not been regicides.

				 Then with all the zeal found in devious converts, Luce assured himself that the country wanted a monarchy and set about being an ardent Royalist; so ardent that Monck, now the Duke of Albemarle, when considering the future of Jamaica (about which few people knew anything), saw it as just the exile he needed for Luce, thus beginning the long tradition of using Caribbee governorships as the dumping ground for men who were incompetent or otherwise an embarrassment to decent society or the government in London.

				 So Commodore Mings had just returned to Port Royal with a frigate, delivering the new Governor. Luce’s first call once the anchors had splashed down had been for Major-General Heffer, a survivor of the Roundhead force which had originally captured the island and who (to his own surprise) had eventually found himself in command of the island as acting Governor. Since those heady days following the island’s capture, Heffer had died a hundred times in his own imagination, prey to every rumour about Cromwell’s health, Richard’s intentions, impending Spanish attacks, the starvation of his garrison – and mutiny.

				 Originally the garrison had been (in Cromwell’s mind) the powerful force which would carry out his Western Design, starting with the capture of Hispaniola. That attack, Heffer readily admitted, had been a débâcle won by the Spanish and vile diseases like cholera and dysentery.

				 The Roundhead survivors had reeled away to leeward, and captured Jamaica as a sop to the Lord Protector, driving out the small and started Spanish garrison and accidentally acquiring, without realizing it, one of the most strategically important islands in the West Indies, one that was as effective a threat to the galleons carrying the treasures of the Main to Spain as a knife at Philip IV’s throat.

				 However, this was not how Heffer saw it. When General Venables and Admiral Penn, the leaders of the original expedition, hastily departed for England to make their excuses and claims over Hispaniola to an unsympathetic Lord Protector, Heffer had found himself left commanding an island garrisoned by disaffected and sickly troops and facing a threat from Spain that could only be driven off by the very ships of war that Venables and Penn had taken home. Not only that, he told Luce almost tearfully, his officers turned against him. By an oversight all the cattle and hogs on the island had been let loose and driven up into the mountains and the Cimarróns, the Indians made slaves by the Spaniards and who were expert in hunting them, had also been driven off, and his officers would do nothing to encourage their troops to till the land and plant the crops that would provide food – and make it easier for them to stay.

				 When Luce had asked how his soldiers had survived so far, General Heffer admitted that he had managed to buy several hundred tons of maize from some pirates who had bought it from the Spaniards and smuggled it over from the Main. When asked whence came the cannon which Luce saw in some forts and batteries protecting the port, Heffer once again had to admit that the guns, powder and shot came from Santiago, in Cuba, and had been captured specially for the purpose by the same pirates.

				 “Pirates?” Luce had exclaimed. “Seems obvious to me that these ‘pirates’ saved the island while you and your wretched army squabbled. You admit your officers won’t do anything that could result in them being left here. No sense of duty or honour, that’s obvious! You leave the defence of Jamaica to the pirates, while your officers want to abandon it altogether, eh?”

				 Luce’s anger frightened Heffer, who had long ago lost his always flimsy confidence. First, there had been the rumours of the death of the Lord Protector, whom Heffer had come to regard as a talisman. Then after his death there had been a brief reprieve, when Richard Cromwell succeeded, but the rumours telling of that also told him that Richard had no liking for the job. Then had come the news that even now Heffer found it hard to credit – General Monck had crossed the Channel and brought back the King: Cromwell’s most successful general had restored the monarchy. And for Heffer there had been the weeks and months of waiting in Jamaica, never knowing when a frigate would appear over the horizon, never sure whether the orders it brought would set in motion Heffer’s hanging, reprieve, promotion, recall or what… Now the frigate had finally arrived, bring Sir Harold Neil Luce, Kt.

				 


Chapter Two

				After taking a cold and dispassionate look across the table at Heffer, Luce finally decided that he had made a dreadful mistake in accepting the governorship of Jamaica. In London at the time it had seemed exciting (romantic almost), and when whirling from drawing room to drawing room taking his farewell, he was the centre of congratulations (but far too naïve and self-centred to realize why so many influential people were glad to see him go). Then sailing in a special frigate which was waiting for him at Portsmouth…ah, governors were men of considerable importance!

				 On the long voyage to the Tropics he had pictured the Governor’s residence in Jamaica as large and airy, high-ceilinged, the walls covered with rich hangings (he understood they liked them in the Tropics), plenty of servants, and all the tradesmen living there only too glad to welcome him and give him credit as they fawned their way to favouritism – yes, he was looking forward to that, and speculated what it would mean in terms of “presents”.

				 Heffer with his long sheeplike face symbolized all of Sir Harold Luce’s disappointments: there was no Government House, no one apparently gave a damn that the new Governor had arrived and certainly on one was in a hurry to beg favours.

				 This damned man Heffer, who had occupied the only house of consequence near the harbour (Luce had yet to explore the capital, which was inland) and had immediately been made to surrender it to the new Governor, was a typical Puritan: the whole damned house was whitewashed like a monk’s cell or a Roundhead privy. In fact, Luce was both intimidated and intrigued because Heffer’s austerity and cold disapproval of just about everything seeped through the house like the reek of sewage, even creeping invisibly into rooms he had obviously never used.

				 On the voyage out here, Luce had imagined a large and well furnished room, probably panelled and with a long and polished table, at the head of which he would sit, with his newly chosen island executive council seated left and right in order of seniority. Servants would bring in refreshing drinks as diligent clerks wrote minutes or prepared letters and copied them into the letter book. Life would be conducted (leisurely) by a snap of finger against thumb.

				 So much for imagination; Luce had now to admit that the reality was quite different. The new council chamber would have to be this wretched little room that Heffer used as an office, little more than a rabbit hutch with one tiny window, a desk and chair, and a small table at which five could be seated. Six, if Heffer could find another chair.

				 Work with Heffer…well, that’s what his orders said, but they might as well have told him to bring out a shepherd’s crook: Heffer was a man who always lost; that much was clear to Luce who, by playing a waiting game, had so far always won.

				 Luce looked down at the list of items he had written down in preparation for this first meeting with the acting Governor (from whom he was taking over and who was to become his deputy) and a few leading citizens chosen by Heffer. Ah, how he had thought about it all during the long and very tedious voyage from England: he had made list upon list, tearing up one after the other as new ideas came to him and new problems emerged.

				 He need not have bothered. Instead of Sir Harold Luce, Kt, Governor of Jamaica, etc., etc., consulting with his deputy Governor (granting him an occasional audience, Luce had supposed) the whole thing was taking on the tone of a local parson questioning the grocer about overcharging – and doing it in the potting shed.

				 And the heat. And the damnable insects – the mosquitoes he could see and hear and they were biting, but the sharpest stings, like stabs with red-hot needles, came from wretched little things he could not even see, and which Heffer casually dismissed as “only” sandflies, explaining that the soldiers called them “no-see ’ems”, and the worst itching soon wore off. And the humidity. And the hurricane season. And no fruit or vegetables to speak of, according to Heffer, and precious little meat…

				 Luce told himself for the second time that he had made a bad mistake: he should have stayed in London. No glory was coming his way out here, even if he made a good job of being Governor; and there would certainly be no money, apart from his salary, because it was already quite obvious that these Puritan peasants were too mean and too righteous to offer a bribe and possibly too poor anyway: they wallowed in their poverty as though it brought them closer to Heaven.

				 The next item on Luce’s list was establishing an island currency.

				 “Money,” he said to Heffer. “Currency.” And noting the blank look on the man’s face, said impatiently: “Without a legal currency and a credible rate of exchange we can’t have trade! We have to establish trade, so we need currency. You can’t go on exchanging things. Using sugar as money is absurd. ‘A pound of sugar is worth a penny’–” he laughed cynically and then smiled understandingly at Heffer: these sort of things were beyond the understanding or competence of soldiers.

				 “But we have a currency, sir,” said a startled Heffer. “We use it all the time now.”

				 “Ah yes, some metal coins your fellows have stamped out with a hammer and die, no doubt. No, I mean a proper and acceptable currency which has its own intrinsic value, based on silver or gold.”

				 “Around here we deal only in gold: reals, pieces of eight and dollars,” Heffer said, still puzzled by Luce.

				 “But they are Spanish!” Luce protested.

				 “They’re solid gold,” Heffer said stubbornly, and remembering a phrase of Mr Yorke’s, added: “Gold takes on the nationality of its owner!”

				 “Yes, yes, my dear fellow,” Luce said soothingly. “I quite understand, but I’m talking about a great deal of money: enough to finance the working of this island.”

				 “Well, we seem to have had enough so far, and if we run short we can probably get more.”

				 “Yes, yes, quite,” Luce said, his patience getting strained, “but a country’s money is simply tokens unless there’s gold or silver to back it. That is what a treasury and mint are for!”

				 “Well, I don’t know how much you had in mind, sir, but Mr Yorke seemed to think it would last us.”

				 Luce was now getting angry with this sheep of a general. “Yorke, Yorke, Yorke…that’s all I hear from you,” he said crossly. “Mr Yorke says this… Mr Yorke says that… Mr Yorke thinks this… And pray tell me just how much money does Mr Yorke think is needed?”

				 Heffer glanced through the pile of papers in front of him and found a particular sheet, which he put on top.

				 “I don’t know that Mr Yorke ever said how much he thought would be necessary,” Heffer said, “but–”

				 “Ah, now you see!” Luce exclaimed, “you can’t administer an island this size on the casual opinions of clodhoppers, you know.”

				 “No, sir,” Heffer agreed. “What sort of figure had you in mind?”

				 “Well, I brought £48,000 with me in the Convertine and have the authority of the Committee for Trade and Foreign Plantations to start a mint here.”

				 “What metal would you use for the coinage, sir?”

				 “Well, to start with it will have to be copper, and the coins would be tokens.”

				 “We can let you have gold, sir, if that would be better,” Heffer said slyly, pleased with himself that the bait had so easily lured this pompous ferret of a man into the trap set in front of him.

				 “Oh yes,” Luce said patronizingly, “how much had you in mind?”

				 Heffer looked down at his list again. “Well, we have about half a million pieces of eight. Most of those are in the Treasury, with just enough in circulation to let us trade. A piece of eight is worth about five shillings, so that’d be about £125,000 you could re-mint. But maybe you don’t like the idea of gold?”

				 Heffer deliberately misinterpreted Luce’s stunned look. “You’d prefer silver, Your Excellency? Now, let’s see,” he pretended to consult his list. “Yes, we’ve got more than two hundred pounds of silver in the Treasury, still in the original loaves, wedges and cakes that the Spanish cast ’em in. That could be melted down for silver coins, though I must admit, sir, the folk round here are not partial to silver coins on account of silver tarnishing and there being so much gold.”

				 “But…but…” Luce stammered, and Heffer again deliberately misunderstood him.

				 “There are several sacks of cobs, too, sir. Fact of the matter is that once those cobs were counted out to give the buccaneers their share, no one thought to make a note of the total.”

				 “Give the buccaneers their share?”

				 Luce screamed the sentence at Heffer, who grinned happily. At last he could see how much fun Mr Yorke and Sir Thomas must have got out of playing with him in the past, but now he, Major-General Heffer, had his own mouse to tease – for a brief while, anyway.

				 “Yes, sacks of cobs, chests of emeralds – I see there were two hundredweight of them, and they’re still in the Treasury. Pearls – yes, one hundred and fifty pounds of them – from the island of Margarita, on the Main coast. Then there are the chests with seven hundredweight of gold and silver ornaments – plate, candlesticks, jewellery and that sort of thing; I suppose you could melt that down for coins, too: all bulky sort of things and hard to value except by weight. You can’t put a price on workmanship.”

				 Luce, speaking almost incoherently like a man in a dream, stammered: “But where did all this – this treasure – come from?”

				 “Oh, Mr Yorke brought it in to start us off,” Heffer said nonchalantly, knowing this was the chance to get his own back after a lifetime of slights, sneers, snubs and humbling jokes from his superiors.

				 “But – I mean, where did Mr Yorke get all this wealth?”

				 “He’s a wealthy man,” Heffer said. “He’ll be here soon, if he received your message, so you can ask him yourself.”

				 And that, Heffer told himself, means I’ve avoided the responsibility of revealing any more of Mr Yorke’s business.

				 “This man Yorke,” Luce persisted, “isn’t he just a pirate?”

				 Heffer shrugged his narrow shoulders and licked his large and protruding teeth, which had a distressing tendency to dry so that the inside of his mouth stuck on them, giving him the appearance of a grinning ewe. “He’s saved the island from starving – that was at the beginning. Then he captured Santiago and took what we needed of the Spaniards’ great guns – they’re the ones we have out there in our batteries. Then he brought in all the gold and silver and suchlike. Some people might call him a pirate: others might regard him as lord of the manor. Frankly, sir, I don’t know what you’d call such a benefactor…” He had put just enough emphasis on the “you’d” that Luce glanced up and, to distract attention from the deep flush spreading over his face, said abruptly: “You’d better give me that list.”

				 But Heffer was fast learning of the perquisites of power and he politely shook his head. “This is my own copy, sir; I’ll have another one drawn up for you.”

				 
As Ned and Thomas walked the few yards from the jetty to what was always referred to as “Heffer’s place” but which looked as if it was to become (temporarily at least) Government House, Thomas said: “Y’know, Ned, it seems only yesterday that we were rescuing old Heffer from his mutinous colonels.”

				 “It wasn’t so long ago, either – I noticed their bodies are still hanging in chains from the gibbets at the end of the Palisades.”

				 “No, I suppose it wasn’t. My ears still ring from the pistol shots in that damned little office of his.”

				 “‘His office’, my dear bishop, is likely to be the island’s new council chamber.”

				 “Who is this fellow Luce?” Thomas asked. “I’ve never heard of him.”

				 “Aurelia heard somewhere that he was knighted for this job.”

				 “Where’s he been for the last few years?” Thomas asked shrewdly.

				 Ned shrugged his shoulders. “With the King in exile? Compounding with the Roundheads? Pouring the Protector’s ale? Hiding in the woodshed? Who knows – twelve years is a long time. Presumably he wasn’t a very naughty boy because he’s been given this job.”

				 “That doesn’t follow,” Thomas was doubtful. “General Monck – sorry, the new Duke of Albemarle – persuaded the King to grant a general amnesty for all but the very worst scoundrels… This fellow might be a splendid Royalist who fought bravely for the King, but he might equally well be a thoroughly wretched scoundrel who compounded his way out of trouble.”

				 “We’ll soon see,” Ned said cheerfully. “One look at Heffer’s face will tell all: he’s already spent hours with the man, handing over the reins.”

				 “On the other hand, remember this fellow Luce has also spent hours listening to Heffer,” Thomas said with a chuckle. “They’re probably both very confused! By the way, who else is summoned to the presence?”

				 “Damned if I know. I suspect we’re the first two lambs; the tradesmen will follow later.”

				 By now the two men had reached the house, acknowledged the salute of the sentry (whose uniform had been hurriedly modified to disguise its Roundhead origins), and been handed over to an elegantly dressed man of about thirty, bewigged and twirling a gold-topped cane like a bandmaster, and who had introduced himself as “William Hamilton, the Governor’s private secretary, you know; his major-domo.”

				 “I don’t like the major-domo,” Thomas growled as they followed him. “One more flounce and he’ll turn into a yard o’ lace…”

				 The secretary led the way to Heffer’s office, knocked and, at an answer from a voice Ned did not recognize, flung open the door and walked in, standing to one side and announcing: “Visitors for His Excellency the Governor!”

				 Oh dear, Ned thought to himself; the Governor has not yet trained this tame spaniel to distinguish between tradesmen and scoundrels like buccaneers.

				 Ned looked at the man seated at the head of the small table and saw a ferret complete in almost every detail, right down to the urine-coloured hair peeping out from the edges of the wig and which matched a ferret’s fur. Pointed face, sharp little hungry eyes, small and yellowed teeth and the skin freckled like pepper on cold pork. So this was Sir Harold Luce. Well, Ned would bet His Excellency had never fought in the King’s cause; he did not have the appearance of a man who had ever smelled powder or considered fighting for anything but his breath.

				 The ferret face turned to Heffer and said casually: “You had better introduce these men.”

				 Heffer, already standing, turned to Ned. “Sir Harold Luce, may I present Mr Edward Yorke and Sir Thomas Whetstone. Gentlemen, your new Governor, His Excellency Sir Harold Luce.”

				 Luce nodded but made no attempt to shake hands. “Please be seated.”

				 Ned looked at Heffer, and guessed that Thomas was doing the same.

				 “Whetstone? Whetstone? Aren’t you Cromwell’s nephew?” Luce asked querulously.

				 Thomas shook his head. “No. Oliver Cromwell, to whom I presume you are referring, is dead. I was the Lord Protector’s nephew until a merciful but tardy God gathered him to His bosom.”

				 For a full minute Luce worked out the sentence. Was it a declaration by Whetstone that he was a Roundhead? Was it a sarcastic reference by a Royalist to Cromwell’s death?

				 Thomas tugged his well combed, square black beard, and inquired politely: “Is Your Excellency one of the Northumberland Looselies or are you of the Denbighshire branch?”

				 The Governor’s face had first gone pale, but now it was becoming purple. “Luce, Whetstone, not Loosely.”

				 Thomas looked down at his clothes. “What’s loose, Your Excellency? I’m afraid I don’t understand.”

				 “My name, Whetstone. It is Luce.” He spelled it out, enunciating each letter.

				 “Oh, I beg your pardon. I must admit that I didn’t think you could be one of the Northumberland Looselies. Have it your own way, then; Loose it is.”

				 Thomas managed to convey enough relief in his voice that Luce was left appearing as though he had been masquerading and, Ned realized, knew too little of the knightage to challenge Thomas about two families Ned knew had just been invented on the spur of the moment.

				 “Yorke,” the governor snapped, but before he could continue Ned help up his hand.

				 “Your Excellency, no doubt you have brought a copy of the table of precedence with you?”

				 “Of course.”

				 “Well, out here among the Caribbee Islands, quite apart from what they might be doing in Europe, we use the conventional method of address.”

				 “Well?”

				 “Can’t think how I mistook his name,” Thomas mumbled, as though chiding himself for mistaking a gamekeeper for the owner. Then he said, loudly and clearly: “What Mr Yorke means is that in England you’d be seated at the table well to leeward of both of us and out here we peasants still hold on to the social graces. Thus if we address you as ‘Your Excellency’, you address us by our titles and observe precedent. I am a baronet and Mr Yorke is an earl’s son, but prefers just the plain ‘mister’. You, I imagine, are a knight by a very recent creation.”

				 “And supposing I refer to you as ‘Whetstone’ and ‘Yorke’?” Luce said sarcastically.

				 Ned stood up quietly, followed by Thomas. “We bid Your Excellency goodbye. If you’ll permit me to misquote from the Faerie Queene – ‘So with courteous congé both did give and take’. Not quite the ‘both’ that Spenser intended, but it must serve.”

				 As Luce’s face twisted into the hurt look of the man who could not see what he had done to offend anyone, Heffer leapt up in a sudden spasm, sending his chair flying. “You’re not sailing, gentlemen?”

				 “Yes, I have a feeling we shall be happier in Tortuga.”

				 “You mean you are taking all your ships? All thirty-three?”

				 “Yes, but you’ll have the Convertine to guard you for another week or so.”

				 By now Heffer’s alarm warned Luce that something he did not yet understand had gone badly wrong; that adopting the high hand (but, damnation, he was Governor) with these two fellows had perhaps been a mistake.

				 “Gentlemen, gentlemen, you must excuse me: this is the first full day of my governorship, so forgive me for not appreciating all the social niceties. Please resume your seats, Sir Thomas and Mr Yorke; we have much to discuss.”

				 Thirty-three ships? Luce realized that must mean just about every ship in the anchorage, apart from the Convertine. Did they all belong to this fellow Yorke? That would mean they were all pirates! Jamaica threatened by thirty-three pirate ships, and he had not yet slept two nights here…

				 As soon as both men were seated and Heffer had picked up his chair, resuming his place white-faced and flustered, Luce said as amiably as he knew how: “All those ships out in the anchorage, Mr Yorke: they belong to you?”

				 “No, Your Excellency. Only two.”

				 “Who owns the others, pray?”

				 Ned shrugged his shoulders. “Blessed if I can remember. Let me see… Five are Dutch, one is a Spaniard, there are a couple of Portuguese…”

				 “Nine are French,” Thomas said.

				 “Ah yes. One is Sir Thomas’, of course.”

				 “Diana’s,” Thomas corrected.

				 “I beg your pardon, Your Excellency. That one belongs to Lady Diana Gilbert-Manners. Sir Thomas is – er, the master.”

				 “That makes a total of twenty,” Luce said.

				 “Does it, by Jove!” Ned said. “You’ve a sharp mind with figures. Whom have we forgotten, bishop?”

				 Thomas scratched his head and then slapped the table. “Damme, we forgot the English! Eight English. So with His Excellency’s twenty, that makes twenty-eight. Then there are the five prizes from Portobelo.”

				 “But…but…” An appalled Luce was stammering now, “most of those ships belong to foreign countries; ones which don’t have Jamaica’s welfare at heart…”

				 “Oh, don’t worry about that Spaniard, Your Excellency,” Thomas said reassuringly, “he’s a splendid fellow; one of our best captains.”

				 “I don’t know what you mean by ‘our’ but Spain is no longer our enemy; a peace has been signed. Obviously the news hasn’t reached you yet.”

				 “It hasn’t and won’t make a scrap of difference when it does, Your Excellency,” Ned said quietly. “Not a scrap.”

				 Again the ferrety face began to turn purple and Heffer wriggled uncomfortably: this meeting was not proving the success he had hoped.

				 Ned turned to Luce, twisting his chair slightly. “Your Excellency – we’d be grateful if you’d bring us up to date with the happenings in England since the Restoration; then perhaps you might confide in us, ah, some indication of your instructions?” And, Ned thought to himself, if you expect more tact than that, you are nearly eighty degrees of longitude too far west.

				 Luce nodded judiciously, as though considering what State secrets he could reveal. “Well, you know the most important facts: our gracious King is back on the throne and is relying on the Duke of Albemarle (who was of course General Monck before his ennoblement) to run the country’s affairs. You mentioned Spain – well, I can reassure you on that point: the King has just signed a peace treaty with Spain.”

				 “Most encouraging,” Ned said, and reflected on the letter from his elder brother George which the Convertine had brought out. George, who had inherited the title and the estates on their father’s death and had been with the King during the royal exile in France and Spain, warned that the King had signed a secret treaty while in exile in Spain.

				 “Oh yes, it is,” Luce said. “Indeed, the King of Spain has already sent an ambassador to the Court of St James, the Prince de Ligne, a most charming gentleman.”

				 “And what did the ambassador demand, as a reward for Spain’s hospitality during the King’s exile there?”

				 Luce looked puzzled, and Ned asked innocently: “Was not a secret treaty signed with Spain which would come into effect on the King’s Restoration?”

				 Luce stared down at the papers in front of him. “If it was secret, Mr Yorke, then I don’t think it’s any concern of ours.”

				 “Oh, it’s our concern all right: I just wondered if you had later news about it, or if the Duke had confided his views?”

				 “My lips are sealed,” Luce said primly, squeezing them together until they vanished, leaving the tiny eyes and nostrils as the only marks on his face.

				 Thomas, who had read the letter from Ned’s brother, roared with laughter and slapped the table again. “Well, your lips might be sealed, Your Excellency, but if you are going to survive out here in Jamaica, within musket shot of the Spanish Main, you’d better keep your ear to the grindstone and your nose to the keyhole!”

				 “Grindstone…keyhole? I don’t–”

				 “I think Sir Thomas is hinting that although we are but yokels, we do have friends in England watching our interests,” Ned said mildly.

				 Luce eyed both men with wary suspicion. “What have you heard, then?”

				 Ned looked at Thomas doubtfully then shook his head. “No, Your Excellency, it wouldn’t be fair to burden you; you’d only worry. Later we’ll pass it on to General Heffer – I suppose you still command the island garrison, General?”

				 Heffer nodded cautiously, wondering what Ned had heard.

				 “If your information concerns the interests of this island, I demand that you tell me!” Luce said angrily.

				 Ned looked at him contemptuously. In appointing Luce, the Duke of Albemarle was either paying off an old debt or getting rid of a nuisance, but either way Jamaica was the loser. A Governor who did not want to understand the actual position out here (compared with what he had been told in London) was an even bigger liability than Heffer.

				 “Very well, I’ll tell you, Your Excellency,” Ned said patiently, “not because you ‘demand’ it but because your ignorance is a liability to us–”

				 “Damme sir, I’ll not stand for your confounded insolence!”

				 Ned stood, followed a moment later by Thomas. “My apologies, Your Excellency, we embarrass you, but since your lips are sealed so that we cannot hear any more news of the danger in which the island stands, we’d better sail back to Tortuga.”

				 Even without Heffer’s appealing look, Luce realized that his “I am the Governor” bluster was simply antagonizing these two men. He also realized that they owed him nothing and all too clearly did not give a damn for his authority. And, he noted, Heffer seemed very anxious to placate them.

				 “Oh, do sit down again; you’re a sight too touchy to deal with governors,” Luce said, trying to sound jocular but, like all weak men, determined not to apologize again. “We are all concerned with the wellbeing of Jamaica, so we have the same interests.”

				 “I doubt that,” Thomas said sourly, “not judging by the pathetic little bag of money the Duke gave you to run this place. Each one of those ships out there uses more than that to buy the week’s rum.”

				 “Yes, well,” Luce said lamely, not realizing that Thomas was only guessing, “do please tell me what you’ve heard.”

				 “Surely you must know,” Ned said brusquely, “the King signed a secret treaty with Spain promising to return Jamaica and Dunkirk, and now the Prince de Ligne is in London demanding them both.”

				 “Oh, that,” Luce said offhandedly. “Yes, I heard about that,” adding pompously, “these are matters of State.”

				 “So you don’t mention them to yokels, eh?” Thomas exclaimed angrily. “‘Matters of State’ like this are our daily bread. Our lives in fact. ‘Matters of State’ are stupid decisions wrapped up in flowery language!”

				 “Well, I have to be discreet.”

				 “Your Excellency,” Ned said crisply, having decided that it was time to put his cards face-up on the table, “Europe is one world and the Caribbee another. Treaties signed in London, Madrid, Paris, Lisbon or wherever you care to name, do not have the slightest effect on us out here.

				 “I told you the nationalities of the owners of our ships. The Frenchmen and Portuguese don’t give a damn with whom France and Portugal are at war; they fled their countries years ago because of persecution. The Dutch are refugees from Spanish persecution in the Netherlands–”

				 “And the English?” Luce interrupted shrewdly.

				 “Originally we were Royalists escaping from Cromwell’s régime, or men and women he had transported, prisoners of war or those sick of Puritanism. Now we have settled down here, trying to remake our lives again.”

				 “A pretty speech,” Luce said sarcastically, “but how does it concern me?”

				 “Because,” Ned said slowly, now enunciating each word very clearly and carefully, “whatever the Spanish say in London and Madrid, whatever treaties they might sign, whatever agreements they might make with England, out here in the Caribbee there is No Peace Beyond the Line. No peace, no trade.”

				 “You’re exaggerating,” Luce said contemptuously.

				 Heffer suddenly looked up. “He’s not, Your Excellency. No Peace Beyond the Line – that is the prayer every Don says before he sleeps o’ night.”

				 “The Line, the Line – what the Devil has it to do with us?”

				 “Dear me,” Ned said wearily, “I never expected to hear a Governor of Jamaica speak those words. Briefly, Spain forbids any country to trade with her possessions out here. Not just trade, but forbids them to sail in the waters or enter her ports. The actual Line is a particular degree of longitude a few hundred miles west of the Azores. Anything west of that – the Americas, the Caribbee islands – all is ‘Beyond the Line’.”

				 “But that’s nonsense – you do trade with the Main,” Luce said.

				 Ned shook his head. “No, we don’t ‘trade’, we smuggle. And if anyone is caught by the Spanish authorities he is handed over to the Inquisition, or sent to the salt mines, or put to work in the quarries, cutting out stone to build more fortresses.”

				 “But that’s absurd! I’ll send a despatch to London!”

				 “Don’t waste your time,” Ned advised. “London knows all about it and, in answer to your next question, does nothing. Any moment the Spanish may attack and try to recapture Jamaica. What will the King do to defend it? After all, he’s already signed a treaty giving it back to Spain.”

				 “But I was told nothing of this in London,” Luce wailed.

				 Thomas gave a throaty chuckle. “Nor were you given any ships to protect your new kingdom – even the Convertine is spared only long enough to bring you out, and she has orders to return home as soon as she’s provisioned and watered.”

				 Luce looked wildly from Ned to Thomas and then to Heffer.

				 “What can we do if the Spanish attack us?”

				 Heffer, in what Ned saw was probably the most daring act in his whole life, said in a lugubrious voice: “Pray, Your Excellency, and put your trust in the buccaneers…”

				 “Buccaneers? But they are simply pirates! The King didn’t give me a commission to come out and entrust this island to a gang of pirates!”

				 “Then, he should have done,” Heffer said unexpectedly. “They’ve saved it for him up to now and filled the Treasury with gold and kept the Spanish sufficiently frightened that so far they haven’t dared make a regular attack.”

				 “But they’re just pirates!” Luce repeated helplessly, almost whimpering as he slowly realized the position he was in. Should he pretend illness and return to England in the Convertine? What illness, though? The Duke would see through that. Obviously, the Duke had known the situation out here when he gave him the job. Luce saw with a clarity which chilled the room that he was trapped between the deceit of an almost bankrupt Court in London and the murderous Spaniards out here. He tried to grab the conflicting ideas racing through his mind. Admittedly, these fellows in Jamaica have survived so far; there are plenty of prosperous plantations in the other islands, which are even more vulnerable than Jamaica. But remember, none of the other islands is such a threat to the Spaniards as Jamaica, which sits astride the route of the plate fleets to and from Cartagena. The other islands are small and Spain does not need land. Jamaica, though, is a dagger at its throat because of the plate fleet.

				 Heffer said quietly: “Yes, ‘just pirates’, Your Excellency, but Mr Yorke is their leader and Sir Thomas is his second-in-command.” He took a deep breath. “In view of your attitude, I reserve the right to resign my commission and return to England in the Convertine: you shall have that in writing just as soon as this meeting is over.”

				 “Oh come, now,” Luce said hastily, “let’s discuss this like reasonable men. After all, I–”

				 “We are not reasonable men,” Thomas growled. “We are drunken pirates, the outcasts of nearly every country in Europe. We’ve not abandoned God; He’s abandoned us. Drunkards and lechers we are – we whore all day and carouse all night and on Sundays sleep off a week of sin, and we are not the sort of people to whom a Governor holding the King’s commission should introduce his wife or mistress. Is that not right, my worthy General? Was it wise of you to introduce the Governor to such scoundrels, rapscallions and heretics as us? Does he know how much I owe in gaming debts in London? Does he know I live in vigorous sin on board my pirate vessel with a most beautiful member of the aristocracy? Are you wise to keep such things secret from the Governor?”

				 Heffer began laughing and both Thomas and Ned stared at him. They had always assumed that when Heffer’s unfortunate sheeplike face and head had been constructed, a malignant Nature had also omitted a sense of humour and the muscles necessary to pull his features into a smile.

				 However, having plucked up enough courage to threaten to resign, Heffer decided that, after all these years, he liked this new feeling of freedom. “My loyalty,” he told Luce and was pleasantly surprised to hear himself saying it, “is to Jamaica and the King, not to any other individual.”

				 “Well spoken,” bellowed Thomas, again thumping the table. “There you are, Your Excellency, you’d never believe that a few months ago old Heffer here regarded my rascally Uncle Oliver as second-in-command to the Lord himself, would you? But Heffer has at last learned the one and only lesson that concerns the safety of Jamaica, and which I pass on to you. If the Spanish come, they’ve got to come by sea. Have a sampler made up with those words embroidered on it and hang it on the wall where you see it the moment you wake up in the morning.”

				 While Thomas was making his little speech, using both arms as though beating time, Luce had been thinking quickly. Obviously, he needed these two men, both to help him govern Jamaica and – he shuddered – prevent him from ending up on a Spanish rack. He had been a fool not to have realized it sooner: these men were right: no one in London gave a damn about the safety, future or welfare of an island acquired almost as a whim and which the King intended giving away.

				 Even if the King changed his mind (because of the protests of the London merchants who now had interests in the West Indies), no one was going to push Jamaica’s case at Court because that would only emphasize the King’s error in the first place… But, Luce realized, he personally was stuck with it. There would be neither honour nor advancement if he managed to secure the island and get it properly governed; on the other hand, if he failed no one in London would grieve overmuch, so he would probably end his days in a dank Spanish dungeon.

				 “Very well, gentlemen, in confidence, I’ll reveal my instructions–”

				 “No thank you!” Ned’s interruption was quick and firm. “Tell us officially or not at all. This ‘in confidence’ is simply blackmail: it ties our hands so we can’t do or say anything without you declaring: ‘But I told you that in confidence.’”

				 “Your Excellency,” Heffer added, “you should realize that even with our garrison disbanded (no, I’m not giving away secrets: everyone will know about that in a day or two) the Spaniards will still be out there. They’ll discover within a few weeks that we no longer have a garrison – and their King already knows the value our King privately places on Jamaica.”

				 “Well? What’s all that got to do with it?”

				 Heffer stared squarely at Luce. “You don’t seem to understand, Your Excellency, that you have few friends out here. In fact, none except the buccaneers.”

				 Ned also turned and looked Luce straight in the eye. “And don’t count on the buccaneers unless you make an agreement with them so that they can trust you. Remember, when the King promised Jamaica to Spain, he wasn’t even on the throne – he had no right to do it.”

				 Luce gestured to both Ned and Thomas. “Very well, you are the leaders of the buccaneers. As General Heffer has more than hinted, my first task is to pay off and disband the Army.”

				 He thought a few moments. “No, I’ll start earlier so that you can understand the sequence of events. As you know, both France and England have signed treaties with Spain. I know nothing of the secret treaty concerning Jamaica and Dunkirk apart from the London merchants protesting to the Duke about their trade interests out here. However, the Privy Council has set up a permanent committee to deal with the West Indies – with ‘Trade and Foreign Plantations’. I report to this committee.”

				 Ned asked: “So the Committee for Trade and Foreign Plantations drew up your instructions?”

				 “Well, I think they had received instructions from the Duke, but they actually drew up the new constitution for us. And a very fair one it is, too,” Luce said defensively.

				 “Constitutions are luxuries that can wait,” Ned said warily. “Tell us about the orders you have to carry out immediately.”

				 “Well,” Luce said apprehensively, “I have to withdraw all commissions granted to privateers and order the captains to return to port.”

				 “Oh, so at least the Privy Council did not regard us as pirates, because it knew we all have commissions signed by the then acting Governor. It was just you who regarded us as pirates. Anyway, what ports do these privateers return to? Lisbon, Brest, Cadiz, Bristol…?”

				 “All that was just a misunderstanding,” Luce said hastily. “But you appreciate that now with the peace signed, your position has changed. Without commissions you are no longer privateers – or buccaneers, if you prefer the word.”

				 “No,” Ned said sourly, “without commissions we are simply pirates, if you prefer the word.”

				 “But it’s not what I prefer; that’s the legal position,” Luce said with a return to his old primness. “We are now at peace with Spain. Remember that.”

				 “I hope I never have to remind you of your words,” Ned said bitterly, “but do remember Sir Thomas’ injunction about the Spaniards, and my reference to ‘the Line’.”

				 “Oh, I will, I will,” Luce said eagerly, anxious to change the subject. “Now let me tell you the rest. It has been decided that everyone granted land in Jamaica shall pay no rent for seven years. Of course, new settlers must be Protestants and obey the laws of England.”

				 Thomas started laughing, a laugh which began deep down and shook the table on which his elbows rested. “The laws of England…isn’t that splendid, Ned? Most of the Army he’s about to disband are the sweepings of Roundhead jails; most of the present settlers were transported by Cromwell because they were prisoners of war, or had been naughty boys, stealing sheep and laughing on Sundays, fornicating and even blaspheming, too. Who are the ‘new’ settlers going to be?”

				 Luce flushed. “Well, you hardly expect prosperous folk to leave their homes in England and come out here, do you?”

				 “Of course not; that’s why I’m asking.”

				 Luce sorted through several sheets of paper. “Well, yes, the Privy Council is agreed that convicts will be transported here as settlers – but no murderers, burglars or ‘incorrigible rogues’.”

				 “Ah, that rules out defaulting politicians,” Thomas commented, “so perhaps we’re luckier than we deserve. What now happens to poor old Heffer’s Army?”

				 “Ah, yes. He tells me he had 1,523 men (plus 550 I’ll refer to in a moment) and I have £12,247 to share out among them, their pay up to date plus a gratuity.”

				 “So, clutching their pay and their gratuity to their bosoms,” Thomas said sourly, “what do they do then? Swim back to England?”

				 “Of course not,” Luce said, having appeared to take the question seriously. “They will settle here.”

				 “Despite the ban on ‘incorrigible rogues’?”

				 “They’re already here,” Luce said, nimbly avoiding Thomas’ trap. “But General Heffer will not be left entirely defenceless; I have instructions to keep a force of 400 infantry and 150 cavalry for the defence of the island–” He glanced down another page of written instructions and ran his fingers along a line. “Yes, to be kept ‘as long as is thought fit for the preservation of the island’.”

				 “Very wise,” Thomas said judiciously, his tone making both Ned and Heffer look up. “Five hundred and fifty men…fewer than one man at every mile if they’re placed carefully round the island. They’ll hardly be able to see each other, let alone roister and gamble. Very shrewd men, the Privy Councillors.”

				 “I’m sure General Heffer will make the best possible use of his force,” Luce said hurriedly. “Now, the fort which you have built here on Cagway is to be called ‘Fort Charles’–”

				 “It already is,” Ned said, “in honour of the King.”

				 “–and the whole spit, or peninsula, on which it and this building and the market stand, is to be called Port Royal.”

				 “What excellent taste the Privy Council has,” Thomas said.

				 “Now for the important part, which will affect those soldiers who are disbanded, along with everyone else. Every male and female over the age of twelve now living in Jamaica or arriving within two years is to be granted thirty acres of ‘improvable land’.”

				 “Hard luck on bachelors and spinsters,” Ned commented. “A married man with a large family will receive a large estate – and no rent to pay for seven years.”

				 “Do you want to hear about the new constitution?”

				 Ned shrugged his shoulders. “Well, since we’re just sitting here, I suppose…”

				 “Well, the Governor will rule with a council of twelve locally elected men. The Governor and council–” he began reading again, “–‘will obtain and preserve a good correspondence and commerce with the plantations and territories of the King of Spain,’ but if the Spanish governors refuse,” Luce explained, “then all this will be done by force.”

				 “By what force?” Ned asked innocently. “You will have 400 infantry and 150 cavalry, but how do they get across to the Main – to Cartagena, say, or Santiago, or Ríohacha, or Vera Cruz, or Havana in Cuba, to wield ‘force’?”

				 It was Luce’s turn to shrug his shoulders. “I assure you, gentlemen, that I understand my problems better now than I did when I first read these instructions.

				 “But let me finish. The Assembly (the Governor acting with the council) will make laws to remain in force two years, and no longer, unless approved by the Privy Council in London.”

				 Thomas sniffed, doubtful and wary. “That means we’re ruled entirely from London,” he grumbled. “If they don’t like a law, they don’t approve it and it lapses after two years. But how will they know what’s needed out here? They’ve shown no signs of doing so up to now. Stupidity reinforcing ignorance…”

				 “We’ll have had a couple of years’ benefit from it,” Ned said, “and after two years we can pass other laws almost identical and that’ll give us another two years…”

				 “Now, here’s the final thing and I should have mentioned it earlier,” Luce said hurriedly, not liking the loopholes being revealed. “I am to form a militia of five regiments, and each regiment is to be named after the particular area where the volunteers were recruited.”

				 Ned sighed. “So we’ll have the Port Royal Volunteers, commanded by the butcher with the candlemaker as second in command, and with three sawyers, two coopers, one potman and a rheumatic pickpocket as the fighting force. Five regiments, Thomas: I haven’t seen five horses in the last five days!”

				 “I take it that you two gentlemen have no objection to me putting your names forward for election to the council?” Luce asked.

				 Thomas laughed and again the table trembled. “By all means do. I want particularly to be on the committee responsible for ‘preserving a good correspondence and free commerce’ with the Dons. And you, Heffer, you’d better start pacing out the positions for the sentry boxes for those 550 soldiers of yours. In the meantime, Your Excellency, Mr Yorke and I will open a few taverns and bordellos and we’ll see if we can’t get our hands on some of that £12,274 you will soon be giving to those dry-throated and womenless soldiers…”
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