
CHAPTER XI

DAVID AND GOLIATH

HuiSH had bundled himself up from the glare

of the day—his face to the house, his knees

retracted. The frail bones in the thin tropical

raiment seemed scarce more considerable than

a fowl's; and Davis, sitting on the rail with his

arm about a stay, contemplated him with gloom,

wondering what manner of counsel tliat insig-

nificant figure should contain. For since Herrick

had thrown him off and deserted to the cixniy,

Huish, alone of mankind, remained to him to

be a helper and oracle.

He considered their position with a sinking

heart. The ship was a stolen ship; the stores,

whether from initial carelessness or ill adminis-

tration during the voyage, were insufficient to

carry them to any port except back to Papeete;

and there retribution waited in the shape of a

gendarme, a judge with a queer-shaped hat,

and the horror of distant Noumea. Upon that

side, there was no glimmer of hope. Here, at


