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Chapter 1

Second Thoughts
What am I doing here? Those are real bullets whizzing
by! I should be in Utica, New York, teaching Composition
at Utica Female Seminary, not in Amherst, Burma, getting
shot at!
I, Emily Chubbuck Judson, should never have married
Adoniram Judson, a charming man old enough to be my
father and with five children to boot. What was I thinking
of? Was I concerned that it was my very last chance to get
married? Lord, did you bring me here to get killed? True,
I love Adoniram, but was that enough? I was a far from
healthy, altogether weak spinster of almost thirty! So what if
the Burmese call their country “Golden” and their king the
“Golden Throne.” What is golden about being shot at?
I quickly followed Mrs. Burney into the gun shed at
the end of the street and leaned against the wall, my heart
thumping resoundingly. I took several deep breaths, hoping
not to faint. The smell of cordite was heavy in the air. Finally, I
was able to stand up on my own and move out of the way.
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I remembered Mrs. Burney’s invitation for me to join
her and her husband, “Colonel Burney needs to make a
routine visit to Amherst on the first of March, 1847, since he
is the temporary head of both civil and military affairs of the
district. We’ll travel on the new steam army cutter and stay
in Amherst while he goes on to the other villages with his
inspection team.”
And I remember my reaction. Visit Amherst? Yes! I had
wanted to set foot on the green grass of Amherst the first
time I saw it. When we had just arrived off Amherst Point
in December 1846, the men went ashore, but the ladies were
deemed too delicate for the trip!
We lived in Moulmein, up the Salween River from
Amherst. Adoniram agreed that a short trip would be a
reprieve for me from the frustrations of learning to manage
a house in Burma before learning to speak Burmese. And a
break from the new task of taking care of two young sons,
ages eighteen months and four years, would surely do me
good.
So we left Moulmein on a misty Monday morning.
Twenty-five miles on the new steam-powered cutter took
about three hours, instead of the usual five or six by wind
power. . We were in Amherst in time for “tiffin.” This was
a delightful new word for lunch that I had learned from
the British. We ate with Colonel Burney at the mess in the
barracks, and then he and his team boarded the cutter for
the run down the coast to other small towns.
The mist was long gone and the tropical sun was warm.
This was the cooler, drier season in Burma. Jacaranda and
bauhinia trees were in full bloom, their perfume filled the
air.
Mrs. Burney, a short, round, motherly woman with salt
and pepper hair, and I decided to see Amherst. Mrs. Burney
was dressed as a proper English woman in a dark blue
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traveling dress. I wore the white blouse and black skirt that
I often wore in the schoolroom at Utica Female Seminary.
Holding our sun shades, we rode in a two-wheeled bullock
cart around the small city and up to the pagoda.
The pagoda was built of wood and heavily ornamented.
Since it was on a point of land, it could be seen from a far
distance out at sea.
“We lived in Amherst when it was first laid out, after
the British won control of the coast, the Arakan, and the
Tenasserim,” Mrs. Burney said. “I think it a much lovelier
town than Moulmein. It was laid out carefully. Moulmein
just grew.”
Adoniram had lived in Burma since 1813, but this was
my first time here. He had asked me to go to the house where
he and Ann, his first wife, had lived, and where Ann and
little daughter Maria, had been buried under a hopia tree.
I remembered how we had looked through the captain’s
glass on board the Fanueil Hall at anchor off Amherst Point
that day in December, 1846 when we arrived in Burma.
Adoniram scanned the area and found the hopia tree as
he looked through the glass. The house had been built of
wood, with a slate roof, and had survived the onslaughts of
weather on the coast of the Indian Ocean.
Colonel Burney would be away two, perhaps, three
days, so Mrs. Burney and I stayed in his quarters at the small
barracks. Our first evening was peaceful as we readied for
bed and turned in.
Shots awakened us! Mrs. Burney hurried to the window
and reported, “Men are running down the street toward the
powder magazine and gun shed. There are only six sepoys
and their commander to guard the shed.
I must go,” she continued. “The new young doctor
is in charge. The other officer left with the colonel on his
inspection trip.” Mrs. Burney was dressing as she talked. I
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did not want to be left behind, so I pulled on some clothes,
too.
We looked out the window again. It was quiet now,
but there were several bodies lying in the street. Were they
dead? Should we check and see if we could help them? I
wrapped my arms around my stomach willing myself not
to be sick!
Mrs. Burney looked at me before adding, “I believe if
we go out the back door and stay very low, we might be able
to get to the gun shed safely.”
We waited and listened. No more shots. After a few
minutes, we crept out the door and the garden gate. A small
ridge protected us from the street. We bent low and ran to
the gun shed. The sepoys recognized us and quickly opened
the door. We were no more than inside, when another
volley of shots struck the shed. I leaned against the wall
as Mrs. Burney conferred with the doctor and the sepoy
commander.
The sepoys and their commander were Indians in the
British Army. They were in their own unit and wore brown
uniforms instead of the regular British uniform.
The sepoys soon regained control of the nearby city
gate. “The area must be in revolt, but led from the outside,
since Amherst has been peaceful and quiet for many years,”
the sepoy commander said.
When all was quiet, Mrs. Burney and I tried to get some
rest on the bales of blankets stored against the far wall. But
I did not sleep that night, and neither did most others. We
later learned that other parties of the rebels had roamed the
city and opened the door of the jail, letting approximately
one hundred criminals loose on the city.
With morning, the sepoys immediately worked to
secure the guns and powder. They moved three cannons
4

Emily on the Golden Shore

and sufficient gunpowder to a wooden building on the
wharf. The rest of the powder was dumped in the river. The
troopers were moved from their barracks to the stronghold
on the wharf. I watched and tried to keep my terror in check,
but I trembled at the thought of more fighting.
By three o’clock, the other foreigners began to evacuate
the city. So few men, the sepoys and perhaps one hundred
troops, could not expect to hold off twenty times their
number, the total rebel manpower estimated by the sepoy
commander. About fifty Chinese families from their shops
along the riverfront, a few Portuguese traders and families,
and one old Mussulman, a Turkish Muslim, came to the
wharf for protection. Now there were about three hundred
people with their arms, provisions, and baggage huddled
together under one roof.
In his rumpled uniform, the doctor gave the orders,
with advice from Mrs. Burney, to prepare for another attack.
The troopers and sepoys quickly gathered their reserve
ammunition then cleaned and loaded their guns for the next
sortie.
The rebels attacked the building. However, the troops
would not allow them to get near enough to use their spears,
and their muskets seemed to cause little damage. During
each lull, the council of leaders, Mrs. Burney, the sepoy
commander, and the doctor, conferred with one another. A
loud boom brought dismay to everyone’s faces.
“They’ve got a cannon! All is lost!” someone shouted.
One man ventured out far enough to use a glass.
“What is it?” the doctor asked.
“A jinjal, a small Burmese fieldpiece.”
“Is it aimed at us?”
“Yes, directly. They’re loading again!”
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At the loud report of ammunition fired, everyone
ducked.
“It passed over us!”
“They will aim lower next time.”
Five minutes later, another loud report. Again, it passed
over us.
“But they will soon learn the range.”
“Where is the sun?”
The man with the glass looked to the west before
responding, “Gone below the trees.”
A sigh of relief went through the crowd. Here, this
close to the equator, there is no long twilight.
When the sun goes down, darkness falls immediately.
So the firing of the cannon would soon stop until daylight
tomorrow.
Everyone began to settle in for the night. I was an
object of attention. I used it to calm the children by telling
them stories, although I had to do as much acting as telling
because of the language differences.
Another day and the firing commenced. The cannon
still had not found its mark. They must be running out of
good powder, for the balls fell short. That night, fires were
set in the city, and a large group of rebels bearing burning
flares attacked the stronghold on the wharf. Suddenly, a
heavy rain began and put out the fires. Heavy rain in the
dry season! Thank you, Lord!
The sepoys and troops defended the stronghold
faithfully, so the rebels once again were repulsed.
On the morning of the third day, firing started with the
sunrise. The young doctor stepped out to look up the river
and ran back to Mrs. Burney. Excitedly, he reported, “I see a
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small cloud, like smoke on the horizon. Could it be—I don’t
know? Yes, it is!”
“The steamer! The steamer!” we all shouted with joy.
Colonel Burney was astonished when he found the city
under attack, and he took command at once. His first act was
to disable the jinjal. He could see it was located atop a steep
cliff and realized that it would be hard to hit with gunfire
from below. Suddenly, Colonel Burney was climbing the cliff
face and several men followed him. Reaching the top, it was
only minutes before the gun was on its side and pushed off
into the river. Later, Colonel Burney said that when he stuck
his head up above the cliff, the rebels were so frightened
that they took off running to escape!
Before sunset, the steamer puffed its way back to
Moulmein with two very weary ladies in the cabin. Several
shots were fired at the steamer as we sailed away, but all
missed the target.
Back in Moulmein, the news of rebels at Amherst
brought the drum roll sounding all night. By daylight, the
steamer was on her way back to Amherst full of British
soldiers.
I was happy and relieved to be home with Adoniram
and the boys. But before I went to bed, I spent some time in
thought. Why had I come to the ends of the world? Why had
I not stayed back in Utica, New York, teaching my classes in
Composition? I could be writing sketches for another book,
hopefully another successful one. Why had I listened to talk
about the rewards of living in Burma and telling the story of
Jesus to those who have never heard it? My life was at the
point that my parents and I could live comfortably from my
earnings. Why had I left that enjoyable position for palm
trees and mosquitoes? I reviewed the steps that led me to
Burma.
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