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I. HOW  W ELLINGBOROUGH REDBURN‒S TASTE FOR THE SEA
WAS BORN AND BRED IN HIM

―W ellingborough, as you are going to sea, suppose you take this shooting-jacket of
m ine along; it‒s just the thing‍ take it, it w ill save the expense of another. You see, it‒s
quite w arm ; fine long skirts, stout horn buttons, and plenty of pockets.‖

O ut of the goodness and sim plicity of his heart, thus spoke m y elder brother to m e,
upon the eve of m y departure for the seaport.

―A nd, W ellingborough,‖ he added, ―since w e are both short of m oney, and you w ant an
outfit, and I H ave none to give, you m ay as w ell take m y fow ling-piece along, and sell it in
N ew  York for w hat you can get.‍ N ay, take it; it‒s of no use to m e now ; I can‒t find it in
pow der any m ore.‖

I w as then but a boy. Som e tim e previous m y m other had rem oved from  N ew  York to a
pleasant village on the H udson R iver, w here w e lived in a sm all house, in a quiet w ay. Sad
disappointm ents in several plans w hich I had sketched for m y future life; the necessity of
doing som ething for m yself, united to a naturally roving disposition, had now  conspired
w ithin m e, to send m e to sea as a sailor.

For m onths previous I had been poring over old N ew  York papers, delightedly
perusing the long colum ns of ship advertisem ents, all of w hich possessed a strange,
rom antic charm  to m e. O ver and over again I devoured such announcem ents as the
follow ing:

FOR BREM EN.
The coppered and copper-fastened brig Leda, having nearly com pleted her cargo, w ill sail

for the above port on Tuesday the tw entieth of M ay.
For freight or passage apply on board at C oenties Slip.

To m y young inland im agination every w ord in an advertisem ent like this, suggested
volum es of thought.

A  brig! The very w ord sum m oned up the idea of a black, sea-w orn craft, w ith high,
cozy bulw arks, and rakish m asts and yards.

C oppered and copper-fastened!



That fairly sm elt of the salt w ater! H ow  different such vessels m ust be from  the
w ooden, one-m asted, green-and-w hite-painted sloops, that glided up and dow n the river
before our house on the bank.

N early com pleted her cargo!

H ow  m om entous the announcem ent; suggesting ideas, too, of m usty bales, and cases
of silks and satins, and filling m e w ith contem pt for the vile deck-loads of hay and lum ber,
w ith w hich m y river experience w as fam iliar.

W ill sail on Tuesday the 20th of M ay-and

the new spaper bore date the fifth of the m onth! Fifteen w hole days beforehand; think
of that; w hat an im portant voyage it m ust be, that the tim e of sailing w as fixed upon so
long beforehand; the river sloops w ere not used to m ake such prospective announcem ents.

For freight or passage apply on board!

Think of going on board a coppered and copper-fastened brig, and taking passage for
B rem en! A nd w ho could be going to B rem en? N o one but foreigners, doubtless; m en of
dark com plexions and jet-black w hiskers, w ho talked French.

C oenties Slip.

Plenty m ore brigs and any quantity of ships m ust be lying there. C oenties Slip m ust be
som ew here near ranges of grim -looking w arehouses, w ith rusty iron doors and shutters,
and tiled roofs; and old anchors and chain-cable piled on the w alk. O ld-fashioned
coffeehouses, also, m uch abound in that neighborhood, w ith sunburnt sea-captains going
in and out, sm oking cigars, and talking about H avanna, London, and C alcutta.

A ll these m y im aginations w ere w onderfully assisted by certain shadow y
rem iniscences of w harves, and w arehouses, and shipping, w ith w hich a residence in a
seaport during early childhood had supplied m e.

Particularly, I rem em bered standing w ith m y father on the w harf w hen a large ship w as
getting under w ay, and rounding the head of the pier. I rem em bered the yo heave ho! of the
sailors, as they just show ed their w oolen caps above the high bulw arks. I rem em bered how
I thought of their crossing the great ocean; and that that very ship, and those very sailors,
so near to m e then, w ould after a tim e be actually in Europe.

A dded to these rem iniscences m y father, now  dead, had several tim es crossed the
A tlantic on business affairs, for he had been an im porter in B road-street. A nd of w inter
evenings in N ew  York, by the w ell-rem em bered sea-coal fire in old G reenw ich-street, he
used to tell m y brother and m e of the m onstrous w aves at sea, m ountain high; of the m asts
bending like tw igs; and all about H avre, and Liverpool, and about going up into the ball of
St. Paul‒s in London. Indeed, during m y early life, m ost of m y thoughts of the sea w ere
connected w ith the land; but w ith fine old lands, full of m ossy cathedrals and churches,
and long, narrow , crooked streets w ithout sidew alks, and lined w ith strange houses. A nd
especially I tried hard to think how  such places m ust look of rainy days and Saturday
afternoons; and w hether indeed they did have rainy days and Saturdays there, just as w e
did here; and w hether the boys w ent to school there, and studied geography, and w ore
their shirt collars turned over, and tied w ith a black ribbon; and w hether their papas



allow ed them  to w ear boots, instead of shoes, w hich I so m uch disliked, for boots looked
so m anly.

A s I grew  older m y thoughts took a larger flight, and I frequently fell into long reveries
about distant voyages and travels, and thought how  fine it w ould be, to be able to talk
about rem ote and barbarous countries; w ith w hat reverence and w onder people w ould
regard m e, if I had just returned from  the coast of A frica or N ew  Zealand; how  dark and
rom antic m y sunburnt cheeks w ould look; how  I w ould bring hom e w ith m e foreign
clothes of a rich fabric and princely m ake, and w ear them  up and dow n the streets, and
how  grocers‒ boys w ould turn back their heads to look at m e, as I w ent by. For I very w ell
rem em bered staring at a m an m yself, w ho w as pointed out to m e by m y aunt one Sunday
in C hurch, as the person w ho had been in Stony A rabia, and passed through strange
adventures there, all of w hich w ith m y ow n eyes I had read in the book w hich he w rote, an
arid-looking book in a pale yellow  cover.

―See w hat big eyes he has,‖ w hispered m y aunt, ―they got so big, because w hen he
w as alm ost dead w ith fam ishing in the desert, he all at once caught sight of a date tree,
w ith the ripe fruit hanging on it.‖

U pon this, I stared at him  till I thought his eyes w ere really of an uncom m on size, and
stuck out from  his head like those of a lobster. I am  sure m y ow n eyes m ust have
m agnified as I stared. W hen church w as out, I w anted m y aunt to take m e along and
follow  the traveler hom e. B ut she said the constables w ould take us up, if w e did; and so I
never saw  this w onderful A rabian traveler again. B ut he long haunted m e; and several
tim es I dream t of him , and thought his great eyes w ere grow n still larger and rounder; and
once I had a vision of the date tree.

In course of tim e, m y thoughts becam e m ore and m ore prone to dw ell upon foreign
things; and in a thousand w ays I sought to gratify m y tastes. W e had several pieces of
furniture in the house, w hich had been brought from  Europe. These I exam ined again and
again, w ondering w here the w ood grew ; w hether the w orkm en w ho m ade them  still
survived, and w hat they could be doing w ith them selves now .

Then w e had several oil-paintings and rare old engravings of m y father‒s, w hich he
him self had bought in Paris, hanging up in the dining-room .

Tw o of these w ere sea-pieces. O ne represented a fat-looking, sm oky fishing-boat, w ith
three w hiskerandoes in red caps, and their brow sers legs rolled up, hauling in a seine.
There w as high French-like land in one corner, and a tum ble-dow n gray lighthouse
surm ounting it. The w aves w ere toasted brow n, and the w hole picture looked m ellow  and
old. I used to think a piece of it m ight taste good.

The other represented three old-fashioned French m en-of-w ar w ith high castles, like
pagodas, on the bow  and stern, such as you see in Froissart; and snug little turrets on top
of the m ast, full of little m en, w ith som ething undefinable in their hands. A ll three w ere
sailing through a bright-blue sea, blue as Sicily skies; and they w ere leaning over on their
sides at a fearful angle; and they m ust have been going very fast, for the w hite spray w as
about the bow s like a snow -storm .

Then, w e had tw o large green French portfolios of colored prints, m ore than I could lift
at that age. Every Saturday m y brothers and sisters used to get them  out of the corner



w here they w ere kept, and spreading them  on the floor, gaze at them  w ith never-failing
delight.

They w ere of all sorts. Som e w ere pictures of Versailles, its m asquerades, its draw ing-
room s, its fountains, and courts, and gardens, w ith long lines of thick foliage cut into
fantastic doors and w indow s, and tow ers and pinnacles. O thers w ere rural scenes, full of
fine skies, pensive cow s standing up to the knees in w ater, and shepherd-boys and cottages
in the distance, half concealed in vineyards and vines.

A nd others w ere pictures of natural history, representing rhinoceroses and elephants
and spotted tigers; and above all there w as a picture of a great w hale, as big as a ship,
stuck full of harpoons, and three boats sailing after it as fast as they could fly.

Then, too, w e had a large library-case, that stood in the hall; an old brow n library-case,
tall as a sm all house; it had a sort of basem ent, w ith large doors, and a lock and key; and
higher up, there w ere glass doors, through w hich m ight be seen long row s of old books,
that had been printed in Paris, and London, and Leipsic. There w as a fine library edition of
the Spectator, in six large volum es w ith gilded backs; and m any a tim e I gazed at the w ord
―London‖ on the title-page. A nd there w as a copy of D ‒A lem bert in French, and I
w ondered w hat a great m an I w ould be, if by foreign travel I should ever be able to read
straight along w ithout stopping, out of that book, w hich now  w as a riddle to every one in
the house but m y father, w hom  I so m uch liked to hear talk French, as he som etim es did to
a servant w e had.

That servant, too, I used to gaze at w ith w onder; for in answ er to m y incredulous
cross-questions, he had over and over again assured m e, that he had really been born in
Paris. B ut this I never entirely believed; for it seem ed so hard to com prehend, how  a m an
w ho had been born in a foreign country, could be dw elling w ith m e in our house in
A m erica.

A s years passed on, this continual dw elling upon foreign associations, bred in m e a
vague prophetic thought, that I w as fated, one day or other, to be a great voyager; and that
just as m y father used to entertain strange gentlem en over their w ine after dinner, I w ould
hereafter be telling m y ow n adventures to an eager auditory. A nd I have no doubt that this
presentim ent had som ething to do w ith bringing about m y subsequent rovings.

B ut that w hich perhaps m ore than any thing else, converted m y vague dream ings and
longings into a definite purpose of seeking m y fortune on the sea, w as an old-fashioned
glass ship, about eighteen inches long, and of French m anufacture, w hich m y father, som e
thirty years before, had brought hom e from  H am burg as a present to a great-uncle of m ine:
Senator W ellingborough, w ho had died a m em ber of C ongress in the days of the old
C onstitution, and after w hom  I had the honor of being nam ed. U pon the decease of the
Senator, the ship w as returned to the donor.

It w as kept in a square glass case, w hich w as regularly dusted by one of m y sisters
every m orning, and stood on a little claw -footed D utch tea-table in one corner of the
sitting-room . This ship, after being the adm iration of m y father‒s visitors in the capital,
becam e the w onder and delight of all the people of the village w here w e now  resided,
m any of w hom  used to call upon m y m other, for no other purpose than to see the ship.
A nd w ell did it repay the long and curious exam inations w hich they w ere accustom ed to



give it.

In the first place, every bit of it w as glass, and that w as a great w onder of itself;
because the m asts, yards, and ropes w ere m ade to resem ble exactly the corresponding
parts of a real vessel that could go to sea. She carried tw o tiers of black guns all along her
tw o decks; and often I used to try to peep in at the portholes, to see w hat else w as inside;
but the holes w ere so sm all, and it looked so very dark indoors, that I could discover little
or nothing; though, w hen I w as very little, I m ade no doubt, that if I could but once pry
open the hull, and break the glass all to pieces, I w ould infallibly light upon som ething
w onderful, perhaps som e gold guineas, of w hich I have alw ays been in w ant, ever since I
could rem em ber. A nd often I used to feel a sort of insane desire to be the death of the glass
ship, case, and all, in order to com e at the plunder; and one day, throw ing out som e hint of
the kind to m y sisters, they ran to m y m other in a great clam or; and after that, the ship w as
placed on the m antel-piece for a tim e, beyond m y reach, and until I should recover m y
reason.

I do not know  how  to account for this tem porary m adness of m ine, unless it w as, that I
had been reading in a story-book about C aptain K idd‒s ship, that lay som ew here at the
bottom  of the H udson near the H ighlands, full of gold as it could be; and that a com pany
of m en w ere trying to dive dow n and get the treasure out of the hold, w hich no one had
ever thought of doing before, though there she had lain for alm ost a hundred years.

N ot to speak of the tall m asts, and yards, and rigging of this fam ous ship, am ong
w hose m azes of spun-glass I used to rove in im agination, till I grew  dizzy at the m ain-
truck, I w ill only m ake m ention of the people on board of her. They, too, w ere all of glass,
as beautiful little glass sailors as any body ever saw , w ith hats and shoes on, just like
living m en, and curious blue jackets w ith a sort of ruffle round the bottom . Four or five of
these sailors w ere very nim ble little chaps, and w ere m ounting up the rigging w ith very
long strides; but for all that, they never gained a single inch in the year, as I can take m y
oath.

A nother sailor w as sitting astride of the spanker-boom , w ith his arm s over his head,
but I never could find out w hat that w as for; a second w as in the fore-top, w ith a coil of
glass rigging over his shoulder; the cook, w ith a glass ax, w as splitting w ood near the fore-
hatch; the stew ard, in a glass apron, w as hurrying tow ard the cabin w ith a plate of glass
pudding; and a glass dog, w ith a red m outh, w as barking at him ; w hile the captain in a
glass cap w as sm oking a glass cigar on the quarterdeck. H e w as leaning against the
bulw ark, w ith one hand to his head; perhaps he w as unw ell, for he looked very glassy out
of the eyes.

The nam e of this curious ship w as La Reine, or The Q ueen, w hich w as painted on her
stern w here any one m ight read it, am ong a crow d of glass dolphins and sea-horses carved
there in a sort of sem icircle.

A nd this Q ueen rode undisputed m istress of a green glassy sea, som e of w hose w aves
w ere breaking over her bow  in a w ild w ay, I can tell you, and I used to be giving her up
for lost and foundered every m om ent, till I grew  older, and perceived that she w as not in
the slightest danger in the w orld.

A  good deal of dust, and fuzzy stuff like dow n, had in the course of m any years



w orked through the joints of the case, in w hich the ship w as kept, so as to cover all the sea
w ith a light dash of w hite, w hich if any thing im proved the general effect, for it looked
like the foam  and froth raised by the terrible gale the good Q ueen w as battling against.

So m uch for La Reine. W e have her yet in the house, but m any of her glass spars and
ropes are now  sadly shattered and broken,‍ but I w ill not have her m ended; and her
figurehead, a gallant w arrior in a cocked-hat, lies pitching headforem ost dow n into the
trough of a calam itous sea under the bow s‍ but I w ill not have him  put on his legs again,
till I get on m y ow n; for betw een him  and m e there is a secret sym pathy; and m y sisters
tell m e, even yet, that he fell from  his perch the very day I left hom e to go to sea on this
m y first voyage.

II. REDBURN‒S DEPARTURE FROM  HOM E

It w as w ith a heavy heart and full eyes, that m y poor m other parted w ith m e; perhaps
she thought m e an erring and a w illful boy, and perhaps I w as; but if I w as, it had been a
hardhearted w orld, and hard tim es that had m ade m e so. I had learned to think m uch and
bitterly before m y tim e; all m y young m ounting dream s of glory had left m e; and at that
early age, I w as as unam bitious as a m an of sixty.

Yes, I w ill go to sea; cut m y kind uncles and aunts, and sym pathizing patrons, and
leave no heavy hearts but those in m y ow n hom e, and take none along but the one w hich
aches in m y bosom . C old, bitter cold as D ecem ber, and bleak as its blasts, seem ed the
w orld then to m e; there is no m isanthrope like a boy disappointed; and such w as I, w ith
the w arm th of m e flogged out by adversity. B ut these thoughts are bitter enough even now ,
for they have not yet gone quite aw ay; and they m ust be uncongenial enough to the reader;
so no m ore of that, and let m e go on w ith m y story.

―Yes, I w ill w rite you, dear m other, as soon as I can,‖ m urm ured I, as she charged m e
for the hundredth tim e, not fail to inform  her of m y safe arrival in N ew  York.

―A nd now  M ary, M artha, and Jane, kiss m e all round, dear sisters, and then I am  off.
I‒ll be back in four m onths‍ it w ill be autum n then, and w e‒ll go into the w oods after nuts,
an I‒ll tell you all about Europe. G ood-by! good-by!‖

So I broke loose from  their arm s, and not daring to look behind, ran aw ay as fast as I
could, till I got to the corner w here m y brother w as w aiting. H e accom panied m e part of
the w ay to the place, w here the steam boat w as to leave for N ew  York; instilling into m e
m uch sage advice above his age, for he w as but eight years m y senior, and w arning m e
again and again to take care of m yself; and I solem nly prom ised I w ould; for w hat cast-
aw ay w ill not prom ise to take of care him self, w hen he sees that unless he him self does,
no one else w ill.

W e w alked on in silence till I saw  that his strength w as giving out,‍ he w as in ill
health then,‍ and w ith a m ute grasp of the hand, and a loud thum p at the heart, w e parted.

It w as early on a raw , cold, dam p m orning tow ard the end of spring, and the w orld w as
before m e; stretching aw ay a long m uddy road, lined w ith com fortable houses, w hose
inm ates w ere taking their sunrise naps, heedless of the w ayfarer passing. The cold drops
of drizzle trickled dow n m y leather cap, and m ingled w ith a few  hot tears on m y cheeks.



I had the w hole road to m yself, for no one w as yet stirring, and I w alked on, w ith a
slouching, dogged gait. The gray shooting-jacket w as on m y back, and from  the end of m y
brother‒s rifle hung a sm all bundle of m y clothes. M y fingers w orked m oodily at the stock
and trigger, and I thought that this indeed w as the w ay to begin life, w ith a gun in your
hand!

Talk not of the bitterness of m iddle-age and after life; a boy can feel all that, and m uch
m ore, w hen upon his young soul the m ildew  has fallen; and the fruit, w hich w ith others is
only blasted after ripeness, w ith him  is nipped in the first blossom  and bud. A nd never
again can such blights be m ade good; they strike in too deep, and leave such a scar that the
air of Paradise m ight not erase it. A nd it is a hard and cruel thing thus in early youth to
taste beforehand the pangs w hich should be reserved for the stout tim e of m anhood, w hen
the gristle has becom e bone, and w e stand up and fight out our lives, as a thing tried
before and foreseen; for then w e are veterans used to sieges and battles, and not green
recruits, recoiling at the first shock of the encounter.

A t last gaining the boat w e pushed off, and aw ay w e steam ed dow n the H udson. There
w ere few  passengers on board, the day w as so unpleasant; and they w ere m ostly
congregated in the after cabin round the stoves. A fter breakfast, som e of them  w ent to
reading: others took a nap on the settees; and others sat in silent circles, speculating, no
doubt, as to w ho each other m ight be.

They w ere certainly a cheerless set, and to m e they all looked stony-eyed and
heartless. I could not help it, I alm ost hated them ; and to avoid them , w ent on deck, but a
storm  of sleet drove m e below . A t last I bethought m e, that I had not procured a ticket, and
going to the captain‒s office to pay m y passage and get one, w as horror-struck to find, that
the price of passage had been suddenly raised that day, ow ing to the other boats not
running; so that I had not enough m oney to pay for m y fare. I had supposed it w ould be
but a dollar, and only a dollar did I have, w hereas it w as tw o. W hat w as to be done? The
boat w as off, and there w as no backing out; so I determ ined to say nothing to any body,
and grim ly w ait until called upon for m y fare.

The long w eary day w ore on till afternoon; one incessant storm  raged on deck; but
after dinner the few  passengers, w aked up w ith their roast-beef and m utton, becam e a little
m ore sociable. N ot w ith m e, for the scent and savor of poverty w as upon m e, and they all
cast tow ard m e their evil eyes and cold suspicious glances, as I sat apart, though am ong
them . I felt that desperation and recklessness of poverty w hich only a pauper know s.
There w as a m ighty patch upon one leg of m y trow sers, neatly sew ed on, for it had been
executed by m y m other, but still very obvious and incontrovertible to the eye. This patch I
had hitherto studiously endeavored to hide w ith the am ple skirts of m y shooting-jacket;
but now  I stretched out m y leg boldly, and thrust the patch under their noses, and looked at
them  so, that they soon looked aw ay, boy though I w as. Perhaps the gun that I clenched
frightened them  into respect; or there m ight have been som ething ugly in m y eye; or m y
teeth w ere w hite, and m y jaw s w ere set. For several hours, I sat gazing at a jovial party
seated round a m ahogany table, w ith som e crackers and cheese, and w ine and cigars. Their
faces w ere flushed w ith the good dinner they had eaten; and m ine felt pale and w an w ith a
long fast. If I had presum ed to offer to m ake one of their party; if I had told them  of m y
circum stances, and solicited som ething to refresh m e, I very w ell knew  from  the peculiar



hollow  ring of their laughter, they w ould have had the w aiters put m e out of the cabin, for
a beggar, w ho had no business to be w arm ing him self at their stove. A nd for that insult,
though only a conceit, I sat and gazed at them , putting up no petitions for their prosperity.
M y w hole soul w as soured w ithin m e, and w hen at last the captain‒s clerk, a slender young
m an, dressed in the height of fashion, w ith a gold w atch chain and broach, cam e round
collecting the tickets, I buttoned up m y coat to the throat, clutched m y gun, put on m y
leather cap, and pulling it w ell dow n, stood up like a sentry before him . H e held out his
hand, deem ing any rem ark superfluous, as his object in pausing before m e m ust be
obvious. B ut I stood m otionless and silent, and in a m om ent he saw  how  it w as w ith m e. I
ought to have spoken and told him  the case, in plain, civil term s, and offered m y dollar,
and then w aited the event. B ut I felt too w icked for that. H e did not w ait a great w hile, but
spoke first him self; and in a gruff voice, very unlike his urbane accents w hen accosting the
w ine and cigar party, dem anded m y ticket. I replied that I had none. H e then dem anded the
m oney; and upon m y answ ering that I had not enough, in a loud angry voice that attracted
all eyes, he ordered m e out of the cabin into the storm . The devil in m e then m ounted up
from  m y soul, and spread over m y fram e, till it tingled at m y finger ends; and I m uttered
out m y resolution to stay w here I w as, in such a m anner, that the ticket m an faltered back.
―There‒s a dollar for you,‖ I added, offering it.

―I w ant tw o,‖ said he.

―Take that or nothing,‖ I answ ered; ―it is all I have.‖

I thought he w ould strike m e. B ut, accepting the m oney, he contented him self w ith
saying som ething about sportsm en going on shooting expeditions, w ithout having m oney
to pay their expenses; and hinted that such chaps m ight better lay aside their fow ling-
pieces, and assum e the buck and saw . H e then passed on, and left every eye fastened upon
m e.

I stood their gazing som e tim e, but at last could stand it no m ore. I pushed m y seat
right up before the m ost insolent gazer, a short fat m an, w ith a plethora of cravat round his
neck, and fixing m y gaze on his, gave him  m ore gazes than he sent. This som ew hat
em barrassed him , and he looked round for som e one to take hold of m e; but no one
com ing, he pretended to be very busy counting the gilded w ooden beam s overhead. I then
turned to the next gazer, and clicking m y gun-lock, deliberately presented the piece at him .

U pon this, he overset his seat in his eagerness to get beyond m y range, for I had him
point blank, full in the left eye; and several persons starting to their feet, exclaim ed that I
m ust be crazy. So I w as at that tim e; for otherw ise I know  not how  to account for m y
dem oniac feelings, of w hich I w as afterw ard heartily asham ed, as I ought to have been,
indeed; and m uch m ore than that.

I then turned on m y heel, and shouldering m y fow ling-piece and bundle, m arched on
deck, and w alked there through the dreary storm , till I w as w et through, and the boat
touched the w harf at N ew  York.

Such is boyhood.

III. HE ARRIVES IN TOW N



From  the boat‒s bow , I jum ped ashore, before she w as secured, and follow ing m y
brother‒s directions, proceeded across the tow n tow ard St. John‒s Park, to the house of a
college friend of his, for w hom  I had a letter.

It w as a long w alk; and I stepped in at a sort of grocery to get a drink of w ater, w here
som e six or eight rough looking fellow s w ere playing dom inoes upon the counter, seated
upon cheese boxes. They w inked, and asked w hat sort of sport I had had gunning on such
a rainy day, but I only gulped dow n m y w ater and stalked off.

D ripping like a seal, I at last grounded arm s at the doorw ay of m y brother‒s friend,
rang the bell and inquired for him .

―W hat do you w ant?‖ said the servant, eying m e as if I w ere a housebreaker.

―I w ant to see your lord and m aster; show  m e into the parlor.‖

U pon this m y host him self happened to m ake his appearance, and seeing w ho I w as,
opened his hand and heart to m e at once, and drew  m e to his fireside; he had received a
letter from  m y brother, and had expected m e that day.

The fam ily w ere at tea; the fragrant herb filled the room  w ith its arom a; the brow n
toast w as odoriferous; and everything pleasant and charm ing. A fter a tem porary w arm ing,
I w as show n to a room , w here I changed m y w et dress, and returning to the table, found
that the interval had been w ell im proved by m y hostess; a m eal for a traveler w as spread
and I laid into it sturdily. Every m outhful pushed the devil that had been torm enting m e all
day farther and farther out of m e, till at last I entirely ejected him  w ith three successive
bow ls of B ohea.

M agic of kind w ords, and kind deeds, and good tea! That night I w ent to bed thinking
the w orld pretty tolerable, after all; and I could hardly believe that I had really acted that
m orning as I had, for I w as naturally of an easy and forbearing disposition; though w hen
such a disposition is tem porarily roused, it is perhaps w orse than a cannibal‒s.

N ext day, m y brother‒s friend, w hom  I choose to call M r. Jones, accom panied m e
dow n to the docks am ong the shipping, in order to get m e a place. A fter a good deal of
searching w e lighted upon a ship for Liverpool, and found the captain in the cabin; w hich
w as a very handsom e one, lined w ith m ahogany and m aple; and the stew ard, an elegant
looking m ulatto in a gorgeous turban, w as setting out on a sort of sideboard som e dinner
service w hich looked like silver, but it w as only B ritannia w are highly polished.

A s soon as I clapped m y eye on the captain, I thought m yself he w as just the captain to
suit m e. H e w as a fine looking m an, about forty, splendidly dressed, w ith very black
w hiskers, and very w hite teeth, and w hat I took to be a free, frank look out of a large hazel
eye. I liked him  am azingly. H e w as prom enading up and dow n the cabin, hum m ing som e
brisk air to him self w hen w e entered.

―G ood m orning, sir,‖ said m y friend.

―G ood m orning, good m orning, sir,‖ said the captain. ―Stew ard, chairs for the
gentlem en.‖

―O h! never m ind, sir,‖ said M r. Jones, rather taken aback by his extrem e civility. ―I
m erely called to see w hether you w ant a fine young lad to go to sea w ith you. H ere he is;



he has long w anted to be a sailor; and his friends have at last concluded to let him  go for
one voyage, and see how  he likes it.‖

―A h! indeed!‖ said the captain, blandly, and looking w here I stood. ―H e‒s a fine fellow ;
I like him . So you w ant to be a sailor, m y boy, do you?‖ added he, affectionately patting
m y head. ―It‒s a hard life, though; a hard life.‖

B ut w hen I looked round at his com fortable, and alm ost luxurious cabin, and then at
his handsom e care-free face, I thought he w as only trying to frighten m e, and I answ ered,
―W ell, sir, I am  ready to try it.‖

―I hope he‒s a country lad, sir,‖ said the captain to m y friend, ―these city boys are
som etim es hard cases.‖

―O h! yes, he‒s from  the country,‖ w as the reply, ―and of a highly respectable fam ily;
his great-uncle died a Senator.‖

―B ut his great-uncle don‒t w ant to go to sea too?‖ said the captain, looking funny.

―O h! no, oh, no!‍  H a! ha!‖

―H a! ha!‖ echoed the captain.

A  fine funny gentlem an, thought I, not m uch fancying, how ever, his levity concerning
m y great-uncle, he‒ll be cracking his jokes the w hole voyage; and so I afterw ard said to
one of the riggers on board; but he bade m e look out, that he did not crack m y head.

―W ell, m y lad,‖ said the captain, ―I suppose you know  w e haven‒t any pastures and
cow s on board; you can‒t get any m ilk at sea, you know .‖

―O h! I know  all about that, sir; m y father has crossed the ocean, if I haven‒t.‖

―Yes,‖ cried m y friend, ―his father, a gentlem an of one of the first fam ilies in A m erica,
crossed the A tlantic several tim es on im portant business.‖

―Em bassador extraordinary?‖ said the captain, looking funny again.

―O h! no, he w as a w ealthy m erchant.‖

―A h! indeed;‖ said the captain, looking grave and bland again, ―then this fine lad is the
son of a gentlem an?‖

―C ertainly,‖ said m y friend, ―and he‒s only going to sea for the hum or of it; they w ant
to send him  on his travels w ith a tutor, but he w ill go to sea as a sailor.‖

The fact w as, that m y young friend (for he w as only about tw enty-five) w as not a very
w ise m an; and this w as a huge fib, w hich out of the kindness of his heart, he told in m y
behalf, for the purpose of creating a profound respect for m e in the eyes of m y future lord.

U pon being apprized, that I had w illfully forborne taking the grand tour w ith a tutor, in
order to put m y hand in a tar-bucket, the handsom e captain looked ten tim es m ore funny
than ever; and said that he him self w ould be m y tutor, and take m e on m y travels, and pay
for the privilege.

―A h!‖ said m y friend, ―that rem inds m e of business. Pray, captain, how  m uch do you
generally pay a handsom e young fellow  like this?‖



―W ell,‖ said the captain, looking grave and profound, ―w e are not so particular about
beauty, and w e never give m ore than three dollars to a green lad like W ellingborough here,
that‒s your nam e, m y boy? W ellingborough R edburn!‍ U pon m y soul, a fine sounding
nam e.‖

―W hy, captain,‖ said M r. Jones, quickly interrupting him , ―that w on‒t pay for his
clothing.‖

―B ut you know  his highly respectable and w ealthy relations w ill doubtless see to all
that,‖ replied the captain, w ith his funny look again.

―O h! yes, I forgot that,‖ said M r. Jones, looking rather foolish. ―H is friends w ill of
course see to that.‖

―O f course,‖ said the captain sm iling.

―O f course,‖ repeated M r. Jones, looking ruefully at the patch on m y pantaloons,
w hich just then I endeavored to hide w ith the skirt of m y shooting-jacket.

―You are quite a sportsm an I see,‖ said the captain, eying the great buttons on m y coat,
upon each of w hich w as a carved fox.

U pon this m y benevolent friend thought that here w as a grand opportunity to befriend
m e.

―Yes, he‒s quite a sportsm an,‖ said he, ―he‒s got a very valuable fow ling-piece at
hom e, perhaps you w ould like to purchase it, captain, to shoot gulls w ith at sea? It‒s
cheap.‖

―O h! no, he had better leave it w ith his relations,‖ said the captain, ―so that he can go
hunting again w hen he returns from  England.‖

―Yes, perhaps that w ould be better, after all,‖ said m y friend, pretending to fall into a
profound m using, involving all sides of the m atter in hand. ―W ell, then, captain, you can
only give the boy three dollars a m onth, you say?‖

―O nly three dollars a m onth,‖ said the captain.

―A nd I believe,‖ said m y friend, ―that you generally give som ething in advance, do
you not?‖

―Yes, that is som etim es the custom  at the shipping offices,‖ said the captain, w ith a
bow , ―but in this case, as the boy has rich relations, there w ill be no need of that, you
know .‖

A nd thus, by his ill-advised, but w ell-m eaning hints concerning the respectability of
m y paternity, and the im m ense w ealth of m y relations, did this really honest-hearted but
foolish friend of m ine, prevent m e from  getting three dollars in advance, w hich I greatly
needed. H ow ever, I said nothing, though I thought the m ore; and particularly, how  that it
w ould have been m uch better for m e, to have gone on board alone, accosted the captain on
m y ow n account, and told him  the plain truth. Poor people m ake a very poor business of it
w hen they try to seem  rich.

The arrangem ent being concluded, w e bade the captain good m orning; and as w e w ere
about leaving the cabin, he sm iled again, and said, ―W ell, R edburn, m y boy, you w on‒t get



hom e-sick before you sail, because that w ill m ake you very sea-sick w hen you get to sea.‖

A nd w ith that he sm iled very pleasantly, and bow ed tw o or three tim es, and told the
stew ard to open the cabin-door, w hich the stew ard did w ith a peculiar sort of grin on his
face, and a slanting glance at m y shooting-jacket. A nd so w e left.

IV. HOW  HE DISPOSED OF HIS FOW LING-PIECE

N ext day I w ent alone to the shipping office to sign the articles, and there I m et a great
crow d of sailors, w ho as soon as they found w hat I w as after, began to tip the w ink all
round, and I overheard a fellow  in a great flapping sou‒w ester cap say to another old tar in
a shaggy m onkey-jacket, ―Tw ig his coat, d‒ye see the buttons, that chap ain‒t going to sea
in a m erchantm an, he‒s going to shoot w hales. I say, m aty‍ look here‍ how  d‒ye sell
them  big buttons by the pound?‖

―G ive us one for a saucer, w ill ye?‖ said another.

―Let the youngster alone,‖ said a third. ―C om e here, m y little boy, has your m a put up
som e sw eetm eats for ye to take to sea?‖

They are all w itty dogs, thought I to m yself, trying to m ake the best of the m atter, for I
saw  it w ould not do to resent w hat they said; they can‒t m ean any harm , though they are
certainly very im pudent; so I tried to laugh off their banter, but as soon as ever I could, I
put dow n m y nam e and beat a retreat.

O n the m orrow , the ship w as advertised to sail. So the rest of that day I spent in
preparations. A fter in vain trying to sell m y fow ling-piece for a fair price to chance
custom ers, I w as w alking up C hatham -street w ith it, w hen a curly-headed little m an w ith a
dark oily face, and a hooked nose, like the pictures of Judas Iscariot, called to m e from  a
strange-looking shop, w ith three gilded balls hanging over it.

W ith a peculiar accent, as if he had been over-eating him self w ith Indian-pudding or
som e other plushy com pound, this curly-headed little m an very civilly invited m e into his
shop; and m aking a polite bow , and bidding m e m any unnecessary good m ornings, and
rem arking upon the fine w eather, begged m e to let him  look at m y fow ling-piece. I handed
it to him  in an instant, glad of the chance of disposing of it, and told him  that w as just
w hat I w anted.

―A h!‖ said he, w ith his Indian-pudding accent again, w hich I w ill not try to m im ic, and
abating his look of eagerness, ―I thought it w as a better article, it‒s very old.‖

―N ot,‖ said I, starting in surprise, ―it‒s not been used m ore than three tim es; w hat w ill
you give for it?‖

―W e don‒t buy any thing here,‖ said he, suddenly looking very indifferent, ―this is a
place w here people paw n things.‖ Paw n being a w ord I had never heard before, I asked
him  w hat it m eant; w hen he replied, that w hen people w anted any m oney, they cam e to
him  w ith their fow ling-pieces, and got one third its value, and then left the fow ling-piece
there, until they w ere able to pay back the m oney.

W hat a benevolent little old m an, this m ust be, thought I, and how  very obliging.



―A nd pray,‖ said I, ―how  m uch w ill you let m e have for m y gun, by w ay of a paw n?‖

―W ell, I suppose it‒s w orth six dollars, and seeing you‒re a boy, I‒ll let you have three
dollars upon it‖

―N o,‖ exclaim ed I, seizing the fow ling-piece, ―it‒s w orth five tim es that, I‒ll go
som ew here else.‖

―G ood m orning, then,‖ said he, ―I hope you‒ll do better,‖ and he bow ed m e out as if he
expected to see m e again pretty soon.

I had not gone very far w hen I cam e across three m ore balls hanging over a shop. In I
w ent, and saw  a long counter, w ith a sort of picket-fence, running all along from  end to
end, and three little holes, w ith three little old m en standing inside of them , like prisoners
looking out of a jail. B ack of the counter w ere all sorts of things, piled up and labeled.
H ats, and caps, and coats, and guns, and sw ords, and canes, and chests, and planes, and
books, and w riting-desks, and every thing else. A nd in a glass case w ere lots of w atches,
and seals, chains, and rings, and breastpins, and all kinds of trinkets. A t one of the little
holes, earnestly talking w ith one of the hook-nosed m en, w as a thin w om an in a faded silk
gow n and shaw l, holding a pale little girl by the hand. A s I drew  near, she spoke low er in a
w hisper; and the m an shook his head, and looked cross and rude; and then som e m ore
w ords w ere exchanged over a m iniature, and som e m oney w as passed through the hole,
and the w om an and child shrank out of the door.

I w on‒t sell m y gun to that m an, thought I; and I passed on to the next hole; and w hile
w aiting there to be served, an elderly m an in a high-w aisted surtout, thrust a silver snuff-
box through; and a young m an in a calico shirt and a shiny coat w ith a velvet collar
presented a silver w atch; and a sheepish boy in a cloak took out a frying-pan; and another
little boy had a B ible; and all these things w ere thrust through to the hook-nosed m an, w ho
seem ed ready to hook any thing that cam e along; so I had no doubt he w ould gladly hook
m y gun, for the long picketed counter seem ed like a great seine, that caught every variety
of fish.

A t last I saw  a chance, and crow ded in for the hole; and in order to be beforehand w ith
a big m an w ho just then cam e in, I pushed m y gun violently through the hole; upon w hich
the hook-nosed m an cried out, thinking I w as going to shoot him . B ut at last he took the
gun, turned it end for end, clicked the trigger three tim es, and then said, ―one dollar.‖

―W hat about one dollar?‖ said I.

―That‒s all I‒ll give,‖ he replied.

―W ell, w hat do you w ant?‖ and he turned to the next person. This w as a young m an in
a seedy red cravat and a pim ply face, that looked as if it w as going to seed likew ise, w ho,
w ith a m ysterious tapping of his vest-pocket and other hints, m ade a great show  of having
som ething confidential to com m unicate.

B ut the hook-nosed m an spoke out very loud, and said, ―N one of that; take it out. G ot
a stolen w atch? W e don‒t deal in them  things here.‖

U pon this the young m an flushed all over, and looked round to see w ho had heard the
paw nbroker; then he took som ething very sm all out of his pocket, and keeping it hidden



under his palm , pushed it into the hole.

―W here did you get this ring?‖ said the paw nbroker.

―I w ant to paw n it,‖ w hispered the other, blushing all over again.

―W hat‒s your nam e?‖ said the paw nbroker, speaking very loud.

―H ow  m uch w ill you give?‖ w hispered the other in reply, leaning over, and looking as
if he w anted to hush up the paw nbroker.

A t last the sum  w as agreed upon, w hen the m an behind the counter took a little ticket,
and tying the ring to it began to w rite on the ticket; all at once he asked the young m an
w here he lived, a question w hich em barrassed him  very m uch; but at last he stam m ered
out a certain num ber in B roadw ay.

―That‒s the C ity H otel: you don‒t live there,‖ said the m an, cruelly glancing at the
shabby coat before him .

―O h! w ell,‖ stam m ered the other blushing scarlet, ―I thought this w as only a sort of
form  to go through; I don‒t like to tell w here I do live, for I ain‒t in the habit of going to
paw nbrokers.‖

―You stole that ring, you know  you did,‖ roared out the hook-nosed m an, incensed at
this slur upon his calling, and now  seem ingly bent on dam aging the young m an‒s character
for life. ―I‒m  a good m ind to call a constable; w e don‒t take stolen goods here, I tell you.‖

A ll eyes w ere now  fixed suspiciously upon this m artyrized young m an; w ho looked
ready to drop into the earth; and a poor w om an in a night-cap, w ith som e baby-clothes in
her hand, looked fearfully at the paw nbroker, as if dreading to encounter such a terrible
pattern of integrity. A t last the young m an sunk off w ith his m oney, and looking out of the
w indow , I saw  him  go round the corner so sharply that he knocked his elbow  against the
w all.

I w aited a little longer, and saw  several m ore served; and having rem arked that the
hook-nosed m en invariably fixed their ow n price upon every thing, and if that w as refused
told the person to be off w ith him self; I concluded that it w ould be of no use to try and get
m ore from  them  than they had offered; especially w hen I saw  that they had a great m any
fow ling-pieces hanging up, and did not have particular occasion for m ine; and m ore than
that, they m ust be very w ell off and rich, to treat people so cavalierly.

M y best plan then seem ed to be to go right back to the curly-headed paw nbroker, and
take up w ith m y first offer. B ut w hen I w ent back, the curly-headed m an w as very busy
about som ething else, and kept m e w aiting a long tim e; at last I got a chance and told him
I w ould take the three dollars he had offered.

―O ught to have taken it w hen you could get it,‖ he replied. ―I w on‒t give but tw o
dollars and a half for it now .‖

In vain I expostulated; he w as not to be m oved, so I pocketed the m oney and departed.

V. HE PURCHASES HIS SEA-WARDROBE, AND ON A DISM AL
RAINY DAY PICKS UP HIS BOARD AND LODGING ALONG THE



W HARVES

The first thing I now  did w as to buy a little stationery, and keep m y prom ise to m y
m other, by w riting her; and I also w rote to m y brother inform ing him  of the voyage I
purposed m aking, and indulging in som e rom antic and m isanthropic view s of life, such as
m any boys in m y circum stances, are accustom ed to do.

The rest of the tw o dollars and a half I laid out that very m orning in buying a red
w oolen shirt near C atharine M arket, a tarpaulin hat, w hich I got at an out-door stand near
Peck Slip, a belt and jackknife, and tw o or three trifles. A fter these purchases, I had only
one penny left, so I w alked out to the end of the pier, and threw  the penny into the w ater.
The reason w hy I did this, w as because I som ehow  felt alm ost desperate again, and didn‒t
care w hat becam e of m e. B ut if the penny had been a dollar, I w ould have kept it.

I w ent hom e to dinner at M r. Jones‒, and they w elcom ed m e very kindly, and M rs.
Jones kept m y plate full all the tim e during dinner, so that I had no chance to em pty it. She
seem ed to see that I felt bad, and thought plenty of pudding m ight help m e. A t any rate, I
never felt so bad yet but I could eat a good dinner. A nd once, years afterw ard, w hen I
expected to be killed every day, I rem em ber m y appetite w as very keen, and I said to
m yself, ―Eat aw ay, W ellingborough, w hile you can, for this m ay be the last supper you
w ill have.‖

A fter dinner I w ent into m y room , locked the door carefully, and hung a tow el over the
knob, so that no one could peep through the keyhole, and then w ent to trying on m y red
w oolen shirt before the glass, to see w hat sort of a looking sailor I w as going to m ake. A s
soon as I got into the shirt I began to feel sort of w arm  and red about the face, w hich I
found w as ow ing to the reflection of the dyed w ool upon m y skin. A fter that, I took a pair
of scissors and w ent to cutting m y hair, w hich w as very long. I thought every little w ould
help, in m aking m e a light hand to run aloft.

N ext m orning I bade m y kind host and hostess good-by, and left the house w ith m y
bundle, feeling som ew hat m isanthropical and desperate again.

B efore I reached the ship, it began to rain hard; and as soon as I arrived at the w harf, it
w as plain that there w ould be no getting to sea that day.

This w as a great disappointm ent to m e, for I did not w ant to return to M r. Jones‒ again
after bidding them  good-by; it w ould be so aw kw ard. So I concluded to go on board ship
for the present.

W hen I reached the deck, I saw  no one but a large m an in a large dripping pea-jacket,
w ho w as calking dow n the m ain-hatches.

―W hat do you w ant, Pillgarlic?‖ said he.

―I‒ve shipped to sail in this ship,‖ I replied, assum ing a little dignity, to chastise his
fam iliarity.

―W hat for? a tailor?‖ said he, looking at m y shooting jacket.

I answ ered that I w as going as a ―boy;‖ for so I w as technically put dow n on the
articles.



―W ell,‖ said he, ―have you got your traps aboard?‖

I told him  I didn‒t know  there w ere any rats in the ship, and hadn‒t brought any ―trap.‖

A t this he laughed out w ith a great guffaw , and said there m ust be hay-seed in m y hair.

This m ade m e m ad; but thinking he m ust be one of the sailors w ho w as going in the
ship, I thought it w ouldn‒t be w ise to m ake an enem y of him , so only asked him  w here the
m en slept in the vessel, for I w anted to put m y clothes aw ay.

―W here‒s your clothes?‖ said he.

―H ere in m y bundle,‖ said I, holding it up.

―W ell if that‒s all you‒ve got,‖ he cried, ―you‒d better chuck it overboard. B ut go
forw ard, go forw ard to the forecastle; that‒s the place you‒ll live in aboard here.‖

A nd w ith that he directed m e to a sort of hole in the deck in the bow  of the ship; but
looking dow n, and seeing how  dark it w as, I asked him  for a light.

―Strike your eyes together and m ake one,‖ said he, ―w e don‒t have any lights here.‖ So
I groped m y w ay dow n into the forecastle, w hich sm elt so bad of old ropes and tar, that it
alm ost m ade m e sick. A fter w aiting patiently, I began to see a little; and looking round, at
last perceived I w as in a sm oky looking place, w ith tw elve w ooden boxes stuck round the
sides. In som e of these boxes w ere large chests, w hich I at once supposed to belong to the
sailors, w ho m ust have taken that m ethod of appropriating their ―Trunks,‖ as I afterw ard
found these boxes w ere called. A nd so it turned out.

A fter exam ining them  for a w hile, I selected an em pty one, and put m y bundle right in
the m iddle of it, so that there m ight be no m istake about m y claim  to the place, particularly
as the bundle w as so sm all.

This done, I w as glad to get on deck; and learning to a certainty that the ship w ould not
sail till the next day, I resolved to go ashore, and w alk about till dark, and then return and
sleep out the night in the forecastle. So I w alked about all over, till I w as w eary, and w ent
into a m ean liquor shop to rest; for having m y tarpaulin on, and not looking very
gentlem anly, I w as afraid to go into any better place, for fear of being driven out. H ere I
sat till I began to feel very hungry; and seeing som e doughnuts on the counter, I began to
think w hat a fool I had been, to throw  aw ay m y last penny; for the doughnuts w ere but a
penny apiece, and they looked very plum p, and fat, and round. I never saw  doughnuts look
so enticing before; especially w hen a negro cam e in, and ate one before m y eyes. A t last I
thought I w ould fill up a little by drinking a glass of w ater; having read som ew here that
this w as a good plan to follow  in a case like the present. I did not feel thirsty, but only
hungry; so had m uch ado to get dow n the w ater; for it tasted w arm ; and the tum bler had an
ugly flavor; the negro had been drinking som e spirits out of it just before.

I m arched off again, every once in a w hile stopping to take in som e m ore w ater, and
being very careful not to step into the sam e shop tw ice, till night cam e on, and I found
m yself soaked through, for it had been raining m ore or less all day. A s I w ent to the ship, I
could not help thinking how  lonesom e it w ould be, to spend the w hole night in that dam p
and dark forecastle, w ithout light or fire, and nothing to lie on but the bare boards of m y
bunk. H ow ever, to drow n all such thoughts, I gulped dow n another glass of w ater, though



I w as w et enough outside and in by this tim e; and trying to put on a bold look, as if I had
just been eating a hearty m eal, I stepped aboard the ship.

The m an in the big pea-jacket w as not to be seen; but on going forw ard I unexpectedly
found a young lad there, about m y ow n age; and as soon as he opened his m outh I knew
he w as not an A m erican. H e talked such a curious language though, half English and half
gibberish, that I knew  not w hat to m ake of him ; and w as a little astonished, w hen he told
m e he w as an English boy, from  Lancashire.

It seem ed, he had com e over from  Liverpool in this very ship on her last voyage, as a
steerage passenger; but finding that he w ould have to w ork very hard to get along in
A m erica, and getting hom e-sick into the bargain, he had arranged w ith the captain to w ork
his passage back.

I w as glad to have som e com pany, and tried to get him  conversing; but found he w as
the m ost stupid and ignorant boy I had ever m et w ith. I asked him  som ething about the
river Tham es; w hen he said that he hadn‒t traveled any in A m erica and didn‒t know  any
thing about the rivers here. A nd w hen I told him  the river Tham es w as in England, he
show ed no surprise or sham e at his ignorance, but only looked ten tim es m ore stupid than
before.

A t last w e w ent below  into the forecastle, and both getting into the sam e bunk,
stretched ourselves out on the planks, and I tried m y best to get asleep. B ut though m y
com panion soon began to snore very loud, for m e, I could not forget m yself, ow ing to the
horrid sm ell of the place, m y being so w et, cold, and hungry, and besides all that, I felt
dam p and clam m y about the heart. I lay turning over and over, listening to the Lancashire
boy‒s snoring, till at last I felt so, that I had to go on deck; and there I w alked till m orning,
w hich I thought w ould never com e.

A s soon as I thought the groceries on the w harf w ould be open I left the ship and w ent
to m ake m y breakfast of another glass of w ater. B ut this m ade m e very qualm ish; and soon
I felt sick as death; m y head w as dizzy; and I w ent staggering along the w alk, alm ost
blind. A t last I dropt on a heap of chain-cable, and shutting m y eyes hard, did m y best to
rally m yself, in w hich I succeeded, at last, enough to get up and w alk off. Then I thought
that I had done w rong in not returning to m y friend‒s house the day before; and w ould
have w alked there now , as it w as, only it w as at least three m iles up tow n; too far for m e to
w alk in such a state, and I had no sixpence to ride in an om nibus.

VI. HE IS INITIATED IN THE BUSINESS OF CLEANING OUT THE
PIG-PEN, AND SLUSHING DOW N THE TOP-M AST

B y the tim e I got back to the ship, every thing w as in an uproar. The pea-jacket m an
w as there, ordering about a good m any m en in the rigging, and people w ere bringing off
chickens, and pigs, and beef, and vegetables from  the shore. Soon after, another m an, in a
striped calico shirt, a short blue jacket and beaver hat, m ade his appearance, and w ent to
ordering about the m an in the big pea-jacket; and at last the captain cam e up the side, and
began to order about both of them .

These tw o m en turned out to be the first and second m ates of the ship.



Thinking to m ake friends w ith the second m ate, I took out an old tortoise-shell snuff-
box of m y father‒s, in w hich I had put a piece of C avendish tobacco, to look sailor-like,
and offered the box to him  very politely. H e stared at m e a m om ent, and then exclaim ed,
―D o you think w e take snuff aboard here, youngster? no, no, no tim e for snuff-taking at
sea; don‒t let the ‐old m an‒ see that snuff-box; take m y advice and pitch it overboard as
quick as you can.‖

I told him  it w as not snuff, but tobacco; w hen he said, he had plenty of tobacco of his
ow n, and never carried any such nonsense about him  as a tobacco-box. W ith that, he w ent
off about his business, and left m e feeling foolish enough. B ut I had reason to be glad he
had acted thus, for if he had not, I think I should have offered m y box to the chief m ate,
w ho in that case, from  w hat I afterw ard learned of him , w ould have knocked m e dow n, or
done som ething else equally uncivil.

A s I w as standing looking round m e, the chief m ate approached in a great hurry about
som ething, and seeing m e in his w ay, cried out, ―A shore w ith you, you young loafer!
There‒s no stealings here; sail aw ay, I tell you, w ith that shooting-jacket!‖

U pon this I retreated, saying that I w as going out in the ship as a sailor.

―A  sailor!‖ he cried, ―a barber‒s clerk, you m ean; you going out in the ship? w hat, in
that jacket? H ang m e, I hope the old m an hasn‒t been shipping any m ore greenhorns like
you‍ he‒ll m ake a shipw reck of it if he has. B ut this is the w ay now adays; to save a few
dollars in seam en‒s w ages, they think nothing of shipping a parcel of farm ers and
clodhoppers and baby-boys. W hat‒s your nam e, Pillgarlic?‖

―R edburn,‖ said I.

―A  pretty handle to a m an, that; scorch you to take hold of it; haven‒t you got any
other?‖

―W ellingborough,‖ said I.

―W orse yet. W ho had the baptizing of ye? W hy didn‒t they call you Jack, or Jill, or
som ething short and handy. B ut I‒ll baptize you over again. D ‒ye hear, sir, henceforth your
nam e is Buttons. A nd now  do you go, B uttons, and clean out that pig-pen in the long-boat;
it has not been cleaned out since last voyage. A nd bear a hand about it, d‒ye hear; there‒s
them  pigs there w aiting to be put in; com e, be off about it, now .‖

W as this then the beginning of m y sea-career? set to cleaning out a pig-pen, the very
first thing?

B ut I thought it best to say nothing; I had bound m yself to obey orders, and it w as too
late to retreat. So I only asked for a shovel, or spade, or som ething else to w ork w ith.

―W e don‒t dig gardens here,‖ w as the reply; ―dig it out w ith your teeth!‖

A fter looking round, I found a stick and w ent to scraping out the pen, w hich w as
aw kw ard w ork enough, for another boat called the ―jolly-boat,‖ w as capsized right over
the longboat, w hich brought them  alm ost close together. These tw o boats w ere in the
m iddle of the deck. I m anaged to craw l inside of the long-boat; and after barking m y shins
against the seats, and bum ping m y head a good m any tim es, I got along to the stern, w here
the pig-pen w as.



W hile I w as hard at w ork a drunken sailor peeped in, and cried out to his com rades,
―Look here, m y lads, w hat sort of a pig do you call this? H allo! inside there! w hat are you
‐bout there? trying to stow  yourself aw ay to steal a passage to Liverpool? O ut of that! out
of that, I say.‖ B ut just then the m ate cam e along and ordered this drunken rascal ashore.

The pig-pen being cleaned out, I w as set to w ork picking up som e shavings, w hich lay
about the deck; for there had been carpenters at w ork on board. The m ate ordered m e to
throw  these shavings into the long-boat at a particular place betw een tw o of the seats. B ut
as I found it hard w ork to push the shavings through in that place, and as it looked w et
there, I thought it w ould be better for the shavings as w ell as m yself, to thrust them  w here
there w as a larger opening and a dry spot. W hile I w as thus em ployed, the m ate observing
m e, exclaim ed w ith an oath, ―D idn‒t I tell you to put those shavings som ew here else? D o
w hat I tell you, now , B uttons, or m ind your eye!‖

Stifling m y indignation at his rudeness, w hich by this tim e I found w as m y only plan, I
replied that that w as not so good a place for the shavings as that w hich I m yself had
selected, and asked him  to tell m e w hy he w anted m e to put them  in the place he
designated. U pon this, he flew  into a terrible rage, and w ithout explanation reiterated his
order like a clap of thunder.

This w as m y first lesson in the discipline of the sea, and I never forgot it. From  that
tim e I learned that sea-officers never gave reasons for any thing they order to be done. It is
enough that they com m and it, so that the m otto is, ―O bey orders, though you break
ow ners.‖

I now  began to feel very faint and sick again, and longed for the ship to be leaving the
dock; for then I m ade no doubt w e w ould soon be having som ething to eat. B ut as yet, I
saw  none of the sailors on board, and as for the m en at w ork in the rigging, I found out
that they w ere ―riggers,‖ that is, m en living ashore, w ho w orked by the day in getting
ships ready for sea; and this I found out to m y cost, for yielding to the kind blandishm ent
of one of these riggers, I had sw apped aw ay m y jackknife w ith him  for a m uch poorer one
of his ow n, thinking to secure a sailor friend for the voyage. A t last I w atched m y chance,
and w hile people‒s backs w ere turned, I seized a carrot from  several bunches lying on
deck, and clapping it under the skirts of m y shooting-jacket, w ent forw ard to eat it; for I
had often eaten raw  carrots, w hich taste som ething like chestnuts. This carrot refreshed m e
a good deal, though at the expense of a little pain in m y stom ach. H ardly had I disposed of
it, w hen I heard the chief m ate‒s voice crying out for ―B uttons.‖ I ran after him , and
received an order to go aloft and ―slush dow n the m ain-top m ast.‖



This w as all G reek to m e, and after receiving the order, I stood staring about m e,
w ondering w hat it w as that w as to be done. B ut the m ate had turned on his heel, and m ade
no explanations. A t length I follow ed after him , and asked w hat I m ust do.

―D idn‒t I tell you to slush dow n the m ain-top m ast?‖ he shouted.

―You did,‖ said I, ―but I don‒t know  w hat that m eans.‖

―G reen as grass! a regular cabbage-head!‖ he exclaim ed to him self. ―A  fine tim e I‒ll
have w ith such a greenhorn aboard. Look you, youngster. Look up to that long pole there
‍ d‒ye see it? that piece of a tree there, you tim ber-head‍ w ell‍ take this bucket here,
and go up the rigging‍ that rope-ladder there‍ do you understand?‍ and dab this slush
all over the m ast, and look out for your head if one drop falls on deck. B e off now ,
B uttons.‖

The eventful hour had arrived; for the first tim e in m y life I w as to ascend a ship‒s
m ast. H ad I been w ell and hearty, perhaps I should have felt a little shaky at the thought;
but as I w as then, w eak and faint, the bare thought appalled m e.

B ut there w as no hanging back; it w ould look like cow ardice, and I could not bring
m yself to confess that I w as suffering for w ant of food; so rallying again, I took up the
bucket.

It w as a heavy bucket, w ith strong iron hoops, and m ight have held perhaps tw o
gallons. B ut it w as only half full now  of a sort of thick lobbered gravy, w hich I afterw ard
learned w as boiled out of the salt beef used by the sailors. U pon getting into the rigging, I
found it w as no easy job to carry this heavy bucket up w ith m e. The rope handle of it w as
so slippery w ith grease, that although I tw isted it several tim es about m y w rist, it w ould be
still tw irling round and round, and slipping off. Spite of this, how ever, I m anaged to m ount
as far as the ―top,‖ the clum sy bucket half the tim e straddling and sw inging about betw een
m y legs, and in m om entary danger of capsizing. A rrived at the ―top,‖ I cam e to a dead
halt, and looked up. H ow  to surm ount that overhanging im pedim ent com pletely posed m e
for the tim e. B ut at last, w ith m uch straining, I contrived to place m y bucket in the ―top;‖
and then, trusting to Providence, sw ung m yself up after it. The rest of the road w as
com paratively easy; though w henever I incautiously looked dow n tow ard the deck, m y
head spun round so from  w eakness, that I w as obliged to shut m y eyes to recover m yself. I
do not rem em ber m uch m ore. I only recollect m y safe return to the deck.

In a short tim e the bustle of the ship increased; the trunks of cabin passengers arrived,
and the chests and boxes of the steerage passengers, besides baskets of w ine and fruit for
the captain.

A t last w e cast loose, and sw inging out into the stream , cam e to anchor, and hoisted
the signal for sailing. Every thing, it seem ed, w as on board but the crew ; w ho in a few
hours after, cam e off, one by one, in W hitehall boats, their chests in the bow , and
them selves lying back in the stem  like lords; and show ing very plainly the com placency
they felt in keeping the w hole ship w aiting for their lordships.

―Ay, ay,‖ m uttered the chief m ate, as they rolled out of then-boats and sw aggered on
deck, ―it‒s your turn now , but it w ill be m ine before long. Yaw  about w hile you m ay, m y
hearties, I‒ll do the yaw ing after the anchor‒s up.‖



Several of the sailors w ere very drunk, and one of them  w as lifted on board insensible
by his landlord, w ho carried him  dow n below  and dum ped him  into a bunk. A nd tw o other
sailors, as soon as they m ade their appearance, im m ediately w ent below  to sleep off the
fum es of their drink.

A t last, all the crew  being on board, w ord w as passed to go to dinner fore and aft, an
order that m ade m y heart jum p w ith delight, for now  m y long fast w ould be broken. B ut
though the sailors, surfeited w ith eating and drinking ashore, did not then touch the salt
beef and potatoes w hich the black cook handed dow n into the forecastle; and though this
left the w hole allow ance to m e; to m y surprise, I found that I could eat little or nothing; for
now  I only felt deadly faint, but not hungry.

VII. HE GETS TO SEA AND FEELS VERY BAD

Every thing at last being in readiness, the pilot cam e on board, and all hands w ere
called to up anchor. W hile I w orked at m y bar, I could not help observing how  haggard the
m en looked, and how  m uch they suffered from  this violent exercise, after the terrific
dissipation in w hich they had been indulging ashore. B ut I soon learnt that sailors breathe
nothing about such things, but strive their best to appear all alive and hearty, though it
com es very hard for m any of them .

The anchor being secured, a steam  tug-boat w ith a strong nam e, the H ercules, took
hold of us; and aw ay w e w ent past the long line of shipping, and w harves, and
w arehouses; and rounded the green south point of the island w here the B attery is, and
passed G overnor‒s Island, and pointed right out for the N arrow s.

M y heart w as like lead, and I felt bad enough, H eaven know s; but then, there w as
plenty of w ork to be done, w hich kept m y thoughts from  becom ing too m uch for m e.

A nd I tried to think all the tim e, that I w as going to England, and that, before m any
m onths, I should have actually been there and hom e again, telling m y adventures to m y
brothers and sisters; and w ith w hat delight they w ould listen, and how  they w ould look up
to m e then, and reverence m y sayings; and how  that even m y elder brother w ould be
forced to treat m e w ith great consideration, as having crossed the A tlantic O cean, w hich
he had never done, and there w as no probability he ever w ould.

W ith such thoughts as these I endeavored to shake off m y heavy-heartedness; but it
w ould not do at all; for this w as only the first day of the voyage, and m any w eeks, nay,
several w hole m onths m ust elapse before the voyage w as ended; and w ho could tell w hat
m ight happen to m e; for w hen I looked up at the high, giddy m asts, and thought how  often
I m ust be going up and dow n them , I thought sure enough that som e luckless day or other,
I w ould certainly fall overboard and be drow ned. A nd then, I thought of lying dow n at the
bottom  of the sea, stark alone, w ith the great w aves rolling over m e, and no one in the
w ide w orld know ing that I w as there. A nd I thought how  m uch better and sw eeter it m ust
be, to be buried under the pleasant hedge that bounded the sunny south side of our village
grave-yard, w here every Sunday I had used to w alk after church in the afternoon; and I
alm ost w ished I w as there now ; yes, dead and buried in that churchyard. A ll the tim e m y
eyes w ere filled w ith tears, and I kept holding m y breath, to choke dow n the sobs, for
indeed I could not help feeling as I did, and no doubt any boy in the w orld w ould have felt



just as I did then.

A s the steam er carried us further and further dow n the bay, and w e passed ships lying
at anchor, w ith m en gazing at us and w aving their hats; and sm all boats w ith ladies in
them  w aving their handkerchiefs; and passed the green shore of Staten Island, and caught
sight of so m any beautiful cottages all overrun w ith vines, and planted on the beautiful
fresh m ossy hill-sides; oh! then I w ould have given any thing if instead of sailing out of
the bay, w e w ere only com ing into it; if w e had crossed the ocean and returned, gone over
and com e back; and m y heart leaped up in m e like som ething alive w hen I thought of
really entering that bay at the end of the voyage. B ut that w as so far distant, that it seem ed
it could never be. N o, never, never m ore w ould I see N ew  York again.

A nd w hat shocked m e m ore than any thing else, w as to hear som e of the sailors, w hile
they w ere at w ork coiling aw ay the haw sers, talking about the boarding-houses they w ere
going to, w hen they cam e back; and how  that som e friends of theirs had prom ised to be on
the w harf w hen the ship returned, to take them  and their chests right up to Franklin-square
w here they lived; and how  that they w ould have a good dinner ready, and plenty of cigars
and spirits out on the balcony. I say this kind of talking shocked m e, for they did not seem
to consider, as I did, that before any thing like that could happen, w e m ust cross the great
A tlantic O cean, cross over from  A m erica to Europe and back again, m any thousand m iles
of foam ing ocean.

A t that tim e I did not know  w hat to m ake of these sailors; but this m uch I thought, that
w hen they w ere boys, they could never have gone to the Sunday School; for they sw ore
so, it m ade m y ears tingle, and used w ords that I never could hear w ithout a dreadful
loathing.

A nd are these the m en, I thought to m yself, that I m ust live w ith so long? these the
m en I am  to eat w ith, and sleep w ith all the tim e? A nd besides, I now  began to see, that
they w ere not going to be very kind to m e; but I w ill tell all about that w hen the proper
tim e com es.

N ow  you m ust not think, that because all these things w ere passing through m y m ind,
that I had nothing to do but sit still and think; no, no, I w as hard at w ork: for as long as the
steam er had hold of us, w e w ere very busy coiling aw ay ropes and cables, and putting the
decks in order; w hich w ere littered all over w ith odds and ends of things that had to be put
aw ay.

A t last w e got as far as the N arrow s, w hich every body know s is the entrance to N ew
York H arbor from  sea; and it m ay w ell be called the N arrow s, for w hen you go in or out, it
seem s like going in or out of a doorw ay; and w hen you go out of these N arrow s on a long
voyage like this of m ine, it seem s like going out into the broad highw ay, w here not a soul
is to be seen. For far aw ay and aw ay, stretches the great A tlantic O cean; and all you can
see beyond it w here the sky com es dow n to the w ater. It looks lonely and desolate enough,
and I could hardly believe, as I gazed around m e, that there could be any land beyond, or
any place like Europe or England or Liverpool in the great w ide w orld. It seem ed too
strange, and w onderful, and altogether incredible, that there could really be cities and
tow ns and villages and green fields and hedges and farm -yards and orchards, aw ay over
that w ide blank of sea, and aw ay beyond the place w here the sky cam e dow n to the w ater.



A nd to think of steering right out am ong those w aves, and leaving the bright land behind,
and the dark night com ing on, too, seem ed w ild and foolhardy; and I looked w ith a sort of
fear at the sailors standing by m e, w ho could be so thoughtless at such a tim e. B ut then I
rem em bered, how  m any tim es m y ow n father had said he had crossed the ocean; and I had
never dream ed of such a thing as doubting him ; for I alw ays thought him  a m arvelous
being, infinitely purer and greater than I w as, w ho could not by any possibility do w rong,
or say an untruth. Yet now , how  could I credit it, that he, m y ow n father, w hom  I so w ell
rem em bered; had ever sailed out of these N arrow s, and sailed right through the sky and
w ater line, and gone to England, and France, Liverpool, and M arseilles. It w as too
w onderful to believe.

N ow , on the right hand side of the N arrow s as you go out, the land is quite high; and
on the top of a fine cliff is a great castle or fort, all in ruins, and w ith the trees grow ing
round it. It w as built by G overnor Tom pkins in the tim e of the last w ar w ith England, but
w as never used, I believe, and so they left it to decay. I had visited the place once w hen w e
lived in N ew  York, as long ago alm ost as I could rem em ber, w ith m y father, and an uncle
of m ine, an old sea-captain, w ith w hite hair, w ho used to sail to a place called A rchangel
in R ussia, and w ho used to tell m e that he w as w ith C aptain Langsdorff, w hen C aptain
Langsdorff crossed over by land from  the sea of O kotsk in A sia to St. Petersburgh, draw n
by large dogs in a sled. I m ention this of m y uncle, because he w as the very first sea-
captain I had ever seen, and his w hite hair and fine handsom e florid face m ade so strong
an im pression upon m e, that I have never forgotten him , though I only saw  him  during this
one visit of his to N ew  York, for he w as lost in the W hite Sea som e years after.

B ut I m eant to speak about the fort. It w as a beautiful place, as I rem em bered it, and
very w onderful and rom antic, too, as it appeared to m e, w hen I w ent there w ith m y uncle.
O n the side aw ay from  the w ater w as a green grove of trees, very thick and shady; and
through this grove, in a sort of tw ilight you cam e to an arch in the w all of the fort, dark as
night; and going in, you groped about in long vaults, tw isting and turning on every side,
till at last you caught a peep of green grass and sunlight, and all at once cam e out in an
open space in the m iddle of the castle. A nd there you w ould see cow s quietly grazing, or
rum inating under the shade of young trees, and perhaps a calf frisking about, and trying to
catch its ow n tail; and sheep clam bering am ong the m ossy ruins, and cropping the little
tufts of grass sprouting out of the sides of the em brasures for cannon. A nd once I saw  a
black goat w ith a long beard, and crum pled horns, standing w ith his forefeet lifted high up
on the topm ost parapet, and looking to sea, as if he w ere w atching for a ship that w as
bringing over his cousin. I can see him  even now , and though I have changed since then,
the black goat looks just the sam e as ever; and so I suppose he w ould, if I live to be as old
as M ethusaleh, and have as great a m em ory as he m ust have had. Yes, the fort w as a
beautiful, quiet, charm ing spot. I should like to build a little cottage in the m iddle of it, and
live there all m y life. It w as noon-day w hen I w as there, in the m onth of June, and there
w as little w ind to stir the trees, and every thing looked as if it w as w aiting for som ething,
and the sky overhead w as blue as m y m other‒s eye, and I w as so glad and happy then. B ut
I m ust not think of those delightful days, before m y father becam e a bankrupt, and died,
and w e rem oved from  the city; for w hen I think of those days, som ething rises up in m y
throat and alm ost strangles m e.

N ow , as w e sailed through the N arrow s, I caught sight of that beautiful fort on the cliff,



and could not help contrasting m y situation now , w ith w hat it w as w hen w ith m y father
and uncle I w ent there so long ago. Then I never thought of w orking for m y living, and
never knew  that there w ere hard hearts in the w orld; and knew  so little of m oney, that
w hen I bought a stick of candy, and laid dow n a sixpence, I thought the confectioner
returned five cents, only that I m ight have m oney to buy som ething else, and not because
the pennies w ere m y change, and therefore m ine by good rights. H ow  different m y idea of
m oney now !

Then I w as a schoolboy, and thought of going to college in tim e; and had vague
thoughts of becom ing a great orator like Patrick H enry, w hose speeches I used to speak on
the stage; but now , I w as a poor friendless boy, far aw ay from  m y hom e, and voluntarily in
the w ay of becom ing a m iserable sailor for life. A nd w hat m ade it m ore bitter to m e, w as
to think of how  w ell off w ere m y cousins, w ho w ere happy and rich, and lived at hom e
w ith m y uncles and aunts, w ith no thought of going to sea for a living. I tried to think that
it w as all a dream , that I w as not w here I w as, not on board of a ship, but that I w as at
hom e again in the city, w ith m y father alive, and m y m other bright and happy as she used
to be. B ut it w ould not do. I w as indeed w here I w as, and here w as the ship, and there w as
the fort. So, after casting a last look at som e boys w ho w ere standing on the parapet,
gazing off to sea, I turned aw ay heavily, and resolved not to look at the land any m ore.

A bout sunset w e got fairly ―outside,‖ and w ell m ay it so be called; for I felt thrust out
of the w orld. Then the breeze began to blow , and the sails w ere loosed, and hoisted; and
after a w hile, the steam boat left us, and for the first tim e I felt the ship roll, a strange
feeling enough, as if it w ere a great barrel in the w ater. Shortly after, I observed a sw ift
little schooner running across our bow s, and re-crossing again and again; and w hile I w as
w ondering w hat she could be, she suddenly low ered her sails, and tw o m en took hold of a
little boat on her deck, and launched it overboard as if it had been a chip. Then I noticed
that our pilot, a red-faced m an in a rough blue coat, w ho to m y astonishm ent had all this
tim e been giving orders instead of the captain, began to button up his coat to the throat,
like a prudent person about leaving a house at night in a lonely square, to go hom e; and he
left the giving orders to the chief m ate, and stood apart talking w ith the captain, and put
his hand into his pocket, and gave him  som e new spapers.

A nd in a few  m inutes, w hen w e had stopped our headw ay, and allow ed the little boat
to com e alongside, he shook hands w ith the captain and officers and bade them  good-by,
w ithout saying a syllable of farew ell to m e and the sailors; and so he w ent laughing over
the side, and got into the boat, and they pulled him  off to the schooner, and then the
schooner m ade sail and glided under our stern, her m en standing up and w aving their hats,
and cheering; and that w as the last w e saw  of A m erica.

VIII. HE IS PUT INTO THE LARBOARD WATCH; GETS SEA-SICK;
AND RELATES SOM E OTHER OF HIS EXPERIENCES

It w as now  getting dark, w hen all at once the sailors w ere ordered on the quarter-deck,
and of course I w ent along w ith them .

W hat is to com e now , thought I; but I soon found out. It seem ed w e w ere going to be
divided into w atches. The chief m ate began by selecting a stout good-looking sailor for his



w atch; and then the second m ate‒s turn cam e to choose, and he also chose a stout good-
looking sailor. B ut it w as not m e;‍  no; and I noticed, as they w ent on choosing, one after
the other in regular rotation, that both of the m ates never so m uch as looked at m e, but
kept going round am ong the rest, peering into their faces, for it w as dusk, and telling them
not to hide them selves aw ay so in their jackets. B ut the sailors, especially the stout good-
looking ones, seem ed to m ake a point of lounging as m uch out of the w ay as possible, and
slouching their hats over their eyes; and although it m ay only be a fancy of m ine, I
certainly thought that they affected a sort of lordly indifference as to w hose w atch they
w ere going to be in; and did not think it w orth w hile to look any w ay anxious about the
m atter. A nd the very m en w ho, a few  m inutes before, had show ed the m ost alacrity and
prom ptitude in jum ping into the rigging and running aloft at the w ord of com m and, now
lounged against the bulw arks and m ost lazily; as if they w ere quite sure, that by this tim e
the officers m ust know  w ho the best m en w ere, and they valued them selves w ell enough to
be w illing to put the officers to the trouble of searching them  out; for if they w ere w orth
having, they w ere w orth seeking.

A t last they w ere all chosen but m e; and it w as the chief m ate‒s next turn to choose;
though there could be little choosing in m y case, since I w as a thirteener, and m ust,
w hether or no, go over to the next colum n, like the odd figure you carry along w hen you
do a sum  in addition.

―W ell, B uttons,‖ said the chief m ate, ―I thought I‒d got rid of you. A nd as it is, M r.
R igs,‖ he added, speaking to the second m ate, ―I guess you had better take him  into your
w atch;‍ there, I‒ll let you have him , and then you‒ll be one stronger than m e.‖

―N o, I thank you,‖ said M r. R igs.

―You had better,‖ said the chief m ate‍ ―see, he‒s not a bad looking chap‍ he‒s a little
green, to be sure, but you w ere so once yourself, you know , R igs.‖

―N o, I thank you,‖ said the second m ate again. ―Take him  yourself‍ he‒s yours by
good rights‍ I don‒t w ant him .‖ A nd so they put m e in the chief m ate‒s division, that is
the larboard w atch.

W hile this scene w as going on, I felt shabby enough; there I stood, just like a silly
sheep, over w hom  tw o butchers are bargaining. N othing that had yet happened so forcibly
rem inded m e of w here I w as, and w hat I had com e to. I w as very glad w hen they sent us
forw ard again.

A s w e w ere going forw ard, the second m ate called one of the sailors by nam e:-―You,
B ill?‖ and B ill answ ered, ―Sir?‖ just as if the second m ate w as a born gentlem an. It
surprised m e not a little, to see a m an in such a shabby, shaggy old jacket addressed so
respectfully; but I had been quite as m uch surprised w hen I heard the chief m ate call him
M r. R igs during the scene on the quarter-deck; as if this M r. Rigs w as a great m erchant
living in a m arble house in Lafayette Place. B ut I w as not very long in finding out, that at
sea all officers are M isters, and w ould take it for an insult if any seam an presum ed to om it
calling them  so. A nd it is also one of their rights and privileges to be called sir w hen
addressed‍ Yes, sir; N o, sir; Ay, ay, sir; and they are as particular about being sirred as so
m any knights and baronets; though their titles are not hereditary, as is the case w ith the Sir
Johns and Sir Joshuas in England. B ut so far as the second m ate is concerned, his tides are



the only dignities he enjoys; for, upon the w hole, he leads a puppyish life indeed. H e is not
deem ed com pany at any tim e for the captain, though the chief m ate occasionally is, at
least deck-com pany, though not in the cabin; and besides this, the second m ate has to
breakfast, lunch, dine, and sup off the leavings of the cabin table, and even the stew ard,
w ho is accountable to nobody but the captain, som etim es treats him  cavalierly; and he has
to run aloft w hen topsails are reefed; and put his hand a good w ay dow n into the tar-
bucket; and keep the key of the boatsw ain‒s locker, and fetch and carry balls of m arline
and seizing-stuff for the sailors w hen at w ork in the rigging; besides doing m any other
things, w hich a true-born baronet of any spirit w ould rather die and give up his title than
stand.

H aving been divided into w atches w e w ere sent to supper; but I could not eat any thing
except a little biscuit, though I should have liked to have som e good tea; but as I had no
pot to get it in, and w as rather nervous about asking the rough sailors to let m e drink out of
theirs; I w as obliged to go w ithout a sip. I thought of going to the black cook and begging
a tin cup; but he looked so cross and ugly then, that the sight of him  alm ost frightened the
idea out of m e.

W hen supper w as over, for they never talk about going to tea aboard of a ship, the
w atch to w hich I belonged w as called on deck; and w e w ere told it w as for us to stand the
first night w atch, that is, from  eight o‒clock till m idnight.

I now  began to feel unsettled and ill at ease about the stom ach, as if m atters w ere all
topsy-turvy there; and felt strange and giddy about the head; and so I m ade no doubt that
this w as the beginning of that dreadful thing, the sea-sickness. Feeling w orse and w orse, I
told one of the sailors how  it w as w ith m e, and begged him  to m ake m y excuses very
civilly to the chief m ate, for I thought I w ould go below  and spend the night in m y bunk.
B ut he only laughed at m e, and said som ething about m y m other not being aw are of m y
being out; w hich enraged m e not a little, that a m an w hom  I had heard sw ear so terribly,
should dare to take such a holy nam e into his m outh. It seem ed a sort of blasphem y, and it
seem ed like dragging out the best and m ost cherished secrets of m y soul, for at that tim e
the nam e of m other w as the center of all m y heart‒s finest feelings, w hich ere that, I had
learned to keep secret, deep dow n in m y being.

B ut I did not outw ardly resent the sailor‒s w ords, for that w ould have only m ade the
m atter w orse.

N ow  this m an w as a G reenlander by birth, w ith a very w hite skin w here the sun had
not burnt it, and handsom e blue eyes placed w ide apart in his head, and a broad good-
hum ored face, and plenty of curly flaxen hair. H e w as not very tall, but exceedingly stout-
built, though active; and his back w as as broad as a shield, and it w as a great w ay betw een
his shoulders. H e seem ed to be a sort of lady‒s sailor, for in his broken English he w as
alw ays talking about the nice ladies of his acquaintance in Stockholm  and C openhagen
and a place he called the H ook, w hich at first I fancied m ust be the place w here lived the
hook-nosed m en that caught fow ling-pieces and every other article that cam e along. H e
w as dressed very tastefully, too, as if he knew  he w as a good-looking fellow . H e had on a
new  blue w oolen H avre frock, w ith a new  silk handkerchief round his neck, passed
through one of the vertebral bones of a shark, highly polished and carved. H is trow sers
w ere of clear w hite duck, and he sported a handsom e pair of pum ps, and a tarpaulin hat



bright as a looking-glass, w ith a long black ribbon stream ing behind, and getting entangled
every now  and then in the rigging; and he had gold anchors in his ears, and a silver ring on
one of his fingers, w hich w as very m uch w orn and bent from  pulling ropes and other w ork
on board ship. I thought he m ight better have left his jew elry at hom e.

It w as a long tim e before I could believe that this m an w as really from  G reenland,
though he looked strange enough to m e, then, to have com e from  the m oon; and he w as
full of stories about that distant country; how  they passed the w inters there; and how  bitter
cold it w as; and how  he used to go to bed and sleep tw elve hours, and get up again and run
about, and go to bed again, and get up again‍ there w as no telling how  m any tim es, and
all in one night; for in the w inter tim e in his country, he said, the nights w ere so m any
w eeks long, that a G reenland baby w as som etim es three m onths old, before it could
properly be said to be a day old.

I had seen m ention m ade of such things before, in books of voyages; but that w as only
reading about them , just as you read the A rabian N ights, w hich no one ever believes; for
som ehow , w hen I read about these w onderful countries, I never used really to believe w hat
I read, but only thought it very strange, and a good deal too strange to be altogether true;
though I never thought the m en w ho w rote the book m eant to tell lies. B ut I don‒t know
exactly how  to explain w hat I m ean; but this m uch I w ill say, that I never believed in
G reenland till I saw  this G reenlander. A nd at first, hearing him  talk about G reenland, only
m ade m e still m ore incredulous. For w hat business had a m an from  G reenland to be in m y
com pany? W hy w as he not at hom e am ong the icebergs, and how  could he stand a w arm
sum m er‒s sun, and not be m elted aw ay? B esides, instead of icicles, there w ere ear-rings
hanging from  his ears; and he did not w ear bear-skins, and keep his hands in a huge m uff;
things, w hich I could not help connecting w ith G reenland and all G reenlanders.

B ut I w as telling about m y being sea-sick and w anting to retire for the night. This
G reenlander seeing I w as ill, volunteered to turn doctor and cure m e; so going dow n into
the forecastle, he cam e back w ith a brow n jug, like a m olasses jug, and a little tin
cannikin, and as soon as the brow n jug got near m y nose, I needed no telling w hat w as in
it, for it sm elt like a still-house, and sure enough proved to be full of Jam aica spirits.

―N ow , B uttons,‖ said he, ―one little dose of this w ill be better for you than a w hole
night‒s sleep; there, take that now , and then eat seven or eight biscuits, and you‒ll feel as
strong as the m ainm ast.‖

B ut I felt very little like doing as I w as bid, for I had som e scruples about drinking
spirits; and to tell the plain truth, for I am  not asham ed of it, I w as a m em ber of a society
in the village w here m y m other lived, called the Juvenile Total A bstinence A ssociation, of
w hich m y friend, Tom  Legare, w as president, secretary, and treasurer, and kept the funds
in a little purse that his cousin knit for him . There w as three and sixpence on hand, I
believe, the last tim e he brought in his accounts, on a M ay day, w hen w e had a m eeting in
a grove on the river-bank. Tom  w as a very honest treasurer, and never spent the Society‒s
m oney for peanuts; and besides all, w as a fine, generous boy, w hom  I m uch loved. B ut I
m ust not talk about Tom  now .

W hen the G reenlander cam e to m e w ith his jug of m edicine, I thanked him  as w ell as I
could; for just then I w as leaning w ith m y m outh over the side, feeling ready to die; but I



m anaged to tell him  I w as under a solem n obligation never to drink spirits upon any
consideration w hatever; though, as I had a sort of presentim ent that the spirits w ould now ,
for once in m y life, do m e good, I began to feel sorry, that w hen I signed the pledge of
abstinence, I had not taken care to insert a little clause, allow ing m e to drink spirits in case
of sea-sickness. A nd I w ould advise tem perance people to attend to this m atter in future;
and then if they com e to go to sea, there w ill be no need of breaking their pledges, w hich I
am  truly sorry to say w as the case w ith m e. A nd a hard thing it w as, too, thus to break a
vow  before unbroken; especially as the Jam aica tasted any thing but agreeable, and indeed
burnt m y m outh so, that I did not relish m y m eals for som e tim e after. Even w hen I had
becom e quite w ell and strong again, I w ondered how  the sailors could really like such
stuff; but m any of them  had a jug of it, besides the G reenlander, w hich they brought along
to sea w ith them , to taper off w ith, as they called it. B ut this tapering off did not last very
long, for the Jam aica w as all gone on the second day, and the jugs w ere tossed overboard.
I w onder w here they are now ?

B ut to tell the truth, I found, in spite of its sharp taste, the spirits I drank w as just the
thing I needed; but I suppose, if I could have had a cup of nice hot coffee, it w ould have
done quite as w ell, and perhaps m uch better. B ut that w as not to be had at that tim e of
night, or, indeed, at any other tim e; for the thing they called coffee, w hich w as given to us
every m orning at breakfast, w as the m ost curious tasting drink I ever drank, and tasted as
little like coffee, as it did like lem onade; though, to be sure, it w as generally as cold as
lem onade, and I used to think the cook had an icehouse, and dropt ice into his coffee. B ut
w hat w as m ore curious still, w as the different quality and taste of it on different m ornings.
Som etim es it tasted fishy, as if it w as a decoction of D utch herrings; and then it w ould
taste very salty, as if som e old horse, or sea-beef, had been boiled in it; and then again it
w ould taste a sort of cheesy, as if the captain had sent his cheese-parings forw ard to m ake
our coffee of; and yet another tim e it w ould have such a very bad flavor, that I w as alm ost
ready to think som e old stocking-heels had been boiled in it. W hat under heaven it w as
m ade of, that it had so m any different bad flavors, alw ays rem ained a m ystery; for w hen at
w ork at his vocation, our old cook used to keep him self close shut-up in his caboose, a
little cook-house, and never told any of his secrets.

Though a very serious character, as I shall hereafter show , he w as for all that, and
perhaps for that identical reason, a very suspicious looking sort of a cook, that I don‒t
believe w ould ever succeed in getting the cooking at D elm onico‒s in N ew  York. It w as
w ell for him  that he w as a black cook, for I have no doubt his color kept us from  seeing
his dirty face! I never saw  him  w ash but once, and that w as at one of his ow n soup pots
one dark night w hen he thought no one saw  him . W hat induced him  to be w ashing his face
then, I never could find out; but I suppose he m ust have suddenly w aked up, after
dream ing about som e real estate on his cheeks. A s for his coffee, notw ithstanding the
disagreeableness of its flavor, I alw ays used to have a strange curiosity every m orning, to
see w hat new  taste it w as going to have; and though, sure enough, I never m issed m aking
a new  discovery, and adding another taste to m y palate, I never found that there w as any
change in the badness of the beverage, w hich alw ays seem ed the sam e in that respect as
before.

It m ay w ell be believed, then, that now  w hen I w as seasick, a cup of such coffee as our
old cook m ade w ould have done m e no good, if indeed it w ould not have com e near



m aking an end of m e. A nd bad as it w as, and since it w as not to be had at that tim e of
night, as I said before, I think I w as excusable in taking som ething else in place of it, as I
did; and under the circum stances, it w ould be unhandsom e of them , if m y fellow -m em bers
of the Tem perance Society should reproach m e for breaking m y bond, w hich I w ould not
have done except in case of necessity. B ut the evil effect of breaking one‒s bond upon any
occasion w hatever, w as w itnessed in the present case; for it insidiously opened the w ay to
subsequent breaches of it, w hich though very slight, yet carried no apology w ith them .

IX. THE SAILORS BECOM ING A LITTLE SOCIAL, REDBURN
CONVERSES W ITH THEM

The latter part of this first long w atch that w e stood w as very pleasant, so far as the
w eather w as concerned. From  being rather cloudy, it becam e a soft m oonlight; and the
stars peeped out, plain enough to count one by one; and there w as a fine steady breeze;
and it w as not very cold; and w e w ere going through the w ater alm ost as sm ooth as a sled
sliding dow n hill. A nd w hat w as still better, the w ind held so steady, that there w as little
running aloft, little pulling ropes, and scarcely any thing disagreeable of that kind.

The chief m ate kept w alking up and dow n the quarter-deck, w ith a lighted long-nine
cigar in his m outh by w ay of a torch; and spoke but few  w ords to us the w hole w atch. H e
m ust have had a good deal of thinking to attend to, w hich in truth is the case w ith m ost
seam en the first night out of port, especially w hen they have throw n aw ay their m oney in
foolish dissipation, and got very sick into the bargain. For w hen ashore, m any of these
sea-officers are as w ild and reckless in their w ay, as the sailors they com m and.

W hile I stood w atching the red cigar-end prom enading up and dow n, the m ate
suddenly stopped and gave an order, and the m en sprang to obey it. It w as not m uch, only
som ething about hoisting one of the sails a little higher up on the m ast. The m en took hold
of the rope, and began pulling upon it; the forem ost m an of all setting up a song w ith no
w ords to it, only a strange m usical rise and fall of notes. In the dark night, and far out
upon the lonely sea, it sounded w ild enough, and m ade m e feel as I had som etim es felt,
w hen in a tw ilight room  a cousin of m ine, w ith black eyes, used to play som e old G erm an
airs on the piano. I alm ost looked round for goblins, and felt just a little bit afraid. B ut I
soon got used to this singing; for the sailors never touched a rope w ithout it. Som etim es,
w hen no one happened to strike up, and the pulling, w hatever it m ight be, did not seem  to
be getting forw ard very w ell, the m ate w ould alw ays say, ―C om e, m en, can‒t any of you
sing? Sing now, and raise the dead.‖ A nd then som e one of them  w ould begin, and if
every m an‒s arm s w ere as m uch relieved as m ine by the song, and he could pull as m uch
better as I did, w ith such a cheering accom panim ent, I am  sure the song w as w ell w orth
the breath expended on it. It is a great thing in a sailor to know  how  to sing w ell, for he
gets a great nam e by it from  the officers, and a good deal of popularity am ong his
shipm ates. Som e sea-captains, before shipping a m an, alw ays ask him  w hether he can sing
out at a rope.

D uring the greater part of the w atch, the sailors sat on the w indlass and told long
stories of their adventures by sea and land, and talked about G ibraltar, and C anton, and
Valparaiso, and B om bay, just as you and I w ould about Peck Slip and the B ow ery. Every



m an of them  alm ost w as a volum e of Voyages and Travels round the W orld. A nd w hat
m ost struck m e w as that like books of voyages they often contradicted each other, and
w ould fall into long and violent disputes about w ho w as keeping the Foul A nchor tavern
in Portsm outh at such a tim e; or w hether the K ing of C anton lived or did not live in Persia;
or w hether the bar-m aid of a particular house in H am burg had black eyes or blue eyes;
w ith m any other m ooted points of that sort.

A t last one of them  w ent below  and brought up a box of cigars from  his chest, for
som e sailors alw ays provide little delicacies of that kind, to break off the first shock of the
salt w ater after laying idle ashore; and also by w ay of tapering off, as I m entioned a little
w hile ago. B ut I w ondered that they never carried any pies and tarts to sea w ith them ,
instead of spirits and cigars.

N ed, for that w as the m an‒s nam e, split open the box w ith a blow  of his fist, and then
handed it round along the w indlass, just like a w aiter at a party, every one helping him self.
B ut I w as a m em ber of an A nti-Sm oking Society that had been organized in our village by
the Principal of the Sunday School there, in conjunction w ith the Tem perance A ssociation.
So I did not sm oke any then, though I did afterw ard upon the voyage, I am  sorry to say.
N otw ithstanding I declined; w ith a good deal of unnecessary sw earing, N ed assured m e
that the cigars w ere real genuine H avannas; for he had been in H avanna, he said, and had
them  m ade there under his ow n eye. A ccording to his account, he w as very particular
about his cigars and other things, and never m ade any im portations, for they w ere unsafe;
but alw ays m ade a voyage him self direct to the place w here any foreign thing w as to be
had that he w anted. H e w ent to H avre for his w oolen shirts, to Panam a for his hats, to
C hina for his silk handkerchiefs, and direct to C alcutta for his cheroots; and as a great
joker in the w atch used to say, no doubt he w ould at last have occasion to go to R ussia for
his halter; the w it of w hich saying w as presum ed to be in the fact, that the R ussian hem p is
the best; though that is not w it w hich needs explaining.

B y dint of the spirits w hich, besides stim ulating m y fainting strength, united w ith the
cool air of the sea to give m e an appetite for our hard biscuit; and also by dint of w alking
briskly up and dow n the deck before the w indlass, I had now  recovered in good part from
m y sickness, and finding the sailors all very pleasant and sociable, at least am ong
them selves, and seated sm oking together like old cronies, and nothing on earth to do but
sit the w atch out, I began to think that they w ere a pretty good set of fellow s after all,
barring their sw earing and another ugly w ay of talking they had; and I thought I had
m isconceived their true characters; for at the outset I had deem ed them  such a parcel of
w icked hard-hearted rascals that it w ould be a severe affliction to associate w ith them .

Yes, I now  began to look on them  w ith a sort of incipient love; but m ore w ith an eye of
pity and com passion, as m en of naturally gentle and kind dispositions, w hom  only
hardships, and neglect, and ill-usage had m ade outcasts from  good society; and not as
villains w ho loved w ickedness for the sake of it, and w ould persist in w ickedness, even in
Paradise, if they ever got there. A nd I called to m ind a serm on I had once heard in a
church in behalf of sailors, w hen the preacher called them  strayed lam bs from  the fold,
and com pared them  to poor lost children, babes in the w ood, orphans w ithout fathers or
m others.

A nd I rem em bered reading in a m agazine, called the Sailors‒ M agazine, w ith a sea-



blue cover, and a ship painted on the back, about pious seam en w ho never sw ore, and paid
over all their w ages to the poor heathen in India; and how  that w hen they w ere too old to
go to sea, these pious old sailors found a delightful hom e for life in the H ospital, w here
they had nothing to do, but prepare them selves for their latter end. A nd I w ondered
w hether there w ere any such good sailors am ong m y ship-m ates; and observing that one of
them  laid on deck apart from  the rest, I thought to be sure he m ust be one of them : so I did
not disturb his devotions: but I w as afterw ard shocked at discovering that he w as only fast
asleep, w ith one of the brow n jugs by his side.

I forgot to m ention by the w ay, that every once in a w hile, the m en w ent into one
corner, w here the chief m ate could not see them , to take a ―sw ig at the halyards,‖ as they
called it; and this sw igging at the halyards it w as, that enabled them  ―to taper off‖
handsom ely, and no doubt it w as this, too, that had som ething to do w ith m aking them  so
pleasant and sociable that night, for they w ere seldom  so pleasant and sociable afterw ard,
and never treated m e so kindly as they did then. Yet this m ight have been ow ing to m y
being som ething of a stranger to them , then; and our being just out of port. B ut that very
night they turned about, and taught m e a bitter lesson; but all in good tim e.

I have said, that seeing how  agreeable they w ere getting, and how  friendly their
m anner w as, I began to feel a sort of com passion for them , grounded on their sad
conditions as am iable outcasts; and feeling so w arm  an interest in them , and being full of
pity, and being truly desirous of benefiting them  to the best of m y poor pow ers, for I knew
they w ere but poor indeed, I m ade bold to ask one of them , w hether he w as ever in the
habit of going to church, w hen he w as ashore, or dropping in at the Floating C hapel I had
seen lying off the dock in the East R iver at N ew  York; and w hether he w ould think it too
m uch of a liberty, if I asked him , if he had any good books in his chest. H e stared a little at
first, but m arking w hat good language I used, seeing m y civil bearing tow ard him , he
seem ed for a m om ent to be filled w ith a certain involuntary respect for m e, and answ ered,
that he had been to church once, som e ten or tw elve years before, in London, and on a
w eek-day had helped to m ove the Floating C hapel round the B attery, from  the N orth
R iver; and that w as the only tim e he had seen it. For his books, he said he did not know
w hat I m eant by good books; but if I w anted the N ew gate C alendar, and Pirate‒s O w n, he
could lend them  to m e.

W hen I heard this poor sailor talk in this m anner, show ing so plainly his ignorance and
absence of proper view s of religion, I pitied him  m ore and m ore, and contrasting m y ow n
situation w ith his, I w as grateful that I w as different from  him ; and I thought how  pleasant
it w as, to feel w iser and better than he could feel; though I w as w illing to confess to
m yself, that it w as not altogether m y ow n good endeavors, so m uch as m y education,
w hich I had received from  others, that had m ade m e the upright and sensible boy I at that
tim e thought m yself to be. A nd it w as now , that I began to feel a good degree of
com placency and satisfaction in surveying m y ow n character; for, before this, I had
previously associated w ith persons of a very discreet life, so that there w as little
opportunity to m agnify m yself, by com paring m yself w ith m y neighbors.

Thinking that m y superiority to him  in a m oral w ay m ight sit uneasily upon this sailor,
I thought it w ould soften the m atter dow n by giving him  a chance to show  his ow n
superiority to m e, in a m inor thing; for I w as far from  being vain and conceited.



H aving observed that at certain intervals a little bell w as rung on the quarter-deck by
the m an at the w heel; and that as soon as it w as heard, som e one of the sailors forw ard
struck a large bell w hich hung on the forecastle; and having observed that how  m any tim es
soever the m an astern rang his bell, the m an forw ard struck his‍ tit for tat,‍ I inquired of
this Floating C hapel sailor, w hat all this ringing m eant; and w hether, as the big bell hung
right over the scuttle that w ent dow n to the place w here the w atch below  w ere sleeping,
such a ringing every little w hile w ould not tend to disturb them  and beget unpleasant
dream s; and in asking these questions I w as particular to address him  in a civil and
condescending w ay, so as to show  him  very plainly that I did not deem  m yself one w hit
better than he w as, that is, taking all things together, and not going into particulars. B ut to
m y great surprise and m ortification, he in the rudest land of m anner laughed aloud in m y
face, and called m e a ―Jim m y D ux,‖ though that w as not m y real nam e, and he m ust have
know n it; and also the ―son of a farm er,‖ though as I have previously related, m y father
w as a great m erchant and French im porter in B road-street in N ew  York. A nd then he
began to laugh and joke about m e, w ith the other sailors, till they all got round m e, and if I
had not felt so terribly angry, I should certainly have felt very m uch like a fool. B ut m y
being so angry prevented m e from  feeling foolish, w hich is very lucky for people in a
passion.

X. HE IS VERY M UCH FRIGHTENED; THE SAILORS ABUSE HIM ;
AND HE BECOM ES M ISERABLE AND FORLORN

W hile the scene last described w as going on, w e w ere all startled by a horrid groaning
noise dow n in the forecastle; and all at once som e one cam e rushing up the scuttle in his
shirt, clutching som ething in his hand, and trem bling and shrieking in the m ost frightful
m anner, so that I thought one of the sailors m ust be m urdered below .

B ut it all passed in a m om ent; and w hile w e stood aghast at the sight, and alm ost
before w e knew  w hat it w as, the shrieking m an jum ped over the bow s into the sea, and w e
saw  him  no m ore. Then there w as a great uproar; the sailors cam e running up on deck; and
the chief m ate ran forw ard, and learning w hat had happened, began to yell out his orders
about the sails and yards; and w e all w ent to pulling and hauling the ropes, till at last the
ship lay alm ost still on the w ater. Then they loosed a boat, w hich kept pulling round the
ship for m ore than an hour, but they never caught sight of the m an. It seem ed that he w as
one of the sailors w ho had been brought aboard dead drunk, and tum bled into his bunk by
his landlord; and there he had lain till now . H e m ust have suddenly w aked up, I suppose,
raging m ad w ith the delirium  trem ens, as the chief m ate called it, and finding him self in a
strange silent place, and know ing not how  he had got there, he rushed on deck, and so, in a
fit of frenzy, put an end to him self.

This event, happening at the dead of night, had a w onderfully solem n and alm ost aw ful
effect upon m e. I w ould have given the w hole w orld, and the sun and m oon, and all the
stars in heaven, if they had been m ine, had I been safe back at M r. Jones‒, or still better, in
m y hom e on the H udson R iver. I thought it an ill-om ened voyage, and railed at the folly
w hich had sent m e to sea, sore against the advice of m y best friends, that is to say, m y
m other and sisters.



A las! poor W ellingborough, thought I, you w ill never see your hom e any m ore. A nd in
this m elancholy m ood I w ent below , w hen the w atch had expired, w hich happened soon
after. B ut to m y terror, I found that the suicide had been occupying the very bunk w hich I
had appropriated to m yself, and there w as no other place for m e to sleep in. The thought of
lying dow n there now , seem ed too horrible to m e, and w hat m ade it w orse, w as the w ay in
w hich the sailors spoke of m y being frightened. A nd they took this opportunity to tell m e
w hat a hard and w icked life I had entered upon, and how  that such things happened
frequently at sea, and they w ere used to it. B ut I did not believe this; for w hen the suicide
cam e rushing and shrieking up the scuttle, they looked as frightened as I did; and besides
that, and w hat m akes their being frightened still plainer, is the fact, that if they had had
any presence of m ind, they could have prevented his plunging overboard, since he brushed
right by them . H ow ever, they lay in their bunks sm oking, and kept talking on som e tim e in
this strain, and advising m e as soon as ever I got hom e to pin m y ears back, so as not to
hold the w ind, and sail straight aw ay into the interior of the country, and never stop until
deep in the bush, far off from  the least running brook, never m ind how  shallow , and out of
sight of even the sm allest puddle of rainw ater.

This kind of talking brought the tears into m y eyes, for it w as so true and real, and the
sailors w ho spoke it seem ed so false-hearted and insincere; but for all that, in spite of the
sickness at m y heart, it m ade m e m ad, and stung m e to the quick, that they should speak of
m e as a poor trem bling cow ard, w ho could never be brought to endure the hardships of a
sailor‒s life; for I felt m yself trem bling, and knew  that I w as but a cow ard then, w ell
enough, w ithout their telling m e of it. A nd they did not say I w as cow ardly, because they
perceived it in m e, but because they m erely supposed I m ust be, judging, no doubt, from
their ow n secret thoughts about them selves; for I felt sure that the suicide frightened them
very badly. A nd at last, being provoked to desperation by their taunts, I told them  so to
their faces; but I m ight better have kept silent; for they now  all united to abuse m e. They
asked m e w hat business I, a boy like m e, had to go to sea, and take the bread out of the
m outh of honest sailors, and fill a good seam an‒s place; and asked m e w hether I ever
dream ed of becom ing a captain, since I w as a gentlem an w ith w hite hands; and if I ever
should be, they w ould like nothing better than to ship aboard m y vessel and stir up a
m utiny. A nd one of them , w hose nam e w as Jackson, of w hom  I shall have a good deal
m ore to say by-and-by, said, I had better steer clear of him  ever after, for if ever I crossed
his path, or got into his w ay, he w ould be the death of m e, and if ever I stum bled about in
the rigging near him , he w ould m ake nothing of pitching m e overboard; and that he sw ore
too, w ith an oath. A t first, all this nearly stunned m e, it w as so unforeseen; and then I
could not believe that they m eant w hat they said, or that they could be so cruel and black-
hearted. B ut how  could I help seeing, that the m en w ho could thus talk to a poor,
friendless boy, on the very first night of his voyage to sea, m ust be capable of alm ost any
enorm ity. I loathed, detested, and hated them  w ith all that w as left of m y bursting heart
and soul, and I thought m yself the m ost forlorn and m iserable w retch that ever breathed.
M ay I never be a m an, thought I, if to be a boy is to be such a w retch. A nd I w ailed and
w ept, and m y heart cracked w ithin m e, but all the tim e I defied them  through m y teeth,
and dared them  to do their w orst.

A t last they ceased talking and fell fast asleep, leaving m e aw ake, seated on a chest
w ith m y face bent over m y knees betw een m y hands. A nd there I sat, till at length the dull



beating against the ship‒s bow s, and the silence around soothed m e dow n, and I fell asleep
as I sat.

XI. HE HELPS WASH THE DECKS, AND THEN GOES TO
BREAKFAST

The next thing I knew , w as the loud thum ping of a handspike on deck as the w atch w as
called again. It w as now  four o‒clock in the m orning, and w hen w e got on deck the first
signs of day w ere shining in the east. The m en w ere very sleepy, and sat dow n on the
w indlass w ithout speaking, and som e of them  nodded and nodded, till at last they fell off
like little boys in church during a drow sy serm on. A t last it w as broad day, and an order
w as given to w ash dow n the decks. A  great tub w as dragged into the w aist, and then one
of the m en w ent over into the chains, and slipped in behind a band fastened to the shrouds,
and leaning over, began to sw ing a bucket into the sea by a long rope; and in that w ay w ith
m uch expertness and sleight of hand, he m anaged to fill the tub in a very short tim e. Then
the w ater began to splash about all over the decks, and I began to think I should surely get
m y feet w et, and catch m y death of cold. So I w ent to the chief m ate, and told him  I
thought I w ould just step below , till this m iserable w etting w as over; for I did not have any
w ater-proof boots, and an aunt of m ine had died of consum ption. B ut he only roared out
for m e to get a broom  and go to scrubbing, or he w ould prove a w orse consum ption to m e
than ever got hold of m y poor aunt. So I scrubbed aw ay fore and aft, till m y back w as
alm ost broke, for the broom s had uncom m on short handles, and w e w ere told to scrub
hard.

A t length the scrubbing being over, the m ate began heaving buckets of w ater about, to
w ash every thing clean, by w ay of finishing off. H e m ust have thought this fine sport, just
as captains of fire engines love to point the tube of their hose; for he kept m e running after
him  w ith full buckets of w ater, and som etim es chased a little chip all over the deck, w ith a
continued flood, till at last he sent it flying out of a scupper-hole into the sea; w hen if he
had only given m e perm ission, I could have picked it up in a trice, and dropped it
overboard w ithout saying one w ord, and w ithout w asting so m uch w ater. B ut he said there
w as plenty of w ater in the ocean, and to spare; w hich w as true enough, but then I w ho had
to trot after him  w ith the buckets, had no m ore legs and arm s than I w anted for m y ow n
use.

I thought this w ashing dow n the decks w as the m ost foolish thing in the w orld, and
besides that it w as the m ost uncom fortable. It w as w orse than m y m other‒s house-
cleanings at hom e, w hich I used to abom inate so.

A t eight o‒clock the bell w as struck, and w e w ent to breakfast. A nd now  som e of the
w orst of m y troubles began. For not having had any friend to tell m e w hat I w ould w ant at
sea, I had not provided m yself, as I should have done, w ith a good m any things that a
sailor needs; and for m y ow n part, it had never entered m y m ind, that sailors had no table
to sit dow n to, no cloth, or napkins, or tum blers, and had to provide every thing
them selves. B ut so it w as.

The first thing they did w as this. Every sailor w ent to the cook-house w ith his tin pot,
and got it filled w ith coffee; but of course, having no pot, there w as no coffee for m e. A nd



after that, a sort of little tub called a ―kid,‖ w as passed dow n into the forecastle, filled w ith
som ething they called ―burgoo.‖ This w as like m ush, m ade of Indian corn, m eal, and
w ater. W ith the ―kid,‖ a little tin cannikin w as passed dow n w ith m olasses. Then the
Jackson that I spoke of before, put the kid betw een his knees, and began to pour in the
m olasses, just like an old landlord m ixing punch for a party. H e scooped out a little hole in
the m iddle of the m ush, to hold the m olasses; so it looked for all the w orld like a little
black pool in the D ism al Sw am p of V irginia.

Then they all form ed a circle round the kid; and one after the other, w ith great
regularity, dipped their spoons into the m ush, and after stirring them  round a little in the
m olasses-pool, they sw allow ed dow n their m outhfuls, and sm acked their lips over it, as if
it tasted very good; w hich I have no doubt it did; but not having any spoon, I w asn‒t sure.

I sat som e tim e w atching these proceedings, and w ondering how  polite they w ere to
each other; for, though there w ere a great m any spoons to only one dish, they never got
entangled. A t last, seeing that the m ush w as getting thinner and thinner, and that it w as
getting low  w ater, or rather low  m olasses in the little pool, I ran on deck, and after
searching about, returned w ith a bit of stick; and thinking I had as good a right as any one
else to the m ush and m olasses, I w orked m y w ay into the circle, intending to m ake one of
the party. So I shoved in m y stick, and after tw irling it about, w as just m anaging to carry a
little burgoo tow ard m y m outh, w hich had been for som e tim e standing ready open to
receive it, w hen one of the sailors perceiving w hat I w as about, knocked the stick out of
m y hands, and asked m e w here I learned m y m anners; W as that the w ay gentlem en eat in
m y country? D id they eat their victuals w ith splinters of w ood, and couldn‒t that w ealthy
gentlem an m y father afford to buy his gentlem anly son a spoon?

A ll the rest joined in, and pronounced m e an ill-bred, coarse, and unm annerly
youngster, w ho, if perm itted to go on w ith such behavior as that, w ould corrupt the w hole
crew , and m ake them  no better than sw ine.

A s I felt conscious that a stick w as indeed a thing very unsuitable to eat w ith, I did not
say m uch to this, though it vexed m e enough; but rem em bering that I had seen one of the
steerage passengers w ith a pan and spoon in his hand eating his breakfast on the fore
hatch, I now  ran on deck again, and to m y great joy succeeded in borrow ing his spoon, for
he had got through his m eal, and dow n I cam e again, though at the eleventh hour, and
offered m yself once m ore as a candidate.

B ut alas! there w as little m ore of the D ism al Sw am p left, and w hen I reached over to
the opposite end of the kid, I received a rap on the knuckles from  a spoon, and w as told
that I m ust help m yself from  m y ow n side, for that w as the rule. B ut m y side w as scraped
clean, so I got no burgoo that m orning.

B ut I m ade it up by eating som e salt beef and biscuit, w hich I found to be the
invariable accom panim ent of every m eal; the sailors sitting cross-legged on their chests in
a circle, and breaking the hard biscuit, very sociably, over each other‒s heads, w hich w as
very convenient indeed, but gave m e the headache, at least for the first four or five days
till I got used to it; and then I did not care m uch about it, only it kept m y hair full of
crum bs; and I had forgot to bring a fine com b and brush, so I used to shake m y hair out to
w indw ard over the bulw arks every evening.



XII. HE GIVES SOM E ACCOUNT OF ONE OF HIS SHIPM ATES
CALLED JACKSON

W hile w e sat eating our beef and biscuit, tw o of the m en got into a dispute, about w ho
had been sea-faring the longest; w hen Jackson, w ho had m ixed the burgoo, called upon
them  in a loud voice to cease their clam or, for he w ould decide the m atter for them . O f this
sailor, I shall have som ething m ore to say, as I get on w ith m y narrative; so, I w ill here try
to describe him  a little.

D id you ever see a m an, w ith his hair shaved off, and just recovered from  the yellow
fever? W ell, just such a looking m an w as this sailor. H e w as as yellow  as gam boge, had no
m ore w hisker on his cheek, than I have on m y elbow s. H is hair had fallen out, and left him
very bald, except in the nape of his neck, and just behind the ears, w here it w as stuck over
w ith short little tufts, and looked like a w orn-out shoe-brush. H is nose had broken dow n in
the m iddle, and he squinted w ith one eye, and did not look very straight out of the other.
H e dressed a good deal like a B ow ery boy; for he despised the ordinary sailor-rig; w earing
a pair of great over-all blue trow sers, fastened w ith suspenders, and three red w oolen
shirts, one over the other; for he w as subject to the rheum atism , and w as not in good
health, he said; and he had a large w hite w ool hat, w ith a broad rolling brim . H e w as a
native of N ew  York city, and had a good deal to say about highlanders, and row dies,
w hom  he denounced as only good for the gallow s; but I thought he looked a good deal like
a highlander him self.

H is nam e, as I have said, w as Jackson; and he told us, he w as a near relation of
G eneral Jackson of N ew  O rleans, and sw ore terribly, if any one ventured to question w hat
he asserted on that head. In fact he w as a great bully, and being the best seam an on board,
and very overbearing every w ay, all the m en w ere afraid of him , and durst not contradict
him , or cross his path in any thing. A nd w hat m ade this m ore w onderful w as, that he w as
the w eakest m an, bodily, of the w hole crew ; and I have no doubt that young and sm all as I
w as then, com pared to w hat I am  now , I could have throw n him  dow n. B ut he had such an
overaw ing w ay w ith him ; such a deal of brass and im pudence, such an unflinching face,
and w ithal w as such a hideous looking m ortal, that Satan him self w ould have run from
him . A nd besides all this, it w as quite plain, that he w as by nature a m arvelously clever,
cunning m an, though w ithout education; and understood hum an nature to a kink, and w ell
knew  w hom  he had to deal w ith; and then, one glance of his squinting eye, w as as good as
a knock-dow n, for it w as the m ost deep, subtle, infernal looking eye, that I ever saw
lodged in a hum an head. I believe, that by good rights it m ust have belonged to a w olf, or
starved tiger; at any rate, I w ould defy any oculist, to turn out a glass eye, half so cold, and
snaky, and deadly. It w as a horrible thing; and I w ould give m uch to forget that I have ever
seen it; for it haunts m e to this day.

It w as im possible to tell how  old this Jackson w as; for he had no beard, and no
w rinkles, except sm all crow sfeet about the eyes. H e m ight have seen thirty, or perhaps
fifty years. B ut according to his ow n account, he had been to sea ever since he w as eight
years old, w hen he first w ent as a cabin-boy in an Indiam an, and ran aw ay at C alcutta.
A nd according to his ow n account, too, he had passed through every kind of dissipation
and abandonm ent in the w orst parts of the w orld. H e had served in Portuguese slavers on



the coast of A frica; and w ith a diabolical relish used to tell of the m iddle-passage, w here
the slaves w ere stow ed, heel and point, like logs, and the suffocated and dead w ere
unm anacled, and w eeded out from  the living every m orning, before w ashing dow n the
decks; how  he had been in a slaving schooner, w hich being chased by an English cruiser
off C ape Verde, received three shots in her hull, w hich raked through and through a w hole
file of slaves, that w ere chained.

H e w ould tell of lying in B atavia during a fever, w hen his ship lost a m an every few
days, and how  they w ent reeling ashore w ith the body, and got still m ore intoxicated by
w ay of precaution against the plague. H e w ould talk of finding a cobra-di-capello, or
hooded snake, under his pillow  in India, w hen he slept ashore there. H e w ould talk of
sailors being poisoned at C anton w ith drugged ―sham poo,‖ for the sake of their m oney;
and of the M alay ruffians, w ho stopped ships in the straits of C aspar, and alw ays saved the
captain for the last, so as to m ake him  point out w here the m ost valuable goods w ere
stored.

H is w hole talk w as of this land; full of piracies, plagues and poisonings. A nd often he
narrated m any passages in his ow n individual career, w hich w ere alm ost incredible, from
the consideration that few  m en could have plunged into such infam ous vices, and clung to
them  so long, w ithout paying the death-penalty.

B ut in truth, he carried about w ith him  the traces of these things, and the m ark of a
fearful end nigh at hand; like that of K ing A ntiochus of Syria, w ho died a w orse death,
history says, than if he had been stung out of the w orld by w asps and hornets.

N othing w as left of this Jackson but the foul lees and dregs of a m an; he w as thin as a
shadow ; nothing but skin and bones; and som etim es used to com plain, that it hurt him  to
sit on the hard chests. A nd I som etim es fancied, it w as the consciousness of his m iserable,
broken-dow n condition, and the prospect of soon dying like a dog, in consequence of his
sins, that m ade this poor w retch alw ays eye m e w ith such m alevolence as he did. For I w as
young and handsom e, at least m y m other so thought m e, and as soon as I becam e a little
used to the sea, and shook off m y low  spirits som ew hat, I began to have m y old color in
m y cheeks, and, spite of m isfortune, to appear w ell and hearty; w hereas he w as being
consum ed by an incurable m alady, that w as eating up his vitals, and w as m ore fit for a
hospital than a ship.

A s I am  som etim es by nature inclined to indulge in unauthorized surm isings about the
thoughts going on w ith regard to m e, in the people I m eet; especially if I have reason to
think they dislike m e; I w ill not put it dow n for a certainty that w hat I suspected
concerning this Jackson relative to his thoughts of m e, w as really the truth. B ut only state
m y honest opinion, and how  it struck m e at the tim e; and even now , I think I w as not
w rong. A nd indeed, unless it w as so, how  could I account to m yself, for the shudder that
w ould run through m e, w hen I caught this m an gazing at m e, as I often did; for he w as apt
to be dum b at tim es, and w ould sit w ith his eyes fixed, and his teeth set, like a m an in the
m oody m adness.

I w ell rem em ber the first tim e I saw  him , and how  I w as startled at his eye, w hich w as
even then fixed upon m e. H e w as standing at the ship‒s helm , being the first m an that got
there, w hen a steersm an w as called for by the pilot; for this Jackson w as alw ays on the



alert for easy duties, and used to plead his delicate health as the reason for assum ing them ,
as he did; though I used to think, that for a m an in poor health, he w as very sw ift on the
legs; at least w hen a good place w as to be jum ped to; though that m ight only have been a
sort of spasm odic exertion under strong inducem ents, w hich every one know s the greatest
invalids w ill som etim es show .

A nd though the sailors w ere alw ays very bitter against any thing like sogering, as they
called it; that is, any thing that savored of a desire to get rid of dow nright hard w ork; yet, I
observed that, though this Jackson w as a notorious old soger the w hole voyage (I m ean, in
all things not perilous to do, from  w hich he w as far from  hanging back), and in truth w as a
great veteran that w ay, and one w ho m ust have passed unhurt through m any cam paigns;
yet, they never presum ed to call him  to account in any w ay; or to let him  so m uch as think,
w hat they thought of his conduct. B ut I often heard them  call him  m any hard nam es
behind his back; and som etim es, too, w hen, perhaps, they had just been tenderly inquiring
after his health before his face. They all stood in m ortal fear of him ; and cringed and
faw ned about him  like so m any spaniels; and used to rub his back, after he w as undressed
and lying in his bunk; and used to run up on deck to the cook-house, to w arm  som e cold
coffee for him ; and used to fill his pipe, and give him  chew s of tobacco, and m end his
jackets and trow sers; and used to w atch, and tend, and nurse him  every w ay. A nd all the
tim e, he w ould sit scow ling on them , and found fault w ith w hat they did; and I noticed,
that those w ho did the m ost for him , and cringed the m ost before him , w ere the very ones
he m ost abused; w hile tw o or three w ho held m ore aloof, he treated w ith a little
consideration.

It is not for m e to say, w hat it w as that m ade a w hole ship‒s com pany subm it so to the
w him s of one poor m iserable m an like Jackson. I only know  that so it w as; but I have no
doubt, that if he had had a blue eye in his head, or had had a different face from  w hat he
did have, they w ould not have stood in such aw e of him . A nd it astonished m e, to see that
one of the seam en, a rem arkably robust and good-hum ored young m an from  B elfast in
Ireland, w as a person of no m ark or influence am ong the crew ; but on the contrary w as
hooted at, and tram pled upon, and m ade a butt and laughing-stock; and m ore than all, w as
continually being abused and snubbed by Jackson, w ho seem ed to hate him  cordially,
because of his great strength and fine person, and particularly because of his red cheeks.

B ut then, this B elfast m an, although he had shipped for an able-seam an, w as not m uch
of a sailor; and that alw ays low ers a m an in the eyes of a ship‒s com pany; I m ean, w hen he
ships for an able-seam an, but is not able to do the duty of one. For sailors are of three
classes‍ able-seam an, ordinary-seam an, and boys; and they receive different w ages
according to their rank. G enerally, a ship‒s com pany of tw elve m en w ill only have five or
six able seam en, w ho if they prove to understand their duty every w ay (and that is no
sm all m atter either, as I shall hereafter show , perhaps), are looked up to, and thought m uch
of by the ordinary-seam en and boys, w ho reverence their very pea-jackets, and lay up their
sayings in their hearts.

B ut you m ust not think from  this, that persons called boys aboard m erchant-ships are
all youngsters, though to be sure, I m yself w as called a boy, and a boy I w as. N o. In
m erchant-ships, a boy m eans a green-hand, a landsm an on his first voyage. A nd never
m ind if he is old enough to be a grandfather, he is still called a boy; and boys‒ w ork is put



upon him .

B ut I am  straying off from  w hat I w as going to say about Jackson‒s putting an end to
the dispute betw een the tw o sailors in the forecastle after breakfast. A fter they had been
disputing som e tim e about w ho had been to sea the longest, Jackson told them  to stop
talking; and then bade one of them  open his m outh; for, said he, I can tell a sailor‒s age
just like a horse‒s‍ by his teeth. So the m an laughed, and opened his m outh; and Jackson
m ade him  step out under the scuttle, w here the light cam e dow n from  deck; and then m ade
him  throw  his head back, w hile he looked into it, and probed a little w ith his jackknife,
like a baboon peering into a junk-bottle. I trem bled for the poor fellow , just as if I had seen
him  under the hands of a crazy barber, m aking signs to cut his throat, and he all the w hile
sitting stock still, w ith the lather on, to be shaved. For I w atched Jackson‒s eye and saw  it
snapping, and a sort of going in and out, very quick, as if it w ere som ething like a forked
tongue; and som ehow , I felt as if he w ere longing to kill the m an; but at last he grew  m ore
com posed, and after concluding his exam ination, said, that the first m an w as the oldest
sailor, for the ends of his teeth w ere the evenest and m ost w orn dow n; w hich, he said,
arose from  eating so m uch hard sea-biscuit; and this w as the reason he could tell a sailor‒s
age like a horse‒s.

A t this, every body m ade m erry, and looked at each other, as m uch as to say‍ com e,
boys, let‒s laugh; and they did laugh; and declared it w as a rare joke.

This w as alw ays the w ay w ith them . They m ade a point of shouting out, w henever
Jackson said any thing w ith a grin; that being the sign to them  that he him self thought it
funny; though I heard m any good jokes from  others pass off w ithout a sm ile; and once
Jackson him self (for, to tell the truth, he som etim es had a com ical w ay w ith him , that is,
w hen his back did not ache) told a truly funny story, but w ith a grave face; w hen, not
know ing how  he m eant it, w hether for a laugh or otherw ise, they all sat still, w aiting w hat
to do, and looking perplexed enough; till at last Jackson roared out upon them  for a parcel
of fools and idiots; and told them  to their beards, how  it w as; that he had purposely put on
his grave face, to see w hether they w ould not look grave, too; even w hen he w as telling
som ething that ought to split their sides. A nd w ith that, he flouted, and jeered at them , and
laughed them  all to scorn; and broke out in such a rage, that his lips began to glue together
at the corners w ith a fine w hite foam .

H e seem ed to be full of hatred and gall against every thing and every body in the
w orld; as if all the w orld w as one person, and had done him  som e dreadful harm , that w as
rankling and festering in his heart. Som etim es I thought he w as really crazy; and often felt
so frightened at him , that I thought of going to the captain about it, and telling him
Jackson ought to be confined, lest he should do som e terrible thing at last. B ut upon
second thoughts, I alw ays gave it up; for the captain w ould only have called m e a fool, and
sent m e forw ard again.

B ut you m ust not think that all the sailors w ere alike in abasing them selves before this
m an. N o: there w ere three or four w ho used to stand up som etim es against him ; and w hen
he w as absent at the w heel, w ould plot against him  am ong the other sailors, and tell them
w hat a sham e and ignom iny it w as, that such a poor m iserable w retch should be such a
tyrant over m uch better m en than him self. A nd they begged and conjured them  as m en, to
put up w ith it no longer, but the very next tim e, that Jackson presum ed to play the dictator,



that they should all w ithstand him , and let him  know  his place. Tw o or three tim es nearly
all hands agreed to it, w ith the exception of those w ho used to slink off during such
discussions; and sw ore that they w ould not any m ore subm it to being ruled by Jackson.
B ut w hen the tim e cam e to m ake good their oaths, they w ere m um  again, and let every
thing go on the old w ay; so that those w ho had put them  up to it, had to bear all the brunt
of Jackson‒s w rath by them selves. A nd though these last w ould stick up a little at first, and
even m utter som ething about a fight to Jackson; yet in the end, finding them selves
unbefriended by the rest, they w ould gradually becom e silent, and leave the field to the
tyrant, w ho w ould then fly out w orse than ever, and dare them  to do their w orst, and jeer
at them  for w hite-livered poltroons, w ho did not have a m outhful of heart in them . A t such
tim es, there w ere no bounds to his contem pt; and indeed, all the tim e he seem ed to have
even m ore contem pt than hatred, for every body and every thing.

A s for m e, I w as but a boy; and at any tim e aboard ship, a boy is expected to keep
quiet, do w hat he is bid, never presum e to interfere, and seldom  to talk, unless spoken to.
For m erchant sailors have a great idea of their dignity, and superiority to greenhorns and
landsm en, w ho know  nothing about a ship; and they seem  to think, that an able seam an is
a great m an; at least a m uch greater m an than a little boy. A nd the able seam en in the
H ighlander had such grand notions about their seam anship, that I alm ost thought that able
seam en received diplom as, like those given at colleges; and w ere m ade a sort A.M .S, or
M asters of Arts.

B ut though I kept thus quiet, and had very little to say, and w ell knew  that m y best
plan w as to get along peaceably w ith every body, and indeed endure a good deal before
show ing fight, yet I could not avoid Jackson‒s evil eye, nor escape his bitter enm ity. A nd
his being m y foe, set m any of the rest against m e; or at least they w ere afraid to speak out
for m e before Jackson; so that at last I found m yself a sort of Ishm ael in the ship, w ithout
a single friend or com panion; and I began to feel a hatred grow ing up in m e against the
w hole crew ‍ so m uch so, that I prayed against it, that it m ight not m aster m y heart
com pletely, and so m ake a fiend of m e, som ething like Jackson.



XIII. HE HAS A FINE DAY AT SEA, BEGINS TO LIKE IT; BUT
CHANGES HIS M IND

The second day out of port, the decks being w ashed dow n and breakfast over, the
w atch w as called, and the m ate set us to w ork.

It w as a very bright day. The sky and w ater w ere both of the sam e deep hue; and the
air felt w arm  and sunny; so that w e threw  off our jackets. I could hardly believe that I w as
sailing in the sam e ship I had been in during the night, w hen every thing had been so
lonely and dim ; and I could hardly im agine that this w as the sam e ocean, now  so beautiful
and blue, that during part of the night-w atch had rolled along so black and forbidding.

There w ere little traces of sunny clouds all over the heavens; and little fleeces of foam
all over the sea; and the ship m ade a strange, m usical noise under her bow s, as she glided
along, w ith her sails all still. It seem ed a pity to go to w ork at such a tim e; and if w e could
only have sat in the w indlass again; or if they w ould have let m e go out on the bow sprit,
and lay dow n betw een the m anropes there, and look over at the fish in the w ater, and think
of hom e, I should have been alm ost happy for a tim e.

I had now  com pletely got over m y sea-sickness, and felt very w ell; at least in m y body,
though m y heart w as far from  feeling right; so that I could now  look around m e, and m ake
observations.

A nd truly, though w e w ere at sea, there w as m uch to behold and w onder at; to m e, w ho
w as on m y first voyage. W hat m ost am azed m e w as the sight of the great ocean itself, for
w e w ere out of sight of land. A ll round us, on both sides of the ship, ahead and astern,
nothing w as to be seen but w ater‍ w ater‍ w ater; not a single glim pse of green shore, not
the sm allest island, or speck of m oss any w here. N ever did I realize till now  w hat the
ocean w as: how  grand and m ajestic, how  solitary, and boundless, and beautiful and blue;
for that day it gave no tokens of squalls or hurricanes, such as I had heard m y father tell
of; nor could I im agine, how  any thing that seem ed so playful and placid, could be lashed
into rage, and troubled into rolling avalanches of foam , and great cascades of w aves, such
as I saw  in the end.

A s I looked at it so m ild and sunny, I could not help calling to m ind m y little brother‒s
face, w hen he w as sleeping an infant in the cradle. It had just such a happy, careless,
innocent look; and every happy little w ave seem ed gam boling about like a thoughtless
little kid in a pasture; and seem ed to look up in your face as it passed, as if it w anted to be
patted and caressed. They seem ed all live things w ith hearts in them , that could feel; and I
alm ost felt grieved, as w e sailed in am ong them , scattering them  under our broad bow s in
sun-flakes, and riding over them  like a great elephant am ong lam bs. B ut w hat seem ed
perhaps the m ost strange to m e of all, w as a certain w onderful rising and falling of the sea;
I do not m ean the w aves them selves, but a sort of w ide heaving and sw elling and sinking
all over the ocean. It w as som ething I can not very w ell describe; but I know  very w ell
w hat it w as, and how  it affected m e. It m ade m e alm ost dizzy to look at it; and yet I could
not keep m y eyes off it, it seem ed so passing strange and w onderful.

I felt as if in a dream  all the tim e; and w hen I could shut the ship out, alm ost thought I



w as in som e new , fairy w orld, and expected to hear m yself called to, out of the clear blue
air, or from  the depths of the deep blue sea. B ut I did not have m uch leisure to indulge in
such thoughts; for the m en w ere now  getting som e stun‒-sails ready to hoist aloft, as the
w ind w as getting fairer and fairer for us; and these stun‒-sails are light canvas w hich are
spread at such tim es, aw ay out beyond the ends of the yards, w here they overhang the
w ide w ater, like the w ings of a great bird.

For m y ow n part, I could do but little to help the rest, not know ing the nam e of any
thing, or the proper w ay to go about aught. B esides, I felt very dream y, as I said before;
and did not exactly know  w here, or w hat I w as; every thing w as so strange and new .

W hile the stun‒-sails w ere lying all tum bled upon the deck, and the sailors w ere
fastening them  to the boom s, getting them  ready to hoist, the m ate ordered m e to do a
great m any sim ple things, none of w hich could I com prehend, ow ing to the queer w ords
he used; and then, seeing m e stand quite perplexed and confounded, he w ould roar out at
m e, and call m e all m anner of nam es, and the sailors w ould laugh and w ink to each other,
but durst not go farther than that, for fear of the m ate, w ho in his ow n presence w ould not
let any body laugh at m e but him self.

H ow ever, I tried to w ake up as m uch as I could, and keep from  dream ing w ith m y eyes
open; and being, at bottom , a sm art, apt lad, at last I m anaged to learn a thing or tw o, so
that I did not appear so m uch like a fool as at first.

People w ho have never gone to sea for the first tim e as sailors, can not im agine how
puzzling and confounding it is. It m ust be like going into a barbarous country, w here they
speak a strange dialect, and dress in strange clothes, and live in strange houses. For sailors
have their ow n nam es, even for things that are fam iliar ashore; and if you call a thing by
its shore nam e, you are laughed at for an ignoram us and a landlubber. This first day I
speak of, the m ate having ordered m e to draw  som e w ater, I asked him  w here I w as to get
the pail; w hen I thought I had com m itted som e dreadful crim e; for he flew  into a great
passion, and said they never had any pails at sea, and then I learned that they w ere alw ays
called buckets. A nd once I w as talking about sticking a little w ooden peg into a bucket to
stop a leak, w hen he flew  out again, and said there w ere no pegs at sea, only plugs. A nd
just so it w as w ith every thing else.

B ut besides all this, there is such an infinite num ber of totally new  nam es of new
things to learn, that at first it seem ed im possible for m e to m aster them  all. If you have
ever seen a ship, you m ust have rem arked w hat a thicket of ropes there are; and how  they
all seem ed m ixed and entangled together like a great skein of yarn. N ow  the very sm allest
of these ropes has its ow n proper nam e, and m any of them  are very lengthy, like the nam es
of young royal princes, such as the starboard-m ain-top-gallant-bow -line, or the larboard-
fore-top-sail-clue-line.

I think it w ould not be a bad plan to have a grand new  nam ing of a ship‒s ropes, as I
have read, they once had a sim plifying of the classes of plants in B otany. It is really
w onderful how  m any nam es there are in the w orld. There is no counting the nam es, that
surgeons and anatom ists give to the various parts of the hum an body; w hich, indeed, is
som ething like a ship; its bones being the stiff standing-rigging, and the sinew s the sm all
running ropes, that m anage all the m otions.



I w onder w hether m ankind could not get along w ithout all these nam es, w hich keep
increasing every day, and hour, and m om ent; till at last the very air w ill be full of them ;
and even in a great plain, m en w ill be breathing each other‒s breath, ow ing to the vast
m ultitude of w ords they use, that consum e all the air, just as lam p-burners do gas. B ut
people seem  to have a great love for nam es; for to know  a great m any nam es, seem s to
look like know ing a good m any things; though I should not be surprised, if there w ere a
great m any m ore nam es than things in the w orld. B ut I m ust quit this ram bling, and return
to m y story.

A t last w e hoisted the stun‒-sails up to the top-sail yards, and as soon as the vessel felt
them , she gave a sort of bound like a horse, and the breeze blow ing m ore and m ore, she
w ent plunging along, shaking off the foam  from  her bow s, like foam  from  a bridle-bit.
Every m ast and tim ber seem ed to have a pulse in it that w as beating w ith life and joy; and
I felt a w ild exulting in m y ow n heart, and felt as if I w ould be glad to bound along so
round the w orld.

Then w as I first conscious of a w onderful thing in m e, that responded to all the w ild
com m otion of the outer w orld; and w ent reeling on and on w ith the planets in their orbits,
and w as lost in one delirious throb at the center of the A ll. A  w ild bubbling and bursting
w as at m y heart, as if a hidden spring had just gushed out there; and m y blood ran tingling
along m y fram e, like m ountain brooks in spring freshets.

Yes! yes! give m e this glorious ocean life, this salt-sea life, this briny, foam y life, w hen
the sea neighs and snorts, and you breathe the very breath that the great w hales respire!
Let m e roll around the globe, let m e rock upon the sea; let m e race and pant out m y life,
w ith an eternal breeze astern, and an endless sea before!

B ut how  soon these raptures abated, w hen after a brief idle interval, w e w ere again set
to w ork, and I had a vile com m ission to clean out the chicken coops, and m ake up the beds
of the pigs in the long-boat.

M iserable dog‒s life is this of the sea! com m anded like a slave, and set to w ork like an
ass! vulgar and brutal m en lording it over m e, as if I w ere an A frican in A labam a. Yes,
yes, blow  on, ye breezes, and m ake a speedy end to this abom inable voyage!

XIV. HE CONTEM PLATES M AKING A SOCIAL CALL ON THE
CAPTAIN IN HIS CABIN

W hat rem inded m e m ost forcibly of m y ignom inious condition, w as the w idely altered
m anner of the captain tow ard m e.

I had thought him  a fine, funny gentlem an, full of m irth and good hum or, and good
w ill to seam en, and one w ho could not fail to appreciate the difference betw een m e and
the rude sailors am ong w hom  I w as throw n. Indeed, I had m ade no doubt that he w ould in
som e special m anner take m e under his protection, and prove a kind friend and benefactor
to m e; as I had heard that som e sea-captains are fathers to their crew ; and so they are; but
such fathers as Solom on‒s precepts tend to m ake‍ severe and chastising fathers, fathers
w hose sense of duty overcom es the sense of love, and w ho every day, in som e sort, play
the part of B rutus, w ho ordered his son aw ay to execution, as I have read in our old fam ily



Plutarch.

Yes, I thought that C aptain R iga, for R iga w as his nam e, w ould be attentive and
considerate to m e, and strive to cheer m e up, and com fort m e in m y lonesom eness. I did
not even deem  it at all im possible that he w ould invite m e dow n into the cabin of a
pleasant night, to ask m e questions concerning m y parents, and prospects in life; besides
obtaining from  m e som e anecdotes touching m y great-uncle, the illustrious senator; or
give m e a slate and pencil, and teach m e problem s in navigation; or perhaps engage m e at
a gam e of chess. I even thought he m ight invite m e to dinner on a sunny Sunday, and help
m e plentifully to the nice cabin fare, as know ing how  distasteful the salt beef and pork,
and hard biscuit of the forecastle m ust at first be to a boy like m e, w ho had alw ays lived
ashore, and at hom e.

A nd I could not help regarding him  w ith peculiar em otions, alm ost of tenderness and
love, as the last visible link in the chain of associations w hich bound m e to m y hom e. For,
w hile yet in port, I had seen him  and M r. Jones, m y brother‒s friend, standing together and
conversing; so that from  the captain to m y brother there w as but one interm ediate step;
and m y brother and m other and sisters w ere one.

A nd this rem inds m e how  often I used to pass by the places on deck, w here I
rem em bered M r. Jones had stood w hen w e first visited the ship lying at the w harf; and
how  I tried to convince m yself that it w as indeed true, that he had stood there, though now
the ship w as so far aw ay on the w ide A tlantic O cean, and he perhaps w as w alking dow n
W all-street, or sitting reading the new spaper in his counting room , w hile poor I w as so
differently em ployed.

W hen tw o or three days had passed w ithout the captain‒s speaking to m e in any w ay,
or sending w ord into the forecastle that he w ished m e to drop into the cabin to pay m y
respects. I began to think w hether I should not m ake the first advances, and w hether
indeed he did not expect it of m e, since I w as but a boy, and he a m an; and perhaps that
m ight have been the reason w hy he had not spoken to m e yet, deem ing it m ore proper and
respectful for m e to address him  first. I thought he m ight be offended, too, especially if he
w ere a proud m an, w ith tender feelings. So one evening, a little before sundow n, in the
second dog-w atch, w hen there w as no m ore w ork to be done, I concluded to call and see
him .

A fter draw ing a bucket of w ater, and having a good w ashing, to get off som e of the
chicken-coop stains, I w ent dow n into the forecastle to dress m yself as neatly as I could. I
put on a w hite shirt in place of m y red one, and got into a pair of cloth trow sers instead of
m y duck ones, and put on m y new  pum ps, and then carefully brushing m y shooting-jacket,
I put that on over all, so that upon the w hole, I m ade quite a genteel figure, at least for a
forecastle, though I w ould not have looked so w ell in a draw ing-room .

W hen the sailors saw  m e thus em ployed, they did not know  w hat to m ake of it, and
w anted to know  w hether I w as dressing to go ashore; I told them  no, for w e w ere then out
of sight of m ind; but that I w as going to pay m y respects to the captain. U pon w hich they
all laughed and shouted, as if I w ere a sim pleton; though there seem ed nothing so very
sim ple in going to m ake an evening call upon a friend. W hen som e of them  tried to
dissuade m e, saying I w as green and raw ; but Jackson, w ho sat looking on, cried out, w ith



a hideous grin, ―Let him  go, let him  go, m en‍ he‒s a nice boy. Let him  go; the captain has
som e nuts and raisins for him .‖ A nd so he w as going on, w hen one of his violent fits of
coughing seized him , and he alm ost choked.

A s I w as about leaving the forecastle, I happened to look at m y hands, and seeing them
stained all over of a deep yellow , for that m orning the m ate had set m e to tarring som e
strips of canvas for the rigging I thought it w ould never do to present m yself before a
gentlem an that w ay; so for w ant of lads, I slipped on a pair of w oolen m ittens, w hich m y
m other had knit for m e to carry to sea. A s I w as putting them  on, Jackson asked m e
w hether he shouldn‒t call a carriage; and another bade m e not forget to present his best
respects to the skipper. I left them  all tittering, and com ing on deck w as passing the cook-
house, w hen the old cook called after m e, saying I had forgot m y cane.

B ut I did not heed their im pudence, and w as w alking straight tow ard the cabin-door on
the quarter-deck, w hen the chief m ate m et m e. I touched m y hat, and w as passing him ,
w hen, after staring at m e till I thought his eyes w ould burst out, he all at once caught m e
by the collar, and w ith a voice of thunder, w anted to know  w hat I m eant by playing such
tricks aboard a ship that he w as m ate of? I told him  to let go of m e, or I w ould com plain to
m y friend the captain, w hom  I intended to visit that evening. U pon this he gave m e such a
w hirl round, that I thought the G ulf Stream  w as in m y head; and then shoved m e forw ard,
roaring out I know  not w hat. M eanw hile the sailors w ere all standing round the w indlass
looking aft, m ightily tickled.

Seeing I could not effect m y object that night, I thought it best to defer it for the
present; and returning am ong the sailors, Jackson asked m e how  I had found the captain,
and w hether the next tim e I w ent, I w ould not take a friend along and introduce him .

The upshot of this business w as, that before I w ent to sleep that night, I felt w ell
satisfied that it w as not custom ary for sailors to call on the captain in the cabin; and I
began to have an inkling of the fact, that I had acted like a fool; but it all arose from  m y
ignorance of sea usages.

A nd here I m ay as w ell state, that I never saw  the inside of the cabin during the w hole
interval that elapsed from  our sailing till our return to N ew  York; though I often used to
get a peep at it through a little pane of glass, set in the house on deck, just before the helm ,
w here a w atch w as kept hanging for the helm sm an to strike the half hours by, w ith his
little bell in the binnacle, w here the com pass w as. A nd it used to be the great am usem ent
of the sailors to look in through the pane of glass, w hen they stood at the w heel, and w atch
the proceedings in the cabin; especially w hen the stew ard w as setting the table for dinner,
or the captain w as lounging over a decanter of w ine on a little m ahogany stand, or playing
the gam e called solitaire, at cards, of an evening; for at tim es he w as all alone w ith his
dignity; though, as w ill ere long be show n, he generally had one pleasant com panion,
w hose society he did not dislike.

The day follow ing m y attem pt to drop in at the cabin, I happened to be m aking fast a
rope on the quarter-deck, w hen the captain suddenly m ade his appearance, prom enading
up and dow n, and sm oking a cigar. H e looked very good-hum ored and am iable, and it
being just after his dinner, I thought that this, to be sure, w as just the chance I w anted.

I w aited a little w hile, thinking he w ould speak to m e him self; but as he did not, I w ent



up to him , and began by saying it w as a very pleasant day, and hoped he w as very w ell. I
never saw  a m an fly into such a rage; I thought he w as going to knock m e dow n; but after
standing speechless aw hile, he all at once plucked his cap from  his head and threw  it at
m e. I don‒t know  w hat im pelled m e, but I ran to the lee-scuppers w here it fell, picked it
up, and gave it to him  w ith a bow ; w hen the m ate cam e running up, and thrust m e forw ard
again; and after he had got m e as far as the w indlass, he w anted to know  w hether I w as
crazy or not; for if I w as, he w ould put m e in irons right off, and have done w ith it.

B ut I assured him  I w as in m y right m ind, and knew  perfectly w ell that I had been
treated in the m ost rude and un-gentlem anly m anner both by him  and C aptain R iga. U pon
this, he rapped out a great oath, and told m e if I ever repeated w hat I had done that
evening, or ever again presum ed so m uch as to lift m y hat to the captain, he w ould tie m e
into the rigging, and keep m e there until I learned better m anners. ―You are very green,‖
said he, ―but I‒ll ripen you.‖ Indeed this chief m ate seem ed to have the keeping of the
dignity of the captain; w ho, in som e sort, seem ed too dignified personally to protect his
ow n dignity.

I thought this strange enough, to be reprim anded, and charged w ith rudeness for an act
of com m on civility. H ow ever, seeing how  m atters stood, I resolved to let the captain alone
for the future, particularly as he had show n him self so deficient in the ordinary breeding of
a gentlem an. A nd I could hardly credit it, that this w as the sam e m an w ho had been so
very civil, and polite, and w itty, w hen M r. Jones and I called upon him  in port.

B ut this astonishm ent of m ine w as m uch increased, w hen som e days after, a storm
cam e upon us, and the captain rushed out of the cabin in his nightcap, and nothing else but
his shirt on; and leaping up on the poop, began to jum p up and dow n, and curse and sw ear,
and call the m en aloft all m anner of hard nam es, just like a com m on loafer in the street.

B esides all this, too, I noticed that w hile w e w ere at sea, he w ore nothing but old
shabby clothes, very different from  the glossy suit I had seen him  in at our first interview ,
and after that on the steps of the C ity H otel, w here he alw ays boarded w hen in N ew  York.
N ow , he w ore nothing but old-fashioned snuff-colored coats, w ith high collars and short
w aists; and faded, short-legged pantaloons, very tight about the knees; and vests, that did
not conceal his w aistbands, ow ing to their being so short, just like a little boy‒s. A nd his
hats w ere all caved in, and battered, as if they had been knocked about in a cellar; and his
boots w ere sadly patched. Indeed, I began to think that he w as but a shabby fellow  after
all; particularly as his w hiskers lost their gloss, and he w ent days together w ithout
shaving; and his hair, by a sort of m iracle, began to grow  of a pepper and salt color, w hich
m ight have been ow ing, though, to his discontinuing the use of som e kind of dye w hile at
sea. I put him  dow n as a sort of im postor; and w hile ashore, a gentlem an on false
pretenses; for no gentlem an w ould have treated another gentlem an as he did m e.

Yes, C aptain R iga, thought I, you are no gentlem an, and you know  it!

XV. THE M ELANCHOLY STATE OF HIS WARDROBE

A nd now  that I have been speaking of the captain‒s old clothes, I m ay as w ell speak of
m ine.



It w as very early in the m onth of June that w e sailed; and I had greatly rejoiced that it
w as that tim e of the year; for it w ould be w arm  and pleasant upon the ocean, I thought;
and m y voyage w ould be like a sum m er excursion to the sea shore, for the benefit of the
salt w ater, and a change of scene and society.

So I had not given m yself m uch concern about w hat I should w ear; and deem ed it
w holly unnecessary to provide m yself w ith a great outfit of pilot-cloth jackets, and
brow sers, and G uernsey frocks, and oil-skin suits, and sea-boots, and m any other things,
w hich old seam en carry in their chests. B ut one reason w as, that I did not have the m oney
to buy them  w ith, even if I had w anted to. So in addition to the clothes I had brought from
hom e, I had only bought a red shirt, a tarpaulin hat, and a belt and knife, as I have
previously related, w hich gave m e a sea outfit, som ething like the Texan rangers‒, w hose
uniform , they say, consists of a shirt collar and a pair of spurs.

B ut I w as not m any days at sea, w hen I found that m y shore clothing, or ―long togs,‖
as the sailors call them , w ere but ill adapted to the life I now  led. W hen I w ent aloft, at m y
yard-arm  gym nastics, m y pantaloons w ere all the tim e ripping and splitting in every
direction, particularly about the seat, ow ing to their not being cut sailor-fashion, w ith low
w aistbands, and to w ear w ithout suspenders. So that I w as often placed in m ost unpleasant
predicam ents, straddling the rigging, som etim es in plain sight of the cabin, w ith m y table
linen exposed in the m ost inelegant and ungentlem anly m anner possible.

A nd w orse than all, m y best pair of pantaloons, and the pair I m ost prided m yself
upon, w as a very conspicuous and rem arkable looking pair.

I had had them  m ade to order by our village tailor, a little fat m an, very thin in the legs,
and w ho used to say he im ported the latest fashions direct from  Paris; though all the
fashion plates in his shop w ere very dirty w ith fly-m arks.

W ell, this tailor m ade the pantaloons I speak of, and w hile he had them  in hand, I used
to call and see him  tw o or three tim es a day to try them  on, and hurry him  forw ard; for he
w as an old m an w ith large round spectacles, and could not see very w ell, and had no one
to help him  but a sick w ife, w ith five grandchildren to take care of; and besides that, he
w as such a great snuff-taker, that it interfered w ith his business; for he took several
pinches for every stitch, and w ould sit snuffing and blow ing his nose over m y pantaloons,
till I used to get disgusted w ith him . N ow , this old tailor had show n m e the pattern, after
w hich he intended to m ake m y pantaloons; but I im proved upon it, and bade him  have a
slit on the outside of each leg, at the foot, to button up w ith a row  of six brass bell buttons;
for a grow n-up cousin of m ine, w ho w as a great sportsm an, used to w ear a beautiful pair
of pantaloons, m ade precisely in that w ay.

A nd these w ere the very pair I now  had at sea; the sailors m ade a great deal of fun of
them , and w ere all the tim e calling on each other to ―tw ig‖ them ; and they w ould ask m e
to lend them  a button or tw o, by w ay of a joke; and then they w ould ask m e if I w as not a
soldier. Show ing very plainly that they had no idea that m y pantaloons w ere a very genteel
pair, m ade in the height of the sporting fashion, and copied from  m y cousin‒s, w ho w as a
young m an of fortune and drove a tilbury.

W hen m y pantaloons ripped and tore, as I have said, I did m y best to m end and patch
them ; but not being m uch of a sem pstress, the m ore I patched the m ore they parted;



because I put m y patches on, w ithout heeding the joints of the legs, w hich only irritated
m y poor pants the m ore, and put them  out of tem per.

N or m ust I forget m y boots, w hich w ere alm ost new  w hen I left hom e. They had been
m y Sunday boots, and fitted m e to a charm . I never had had a pair of boots that I liked
better; I used to turn m y toes out w hen I w alked in them , unless it w as night tim e, w hen no
one could see m e, and I had som ething else to think of; and I used to keep looking at them
during church; so that I lost a good deal of the serm on. In a w ord, they w ere a beautiful
pair of boots. B ut all this only unfitted them  the m ore for sea-service; as I soon
discovered. They had very high heels, w hich w ere all the tim e tripping m e in the rigging,
and several tim es cam e near pitching m e overboard; and the salt w ater m ade them  shrink
in such a m anner, that they pinched m e terribly about the instep; and I w as obliged to gash
them  cruelly, w hich w ent to m y very heart. The legs w ere quite long, com ing a good w ay
up tow ard m y knees, and the edges w ere m ounted w ith red m orocco. The sailors used to
call them  m y ―gaff-topsail-boots.‖ A nd som etim es they used to call m e ―B oots,‖ and
som etim es ―B uttons,‖ on account of the ornam ents on m y pantaloons and shooting-jacket.

A t last, I took their advice, and ―razeed‖ them , as they phrased it. That is, I am putated
the legs, and shaved off the heels to the bare soles; w hich, how ever, did not m uch im prove
them , for it m ade m y feet feel flat as flounders, and besides, brought m e dow n in the
w orld, and m ade m e slip and slide about the decks, as I used to at hom e, w hen I w ore
straps on the ice.

A s for m y tarpaulin hat, it w as a very cheap one; and therefore proved a real sham  and
shave; it leaked like an old shingle roof; and in a rain storm , kept m y hair w et and
disagreeable. B esides, from  lying dow n on deck in it, during the night w atches, it got
bruised and battered, and lost all its beauty; so that it w as unprofitable every w ay.

B ut I had alm ost forgotten m y shooting-jacket, w hich w as m ade of m oleskin. Every
day, it grew  sm aller and sm aller, particularly after a rain, until at last I thought it w ould
com pletely exhale, and leave nothing but the bare seam s, by w ay of a skeleton, on m y
back. It becam e unspeakably unpleasant, w hen w e got into rather cold w eather, crossing
the B anks of N ew foundland, w hen the only w ay I had to keep w arm  during the night, w as
to pull on m y w aistcoat and m y roundabout, and then clap the shooting-jacket over all.
This m ade it pinch m e under the arm s, and it vexed, irritated, and torm ented m e every
w ay; and used to incom m ode m y arm s seriously w hen I w as pulling the ropes; so m uch so,
that the m ate asked m e once if I had the cram p.

I m ay as w ell here glance at som e trials and tribulations of a sim ilar kind. I had no
m attress, or bed-clothes, of any sort; for the thought of them  had never entered m y m ind
before going to sea; so that I w as obliged to sleep on the bare boards of m y bunk; and
w hen the ship pitched violently, and alm ost stood upon end, I m ust have looked like an
Indian baby tied to a plank, and hung up against a tree like a crucifix.

I have already m entioned m y total w ant of table-tools; never dream ing, that, in this
respect, going to sea as a sailor w as som ething like going to a boarding-school, w here you
m ust furnish your ow n spoon and knife, fork, and napkin. B ut at length, I w as so happy as
to barter w ith a steerage passenger a silk handkerchief of m ine for a half-gallon iron pot,
w ith hooks to it, to hang on a grate; and this pot I used to present at the cook-house for m y



allow ance of coffee and tea. It gave m e a good deal of trouble, though, to keep it clean,
being m uch disposed to rust; and the hooks som etim es scratched m y face w hen I w as
drinking; and it w as unusually large and heavy; so that m y breakfasts w ere deprived of all
ease and satisfaction, and becam e a toil and a labor to m e. A nd I w as forced to use the
sam e pot for m y bean-soup, three tim es a w eek, w hich im parted to it a bad flavor for
coffee.

I can not tell how  I really suffered in m any w ays for m y im providence and
heedlessness, in going to sea so ill provided w ith every thing calculated to m ake m y
situation at all com fortable, or even tolerable. In tim e, m y w retched ―long togs‖ began to
drop off m y back, and I looked like a Sam  Patch, sham bling round the deck in m y rags
and the w reck of m y gaff-topsail-boots. I often thought w hat m y friends at hom e w ould
have said, if they could but get one peep at m e. B ut I hugged m yself in m y m iserable
shooting-jacket, w hen I considered that that degradation and sham e never could overtake
m e; yet, I thought it a galling m ockery, w hen I rem em bered that m y sisters had prom ised
to tell all inquiring friends, that W ellingborough had gone ―abroad‖ just as if I w as
visiting Europe on a tour w ith m y tutor, as poor sim ple M r. Jones had hinted to the
captain.

Still, in spite of the m elancholy w hich som etim es overtook m e, there w ere several little
incidents that m ade m e forget m yself in the contem plation of the strange and to m e m ost
w onderful sights of the sea.

A nd perhaps nothing struck into m e such a feeling of w ild rom ance, as a view  of the
first vessel w e spoke. It w as of a clear sunny afternoon, and she cam e bearing dow n upon
us, a m ost beautiful sight, w ith all her sails spread w ide. She cam e very near, and passed
under our stern; and as she leaned over to the breeze, show ed her decks fore and aft; and I
saw  the strange sailors grouped upon the forecastle, and the cook looking out of his cook-
house w ith a ladle in his hand, and the captain in a green jacket sitting on the taffrail w ith
a speaking-trum pet.

A nd here, had this vessel com e out of the infinite blue ocean, w ith all these hum an
beings on board, and the sm oke tranquilly m ounting up into the sea-air from  the cook‒s
funnel as if it w ere a chim ney in a city; and every thing looking so cool, and calm , and of-
course, in the m idst of w hat to m e, at least, seem ed a superlative m arvel.

H oisted at her m izzen-peak w as a red flag, w ith a turreted w hite castle in the m iddle,
w hich looked foreign enough, and m ade m e stare all the harder.

O ur captain, w ho had put on another hat and coat, and w as lounging in an elegant
attitude on the poop, now  put his high polished brass trum pet to his m outh, and said in a
very rude voice for conversation, ―W here from ?‖

To w hich the other captain rejoined w ith som e outlandish D utch gibberish, of w hich
w e could only m ake out, that the ship belonged to H am burg, as her flag denoted.

H am burg!

B less m y soul! and here I am  on the great A tlantic O cean, actually beholding a ship
from  H olland! It w as passing strange. In m y intervals of leisure from  other duties, I
follow ed the strange ship till she w as quite a little speck in the distance.



I could not but be struck w ith the m anner of the tw o sea-captains during their brief
interview . Seated at their ease on their respective ―poops‖ tow ard the stern of their ships,
w hile the sailors w ere obeying their behests; they touched hats to each other, exchanged
com plim ents, and drove on, w ith all the indifference of tw o A rab horsem en accosting each
other on an airing in the D esert. To them , I suppose, the great A tlantic O cean w as a
puddle.

XVI. AT DEAD OF NIGHT HE IS SENT UP TO LOOSE THE M AIN-
SKYSAIL

I m ust now  run back a little, and tell of m y first going aloft at m iddle w atch, w hen the
sea w as quite calm , and the breeze w as m ild.

The order w as given to loose the m ain-skysail, w hich is the fifth and highest sail from
deck. It w as a very sm all sail, and from  the forecastle looked no bigger than a cam bric
pocket-handkerchief. B ut I have heard that som e ships carry still sm aller sails, above the
skysail; called m oon-sails, and skyscrapers, and cloud-rakers. B ut I shall not believe in
them  till I see them ; a skysail seem s high enough in all conscience; and the idea of any
thing higher than that, seem s preposterous. B esides, it looks alm ost like tem pting heaven,
to brush the very firm am ent so, and alm ost put the eyes of the stars out; w hen a flaw  of
w ind, too, m ight very soon take the conceit out of these cloud-defying cloud-rakers.

N ow , w hen the order w as passed to loose the skysail, an old D utch sailor cam e up to
m e, and said, ―B uttons, m y boy, it‒s high tim e you be doing som ething; and it‒s boy‒s
business, B uttons, to loose de royals, and not old m en‒s business, like m e. N ow , d‒ye see
dat leelle fellow  w ay up dare? dare, just behind dem  stars dare: w ell, tum ble up, now ,
B uttons, I zay, and looze him ; w ay you go, B uttons.‖

A ll the rest joining in, and seem ing unanim ous in the opinion, that it w as high tim e for
m e to be stirring m yself, and doing boy‒s business, as they called it, I m ade no m ore ado,
but jum ped into the rigging. U p I w ent, not daring to look dow n, but keeping m y eyes
glued, as it w ere, to the shrouds, as I ascended.

It w as a long road up those stairs, and I began to pant and breathe hard, before I w as
half w ay. B ut I kept at it till I got to the Jacob‒s Ladder; and they m ay w ell call it so, for it
took m e alm ost into the clouds; and at last, to m y ow n am azem ent, I found m yself hanging
on the skysail-yard, holding on m ight and m ain to the m ast; and curling m y feet round the
rigging, as if they w ere another pair of hands.

For a few  m om ents I stood aw e-stricken and m ute. I could not see far out upon the
ocean, ow ing to the darkness of the night; and from  m y lofty perch, the sea looked like a
great, black gulf, hem m ed in, all round, by beetling black cliffs. I seem ed all alone;
treading the m idnight clouds; and every second, expected to find m yself falling‍ falling‍
falling, as I have felt w hen the nightm are has been on m e.

I could but just perceive the ship below  m e, like a long narrow  plank in the w ater; and
it did not seem  to belong at all to the yard, over w hich I w as hanging. A  gull, or som e sort
of sea-fow l, w as flying round the truck over m y head, w ithin a few  yards of m y face; and
it alm ost frightened m e to hear it; it seem ed so m uch like a spirit, at such a lofty and



solitary height.

Though there w as a pretty sm ooth sea, and little w ind; yet, at this extrem e elevation,
the ship‒s m otion w as very great; so that w hen the ship rolled one w ay, I felt som ething as
a fly m ust feel, w alking the ceiling; and w hen it rolled the other w ay, I felt as if I w as
hanging along a slanting pine-tree.

B ut presently I heard a distant, hoarse noise from  below ; and though I could not m ake
out any thing intelligible, I knew  it w as the m ate hurrying m e. So in a nervous, trem bling
desperation, I w ent to casting off the gaskets, or lines tying up the sail; and w hen all w as
ready, sung out as I had been told, to ―hoist aw ay!‖ A nd hoist they did, and m e too along
w ith the yard and sail; for I had no tim e to get off, they w ere so unexpectedly quick about
it. It seem ed like m agic; there I w as, going up higher and higher; the yard rising under m e,
as if it w ere alive, and no soul in sight. W ithout know ing it at the tim e, I w as in a good
deal of danger, but it w as so dark that I could not see w ell enough to feel afraid‍ at least
on that account; though I felt frightened enough in a prom iscuous w ay. I only held on
hard, and m ade good the saying of old sailors, that the last person to fall overboard from
the rigging is a landsm an, because he grips the ropes so fiercely; w hereas old tars are less
careful, and som etim es pay the penalty.

A fter this feat, I got dow n rapidly on deck, and received som ething like a com plim ent
from  M ax the D utchm an.

This m an w as perhaps the best natured m an am ong the crew ; at any rate, he treated m e
better than the rest did; and for that reason he deserves som e m ention.

M ax w as an old bachelor of a sailor, very precise about his w ardrobe, and prided
him self greatly upon his seam anship, and entertained som e straight-laced, old-fashioned
notions about the duties of boys at sea. H is hair, w hiskers, and cheeks w ere of a fiery red;
and as he w ore a red shirt, he w as altogether the m ost com bustible looking m an I ever saw .

N or did his appearance belie him ; for his tem per w as very inflam m able; and at a w ord,
he w ould explode in a show er of hard w ords and im precations. It w as M ax that several
tim es set on foot those conspiracies against Jackson, w hich I have spoken of before; but he
ended by paying him  a grum bling hom age, full of resentful reservations.

M ax som etim es m anifested som e little interest in m y w elfare; and often discoursed
concerning the sorry figure I w ould cut in m y tatters w hen w e got to Liverpool, and the
discredit it w ould bring on the A m erican M erchant Service; for like all European seam en
in A m erican ships, M ax prided him self not a little upon his naturalization as a Yankee, and
if he could, w ould have been very glad to have passed him self off for a born native.

B ut notw ithstanding his grief at the prospect of m y reflecting discredit upon his
adopted country, he never offered to better m y w ardrobe, by loaning m e any thing from
his ow n w ell-stored chest. Like m any other w ell-w ishers, he contented him  w ith
sym pathy. M ax also betrayed som e anxiety to know  w hether I knew  how  to dance; lest,
w hen the ship‒s com pany w ent ashore, I should disgrace them  by exposing m y
aw kw ardness in som e of the sailor saloons. B ut I relieved his anxiety on that head.

H e w as a great scold, and fault-finder, and often took m e to task about m y short-
com ings; but herein, he w as not alone; for every one had a finger, or a thum b, and



som etim es both hands, in m y unfortunate pie.

XVII. THE COOK AND STEWARD

It w as on a Sunday w e m ade the B anks of N ew foundland; a drizzling, foggy, clam m y
Sunday. You could hardly see the w ater, ow ing to the m ist and vapor upon it; and every
thing w as so flat and calm , I alm ost thought w e m ust have som ehow  got back to N ew
York, and w ere lying at the foot of W all-street again in a rainy tw ilight. The decks w ere
dripping w ith w et, so that in the dense fog, it seem ed as if w e w ere standing on the roof of
a house in a show er.

It w as a m ost m iserable Sunday; and several of the sailors had tw inges of the
rheum atism , and pulled on their m onkey-jackets. A s for Jackson, he w as all the tim e
rubbing his back and snarling like a dog.

I tried to recall all m y pleasant, sunny Sundays ashore; and tried to im agine w hat they
w ere doing at hom e; and w hether our old fam ily friend, M r. B ridenstoke, w ould drop in,
w ith his silver-m ounted tasseled cane, betw een churches, as he used to; and w hether he
w ould inquire about m yself.

B ut it w ould not do. I could hardly realize that it w as Sunday at all. Every thing w ent
on pretty m uch the sam e as before. There w as no church to go to; no place to take a w alk
in; no friend to call upon. I began to think it m ust be a sort of second Saturday; a foggy
Saturday, w hen school-boys stay at hom e reading R obinson C rusoe.

The only m an w ho seem ed to be taking his ease that day, w as our black cook; w ho
according to the invariable custom  at sea, alw ays w ent by the nam e of the doctor.

A nd doctors, cooks certainly are, the very best m edicos in the w orld; for w hat pestilent
pills and potions of the Faculty are half so serviceable to m an, and health-and-strength-
giving, as roasted lam b and green peas, say, in spring; and roast beef and cranberry sauce
in w inter? W ill a dose of calom el and jalap do you as m uch good? W ill a bolus build up a
fainting m an? Is there any satisfaction in dining off a pow der? B ut these doctors of the
frying-pan som etim es loll m en off by a surfeit; or give them  the headache, at least. W ell,
w hat then? N o m atter. For if w ith their m ost goodly and ten tim es jolly m edicines, they
now  and then fill our nights w ith tribulations, and abridge our days, w hat of the social
hom icides perpetrated by the Faculty? A nd w hen you die by a pill-doctor‒s hands, it is
never w ith a sw eet relish in your m outh, as though you died by a frying-pan-doctor; but
your last breath villainously savors of ipecac and rhubarb. Then, w hat charges they m ake
for the abom inable lunches they serve out so stingily! O ne of their bills for boluses w ould
keep you in good dinners a tw elve-m onth.

N ow , our doctor w as a serious old fellow , m uch given to m etaphysics, and used to talk
about original sin. A ll that Sunday m orning, he sat over his boiling pots, reading out of a
book w hich w as very m uch soiled and covered w ith grease spots: for he kept it stuck into
a little leather strap, nailed to the keg w here he kept the fat skim m ed off the w ater in
w hich the salt beef w as cooked. I could hardly believe m y eyes w hen I found this book
w as the B ible.

I loved to peep in upon him , w hen he w as thus absorbed; for his sm oky studio or study



w as a strange-looking place enough; not m ore than five feet square, and about as m any
high; a m ere box to hold the stove, the pipe of w hich stuck out of the roof.

W ithin, it w as hung round w ith pots and pans; and on one side w as a little looking-
glass, w here he used to shave; and on a sm all shelf w ere his shaving tools, and a com b and
brush. Fronting the stove, and very close to it, w as a sort of narrow  shelf, w here he used to
sit w ith his legs spread out very w ide, to keep them  from  scorching; and there, w ith his
book in one hand, and a pew ter spoon in the other, he sat all that Sunday m orning, stirring
up his pots, and studying aw ay at the sam e tim e; seldom  taking his eye off the page.
R eading m ust have been very hard w ork for him ; for he m uttered to him self quite loud as
he read; and big drops of sw eat w ould stand upon his brow , and roll off, till they hissed on
the hot stove before him . B ut on the day I speak of, it w as no w onder that he got
perplexed, for he w as reading a m ysterious passage in the B ook of C hronicles. B eing
aw are that I knew  how  to read, he called m e as I w as passing his prem ises, and read the
passage over, dem anding an explanation. I told him  it w as a m ystery that no one could
explain; not even a parson. B ut this did not satisfy him , and I left him  poring over it still.

H e m ust have been a m em ber of one of those negro churches, w hich are to be found in
N ew  York. For w hen w e lay at the w harf, I rem em bered that a com m ittee of three
reverend looking old darkies, w ho, besides their natural canonicals, w ore quaker-cut black
coats, and broad-brim m ed black hats, and w hite neck-cloths; these colored gentlem en
called upon him , and rem ained conversing w ith him  at his cookhouse door for m ore than
an hour; and before they w ent aw ay they stepped inside, and the sliding doors w ere
closed; and then w e heard som e one reading aloud and preaching; and after that a psalm
w as sung and a benediction given; w hen the door opened again, and the congregation
cam e out in a great perspiration; ow ing, I suppose, to the chapel being so sm all, and there
being only one seat besides the stove.

B ut notw ithstanding his religious studies and m editations, this old fellow  used to use
som e bad language occasionally; particularly of cold, w et storm y m ornings, w hen he had
to get up before daylight and m ake his fire; w ith the sea breaking over the bow s, and now
and then dashing into his stove.

So, under the circum stances, you could not blam e him  m uch, if he did rip a little, for it
w ould have tried old Job‒s tem per, to be set to w ork m aking a fire in the w ater.

W ithout being at all neat about his prem ises, this old cook w as very particular about
them ; he had a w arm  love and affection for his cook-house. In fair w eather, he spread the
skirt of an old jacket before the door, by w ay of a m at; and screw ed a sm all ring-bolt into
the door for a knocker; and w rote his nam e, ―M r. Thom pson,‖ over it, w ith a bit of red
chalk.

The m en said he lived round the corner of Forecastle-square, opposite the Liberty
Pole; because his cook-house w as right behind the forem ast, and very near the quarters
occupied by them selves.

Sailors have a great fancy for nam ing things that w ay on shipboard. W hen a m an is
hung at sea, w hich is alw ays done from  one of the low er yard-arm s, they say he ―takes a
w alk up Ladder-lane, and dow n H em p-street.‖

M r. Thom pson w as a great crony of the stew ard‒s, w ho, being a handsom e, dandy



m ulatto, that had once been a barber in W est-B roadw ay, w ent by the nam e of Lavender. I
have m entioned the gorgeous turban he w ore w hen M r. Jones and I visited the captain in
the cabin. H e never w ore that turban at sea, though; but sported an uncom m on head of
frizzled hair, just like the large, round brush, used for w ashing w indow s, called a Pope‒s
H ead.

H e kept it w ell perfum ed w ith C ologne w ater, of w hich he had a large supply, the
relics of his W est-B roadw ay stock in trade. H is clothes, being m ostly cast-off suits of the
captain of a London liner, w hom  he had sailed w ith upon m any previous voyages, w ere all
in the height of the exploded fashions, and of every kind of color and cut. H e had claret-
colored suits, and snuff-colored suits, and red velvet vests, and buff and brim stone
pantaloons, and several full suits of black, w hich, w ith his dark-colored face, m ade him
look quite clerical; like a serious young colored gentlem an of B arbados, about to take
orders.

H e w ore an uncom m on large pursy ring on his forefinger, w ith som ething he called a
real diam ond in it; though it w as very dim , and looked m ore like a glass eye than any thing
else. H e w as very proud of his ring, and w as alw ays calling your attention to som ething,
and pointing at it w ith his ornam ented finger.

H e w as a sentim ental sort of a darky, and read the ―Three Spaniards,‖ and ―C harlotte
Tem ple,‖ and carried a lock of frizzled hair in his vest pocket, w hich he frequently
volunteered to show  to people, w ith his handkerchief to his eyes. Every fine evening,
about sunset, these tw o, the cook and stew ard, used to sit on the little shelf in the cook-
house, leaning up against each other like the Siam ese tw ins, to keep from  falling off, for
the shelf w as very short; and there they w ould stay till after dark, sm oking their pipes, and
gossiping about the events that had happened during the day in the cabin.

A nd som etim es M r. Thom pson w ould take dow n his B ible, and read a chapter for the
edification of Lavender, w hom  he knew  to be a sad profligate and gay deceiver ashore;
addicted to every youthful indiscretion. H e w ould read over to him  the story of Joseph and
Potiphar‒s w ife; and hold Joseph up to him  as a young m an of excellent principles, w hom
he ought to im itate, and not be guilty of his indiscretion any m ore. A nd Lavender w ould
look serious, and say that he knew  it w as all true‍ he w as a w icked youth, he knew  it‍ he
had broken a good m any hearts, and m any eyes w ere w eeping for him  even then, both in
N ew  York, and Liverpool, and London, and H avre. B ut how  could he help it? H e hadn‒t
m ade his handsom e face, and fine head of hair, and graceful figure. It w as not he, but the
others, that w ere to blam e; for his bew itching person turned all heads and subdued all
hearts, w herever he w ent. A nd then he w ould look very serious and penitent, and go up to
the little glass, and pass his hands through his hair, and see how  his w hiskers w ere com ing
on.

XVIII. HE ENDEAVORS TO IM PROVE HIS M IND; AND TELLS OF
ONE BLUNT AND HIS DREAM  BOOK

O n the Sunday afternoon I spoke of, it w as m y w atch below , and I thought I w ould
spend it profitably, in im proving m y m ind.

M y bunk w as an upper one; and right over the head of it w as a bull‒s-eye, or circular



piece of thick ground glass, inserted into the deck to give light. It w as a dull, dubious light,
though; and I often found m yself looking up anxiously to see w hether the bull‒s-eye had
not suddenly been put out; for w henever any one trod on it, in w alking the deck, it w as
m om entarily quenched; and w hat w as still w orse, som etim es a coil of rope w ould be
throw n dow n on it, and stay there till I dressed m yself and w ent up to rem ove it‍ a kind of
interruption to m y studies w hich annoyed m e very m uch, w hen diligently occupied in
reading.

H ow ever, I w as glad of any light at all, dow n in that gloom y hole, w here w e burrow ed
like rabbits in a w arren; and it w as the happiest tim e I had, w hen all m y m essm ates w ere
asleep, and I could lie on m y back, during a forenoon w atch below , and read in
com parative quiet and seclusion.

I had already read tw o books loaned to m e by M ax, to w hose share they had fallen, in
dividing the effects of the sailor w ho had jum ped overboard. O ne w as an account of
Shipw recks and D isasters at Sea, and the other w as a large black volum e, w ith D elirium
Trem ens in great gilt letters on the back. This proved to be a popular treatise on the subject
of that disease; and I rem em bered seeing several copies in the sailor book-stalls about
Fulton M arket, and along South-street, in N ew  York.

B ut this Sunday I got out a book, from  w hich I expected to reap great profit and sound
instruction. It had been presented to m e by M r. Jones, w ho had quite a library, and took
dow n this book from  a top shelf, w here it lay very dusty. W hen he gave it to m e, he said,
that although I w as going to sea, I m ust not forget the im portance of a good education; and
that there w as hardly any situation in life, how ever hum ble and depressed, or dark and
gloom y, but one m ight find leisure in it to store his m ind, and build him self up in the exact
sciences. A nd he added, that though it did look rather unfavorable for m y future prospects,
to be going to sea as a com m on sailor so early in life; yet, it w ould no doubt turn out for
m y benefit in the end; and, at any rate, if I w ould only take good care of m yself, w ould
give m e a sound constitution, if nothing m ore; and that w as not to be undervalued, for
how  m any very rich m en w ould give all their bonds and m ortgages for m y boyish
robustness.

H e added, that I need not expect any light, trivial w ork, that w as m erely entertaining,
and nothing m ore; but here I w ould find entertainm ent and edification beautifully and
harm oniously com bined; and though, at first, I m ight possibly find it dull, yet, if I perused
the book thoroughly, it w ould soon discover hidden charm s and unforeseen attractions;
besides teaching m e, perhaps, the true w ay to retrieve the poverty of m y fam ily, and again
m ake them  all w ell-to-do in the w orld.

Saying this, he handed it to m e, and I blew  the dust off, and looked at the back:
―Sm ith‒s W ealth of N ations.‖ This not satisfying m e, I glanced at the title page, and found
it w as an ―Enquiry into the N ature and C auses‖ of the alleged w ealth of nations. B ut
happening to look further dow n, I caught sight of ―Aberdeen,‖ w here the book w as
printed; and thinking that any thing from  Scotland, a foreign country, m ust prove som e
w ay or other pleasing to m e, I thanked M r. Jones very kindly, and prom ised to peruse the
volum e carefully.

So, now , lying in m y bunk, I began the book m ethodically, at page num ber one,



resolved not to perm it a few  flying glim pses into it, taken previously, to prevent m e from
m aking regular approaches to the gist and body of the book, w here I fancied lay
som ething like the philosopher‒s stone, a secret talism an, w hich w ould transm ute even
pitch and tar to silver and gold.

Pleasant, though vague visions of future opulence floated before m e, as I com m enced
the first chapter, entitled ―O f the causes of im provem ent in the productive pow er of labor.‖
D ry as crackers and cheese, to be sure; and the chapter itself w as not m uch better. B ut this
w as only getting initiated; and if I read on, the grand secret w ould be opened to m e. So I
read on and on, about ―w ages and profits of labor,‖ w ithout getting any profits m yself for
m y pains in perusing it.

D ryer and dryer; the very leaves sm elt of saw -dust; till at last I drank som e w ater, and
w ent at it again. B ut soon I had to give it up for lost w ork; and thought that the old
backgam m on board, w e had at hom e, lettered on the back, ―The H istory of Rom e‖ w as
quite as full of m atter, and a great deal m ore entertaining. I w ondered w hether M r. Jones
had ever read the volum e him self; and could not help rem em bering, that he had to get on a
chair w hen he reached it dow n from  its dusty shelf; that certainly looked suspicious.

The best reading w as on the fly leaves; and, on turning them  over, I lighted upon som e
half effaced pencil-m arks to the follow ing effect: ―Jonathan Jones, from  his particular
friend D aniel D ods, 1798.‖ So it m ust have originally belonged to M r. Jones‒ father; and I
w ondered w hether he had ever read it; or, indeed, w hether any body had ever read it, even
the author him self; but then authors, they say, never read their ow n books; w riting them ,
being enough in all conscience.

A t length I fell asleep, w ith the volum e in m y hand; and never slept so sound before;
after that, I used to w rap m y jacket round it, and use it for a pillow ; for w hich purpose it
answ ered very w ell; only I som etim es w aked up feeling dull and stupid; but of course the
book could not have been the cause of that.

A nd now  I am  talking of books, I m ust tell of Jack B lunt the sailor, and his D ream
B ook.

Jackson, w ho seem ed to know  every thing about all parts of the w orld, used to tell Jack
in reproach, that he w as an Irish C ockney. B y w hich I understood, that he w as an Irishm an
born, but had graduated in London, som ew here about R adcliffe H ighw ay; but he had no
sort of brogue that I could hear.

H e w as a curious looking fellow , about tw enty-five years old, as I should judge; but to
look at his back, you w ould have taken him  for a little old m an. H is arm s and legs w ere
very large, round, short, and stum py; so that w hen he had on his great m onkey-jacket, and
sou‒w est cap flapping in his face, and his sea boots draw n up to his knees, he looked like a
fat porpoise, standing on end. H e had a round face, too, like a w alrus; and w ith about the
sam e expression, half hum an and half indescribable. H e w as, upon the w hole, a good-
natured fellow , and a little given to looking at sea-life rom antically; singing songs about
susceptible m erm aids w ho fell in love w ith handsom e young oyster boys and gallant
fisherm en. A nd he had a sad story about a m an-of-w ar‒s-m an w ho broke his heart at
Portsm outh during the late w ar, and threw  aw ay his life recklessly at one of the quarter-
deck cannonades, in the battle betw een the G uerriere and C onstitution; and another



incom prehensible story about a sort of fairy sea-queen, w ho used to be dunning a sea-
captain all the tim e for his autograph to boil in som e eel soup, for a spell against the
scurvy.

H e believed in all kinds of w itch-w ork and m agic; and had som e w ild Irish w ords he
used to m utter over during a calm  for a fair w ind.

A nd he frequently related his interview s in Liverpool w ith a fortune-teller, an old
negro w om an by the nam e of D e Squak, w hose house w as m uch frequented by sailors;
and how  she had tw o black cats, w ith rem arkably green eyes, and nightcaps on their
heads, solem nly seated on a claw -footed table near the old goblin; w hen she felt his pulse,
to tell w hat w as going to befall him .

This B lunt had a large head of hair, very thick and bushy; but from  som e cause or
other, it w as rapidly turning gray; and in its transition state m ade him  look as if he w ore a
shako of badger skin.

The phenom enon of gray hairs on a young head, had perplexed and confounded this
B lunt to such a degree that he at last cam e to the conclusion it m ust be the result of the
black art, w rought upon him  by an enem y; and that enem y, he opined, w as an old sailor
landlord in M arseilles, w hom  he had once seriously offended, by knocking him  dow n in a
fray.

So w hile in N ew  York, finding his hair grow ing grayer and grayer, and all his friends,
the ladies and others, laughing at him , and calling him  an old m an w ith one foot in the
grave, he slipt out one night to an apothecary‒s, stated his case, and w anted to know  w hat
could be done for him .

The apothecary im m ediately gave him  a pint bottle of som ething he called ―Trafalgar
O il for restoring the hair,‖ price one dollar; and told him  that after he had used that bottle,
and it did not have the desired effect, he m ust try bottle N o. 2, called ―Balm  of Paradise,
or the Elixir of the Battle of C openhagen.‖ These high-sounding naval nam es delighted
B lunt, and he had no doubt there m ust be virtue in them .

I saw  both bottles; and on one of them  w as an engraving, representing a young m an,
presum ed to be gray-headed, standing in his night-dress in the m iddle of his cham ber, and
w ith closed eyes applying the Elixir to his head, w ith both hands; w hile on the bed
adjacent stood a large bottle, conspicuously labeled, ―Balm  of Paradise.‖ It seem ed from
the text, that this gray-headed young m an w as so sm itten w ith his hair-oil, and w as so
thoroughly persuaded of its virtues, that he had got out of bed, even in his sleep; groped
into his closet, seized the precious bottle, applied its contents, and then to bed again,
getting up in the m orning w ithout know ing any thing about it. W hich, indeed, w as a m ost
m ysterious occurrence; and it w as still m ore m ysterious, how  the engraver cam e to know
an event, of w hich the actor him self w as ignorant, and w here there w ere no bystanders.

Three tim es in the tw enty-four hours, B lunt, w hile at sea, regularly rubbed in his
linim ents; but though the first bottle w as soon exhausted by his copious applications, and
the second half gone, he still stuck to it, that by the tim e w e got to Liverpool, his exertions
w ould be crow ned w ith success. A nd he w as not a little delighted, that this gradual change
w ould be operating w hile w e w ere at sea; so as not to expose him  to the invidious
observations of people ashore; on the sam e principle that dandies go into the country w hen



they purpose raising w hiskers. H e w ould often ask his shipm ates, w hether they noticed
any change yet; and if so, how  m uch of a change? A nd to tell the truth, there w as a very
great change indeed; for the constant soaking of his hair w ith oil, operating in conjunction
w ith the neglect of his toilet, and w ant of a brush and com b, had m atted his locks together
like a w ild horse‒s m ane, and im parted to it a blackish and extrem ely glossy hue. B esides
his collection of hair-oils, B lunt had also provided him self w ith several boxes of pills,
w hich he had purchased from  a sailor doctor in N ew  York, w ho by placards stuck on the
posts along the w harves, advertised to rem ain standing at the northeast corner of C atharine
M arket, every M onday and Friday, betw een the hours of ten and tw elve in the m orning, to
receive calls from  patients, distribute m edicines, and give advice gratis.

W hether B lunt thought he had the dyspepsia or not, I can not say; but at breakfast, he
alw ays took three pills w ith his coffee; som ething as they do in Iow a, w hen the bilious
fever prevails; w here, at the boarding-houses, they put a vial of blue pills into the castor,
along w ith the pepper and m ustard, and next door to another vial of toothpicks. B ut they
are very ill-bred and unpolished in the w estern country.

Several tim es, too, B lunt treated him self to a flow ing bum per of horse salts (G lauber
salts); for like m any other seam en, he never w ent to sea w ithout a good supply of that
luxury. H e w ould frequently, also, take this m edicine in a w et jacket, and then go on deck
into a rain storm . B ut this is nothing to other sailors, w ho at sea w ill doctor them selves
w ith calom el off C ape H orn, and still rem ain on duty. A nd in this connection, som e really
frightful stories m ight be told; but I forbear.

For a landsm an to take salts as this B lunt did, it w ould perhaps be the death of him ; but
at sea the salt air and the salt w ater prevent you from  catching cold so readily as on land;
and for m y ow n part, on board this very ship, being so illy-provided w ith clothes, I
frequently turned into m y bunk soaking w et, and turned out again piping hot, and sm oking
like a roasted sirloin; and yet w as never the w orse for it; for then, I bore a charm ed life of
youth and health, and w as dagger-proof to bodily ill.

B ut it is tim e to tell of the D ream  B ook. Snugly hidden in one corner of his chest,
B lunt had an extraordinary looking pam phlet, w ith a red cover, m arked all over w ith
astrological signs and ciphers, and purporting to be a full and com plete treatise on the art
of D ivination; so that the m ost sim ple sailor could teach it to him self.

It also purported to be the selfsam e system , by aid of w hich N apoleon B onaparte had
risen in the w orld from  being a corporal to an em peror. H ence it w as entitled the
Bonaparte D ream  Book; for the m agic of it lay in the interpretation of dream s, and their
application to the foreseeing of future events; so that all preparatory m easures m ight be
taken beforehand; w hich w ould be exceedingly convenient, and satisfactory every w ay, if
true. The problem s w ere to be cast by m eans of figures, in som e perplexed and difficult
w ay, w hich, how ever, w as facilitated by a set of tables in the end of the pam phlet,
som ething like the Logarithm  Tables at the end of B ow ditch‒s N avigator.

N ow , B lunt revered, adored, and w orshiped this Bonaparte D ream  Book of his; and
w as fully persuaded that betw een those red covers, and in his ow n dream s, lay all the
secrets of futurity. Every m orning before taking his pills, and applying his hair-oils, he
w ould steal out of his bunk before the rest of the w atch w ere aw ake; take out his



pam phlet, and a bit of chalk; and then straddling his chest, begin scratching his oily head
to rem em ber his fugitive dream s; m arking dow n strokes on his chest-lid, as if he w ere
casting up his daily accounts.

Though often perplexed and lost in m azes concerning the cabalistic figures in the
book, and the chapter of directions to beginners; for he could w ith difficulty read at all;
yet, in the end, if not interrupted, he som ehow  m anaged to arrive at a conclusion
satisfactory to him . So that, as he generally w ore a good-hum ored expression, no doubt he
m ust have thought, that all his future affairs w ere w orking together for the best.

B ut one night he started us all up in a fright, by springing from  his bunk, his eyes
ready to start out of his head, and crying, in a husky voice‍ ―B oys! boys! get the benches
ready! Q uick, quick!‖

―W hat benches?‖ grow led M ax‍ ―W hat‒s the m atter?‖

―B enches! benches!‖ scream ed B lunt, w ithout heeding him , ―cut dow n the forests,
bear a hand, boys; the D ay of Judgm ent‒s com ing!‖

B ut the next m om ent, he got quietly into his bunk, and laid still, m uttering to him self,
he had only been ram bling in his sleep.

I did not know  exactly w hat he had m eant by his benches; till, shortly after, I
overheard tw o of the sailors debating, w hether m ankind w ould stand or sit at the Last D ay.

XIX. A NARROW  ESCAPE

This D ream  B ook of B lunt‒s rem inds m e of a narrow  escape w e had, early one
m orning.

It w as the larboard w atch‒s turn to rem ain below  from  m idnight till four o‒clock; and
having turned in and slept, B lunt suddenly turned out again about three o‒clock, w ith a
w onderful dream  in his head; w hich he w as desirous of at once having interpreted.

So he goes to his chest, gets out his tools, and falls to ciphering on the lid. W hen, all at
once, a terrible cry w as heard, that routed him  and all the rest of us up, and sent the w hole
ship‒s com pany flying on deck in the dark. W e did not know  w hat it w as; but som ehow ,
am ong sailors at sea, they seem  to know  w hen real danger of any land is at hand, even in
their sleep.

W hen w e got on deck, w e saw  the m ate standing on the bow sprit, and crying out Luff!
Luff! to som e one in the dark w ater before the ship. In that direction, w e could just see a
light, and then, the great black hull of a strange vessel, that w as com ing dow n on us
obliquely; and so near, that w e heard the flap of her topsails as they shook in the w ind, the
tram pling of feet on the deck, and the sam e cry of Luff! Luff! that our ow n m ate, w as
raising.

In a m inute m ore, I caught m y breath, as I heard a snap and a crash, like the fall of a
tree, and suddenly, one of our flying-jib guys jerked out the bolt near the cat-head; and
presently, w e heard our jib-boom  thum ping against our bow s.

M eantim e, the strange ship, scraping by us thus, shot off into the darkness, and w e saw



her no m ore. B ut she, also, m ust have been injured; for w hen it grew  light, w e found
pieces of strange rigging m ixed w ith ours. W e repaired the dam age, and replaced the
broken spar w ith another jib-boom  w e had; for all ships carry spare spars against
em ergencies.

The cause of this accident, w hich cam e near being the death of all on board, w as
nothing but the drow siness of the look-out m en on the forecastles of both ships. The sailor
w ho had the look-out on our vessel w as terribly reprim anded by the m ate.

N o doubt, m any ships that are never heard of after leaving port, m eet their fate in this
w ay; and it m ay be, that som etim es tw o vessels com ing together, jib-boom -and-jib-boom ,
w ith a sudden shock in the m iddle w atch of the night, m utually destroy each other; and
like fighting elks, sink dow n into the ocean, w ith their antlers locked in death.

W hile I w as at Liverpool, a fine ship that lay near us in the docks, having got her cargo
on board, w ent to sea, bound for India, w ith a good breeze; and all her crew  felt sure of a
prosperous voyage. B ut in about seven days after, she cam e back, a m ost distressing object
to behold. A ll her starboard side w as torn and splintered; her starboard anchor w as gone;
and a great part of the starboard bulw arks; w hile every one of the low er yard-arm s had
been broken, in the sam e direction; so that she now  carried sm all and unsightly jury-yards.

W hen I looked at this vessel, w ith the w hole of one side thus shattered, but the other
still in fine trim ; and w hen I rem em bered her gay and gallant appearance, w hen she left
the sam e harbor into w hich she now  entered so forlorn; I could not help thinking of a
young m an I had know n at hom e, w ho had left his cottage one m orning in high spirits, and
w as brought back at noon w ith his right side paralyzed from  head to foot.

It seem s that this vessel had been run against by a strange ship, crow ding all sail before
a fresh breeze; and the stranger had rushed past her starboard side, reducing her to the sad
state in w hich she now  w as.

Sailors can not be too w akeful and cautious, w hen keeping their night look-outs;
though, as I w ell know , they too often suffer them selves to becom e negligent, and nod.
A nd this is not so w onderful, after all; for though every seam an has heard of those
accidents at sea; and m any of them , perhaps, have been in ships that have suffered from
them ; yet, w hen you find yourself sailing along on the ocean at night, w ithout having seen
a sail for w eeks and w eeks, it is hard for you to realize that any are near. Then, if they are
near, it seem s alm ost incredible that on the broad, boundless sea, w hich w ashes G reenland
at one end of the w orld, and the Falkland Islands at the other, that any one vessel upon
such a vast highw ay, should com e into close contact w ith another. B ut the likelihood of
great calam ities occurring, seldom  obtrudes upon the m inds of ignorant m en, such as
sailors generally are; for the things w hich w ise people know , anticipate, and guard against,
the ignorant can only becom e acquainted w ith, by m eeting them  face to face. A nd even
w hen experience has taught them , the lesson only serves for that day; inasm uch as the
foolish in prosperity are infidels to the possibility of adversity; they see the sun in heaven,
and believe it to be far too bright ever to set. A nd even, as suddenly as the bravest and
fleetest ships, w hile careering in pride of canvas over the sea, have been struck, as by
lightning, and quenched out of sight; even so, do som e lordly m en, w ith all their plans and
prospects gallantly trim m ed to the fair, rushing breeze of life, and w ith no thought of death



and disaster, suddenly encounter a shock unforeseen, and go dow n, foundering, into death.

XX. IN A FOG HE IS SET TO W ORK AS A BELL-TOLLER, AND
BEHOLDS A HERD OF OCEAN-ELEPHANTS

W hat is this that w e sail through? W hat palpable obscure? W hat sm oke and reek, as if
the w hole steam ing w orld w ere revolving on its axis, as a spit?

It is a N ew foundland Fog; and w e are yet crossing the G rand B anks, w rapt in a m ist,
that no London in the N ovem berest N ovem ber ever equaled. The chronom eter pronounced
it noon; but do you call this m idnight or m idday? So dense is the fog, that though w e have
a fair w ind, w e shorten sail for fear of accidents; and not only that, but here am  I, poor
W ellingborough, m ounted aloft on a sort of belfry, the top of the ―Sam pson-Post,‖ a lofty
tow er of tim ber, so called; and tolling the ship‒s bell, as if for a funeral.

This is intended to proclaim  our approach, and w arn all strangers from  our track.

D reary sound! toll, toll, toll, through the dism al m ist and fog.

The bell is green w ith verdigris, and dam p w ith dew ; and the little cord attached to the
clapper, by w hich I toll it, now  and then slides through m y fingers, slippery w ith w et. H ere
I am , in m y slouched black hat, like the ―bull that could pull,‖ announcing the decease of
the lam ented C ock-R obin.

A  better device than the bell, how ever, w as once pitched upon by an ingenious sea-
captain, of w hom  I have heard. H e had a litter of young porkers on board; and w hile
sailing through the fog, he stationed m en at both ends of the pen w ith long poles,
w herew ith they incessantly stirred up and irritated the porkers, w ho split the air w ith their
squeals; and no doubt saved the ship, as the geese saved the C apitol.

The m ost strange and unheard-of noises cam e out of the fog at tim es: a vast sound of
sighing and sobbing. W hat could it be? This w ould be follow ed by a spout, and a gush,
and a cascading com m otion, as if som e fountain had suddenly jetted out of the ocean.

Seated on m y Sam pson-Post, I stared m ore and m ore, and suspended m y duty as a
sexton. B ut presently som e one cried out‍ ―There she blow s! w hales! w hales close
alongside!‖

A  w hale! Think of it! w hales close to m e, W ellingborough;‍  w ould m y ow n brother
believe it? I dropt the clapper as if it w ere red-hot, and rushed to the side; and there, dim ly
floating, lay four or five long, black snaky-looking shapes, only a few  inches out of the
w ater.

C an these be w hales? M onstrous w hales, such as I had heard of? I thought they w ould
look like m ountains on the sea; hills and valleys of flesh! regular krakens, that m ade it
high tide, and inundated continents, w hen they descended to feed!

It w as a bitter disappointm ent, from  w hich I w as long in recovering. I lost all respect
for w hales; and began to be a little dubious about the story of Jonah; for how  could Jonah
reside in such an insignificant tenem ent; how  could he have had elbow -room  there? B ut
perhaps, thought I, the w hale w hich according to R abbinical traditions w as a fem ale one,



m ight have expanded to receive him  like an anaconda, w hen it sw allow s an elk and leaves
the antlers sticking out of its m outh.

N evertheless, from  that day, w hales greatly fell in m y estim ation.

B ut it is alw ays thus. If you read of St. Peter‒s, they say, and then go and visit it, ten to
one, you account it a dw arf com pared to your high-raised ideal. A nd, doubtless, Jonah
him self m ust have been disappointed w hen he looked up to the dom ed m idriff
surm ounting the w hale‒s belly, and surveyed the ribbed pillars around him . A  pretty large
belly, to be sure, thought he, but not so big as it m ight have been.

O n the next day, the fog lifted; and by noon, w e found ourselves sailing through fleets
of fisherm en at anchor. They w ere very sm all craft; and w hen I beheld them , I perceived
the force of that sailor saying, intended to illustrate restricted quarters, or being on the
lim its. It is like a fisherm an‒s w alk, say they, three steps and overboard.

Lying right in the track of the m ultitudinous ships crossing the ocean betw een England
and A m erica, these little vessels are som etim es run dow n, and obliterated from  the face of
the w aters; the cry of the sailors ceasing w ith the last w hirl of the w hirlpool that closes
over their craft. Their sad fate is frequently the result of their ow n rem issness in keeping a
good look-out by day, and not having their lam ps trim m ed, like the w ise virgins, by night.

A s I shall not m ake m ention of the G rand B anks on our hom ew ard-bound passage, I
m ay as w ell here relate, that on our return, w e approached them  in the night; and by w ay
of m aking sure of our w hereabouts, the deep-sea-lead w as heaved. The line attached is
generally upw ard of three hundred fathom s in length; and the lead itself, w eighing som e
forty or fifty pounds, has a hole in the low er end, in w hich, previous to sounding, som e
tallow  is thrust, that it m ay bring up the soil at the bottom , for the captain to inspect. This
is called ―arm ing‖ the lead.

W e ―hove‖ our deep-sea-line by night, and the operation w as very interesting, at least
to m e. In the first place, the vessel‒s heading w as stopt; then, coiled aw ay in a tub, like a
w hale-rope, the line w as placed tow ard the after part of the quarter-deck; and one of the
sailors carried the lead outside of the ship, aw ay along to the end of the jib-boom , and at
the w ord of com m and, far ahead and overboard it w ent, w ith a plunge; scraping by the
side, till it cam e to the stern, w hen the line ran out of the tub like light.



W hen w e cam e to haul it up, I w as astonished at the force necessary to perform  the
w ork. The w hole w atch pulled at the line, w hich w as rove through a block in the m izzen-
rigging, as if w e w ere hauling up a fat porpoise. W hen the lead cam e in sight, I w as all
eagerness to exam ine the tallow , and get a peep at a specim en of the bottom  of the sea; but
the sailors did not seem  to be m uch interested by it, calling m e a fool for w anting to
preserve a few  grains of the sand.

I had alm ost forgotten to m ake m ention of the G ulf Stream , in w hich w e found
ourselves previous to crossing the B anks. The fact of our being in it w as proved by the
captain in person, w ho superintended the draw ing of a bucket of salt w ater, in w hich he
dipped his therm om eter. In the absence of the G ulf-w eed, this is the general test; for the
tem perature of this current is eight degrees higher than that of the ocean, and the
tem perature of the ocean is tw enty degrees higher than that of the G rand B anks. A nd it is
to this rem arkable difference of tem perature, for w hich there can be no equilibrium , that
m any seam en im pute the fogs on the coast of N ova Scotia and N ew foundland; but w hy
there should alw ays be such ugly w eather in the G ulf, is som ething that I do not know  has
ever been accounted for.

It is curious to dip one‒s finger in a bucket full of the G ulf Stream , and find it so w arm ;
as if the G ulf of M exico, from  w hence this current com es, w ere a great caldron or boiler,
on purpose to keep w arm  the N orth A tlantic, w hich is traversed by it for a distance of tw o
thousand m iles, as som e large halls in w inter are by hot air tubes. Its m ean breadth being
about tw o hundred leagues, it com prises an area larger than that of the w hole
M editerranean, and m ay be deem ed a sort of M ississippi of hot w ater flow ing through the
ocean; off the coast of Florida, running at the rate of one m ile and a half an hour.

XXI. A W HALEM AN AND A M AN-OF-WAR‒S-M AN

The sight of the w hales m entioned in the preceding chapter w as the bringing out of
Larry, one of our crew , w ho hitherto had been quite silent and reserved, as if from  som e
conscious inferiority, though he had shipped as an ordinary seam an, and, for aught I could
see, perform ed his duty very w ell.

W hen the m en fell into a dispute concerning w hat kind of w hales they w ere w hich w e
saw , Larry stood by attentively, and after garnering in their ignorance, all at once broke
out, and astonished every body by his intim ate acquaintance w ith the m onsters.

―They ar‒n‒t sperm  w hales,‖ said Larry, ―their spouts ar‒n‒t bushy enough; they ar‒n‒t
Sulphur-bottom s, or they w ouldn‒t stay up so long; they ar‒n‒t H um p-backs, for they ar‒n‒t
got any hum ps; they ar‒n‒t Fin-backs, for you w on‒t catch a Finback so near a ship; they
ar‒n‒t G reenland w hales, for w e ar‒n‒t off the coast of G reenland; and they ar‒n‒t right
w hales, for it w ouldn‒t be right to say so. I tell ye, m en, them ‒s C rinkum -crankum
w hales.‖

―A nd w hat are them ?‖ said a sailor.

―W hy, them  is w hales that can‒t be cotched.‖

N ow , as it turned out that this Larry had been bred to the sea in a w haler, and had



sailed out of N antucket m any tim es; no one but Jackson ventured to dispute his opinion;
and even Jackson did not press him  very hard. A nd ever after, Larry‒s judgm ent w as relied
upon concerning all strange fish that happened to float by us during the voyage; for
w halem en are far m ore fam iliar w ith the w onders of the deep than any other class of
seam an.

This w as Larry‒s first voyage in the m erchant service, and that w as the reason w hy,
hitherto, he had been so reserved; since he w ell knew  that m erchant seam en generally
affect a certain superiority to ―blubber-boilers,‖ as they contem ptuously style those w ho
hunt the leviathan. B ut Larry turned out to be such an inoffensive fellow , and so w ell
understood his business aboard ship, and w as so ready to jum p to an order, that he w as
exem pted from  the taunts w hich he m ight otherw ise have encountered.

H e w as a som ew hat singular m an, w ho w ore his hat slanting forw ard over the bridge
of his nose, w ith his eyes cast dow n, and seem ed alw ays exam ining your boots, w hen
speaking to you. I loved to hear him  talk about the w ild places in the Indian O cean, and on
the coast of M adagascar, w here he had frequently touched during his w haling voyages.
A nd this fam iliarity w ith the life of nature led by the people in that rem ote part of the
w orld, had furnished Larry w ith a sentim ental distaste for civilized society. W hen
opportunity offered, he never om itted extolling the delights of the free and easy Indian
O cean.

―W hy,‖ said Larry, talking through his nose, as usual, ―in M adagasky there, they don‒t
w ear any togs at all, nothing but a bow line round the m idships; they don‒t have no
dinners, but keeps a dinin‒ all day off fat pigs and dogs; they don‒t go to bed any w here,
but keeps a noddin‒ all the tim e; and they gets drunk, too, from  som e first rate arrack they
m ake from  cocoa-nuts; and sm okes plenty of ‐baccy, too, I tell ye. Fine country, that! B last
A m eriky, I say!‖

To tell the truth, this Larry dealt in som e illiberal insinuations against civilization.

―A nd w hat‒s the use of bein‒ snivelized!‖ said he to m e one night during our w atch on
deck; ―snivelized chaps only learns the w ay to take on ‐bout life, and snivel. You don‒t see
any M ethodist chaps feelin‒ dreadful about their souls; you don‒t see any darned beggars
and pesky constables in M adagasky, I tell ye; and none o‒ them  kings there gets their big
toes pinched by the gout. B last A m eriky, I say.‖

Indeed, this Larry w as rather cutting in his innuendoes.

―A re you now , B uttons, any better off for bein‒ snivelized?‖ com ing close up to m e and
eying the w reck of m y gaff-topsail-boots very steadfastly. ―N o; you ar‒n‒t a bit‍ but
you‒re a good deal w orse for it, B uttons. I tell ye, ye w ouldn‒t have been to sea here,
leadin‒ this dog‒s life, if you hadn‒t been snivelized‍ that‒s the cause w hy, now .
Snivelization has been the ruin on ye; and it‒s spiled m e com plete; I m ight have been a
great m an in M adagasky; it‒s too darned bad! B last A m eriky, I say.‖ A nd in bitter grief at
the social blight upon his w hole past, present, and future, Larry turned aw ay, pulling his
hat still low er dow n over the bridge of his nose.

In strong contrast to Larry, w as a young m an-of-w ar‒s m an w e had, w ho w ent by the
nam e of ―G un-D eck,‖ from  his alw ays talking of sailor life in the navy. H e w as a little
fellow  w ith a sm all face and a prodigious m op of brow n hair; w ho alw ays dressed in m an-



of-w ar style, w ith a w ide, braided collar to his frock, and Turkish trow sers. B ut he
particularly prided him self upon his feet, w hich w ere quite sm all; and w hen w e w ashed
dow n decks of a m orning, never m ind how  chilly it m ight be, he alw ays took off his boots,
and w ent paddling about like a duck, turning out his pretty toes to show  his charm ing feet.

H e had served in the arm ed steam ers during the Sem inole W ar in Florida, and had a
good deal to say about sailing up the rivers there, through the everglades, and popping off
Indians on the banks. I rem em ber his telling a story about a party being discovered at quite
a distance from  them ; but one of the savages w as m ade very conspicuous by a pew ter
plate, w hich he w ore round his neck, and w hich glittered in the sun. This plate proved his
death; for, according to G un-D eck, he him self shot it through the m iddle, and the ball
entered the w earer‒s heart. It w as a rat-killing w ar, he said.

G un-D eck had touched at C adiz: had been to G ibraltar; and ashore at M arseilles. H e
had sunned him self in the B ay of N aples: eaten figs and oranges in M essina; and
cheerfully lost one of his hearts at M alta, am ong the ladies there. A nd about all these
things, he talked like a rom antic m an-of-w ar‒s m an, w ho had seen the civilized w orld, and
loved it; found it good, and a com fortable place to live in. So he and Larry never could
agree in their respective view s of civilization, and of savagery, of the M editerranean and
M adagasky.

XXII. THE HIGHLANDER PASSES A W RECK

W e w ere still on the B anks, w hen a terrific storm  cam e dow n upon us, the like of
w hich I had never before beheld, or im agined. The rain poured dow n in sheets and
cascades; the scupper holes could hardly carry it off the decks; and in bracing the yards w e
w aded about alm ost up to our knees; every thing floating about, like chips in a dock.

This violent rain w as the precursor of a hard squall, for w hich w e duly prepared, taking
in our canvas to double-reefed-top-sails.

The tornado cam e rushing along at last, like a troop of w ild horses before the flam ing
rush of a burning prairie. B ut after bow ing and cringing to it aw hile, the good H ighlander
w as put off before it; and w ith her nose in the w ater, w ent w allow ing on, ploughing m ilk-
w hite w aves, and leaving a streak of illum inated foam  in her w ake.

It w as an aw ful scene. It m ade m e catch m y breath as I gazed. I could hardly stand on
m y feet, so violent w as the m otion of the ship. B ut w hile I reeled to and fro, the sailors
only laughed at m e; and bade m e look out that the ship did not fall overboard; and advised
m e to get a handspike, and hold it dow n hard in the w eather-scuppers, to steady her w ild
m otions. B ut I w as now  getting a little too w ise for this foolish kind of talk; though all
through the voyage, they never gave it over.

This storm  past, w e had fair w eather until w e got into the Irish Sea.

The m orning follow ing the storm , w hen the sea and sky had becom e blue again, the
m an aloft sung out that there w as a w reck on the lee-beam . W e bore aw ay for it, all hands
looking eagerly tow ard it, and the captain in the m izzen-top w ith his spy-glass. Presently,
w e slow ly passed alongside of it.



It w as a dism antled, w ater-logged schooner, a m ost dism al sight, that m ust have been
drifting about for several long w eeks. The bulw arks w ere pretty m uch gone; and here and
there the bare stanchions, or posts, w ere left standing, splitting in tw o the w aves w hich
broke clear over the deck, lying alm ost even w ith the sea. The forem ast w as snapt off less
than four feet from  its base; and the shattered and splintered rem nant looked like the
stum p of a pine tree throw n over in the w oods. Every tim e she rolled in the trough of the
sea, her open m ain-hatchw ay yaw ned into view ; but w as as quickly filled, and subm erged
again, w ith a rushing, gurgling sound, as the w ater ran into it w ith the lee-roll.

A t the head of the stum p of the m ainm ast, about ten feet above the deck, som ething
like a sleeve seem ed nailed; it w as supposed to be the relic of a jacket, w hich m ust have
been fastened there by the crew  for a signal, and been frayed out and blow n aw ay by the
w ind.

Lashed, and leaning over sidew ays against the taffrail, w ere three dark, green, grassy
objects, that slow ly sw ayed w ith every roll, but otherw ise w ere m otionless. I saw  the
captain‒s, glass directed tow ard them , and heard him  say at last, ―They m ust have been
dead a long tim e.‖ These w ere sailors, w ho long ago had lashed them selves to the taffrail
for safety; but m ust have fam ished.

Full of the aw ful interest of the scene, I surely thought the captain w ould low er a boat
to bury the bodies, and find out som ething about the schooner. B ut w e did not stop at all;
passing on our course, w ithout so m uch as learning the schooner‒s nam e, though every
one supposed her to be a N ew  B runsw ick lum berm an.

O n the part of the sailors, no surprise w as show n that our captain did not send off a
boat to the w reck; but the steerage passengers w ere indignant at w hat they called his
barbarity. For m e, I could not but feel am azed and shocked at his indifference; but m y
subsequent sea experiences have show n m e, that such conduct as this is very com m on,
though not, of course, w hen hum an life can be saved.

So aw ay w e sailed, and left her; drifting, drifting on; a garden spot for barnacles, and a
playhouse for the sharks.

―Look there,‖ said Jackson, hanging over the rail and coughing‍ ―look there; that‒s a
sailor‒s coffin. H a! ha! B uttons,‖ turning round to m e‍ ―how  do you like that, B uttons?
W ouldn‒t you like to take a sail w ith them  ‐ere dead m en? W ouldn‒t it be nice?‖ A nd then
he tried to laugh, but only coughed again. ―D on‒t laugh at dem  poor fellow s,‖ said M ax,
looking grave; ―do‒ you see dar bodies, dar souls are farder off dan de C ape of D ood
H ope.‖

―D ood H ope, D ood H ope,‖ shrieked Jackson, w ith a horrid grin, m im icking the
D utchm an, ―dare is no dood hope for dem , old boy; dey are drow ned and d “ . d, as you
and I w ill be, R ed M ax, one of dese dark nights.‖

―N o, no,‖ said B lunt, ―all sailors are saved; they have plenty of squalls here below , but
fair w eather aloft.‖

―A nd did you get that out of your silly D ream  B ook, you G reek?‖ how led Jackson
through a cough. ―D on‒t talk of heaven to m e‍ it‒s a lie‍ I know  it‍ and they are all fools
that believe in it. D o you think, you G reek, that there‒s any heaven for you? W ill they let



you in there, w ith that tarry hand, and that oily head of hair? Avast! w hen som e shark
gulps you dow n his hatchw ay one of these days, you‒ll find, that by dying, you‒ll only go
from  one gale of w ind to another; m ind that, you Irish cockney! Yes, you‒ll be bolted
dow n like one of your ow n pills: and I should like to see the w hole ship sw allow ed dow n
in the N orw ay m aelstrom , like a box on ‐em . That w ould be a dose of salts for ye!‖ A nd so
saying, he w ent off, holding his hands to his chest, and coughing, as if his last hour w as
com e.

Every day this Jackson seem ed to grow  w orse and w orse, both in body and m ind. H e
seldom  spoke, but to contradict, deride, or curse; and all the tim e, though his face grew
thinner and thinner, his eyes seem ed to kindle m ore and m ore, as if he w ere going to die
out at last, and leave them  burning like tapers before a corpse.

Though he had never attended churches, and knew  nothing about C hristianity; no m ore
than a M alay pirate; and though he could not read a w ord, yet he w as spontaneously an
atheist and an infidel; and during the long night w atches, w ould enter into argum ents, to
prove that there w as nothing to be believed; nothing to be loved, and nothing w orth living
for; but every thing to be hated, in the w ide w orld. H e w as a horrid desperado; and like a
w ild Indian, w hom  he resem bled in his taw ny skin and high cheek bones, he seem ed to
run am uck at heaven and earth. H e w as a C ain afloat; branded on his yellow  brow  w ith
som e inscrutable curse; and going about corrupting and searing every heart that beat near
him .

B ut there seem ed even m ore w oe than w ickedness about the m an; and his w ickedness
seem ed to spring from  his w oe; and for all his hideousness, there w as that in his eye at
tim es, that w as ineffably pitiable and touching; and though there w ere m om ents w hen I
alm ost hated this Jackson, yet I have pitied no m an as I have pitied him .

XXIII. AN UNACCOUNTABLE CABIN-PASSENGER, AND A
M YSTERIOUS YOUNG LADY

A s yet, I have said nothing special about the passengers w e carried out. B ut before
m aking w hat little m ention I shall of them , you m ust know  that the H ighlander w as not a
Liverpool liner, or packet-ship, plying in connection w ith a sisterhood of packets, at stated
intervals, betw een the tw o ports. N o: she w as only w hat is called a regular trader to
Liverpool; sailing upon no fixed days, and acting very m uch as she pleased, being bound
by no obligations of any kind: though in all her voyages, ever having N ew  York or
Liverpool for her destination. M erchant vessels w hich are neither liners nor regular
traders, am ong sailors com e under the general head of transient ships; w hich im plies that
they are here to-day, and som ew here else to-m orrow , like M ullins‒s dog.

B ut I had no reason to regret that the H ighlander w as not a liner; for aboard of those
liners, from  all I could gather from  those w ho had sailed in them , the crew  have terrible
hard w ork, ow ing to their carrying such a press of sail, in order to m ake as rapid passages
as possible, and sustain the ship‒s reputation for speed. H ence it is, that although they are
the very best of sea-going craft, and built in the best possible m anner, and w ith the very
best m aterials, yet, a few  years of scudding before the w ind, as they do, seriously im pairs
their constitutions‍  like robust young m en, w ho live too fast in their teens‍ and they are



soon sold out for a song; generally to the people of N antucket, N ew  B edford, and Sag
H arbor, w ho repair and fit them  out for the w haling business.

Thus, the ship that once carried over gay parties of ladies and gentlem en, as tourists, to
Liverpool or London, now  carries a crew  of harpooners round C ape H orn into the Pacific.
A nd the m ahogany and bird‒s-eye m aple cabin, w hich once held rosew ood card-tables and
brilliant coffee-urns, and in w hich m any a bottle of cham pagne, and m any a bright eye
sparkled, now  accom m odates a bluff Q uaker captain from  M artha‒s V ineyard; w ho,
perhaps, w hile lying w ith his ship in the B ay of Islands, in N ew  Zealand, entertains a party
of naked chiefs and savages at dinner, in place of the packet-captain doing the honors to
the literati, theatrical stars, foreign princes, and gentlem en of leisure and fortune, w ho
generally talked gossip, politics, and nonsense across the table, in transatlantic trips. The
broad quarter-deck, too, w here these gentry prom enaded, is now  often choked up by the
enorm ous head of the sperm -w hale, and vast m asses of unctuous blubber; and every w here
reeks w ith oil during the prosecution of the fishery. Sic transit gloria m undi! Thus departs
the pride and glory of packet-ships! It is like a broken dow n im porter of French silks
em barking in the soap-boning business.

So, not being a liner, the H ighlander of course did not have very am ple
accom m odations for cabin passengers. I believe there w ere not m ore than five or six state-
room s, w ith tw o or three berths in each. A t any rate, on this particular voyage she only
carried out one regular cabin-passenger; that is, a person previously unacquainted w ith the
captain, w ho paid his fare dow n, and cam e on board soberly, and in a business-like
m anner w ith his baggage.

H e w as an extrem ely little m an, that solitary cabin-passenger‍ the passenger w ho
cam e on board in a business-like m anner w ith his baggage; never spoke to any one, and
the captain seldom  spoke to him .

Perhaps he w as a deputy from  the D eaf and D um b Institution in N ew  York, going over
to London to address the public in pantom im e at Exeter H all concerning the signs of the
tim es.

H e w as alw ays in a brow n study; som etim es sitting on the quarter-deck w ith arm s
folded, and head hanging upon his chest. Then he w ould rise, and gaze out to w indw ard,
as if he had suddenly discovered a friend. B ut looking disappointed, w ould retire slow ly
into his state-room , w here you could see him  through the little w indow , in an irregular
sitting position, w ith the back part of him  inserted into his berth, and his head, arm s, and
legs hanging out, buried in profound m editation, w ith his fore-finger aside of his nose. H e
never w as seen reading; never took a hand at cards; never sm oked; never drank w ine;
never conversed; and never staid to the dessert at dinner-tim e.

H e seem ed the true m icrocosm , or little w orld to him self: standing in no need of
levying contributions upon the surrounding universe. C onjecture w as lost in speculating as
to w ho he w as, and w hat w as his business. The sailors, w ho are alw ays curious w ith
regard to such m atters, and criticise cabin-passengers m ore than cabin-passengers are
perhaps aw are at the tim e, com pletely exhausted them selves in suppositions, som e of
w hich are characteristically curious.

O ne of the crew  said he w as a m ysterious bearer of secret dispatches to the English



court; others opined that he w as a traveling surgeon and bonesetter, but for w hat reason
they thought so, I never could learn; and others declared that he m ust either be an
unprincipled bigam ist, flying from  his last w ife and several sm all children; or a
scoundrelly forger, bank-robber, or general burglar, w ho w as returning to his beloved
country w ith his ill-gotten booty. O ne observing sailor w as of opinion that he w as an
English m urderer, overw helm ed w ith speechless rem orse, and returning hom e to m ake a
full confession and be hanged.

B ut it w as a little singular, that am ong all their sage and som etim es confident opinings,
not one charitable one w as m ade; no! they w ere all sadly to the prejudice of his m oral and
religious character. B ut this is the w ay all the w orld over. M iserable m an! could you have
had an inkling of w hat they thought of you, I know  not w hat you w ould have done.

H ow ever, not know ing any thing about these surm isings and suspicions, this
m ysterious cabin-passenger w ent on his w ay, calm , cool, and collected; never troubled any
body, and nobody troubled him . Som etim es, of a m oonlight night he glided about the
deck, like the ghost of a hospital attendant; flitting from  m ast to m ast; now  hovering round
the skylight, now  vibrating in the vicinity of the binnacle. B lunt, the D ream  B ook tar,
sw ore he w as a m agician; and took an extra dose of salts, by w ay of precaution against his
spells.

W hen w e w ere but a few  days from  port, a com ical adventure befell this cabin-
passenger. There is an old custom , still in vogue am ong som e m erchant sailors, of tying
fast in the rigging any lubberly landsm an of a passenger w ho m ay be detected taking
excursions aloft, how ever m oderate the flight of the aw kw ard fow l. This is called ―m aking
a spread eagle‖ of the m an; and before he is liberated, a prom ise is exacted, that before
arriving in port, he shall furnish the ship‒s com pany w ith m oney enough for a treat all
round.

N ow  this being one of the perquisites of sailors, they are alw ays on the keen look-out
for an opportunity of levying such contributions upon incautious strangers; though they
never attem pt it in presence of the captain; as for the m ates, they purposely avert their
eyes, and are earnestly engaged about som ething else, w henever they get an inkling of this
proceeding going on. B ut, w ith only one poor fellow  of a cabin-passenger on board of the
H ighlander, and he such a quiet, unobtrusive, unadventurous w ight, there seem ed little
chance for levying contributions.

O ne rem arkably pleasant m orning, how ever, w hat should be seen, half w ay up the
m izzen rigging, but the figure of our cabin-passenger, holding on w ith m ight and m ain by
all four lim bs, and w ith his head fearfully turned round, gazing off to the horizon. H e
looked as if he had the nightm are; and in som e sudden and unaccountable fit of insanity,
he m ust have been im pelled to the taking up of that perilous position.

―G ood heavens!‖ said the m ate, w ho w as a bit of a w ag, ―you w ill surely fall, sir!
Stew ard, spread a m attress on deck, under the gentlem an!‖

B ut no sooner w as our G reenland sailor‒s attention called to the sight, than snatching
up som e rope-yarn, he ran softly up behind the passenger, and w ithout speaking a w ord,
began binding him  hand and foot. The stranger w as m ore dum b than ever w ith
am azem ent; at last violently rem onstrated; but in vain; for as his fearfulness of falling



m ade him  keep his hands glued to the ropes, and so prevented him  from  any effectual
resistance, he w as soon m ade a handsom e spread-eagle of, to the great satisfaction of the
crew .

It w as now  discovered for the first, that this singular passenger stam m ered and
stuttered very badly, w hich, perhaps, w as the cause of his reservedness.

―W ha-w ha-w hat i-i-is this f-f-for?‖

―Spread-eagle, sir,‖ said the G reenlander, thinking that those few  w ords w ould at once
m ake the m atter plain.

―W ha-w ha-w hat that m e-m e-m ean?‖

―Treats all round, sir,‖ said the G reenlander, w ondering at the other‒s obtusity, w ho,
how ever, had never so m uch as heard of the thing before.

A t last, upon his reluctant acquiescence in the dem ands of the sailor, and handing him
tw o half-crow n pieces, the unfortunate passenger w as suffered to descend.

The last I ever saw  of this m an w as his getting into a cab at Prince‒s D ock G ates in
Liverpool, and driving off alone to parts unknow n. H e had nothing but a valise w ith him ,
and an um brella; but his pockets looked stuffed out; perhaps he used them  for carpet-bags.

I m ust now  give som e account of another and still m ore m ysterious, though very
different, sort of an occupant of the cabin, of w hom  I have previously hinted. W hat say
you to a charm ing young girl?‍ just the girl to sing the D ashing W hite Sergeant; a m artial,
m ilitary-looking girl; her father m ust have been a general. H er hair w as auburn; her eyes
w ere blue; her cheeks w ere w hite and red; and C aptain R iga w as her m ost devoted.

To the curious questions of the sailors concerning w ho she w as, the stew ard used to
answ er, that she w as the daughter of one of the Liverpool dock-m asters, w ho, for the
benefit of her health and the im provem ent of her m ind, had sent her out to A m erica in the
H ighlander, under the captain‒s charge, w ho w as his particular friend; and that now  the
young lady w as returning hom e from  her tour.

A nd truly the captain proved an attentive father to her, and often prom enaded w ith her
hanging on his arm , past the forlorn bearer of secret dispatches, w ho w ould look up now
and then out of his reveries, and cast a furtive glance of w onder, as if he thought the
captain w as audacious.

C onsidering his beautiful w ard, I thought the captain behaved ungallantly, to say the
least, in availing him self of the opportunity of her charm ing society, to w ear out his
rem aining old clothes; for no gentlem an ever pretends to save his best coat w hen a lady is
in the case; indeed, he generally thirsts for a chance to abase it, by converting it into a
pontoon over a puddle, like Sir W alter R aleigh, that the ladies m ay not soil the soles of
their dainty slippers. B ut this C aptain R iga w as no R aleigh, and hardly any sort of a true
gentlem an w hatever, as I have form erly declared. Yet, perhaps, he m ight have w orn his old
clothes in this instance, for the express purpose of proving, by his disdain for the toilet,
that he w as nothing but the young lady‒s guardian; for m any guardians do not care one fig
how  shabby they look.

B ut for all this, the passage out w as one long paternal sort of a shabby flirtation



betw een this hoydenish nym ph and the ill-dressed captain. A nd surely, if her good m other,
w ere she living, could have seen this young lady, she w ould have given her an endless
lecture for her conduct, and a copy of M rs. Ellis‒s D aughters of England to read and
digest. I shall say no m ore of this anonym ous nym ph; only, that w hen w e arrived at
Liverpool, she issued from  her cabin in a richly em broidered silk dress, and lace hat and
veil, and a sort of C hinese um brella or parasol, w hich one of the sailors declared
―spandangalous;‖ and the captain follow ed after in his best broadcloth and beaver, w ith a
gold-headed cane; and aw ay they w ent in a carriage, and that w as the last of her; I hope
she is w ell and happy now ; but I have som e m isgivings.

It now  rem ains to speak of the steerage passengers. There w ere not m ore than tw enty
or thirty of them , m ostly m echanics, returning hom e, after a prosperous stay in A m erica,
to escort their w ives and fam ilies back. These w ere the only occupants of the steerage that
I ever knew  of; till early one m orning, in the gray daw n, w hen w e m ade C ape C lear, the
south point of Ireland, the apparition of a tall Irishm an, in a shabby shirt of bed-ticking,
em erged from  the fore hatchw ay, and stood leaning on the rail, looking landw ard w ith a
fixed, rem iniscent expression, and diligently scratching its back w ith both hands. W e all
started at the sight, for no one had ever seen the apparition before; and w hen w e
rem em bered that it m ust have been burrow ing all the passage dow n in its bunk, the only
probable reason of its so m anipulating its back becam e shockingly obvious.

I had alm ost forgotten another passenger of ours, a little boy not four feet high, an
English lad, w ho, w hen w e w ere about forty-eight hours from  N ew  York, suddenly
appeared on deck, asking for som ething to eat.

It seem s he w as the son of a carpenter, a w idow er, w ith this only child, w ho had gone
out to A m erica in the H ighlander som e six m onths previous, w here he fell to drinking, and
soon died, leaving the boy a friendless orphan in a foreign land.

For several w eeks the boy w andered about the w harves, picking up a precarious
livelihood by sucking m olasses out of the casks discharged from  W est India ships, and
occasionally regaling him self upon stray oranges and lem ons found floating in the docks.
H e passed his nights som etim es in a stall in the m arkets, som etim es in an em pty hogshead
on the piers, som etim es in a doorw ay, and once in the w atchhouse, from  w hich he escaped
the next m orning, running as he told m e, right betw een the doorkeeper‒s legs, w hen he
w as taking another vagrant to task for repeatedly throw ing him self upon the public
charities.

A t last, w hile straying along the docks, he chanced to catch sight of the H ighlander,
and im m ediately recognized her as the very ship w hich brought him  and his father out
from  England. H e at once resolved to return in her; and, accosting the captain, stated his
case, and begged a passage. The captain refused to give it; but, nothing daunted, the heroic
little fellow  resolved to conceal him self on board previous to the ship‒s sailing; w hich he
did, stow ing him self aw ay in the betw een-decks; and m oreover, as he told us, in a narrow
space betw een tw o large casks of w ater, from  w hich he now  and then thrust out his head
for air. A nd once a steerage passenger rose in the night and poked in and rattled about a
stick w here he w as, thinking him  an uncom m on large rat, w ho w as after stealing a passage
across the A tlantic. There are plenty of passengers of that kind continually plying betw een
Liverpool and N ew  York.



A s soon as he divulged the fact of his being on board, w hich he took care should not
happen till he thought the ship m ust be out of sight of land; the captain had him  called aft,
and after giving him  a thorough shaking, and threatening to toss him  overboard as a tit-bit
for John Shark, he told the m ate to send him  forw ard am ong the sailors, and let him  live
there. The sailors received him  w ith open arm s; but before caressing him  m uch, they gave
him  a thorough w ashing in the lee-scuppers, w hen he turned out to be quite a handsom e
lad, though thin and pale w ith the hardships he had suffered. H ow ever, by good nursing
and plenty to eat, he soon im proved and grew  fat; and before m any days w as as fine a
looking little fellow , as you m ight pick out of Q ueen V ictoria‒s nursery. The sailors took
the w arm est interest in him . O ne m ade him  a little hat w ith a long ribbon; another a little
jacket; a third a com ical little pair of m an-of-w ar‒s-m an‒s trow sers; so that in the end, he
looked like a juvenile boatsw ain‒s m ate. Then the cook furnished him  w ith a little tin pot
and pan; and the stew ard m ade him  a present of a pew ter tea-spoon; and a steerage
passenger gave him  a jack knife. A nd thus provided, he used to sit at m eal tim es half w ay
up on the forecastle ladder, m aking a great racket w ith his pot and pan, and m erry as a
cricket. H e w as an uncom m only fine, cheerful, clever, arch little fellow , only six years old,
and it w as a thousand pities that he should be abandoned, as he w as. W ho can say, w hether
he is fated to be a convict in N ew  South W ales, or a m em ber of Parliam ent for Liverpool?
W hen w e got to that port, by the w ay, a purse w as m ade up for him ; the captain, officers,
and the m ysterious cabin passenger contributing their best w ishes, and the sailors and poor
steerage passengers som ething like fifteen dollars in cash and tobacco. B ut I had alm ost
forgot to add that the daughter of the dock-m aster gave him  a fine lace pocket-
handkerchief and a card-case to rem em ber her by; very valuable, but som ew hat
inappropriate presents. Thus supplied, the little hero w ent ashore by him self; and I lost
sight of him  in the vast crow ds thronging the docks of Liverpool.

I m ust here m ention, as som e relief to the im pression w hich Jackson‒s character m ust
have m ade upon the reader, that in several w ays he at first befriended this boy; but the boy
alw ays shrunk from  him ; till, at last, stung by his conduct, Jackson spoke to him  no m ore;
and seem ed to hate him , harm less as he w as, along w ith all the rest of the w orld.

A s for the Lancashire lad, he w as a stupid sort of fellow , as I have before hinted. So,
little interest w as taken in him , that he w as perm itted to go ashore at last, w ithout a good-
by from  any person but one.

XXIV. HE BEGINS TO HOP ABOUT IN THE RIGGING LIKE A
SAINT JAGO‒s M ONKEY

B ut w e have not got to Liverpool yet; though, as there is little m ore to be said
concerning the passage out, the H ighlander m ay as w ell m ake sail and get there as soon as
possible. The brief interval w ill perhaps be profitably em ployed in relating w hat progress I
m ade in learning the duties of a sailor.

A fter m y heroic feat in loosing the m ain-skysail, the m ate entertained good hopes of
m y becom ing a rare m ariner. In the fullness of his heart, he ordered m e to turn over the
superintendence of the chicken-coop to the Lancashire boy; w hich I did, very w illingly.
A fter that, I took care to show  the utm ost alacrity in running aloft, w hich by this tim e



becam e m ere fun for m e; and nothing delighted m e m ore than to sit on one of the topsail-
yards, for hours together, helping M ax or the G reen-lander as they w orked at the rigging.

A t sea, the sailors are continually engaged in ―parcelling,‖ ―serving,‖ and in a
thousand w ays ornam enting and repairing the num berless shrouds and stays; m ending
sails, or turning one side of the deck into a rope-w alk, w here they m anufacture a clum sy
sort of tw ine, called spun-yarn. This is spun w ith a w inch; and m any an hour the
Lancashire boy had to play the part of an engine, and contribute the m otive pow er. For
m aterial, they use odds and ends of old rigging called ―junk,‖ the yarns of w hich are
picked to pieces, and then tw isted into new  com binations, som ething as m ost books are
m anufactured. This ―junk‖ is bought at the junk shops along the w harves; outlandish
looking dens, generally subterranean, full of old iron, old shrouds, spars, rusty blocks, and
superannuated tackles; and kept by villainous looking old m en, in tarred trow sers, and
w ith yellow  beards like oakum . They look like w reckers; and the scattered goods they
expose for sale, involuntarily rem ind one of the sea-beach, covered w ith keels and
cordage, sw ept ashore in a gale.

Yes, I w as now  as nim ble as a m onkey in the rigging, and at the cry of ―tum ble up
there, m y hearties, and take in sail,‖ I w as am ong the first ground-and-lofty tum blers, that
sprang aloft at the w ord.

B ut the first tim e w e reefed top-sails of a dark night, and I found m yself hanging over
the yard w ith eleven others, the ship plunging and rearing like a m ad horse, till I felt like
being jerked off the spar; then, indeed, I thought of a feather-bed at hom e, and hung on
w ith tooth and nail; w ith no chance for snoring. B ut a few  repetitions, soon m ade m e used
to it; and before long, I tied m y reef-point as quickly and expertly as the best of them ;
never m aking w hat they call a ―granny-knot,‖ and slipt dow n on deck by the bare stays,
instead of the shrouds. It is surprising, how  soon a boy overcom es his tim idity about going
aloft. For m y ow n part, m y nerves becam e as steady as the earth‒s diam eter, and I felt as
fearless on the royal yard, as Sam  Patch on the cliff of N iagara. To m y am azem ent, also, I
found, that running up the rigging at sea, especially during a squall, w as m uch easier than
w hile lying in port. For as you alw ays go up on the w indw ard side, and the ship leans
over, it m akes m ore of a stairs of the rigging; w hereas, in harbor, it is alm ost straight up
and dow n.

B esides, the pitching and rolling only im parts a pleasant sort of vitality to the vessel;
so that the difference in being aloft in a ship at sea, and a ship in harbor, is pretty m uch the
sam e, as riding a real live horse and a w ooden one. A nd even if the live charger should
pitch you over his head, that w ould be m uch m ore satisfactory, than an inglorious fall
from  the other.

I took great delight in furling the top-gallant sails and royals in a hard blow ; w hich
duty required tw o hands on the yard.

There w as a w ild delirium  about it; a fine rushing of the blood about the heart; and a
glad, thrilling, and throbbing of the w hole system , to find yourself tossed up at every pitch
into the clouds of a storm y sky, and hovering like a judgm ent angel betw een heaven and
earth; both hands free, w ith one foot in the rigging, and one som ew here behind you in the
air. The sail w ould fill out like a balloon, w ith a report like a sm all cannon, and then



collapse and sink aw ay into a handful. A nd the feeling of m astering the rebellious canvas,
and tying it dow n like a slave to the spar, and binding it over and over w ith the gasket, had
a touch of pride and pow er in it, such as young K ing R ichard m ust have felt, w hen he
tram pled dow n the insurgents of W at Tyler.

A s for steering, they never w ould let m e go to the helm , except during a calm , w hen I
and the figure-head on the bow  w ere about equally em ployed.

B y the w ay, that figure-head w as a passenger I forgot to m ake m ention of before.

H e w as a gallant six-footer of a H ighlander ―in full fig,‖ w ith bright tartans, bare
knees, barred leggings, and blue bonnet and the m ost verm ilion of cheeks. H e w as gam e to
his w ooden m arrow , and stood up to it through thick and thin; one foot a little advanced,
and his right arm  stretched forw ard, daring on the w aves. In a gale of w ind it w as glorious
to w atch him  standing at his post like a hero, and plunging up and dow n the w atery
H ighlands and Low lands, as the ship w ent roam ing on her w ay. H e w as a veteran w ith
m any w ounds of m any sea-fights; and w hen he got to Liverpool a figure-head-builder
there, am putated his left leg, and gave him  another w ooden one, w hich I am  sorry to say,
did not fit him  very w ell, for ever after he looked as if he lim ped. Then this figure-head-
surgeon gave him  another nose, and touched up one eye, and repaired a rent in his tartans.
A fter that the painter cam e and m ade his toilet all over again; giving him  a new  suit
throughout, w ith a plaid of a beautiful pattern.

I do not know  w hat has becom e of D onald now , but I hope he is safe and snug w ith a
handsom e pension in the ―Sailors‒-Snug-H arbor‖ on Staten Island.

The reason w hy they gave m e such a slender chance of learning to steer w as this. I w as
quite young and raw , and steering a ship is a great art, upon w hich m uch depends;
especially the m aking a short passage; for if the helm sm an be a clum sy, careless fellow , or
ignorant of his duty, he keeps the ship going about in a m elancholy state of indecision as
to its precise destination; so that on a voyage to Liverpool, it m ay be pointing one w hile
for G ibraltar, then for R otterdam , and now  for John o‒ G roat‒s; all of w hich is w orse than
w asted tim e. W hereas, a true steersm an keeps her to her w ork night and day; and tries to
m ake a bee-line from  port to port.

Then, in a sudden squall, inattention, or w ant of quickness at the helm , m ight m ake the
ship ―lurch to‖‍ or ―bring her by the lee.‖ A nd w hat those things are, the cabin
passengers w ould never find out, w hen they found them selves going dow n, dow n, dow n,
and bidding good-by forever to the m oon and stars.

A nd they little think, m any of them , fine gentlem en and ladies that they are, w hat an
im portant personage, and how  m uch to be had in reverence, is the rough fellow  in the pea-
jacket, w hom  they see standing at the w heel, now  cocking his eye aloft, and then peeping
at the com pass, or looking out to w indw ard.

W hy, that fellow  has all your lives and eternities in his hand; and w ith one sm all and
alm ost im perceptible m otion of a spoke, in a gale of w ind, m ight give a vast deal of w ork
to surrogates and law yers, in proving last w ills and testam ents.

Ay, you m ay w ell stare at him  now . H e does not look m uch like a m an w ho m ight play
into the hands of an heir-at-law , does he? Yet such is the case. W atch him  close, therefore;



take him  dow n into your state-room  occasionally after a storm y w atch, and m ake a friend
of him . A  glass of cordial w ill do it. A nd if you or your heirs are interested w ith the
underw riters, then also have an eye on him . A nd if you rem ark, that of the crew , all the
m en w ho com e to the helm  are careless, or inefficient; and if you observe the captain
scolding them  often, and crying out: ―Luff, you rascal; she‒s falling off!‖ or, ―K eep her
steady, you scoundrel, you‒re boxing the com pass!‖ then hurry dow n to your state-room ,
and if you have not yet m ade a w ill, get out your stationery and go at it; and w hen it is
done, seal it up in a bottle, like C olum bus‒ log, and it m ay possibly drift ashore, w hen you
are drow ned in the next gale of w ind.

XXV. QUARTER-DECK FURNITURE

Though, for reasons hinted at above, they w ould not let m e steer, I contented m yself
w ith learning the com pass, a graphic facsim ile of w hich I drew  on a blank leaf of the
―W ealth of N ations,‖ and studied it every m orning, like the m ultiplication table.

I liked to peep in at the binnacle, and w atch the needle; and I w ondered how  it w as that
it pointed north, rather than south or w est; for I do not know  that any reason can be given
w hy it points in the precise direction it does. O ne w ould think, too, that, as since the
beginning of the w orld alm ost, the tide of em igration has been setting w est, the needle
w ould point that w ay; w hereas, it is forever pointing its fixed fore-finger tow ard the Pole,
w here there are few  inducem ents to attract a sailor, unless it be plenty of ice for m int-
juleps.

O ur binnacle, by the w ay, the place that holds a ship‒s com passes, deserves a w ord of
m ention. It w as a little house, about the bigness of a com m on bird-cage, w ith sliding panel
doors, and tw o draw ing-room s w ithin, and constantly perched upon a stand, right in front
of the helm . It had tw o chim ney stacks to carry off the sm oke of the lam p that burned in it
by night.

It w as painted green, and on tw o sides had Venetian blinds; and on one side tw o glazed
sashes; so that it looked like a cool little sum m er retreat, a snug bit of an arbor at the end
of a shady garden lane. H ad I been the captain, I w ould have planted vines in boxes, and
placed them  so as to overrun this binnacle; or I w ould have put canary-birds w ithin; and so
m ade an aviary of it. It is surprising w hat a different air m ay be im parted to the m eanest
thing by the dainty hand of taste. N or m ust I om it the helm  itself, w hich w as one of a new
construction, and a particular favorite of the captain. It w as a com plex system  of cogs and
w heels and spindles, all of polished brass, and looked som ething like a printing-press, or
pow er-loom . The sailors, how ever, did not like it m uch, ow ing to the casualties that
happened to their im prudent fingers, by catching in am ong the cogs and other intricate
contrivances. Then, som etim es in a calm , w hen the sudden sw ells w ould lift the ship, the
helm  w ould fetch a lurch, and send the helm sm an revolving round like Ixion, often
seriously hurting him ; a sort of breaking on the w heel.

The harness-cask, also, a sort of sea side-board, or rather m eat-safe, in w hich a w eek‒s
allow ance of salt pork and beef is kept, deserves being chronicled. It form ed part of the
standing furniture of the quarter-deck. O f an oval shape, it w as banded round w ith hoops
all silver-gilt, w ith gilded bands secured w ith gilded screw s, and a gilded padlock, richly



chased. This form ed the captain‒s sm oking-seat, w here he w ould perch him self of an
afternoon, a tasseled C hinese cap upon his head, and a fragrant H avanna betw een his
w hite and canine-looking teeth. H e took m uch solid com fort, C aptain R iga.

Then the m agnificent capstan! The pride and glory of the w hole ship‒s com pany, the
constant care and dandled darling of the cook, w hose duty it w as to keep it polished like a
teapot; and it w as an object of distant adm iration to the steerage passengers. Like a parlor
center-table, it stood full in the m iddle of the quarter-deck, radiant w ith brazen stars, and
variegated w ith diam ond-shaped veneerings of m ahogany and satin w ood. This w as the
captain‒s lounge, and the chief m ate‒s secretary, in the bar-holes keeping paper and pencil
for m em orandum s.

I m ight proceed and speak of the booby-hatch, used as a sort of settee by the officers,
and the fife-rail round the m ainm ast, inclosing a little ark of canvas, painted green, w here
a sm all w hite dog w ith a blue ribbon round his neck, belonging to the dock-m aster‒s
daughter, used to take his m orning w alks, and air him self in this sm all edition of the N ew
York B ow ling-G reen.

XXVI. A SAILOR A JACK OF ALL TRADES

A s I began to learn m y sailor duties, and show  activity in running aloft, the m en, I
observed, treated m e w ith a little m ore consideration, though not at all relaxing in a certain
air of professional superiority. For the m ere know ing of the nam es of the ropes, and
fam iliarizing yourself w ith their places, so that you can lay hold of them  in the darkest
night; and the loosing and furling of the canvas, and reefing topsails, and hauling braces;
all this, though of course form ing an indispensable part of a seam an‒s vocation, and the
business in w hich he is principally engaged; yet these are things w hich a beginner of
ordinary capacity soon m asters, and w hich are far inferior to m any other m atters fam iliar
to an ―able seam an.‖

W hat did I know , for instance, about striking a top-gallant-m ast, and sending it dow n
on deck in a gale of w ind? C ould I have turned in a dead-eye, or in the approved nautical
style have clapt a seizing on the m ain-stay? W hat did I know  of ―passing a gam m oning,‖
―reiving a Burton,‖ ―strapping a shoe-block,‖ ―clearing a foul haw se,‖ and innum erable
other intricacies?

The business of a thorough-bred sailor is a special calling, as m uch of a regular trade
as a carpenter‒s or locksm ith‒s. Indeed, it requires considerably m ore adroitness, and far
m ore versatility of talent.

In the English m erchant service boys serve a long apprenticeship to the sea, of seven
years. M ost of them  first enter the N ew castle colliers, w here they see a great deal of
severe coasting service. In an old copy of the Letters of Junius, belonging to m y father, I
rem em ber reading, that coal to supply the city of London could be dug at B lackheath, and
sold for one half the price that the people of London then paid for it; but the G overnm ent
w ould not suffer the m ines to be opened, as it w ould destroy the great nursery for B ritish
seam en.

A  thorough sailor m ust understand m uch of other avocations. H e m ust be a bit of an



em broiderer, to w ork fanciful collars of hem pen lace about the shrouds; he m ust be
som ething of a w eaver, to w eave m ats of rope-yarns for lashings to the boats; he m ust
have a touch of m illinery, so as to tie graceful bow s and knots, such as M atthew  W alker‒s
roses, and Turk‒s heads; he m ust be a bit of a m usician, in order to sing out at the halyards;
he m ust be a sort of jew eler, to set dead-eyes in the standing rigging; he m ust be a
carpenter, to enable him  to m ake a jurym ast out of a yard in case of em ergency; he m ust
be a sem pstress, to darn and m end the sails; a ropem aker, to tw ist m arline and Spanish
foxes; a blacksm ith, to m ake hooks and thim bles for the blocks: in short, he m ust be a sort
of Jack of all trades, in order to m aster his ow n. A nd this, perhaps, in a greater or less
degree, is pretty m uch the case w ith all things else; for you know  nothing till you know
all; w hich is the reason w e never know  anything.

A  sailor, also, in w orking at the rigging, uses special tools peculiar to his calling‍ fids,
serving-m allets, toggles, prickers, m arlingspikes, palm s, heavers, and m any m ore. The
sm aller sort he generally carries w ith him  from  ship to ship in a sort of canvas reticule.

The estim ation in w hich a ship‒s crew  hold the know ledge of such accom plishm ents as
these, is expressed in the phrase they apply to one w ho is a clever practitioner. To
distinguish such a m ariner from  those w ho m erely ―hand, reef, and steer,‖ that is, run
aloft, furl sails, haul ropes, and stand at the w heel, they say he is ―a sailor-m an‖ w hich
m eans that he not only know s how  to reef a topsail, but is an artist in the rigging.

N ow , alas! I had no chance given m e to becom e initiated in this art and m ystery; no
further, at least, than by looking on, and w atching how  that these things m ight be done as
w ell as others, the reason w as, that I had only shipped for this one voyage in the
H ighlander, a short voyage too; and it w as not w orth w hile to teach m e any thing, the fruit
of w hich instructions could be only reaped by the next ship I m ight belong to. A ll they
w anted of m e w as the good-w ill of m y m uscles, and the use of m y backbone‍
com paratively sm all though it w as at that tim e‍ by w ay of a lever, for the above-
m entioned artists to em ploy w hen w anted. A ccordingly, w hen any em broidery w as going
on in the rigging, I w as set to the m ost inglorious avocations; as in the m erchant service it
is a religious m axim  to keep the hands alw ays em ployed at som ething or other, never m ind
w hat, during their w atch on deck.

O ften furnished w ith a club-ham m er, they sw ung m e over the bow s in a bow line, to
pound the rust off the anchor: a m ost m onotonous, and to m e a m ost uncongenial and
irksom e business. There w as a rem arkable fatality attending the various ham m ers I carried
over w ith m e. Som ehow  they w ould drop out of m y hands into the sea. B ut the supply of
reserved ham m ers seem ed unlim ited: also the blessings and benedictions I received from
the chief m ate for m y clum siness.

A t other tim es, they set m e to picking oakum , like a convict, w hich hem pen business
disagreeably obtruded thoughts of halters and the gallow s; or w hittling belaying-pins, like
a D ow n-Easter.

H ow ever, I endeavored to bear it all like a young philosopher, and w hiled aw ay the
tedious hours by gazing through a port-hole w hile m y hands w ere plying, and repeating
Lord B yron‒s A ddress to the O cean, w hich I had often spouted on the stage at the H igh
School at hom e.



Yes, I got used to all these m atters, and took m ost things coolly, in the spirit of Seneca
and the stoics.

A ll but the ―turning out‖ or rising from  your berth w hen the w atch w as called at night
‍ that I never fancied. It w as a sort of acquaintance, w hich the m ore I cultivated, the m ore
I shrunk from ; a thankless, m iserable business, truly.

C onsider that after w alking the deck for four full hours, you go below  to sleep: and
w hile thus innocently em ployed in reposing your w earied lim bs, you are started up‍ it
seem s but the next instant after closing your lids‍ and hurried on deck again, into the
sam e disagreeably dark and, perhaps, storm y night, from  w hich you descended into the
forecastle.

The previous interval of slum ber w as alm ost w holly lost to m e; at least the golden
opportunity could not be appreciated: for though it is usually deem ed a com fortable thing
to be asleep, yet at the tim e no one is conscious that he is so enjoying him self. Therefore I
m ade a little private arrangem ent w ith the Lancashire lad, w ho w as in the other w atch, just
to step below  occasionally, and shake m e, and w hisper in m y ear‍ ―W atch below, Buttons;
w atch below ‖‍ w hich pleasantly rem inded m e of the delightful fact. Then I w ould turn
over on m y side, and take another nap; and in this m anner I enjoyed several com plete
w atches in m y bunk to the other sailor‒s one. I recom m end the plan to all landsm en
contem plating a voyage to sea.

B ut notw ithstanding all these contrivances, the dreadful sequel could not be avoided.
Eight bells w ould at last be struck, and the m en on deck, exhilarated by the prospect of
changing places w ith us, w ould call the w atch in a m ost provoking but m irthful and
facetious style.

A s thus:‍

―Starboard w atch, ahoy! eight bells there, below ! Tum ble up, m y lively hearties;
steam boat alongside w aiting for your trunks: bear a hand, bear a hand w ith your knee-
buckles, m y sw eet and pleasant fellow s! fine show er-bath here on deck. H urrah, hurrah!
your ice-cream  is getting cold!‖

W hereupon som e of the old croakers w ho w ere getting into their trow sers w ould reply
w ith‍ ―O h, stop your gabble, w ill you? don‒t be in such a hurry, now . You feel sw eet,
don‒t you?‖ w ith other exclam ations, som e of w hich w ere full of fury.

A nd it w as not a little curious to rem ark, that at the expiration of the ensuing w atch,
the tables w ould be turned; and w e on deck becam e the w its and jokers, and those below
the grizzly bears and grow lers.

XXVII. HE GETS A PEEP AT IRELAND, AND AT LAST ARRIVES AT
LIVERPOOL

The H ighlander w as not a grayhound, not a very fast sailer; and so, the passage, w hich
som e of the packet ships m ake in fifteen or sixteen days, em ployed us about thirty.

A t last, one m orning I cam e on deck, and they told m e that Ireland w as in sight.



Ireland in sight! A  foreign country actually visible! I peered hard, but could see
nothing but a bluish, cloud-like spot to the northeast. W as that Ireland? W hy, there w as
nothing rem arkable about that; nothing startling. If that‒s the w ay a foreign country looks,
I m ight as w ell have staid at hom e.

N ow  w hat, exactly, I had fancied the shore w ould look like, I can not say; but I had a
vague idea that it w ould be som ething strange and w onderful. H ow ever, there it w as; and
as the light increased and the ship sailed nearer and nearer, the land began to m agnify, and
I gazed at it w ith increasing interest.

Ireland! I thought of R obert Em m et, and that last speech of his before Lord N orbury; I
thought of Tom m y M oore, and his am atory verses: I thought of C urran, G rattan, Plunket,
and O ‒C onnell; I thought of m y uncle‒s ostler, Patrick Flinnigan; and I thought of the
shipw reck of the gallant A lbion, tost to pieces on the very shore now  in sight; and I
thought I should very m uch like to leave the ship and visit D ublin and the G iant‒s
C ausew ay.

Presently a fishing-boat drew  near, and I rushed to get a view  of it; but it w as a very
ordinary looking boat, bobbing up and dow n, as any other boat w ould have done; yet,
w hen I considered that the solitary m an in it w as actually a born native of the land in sight;
that in all probability he had never been in A m erica, and knew  nothing about m y friends at
hom e, I began to think that he looked som ew hat strange.

H e w as a very fluent fellow , and as soon as w e w ere w ithin hailing distance, cried out
‍ ―A h, m y fine sailors, from  A m eriky, ain‒t ye, m y beautiful sailors?‖ A nd concluded by
calling upon us to stop and heave a rope. Thinking he m ight have som ething im portant to
com m unicate, the m ate accordingly backed the m ain yard, and a rope being throw n, the
stranger kept hauling in upon it, and coiling it dow n, crying, ―pay out! pay out, m y
honeys; ah! but you‒re noble fellow s!‖ Till at last the m ate asked him  w hy he did not
com e alongside, adding, ―H aven‒t you enough rope yet?‖

―Sure and I have,‖ replied the fisherm an, ―and it‒s tim e for Pat to cut and run!‖ and so
saying, his knife severed the rope, and w ith a K ilkenny grin, he sprang to his tiller, put his
little craft before the w ind, and bow led aw ay from  us, w ith som e fifteen fathom s of our
tow -line.

―A nd m ay the O ld B oy hurry after you, and hang you in your stolen hem p, you Irish
blackguard!‖ cried the m ate, shaking his fist at the receding boat, after recovering from  his
first fit of am azem ent.

H ere, then, w as a beautiful introduction to the eastern hem isphere; fairly robbed before
striking soundings. This trick upon experienced travelers certainly beat all I had ever
heard about the w ooden nutm egs and bass-w ood pum pkin seeds of C onnecticut. A nd I
thought if there w ere any m ore H ibernians like our friend Pat, the Yankee peddlers m ight
as w ell give it up.

The next land w e saw  w as W ales. It w as high noon, and a long line of purple
m ountains lay like banks of clouds against the east.

C ould this be really W ales?‍ W ales?‍ and I thought of the Prince of W ales.

A nd did a real queen w ith a diadem  reign over that very land I w as looking at, w ith the



identical eyes in m y ow n head?‍ A nd then I thought of a grandfather of m ine, w ho had
fought against the ancestor of this queen at B unker‒s H ill.

B ut, after all, the general effect of these m ountains w as m ortifyingly like the general
effect of the K aatskill M ountains on the H udson R iver.

W ith a light breeze, w e sailed on till next day, w hen w e m ade H olyhead and A nglesea.
Then it fell alm ost calm , and w hat little w ind w e had, w as ahead; so w e kept tacking to
and fro, just gliding through the w ater, and alw ays hovering in sight of a snow -w hite
tow er in the distance, w hich m ight have been a fort, or a light-house. I lost m yself in
conjectures as to w hat sort of people m ight be tenanting that lonely edifice, and w hether
they knew  any thing about us.

The third day, w ith a good w ind over the taffrail, w e arrived so near our destination,
that w e took a pilot at dusk.

H e, and every thing connected w ith him  w ere very different from  our N ew  York pilot.
In the first place, the pilot boat that brought him  w as a plethoric looking sloop-rigged boat,
w ith flat bow s, that w ent w heezing through the w ater; quite in contrast to the little gull of
a schooner, that bade us adieu off Sandy H ook. A board of her w ere ten or tw elve other
pilots, fellow s w ith shaggy brow s, and m uffled in shaggy coats, w ho sat grouped together
on deck like a fire-side of bears, w intering in A roostook. They m ust have had fine sociable
tim es, though, together; cruising about the Irish Sea in quest of Liverpool-bound vessels;
sm oking cigars, drinking brandy-and-w ater, and spinning yarns; till at last, one by one,
they are all scattered on board of different ships, and m eet again by the side of a blazing
sea-coal fire in som e Liverpool taproom , and prepare for another yachting.

N ow , w hen this English pilot boarded us, I stared at him  as if he had been som e w ild
anim al just escaped from  the Zoological G ardens; for here w as a real live Englishm an, just
from  England. N evertheless, as he soon fell to ordering us here and there, and sw earing
vociferously in a language quite fam iliar to m e; I began to think him  very com m on-place,
and considerable of a bore after all.

A fter running till about m idnight, w e ―hove-to‖ near the m outh of the M ersey; and
next m orning, before day-break, took the first of the flood; and w ith a fair w ind, stood into
the river; w hich, at its m outh, is quite an arm  of the sea. Presently, in the m isty tw ilight,
w e passed im m ense buoys, and caught sight of distant objects on shore, vague and
shadow y shapes, like O ssian‒s ghosts.

A s I stood leaning over the side, and trying to sum m on up som e im age of Liverpool, to
see how  the reality w ould answ er to m y conceit; and w hile the fog, and m ist, and gray
daw n w ere investing every thing w ith a m ysterious interest, I w as startled by the doleful,
dism al sound of a great bell, w hose slow  interm itting tolling seem ed in unison w ith the
solem n roll of the billow s. I thought I had never heard so boding a sound; a sound that
seem ed to speak of judgm ent and the resurrection, like belfry-m outhed Paul of Tarsus.

It w as not in the direction of the shore; but seem ed to com e out of the vaults of the sea,
and out of the m ist and fog.

W ho w as dead, and w hat could it be?

I soon learned from  m y shipm ates, that this w as the fam ous Bett-Buoy, w hich is



precisely w hat its nam e im plies; and tolls fast or slow , according to the agitation of the
w aves. In a calm , it is dum b; in a m oderate breeze, it tolls gently; but in a gale, it is an
alarum  like the tocsin, w arning all m ariners to flee. B ut it seem ed fuller of dirges for the
past, than of m onitions for the future; and no one can give ear to it, w ithout thinking of the
sailors w ho sleep far beneath it at the bottom  of the deep.

A s w e sailed ahead the river contracted. The day cam e, and soon, passing tw o lofty
land-m arks on the Lancashire shore, w e rapidly drew  near the tow n, and at last, cam e to
anchor in the stream .

Looking shorew ard, I beheld lofty ranges of dingy w arehouses, w hich seem ed very
deficient in the elem ents of the m arvelous; and bore a m ost unexpected resem blance to the
w are-houses along South-street in N ew  York. There w as nothing strange; nothing
extraordinary about them . There they stood; a row  of calm  and collected w are-houses;
very good and substantial edifices, doubtless, and adm irably adapted to the ends had in
view  by the builders; but plain, m atter-of-fact w are-houses, nevertheless, and that w as all
that could be said of them .

To be sure, I did not expect that every house in Liverpool m ust be a Leaning Tow er of
Pisa, or a Strasbourg C athedral; but yet, these edifices I m ust confess, w ere a sad and
bitter disappointm ent to m e.

B ut it w as different w ith Larry the w halem an; w ho to m y surprise, looking about him
delighted, exclaim ed, ―W hy, this ‐ere is a considerable place‍ I‒m  dum m ed if it ain‒t quite
a place.‍ W hy, them  ‐ere houses is considerable houses. It beats the coast of A friky, all
hollow ; nothing like this in M adagasky, I tell you;‍ I‒m  dum m ed, boys if Liverpool ain‒t a
city!‖

U pon this occasion, indeed, Larry altogether forgot his hostility to civilization. H aving
been so long accustom ed to associate foreign lands w ith the savage places of the Indian
O cean, he had been under the im pression, that Liverpool m ust be a tow n of bam boos,
situated in som e sw am p, and w hose inhabitants turned their attention principally to the
cultivation of log-w ood and curing of flying-fish. For that any great com m ercial city
existed three thousand m iles from  hom e, w as a thing, of w hich Larry had never before had
a ―realizing sense.‖ H e w as accordingly astonished and delighted; and began to feel a sort
of consideration for the country w hich could boast so extensive a tow n. Instead of holding
Q ueen V ictoria on a par w ith the Q ueen of M adagascar, as he had been accustom ed to do;
he ever after alluded to that lady w ith feeling and respect.

A s for the other seam en, the sight of a foreign country seem ed to kindle no enthusiasm
in them  at all: no em otion in the least. They looked around them  w ith great presence of
m ind, and acted precisely as you or I w ould, if, after a m orning‒s absence round the
corner, w e found ourselves returning hom e. N early all of them  had m ade frequent voyages
to Liverpool.

N ot long after anchoring, several boats cam e off; and from  one of them  stept a neatly-
dressed and very respectable-looking w om an, som e thirty years of age, I should think,
carrying a bundle. C om ing forw ard am ong the sailors, she inquired for M ax the
D utchm an, w ho im m ediately w as forthcom ing, and saluted her by the m ellifluous
appellation of Sally.



N ow  during the passage, M ax in discoursing to m e of Liverpool, had often assured m e,
that that city had the honor of containing a spouse of his; and that in all probability, I
w ould have the pleasure of seeing her. B ut having heard a good m any stories about the
bigam ies of seam en, and their having w ives and sw eethearts in every port, the round
w orld over; and having been an eye-w itness to a nuptial parting betw een this very M ax
and a lady in N ew  York; I put dow n this relation of his, for w hat I thought it m ight
reasonably be w orth. W hat w as m y astonishm ent, therefore, to see this really decent, civil
w om an com ing w ith a neat parcel of M ax‒s shore clothes, all w ashed, plaited, and ironed,
and ready to put on at a m om ent‒s w arning.

They stood apart a few  m om ents giving loose to those transports of pleasure, w hich
alw ays take place, I suppose, betw een m an and w ife after long separations.

A t last, after m any earnest inquiries as to how  he had behaved him self in N ew  York;
and concerning the state of his w ardrobe; and going dow n into the forecastle, and
inspecting it in person, Sally departed; having exchanged her bundle of clean clothes for a
bundle of soiled ones, and this w as precisely w hat the N ew  York w ife had done for M ax,
not thirty days previous.

So long as w e laid in port, Sally visited the H ighlander daily; and approved herself a
neat and expeditious getter-up of duck frocks and trow sers, a capital tailoress, and as far as
I could see, a very w ell-behaved, discreet, and reputable w om an.

B ut from  all I had seen of her, I should suppose M eg, the N ew  York w ife, to have been
equally w ell-behaved, discreet, and reputable; and equally devoted to the keeping in good
order M ax‒s w ardrobe.

A nd w hen w e left England at last, Sally bade M ax good-by, just as M eg had done; and
w hen w e arrived at N ew  York, M eg greeted M ax precisely as Sally had greeted him  in
Liverpool. Indeed, a pair of m ore am iable w ives never belonged to one m an; they never
quarreled, or had so m uch as a difference of any kind; the w hole broad A tlantic being
betw een them ; and M ax w as equally polite and civil to both. For m any years, he had been
going Liverpool and N ew  York voyages, plying betw een w ife and w ife w ith great
regularity, and sure of receiving a hearty dom estic w elcom e on either side of the ocean.

Thinking this conduct of his, how ever, altogether w rong and every w ay im m oral, I
once ventured to express to him  m y opinion on the subject. B ut I never did so again. H e
turned round on m e, very savagely; and after rating m e soundly for m eddling in concerns
not m y ow n, concluded by asking m e trium phantly, w hether old K ing Sol, as he called the
son of D avid, did not have a w hole frigate-full of w ives; and that being the case, w hether
he, a poor sailor, did not have just as good a right to have tw o? ―W hat w as not w rong then,
is right now ,‖ said M ax; ―so, m ind your eye, B uttons, or I‒ll crack your pepper-box for
you!‖

XXVIII. HE GOES TO SUPPER AT THE SIGN OF THE BALTIM ORE
CLIPPER

In the afternoon our pilot w as all alive w ith his orders; w e hove up the anchor, and
after a deal of pulling, and hauling, and jam m ing against other ships, w e w edged our w ay



through a lock at high tide; and about dark, succeeded in w orking up to a berth in Prince‒s
D ock. The haw sers and tow -lines being then coiled aw ay, the crew  w ere told to go ashore,
select their boarding-house, and sit dow n to supper.

H ere it m ust be m entioned, that ow ing to the strict but necessary regulations of the
Liverpool docks, no fires of any kind are allow ed on board the vessels w ithin them ; and
hence, though the sailors are supposed to sleep in the forecastle, yet they m ust get their
m eals ashore, or live upon cold potatoes. To a ship, the A m erican m erchantm en adopt the
form er plan; the ow ners, of course, paying the landlord‒s bill; w hich, in a large crew
rem aining at Liverpool m ore than six w eeks, as w e of the H ighlander did, form s no
inconsiderable item  in the expenses of the voyage. O ther ships, how ever‍ the econom ical
D utch and D anish, for instance, and som etim es the prudent Scotch‍ feed their luckless
tars in dock, w ith precisely the sam e fare w hich they give them  at sea; taking their salt
junk ashore to be cooked, w hich, indeed, is but scurvy sort of treatm ent, since it is very apt
to induce the scurvy. A  parsim onious proceeding like this is regarded w ith im m easurable
disdain by the crew s of the N ew  York vessels, w ho, if their captains treated them  after that
fashion, w ould soon bolt and run.

It w as quite dark, w hen w e all sprang ashore; and, for the first tim e, I felt dusty
particles of the renow ned B ritish soil penetrating into m y eyes and lungs. A s for stepping
on it, that w as out of the question, in the w ell-paved and flagged condition of the streets;
and I did not have an opportunity to do so till som e tim e afterw ard, w hen I got out into the
country; and then, indeed, I saw  England, and snuffed its im m ortal loam ‍ but not till then.

Jackson led the van; and after stopping at a tavern, took us up this street, and dow n
that, till at last he brought us to a narrow  lane, filled w ith boarding-houses, spirit-vaults,
and sailors. H ere w e stopped before the sign of a B altim ore C lipper, flanked on one side
by a gilded bunch of grapes and a bottle, and on the other by the B ritish U nicorn and
A m erican Eagle, lying dow n by each other, like the lion and lam b in the m illennium .‍ A
very judicious and tasty device, show ing a delicate apprehension of the propriety of
conciliating A m erican sailors in an English boarding-house; and yet in no w ay derogating
from  the honor and dignity of England, but placing the tw o nations, indeed, upon a footing
of perfect equality.

N ear the unicorn w as a very sm all anim al, w hich at first I took for a young unicorn;
but it looked m ore like a yearling lion. It w as holding up one paw , as if it had a splinter in
it; and on its head w as a sort of basket-hilted, low -crow ned hat, w ithout a rim . I asked a
sailor standing by, w hat this anim al m eant, w hen, looking at m e w ith a grin, he answ ered,
―W hy, youngster, don‒t you know  w hat that m eans? It‒s a young jackass, lim ping off w ith
a kedgeree pot of rice out of the cuddy.‖

Though it w as an English boarding-house, it w as kept by a broken-dow n A m erican
m ariner, one D anby, a dissolute, idle fellow , w ho had m arried a buxom  English w ife, and
now  lived upon her industry; for the lady, and not the sailor, proved to be the head of the
establishm ent.

She w as a hale, good-looking w om an, about forty years old, and am ong the seam en
w ent by the nam e of ―H andsom e M ary.‖ B ut though, from  the dissipated character of her
spouse, M ary had becom e the business personage of the house, bought the m arketing,



overlooked the tables, and conducted all the m ore im portant arrangem ents, yet she w as by
no m eans an A m azon to her husband, if she did play a m asculine part in other m atters. N o;
and the m ore is the pity, poor M ary seem ed too m uch attached to D anby, to seek to rule
him  as a term agant. O ften she w ent about her household concerns w ith the tears in her
eyes, w hen, after a fit of intoxication, this brutal husband of hers had been beating her.
The sailors took her part, and m any a tim e volunteered to give him  a thorough thrashing
before her eyes; but M ary w ould beg them  not to do so, as D anby w ould, no doubt, be a
better boy next tim e.

B ut there seem ed no likelihood of this, so long as that abom inable bar of his stood
upon the prem ises. A s you entered the passage, it stared upon you on one side, ready to
entrap all guests.

It w as a grotesque, old-fashioned, castellated sort of a sentry-box, m ade of a sm oky-
colored w ood, and w ith a grating in front, that lifted up like a portcullis. A nd here w ould
this D anby sit all the day long; and w hen custom ers grew  thin, w ould patronize his ow n
ale him self, pouring dow n m ug after m ug, as if he took him self for one of his ow n quarter-
casks.

Som etim es an old crony of his, one B ob Still, w ould com e in; and then they w ould
occupy the sentry-box together, and sw ill their beer in concert. This pot-friend of D anby
w as portly as a dray-horse, and had a round, sleek, oily head, tw inkling eyes, and m oist
red cheeks. H e w as a lusty troller of ale-songs; and, w ith his m ug in his hand, w ould lean
his w addling bulk partly out of the sentry-box, singing:

―N o frost, no snow , no w ind, I trow ,
C an hurt m e if I w old, I am  so w rapt, and thoroughly lapt
In jolly good ale and old,‍
I stuff m y skin so full w ithin,
O f jolly good ale and old.‖

O r this,

―Four w ines and brandies I detest,
H ere‒s richer juice from  barley press‒d.
It is the quintessence of m alt,
A nd they that drink it w ant no salt.
C om e, then, quick com e, and take this beer,
A nd w ater henceforth you‒ll forsw ear.‖

A las! H andsom e M ary. W hat avail all thy private tears and rem onstrances w ith the
incorrigible D anby, so long as that brew ery of a toper, B ob Still, daily eclipses thy
threshold w ith the vast diam eter of his paunch, and enthrones him self in the sentry-box,
holding divided rule w ith thy spouse?

The m ore he drinks, the fatter and rounder w axes B ob; and the songs pour out as the
ale pours in, on the w ell-know n principle, that the air in a vessel is displaced and expelled,
as the liquid rises higher and higher in it.



B ut as for D anby, the m iserable Yankee grow s sour on good cheer, and dries up the
thinner for every drop of fat ale he im bibes. It is plain and dem onstrable, that m uch ale is
not good for Yankees, and operates differently upon them  from  w hat it does upon a B riton:
ale m ust be drank in a fog and a drizzle.



Entering the sign of the C lipper, Jackson ushered us into a sm all room  on one side, and
shortly after, H andsom e M ary w aited upon us w ith a courtesy, and received the
com plim ents of several old guests am ong our crew . She then disappeared to provide our
supper. W hile m y shipm ates w ere now  engaged in tippling, and talking w ith num erous old
acquaintances of theirs in the neighborhood, w ho thronged about the door, I rem ained
alone in the little room , m editating profoundly upon the fact, that I w as now  seated upon
an English bench, under an English roof, in an English tavern, form ing an integral part of
the English em pire. It w as a staggering fact, but none the less true.

I exam ined the place attentively; it w as a long, narrow , little room , w ith one sm all
arched w indow  w ith red curtains, looking out upon a sm oky, untidy yard, bounded by a
dingy brick-w all, the top of w hich w as horrible w ith pieces of broken old bottles, stuck
into m ortar.

A  dull lam p sw ung overhead, placed in a w ooden ship suspended from  the ceiling. The
w alls w ere covered w ith a paper, representing an endless succession of vessels of all
nations continually circum navigating the apartm ent. B y w ay of a pictorial m ainsail to one
of these ships, a m ap w as hung against it, representing in faded colors the flags of all
nations. From  the street cam e a confused uproar of ballad-singers, baw ling w om en,
babies, and drunken sailors.

A nd this is England?

B ut w here are the old abbeys, and the York M insters, and the lord m ayors, and
coronations, and the M ay-poles, and fox-hunters, and D erby races, and the dukes and
duchesses, and the C ount d‒O rsays, w hich, from  all m y reading, I had been in the habit of
associating w ith England? N ot the m ost distant glim pse of them  w as to be seen.

A las! W ellingborough, thought I, I fear you stand but a poor chance to see the sights.
You are nothing but a poor sailor boy; and the Q ueen is not going to send a deputation of
noblem en to invite you to St. Jam es‒s.

It w as then, I began to see, that m y prospects of seeing the w orld as a sailor w ere, after
all, but very doubtful; for sailors only go round the w orld, w ithout going into it; and their
rem iniscences of travel are only a dim  recollection of a chain of tap-room s surrounding
the globe, parallel w ith the Equator. They but touch the perim eter of the circle; hover
about the edges of terra-firm a; and only land upon w harves and pier-heads. They w ould
dream  as little of traveling inland to see K enilw orth, or B lenheim  C astle, as they w ould of
sending a car overland to the Pope, w hen they touched at N aples.

From  these reveries I w as soon roused, by a servant girl hurrying from  room  to room ,
in shrill tones exclaim ing, ―Supper, supper ready.‖

M ounting a rickety staircase, w e entered a room  on the second floor. Three tall brass
candlesticks shed a sm oky light upon sm oky w alls, of w hat had once been sea-blue,
covered w ith sailor-scraw ls of foul anchors, lovers‒ sonnets, and ocean ditties. O n one
side, nailed against the w ainscot in a row , w ere the four knaves of cards, each Jack putting
his best foot forem ost as usual. W hat these signified I never heard.

B ut such am ple cheer! Such a groaning table! Such a superabundance of solids and
substantial! W as it possible that sailors fared thus?‍ the sailors, w ho at sea live upon salt



beef and biscuit?

First and forem ost, w as a m ighty pew ter dish, big as A chilles‒ shield, sustaining a
pyram id of sm oking sausages. This stood at one end; m idw ay w as a sim ilar dish, heavily
laden w ith farm ers‒ slices of head-cheese; and at the opposite end, a congregation of beef-
steaks, piled tier over tier. Scattered at intervals betw een, w ere side dishes of boiled
potatoes, eggs by the score, bread, and pickles; and on a stand adjoining, w as an am ple
reserve of every thing on the supper table.

W e fell to w ith all our hearts; w rapt ourselves in hot jackets of beef-steaks; curtailed
the sausages w ith great celerity; and sitting dow n before the head-cheese, soon razed it to
its foundations.

Tow ard the close of the entertainm ent, I suggested to Peggy, one of the girls w ho had
w aited upon us, that a cup of tea w ould be a nice thing to take; and I w ould thank her for
one. She replied that it w as too late for tea; but she w ould get m e a cup of ―sw ipes‖ if I
w anted it.

N ot know ing w hat ―sw ipes‖ m ight be, I thought I w ould run the risk and try it; but it
proved a m iserable beverage, w ith a m usty, sour flavor, as if it had been a decoction of
spoiled pickles. I never patronized sw ipes again; but gave it a w ide berth; though, at dinner
afterw ard, it w as furnished to an unlim ited extent, and drunk by m ost of m y shipm ates,
w ho pronounced it good.

B ut B ob Still w ould not have pronounced it so; for this stripes, as I learned, w as a sort
of cheap substitute for beer; or a bastard kind of beer; or the w ashings and rinsings of old
beer-barrels. B ut I do not rem em ber now  w hat they said it w as, precisely. I only know , that
sw ipes w as m y abom ination. A s for the taste of it, I can only describe it as answ ering to
the nam e itself; w hich is certainly significant of som ething vile. B ut it is drunk in large
quantities by the poor people about Liverpool, w hich, perhaps, in som e degree, accounts
for their poverty.

XXIX. REDBURN DEFERENTIALLY DISCOURSES CONCERNING
THE PROSPECTS OF SAILORS

The ship rem ained in Prince‒s D ock over six w eeks; but as I do not m ean to present a
diary of m y stay there, I shall here sim ply record the general tenor of the life led by our
crew  during that interval; and w ill then proceed to note dow n, at random , m y ow n
w anderings about tow n, and im pressions of things as they are recalled to m e now , after the
lapse of so m any years.

B ut first, I m ust m ention that w e saw  little of the captain during our stay in the dock.
Som etim es, cane in hand, he sauntered dow n of a pleasant m orning from  the Arm s H otel, I
believe it w as, w here he boarded; and after lounging about the ship, giving orders to his
Prim e M inister and G rand V izier, the chief m ate, he w ould saunter back to his draw ing-
room s.

From  the glim pse of a play-bill, w hich I detected peeping out of his pocket, I inferred
that he patronized the theaters; and from  the flush of his cheeks, that he patronized the fine
old Port w ine, for w hich Liverpool is fam ous.



O ccasionally, how ever, he spent his nights on board; and m ad, roystering nights they
w ere, such as rare B en Jonson w ould have delighted in. For com pany over the cabin-table,
he w ould have four or five w hiskered sea-captains, w ho kept the stew ard draw ing corks
and filling glasses all the tim e. A nd once, the w hole com pany w ere found under the table
at four o‒clock in the m orning, and w ere put to bed and tucked in by the tw o m ates. U pon
this occasion, I agreed w ith our w oolly D octor of D ivinity, the black cook, that they
should have been asham ed of them selves; but there is no sham e in som e sea-captains, w ho
only blush after the third bottle.

D uring the m any visits of C aptain R iga to the ship, he alw ays said som ething
courteous to a gentlem anly, friendless custom -house officer, w ho staid on board of us
nearly all the tim e w e lay in the dock.

A nd w eary days they m ust have been to this friendless custom -house officer; trying to
kill tim e in the cabin w ith a new spaper; and rapping on the transom  w ith his knuckles. H e
w as kept on board to prevent sm uggling; but he used to sm uggle him self ashore very
often, w hen, according to law , he should have been at his post on board ship. B ut no
w onder; he seem ed to be a m an of fine feelings, altogether above his situation; a m ost
inglorious one, indeed; w orse than driving geese to w ater.

A nd now , to proceed w ith the crew .

A t daylight, all hands w ere called, and the decks w ere w ashed dow n; then w e had an
hour to go ashore to breakfast; after w hich w e w orked at the rigging, or picked oakum , or
w ere set to som e em ploym ent or other, never m ind how  trivial, till tw elve o‒clock, w hen
w e w ent to dinner. A t half-past nine w e resum ed w ork; and finally knocked off at four
o‒clock in the afternoon, unless som ething particular w as in hand. A nd after four o‒clock,
w e could go w here w e pleased, and w ere not required to be on board again till next
m orning at daylight.

A s w e had nothing to do w ith the cargo, of course, our duties w ere light enough; and
the chief m ate w as often put to it to devise som e em ploym ent for us.

W e had no w atches to stand, a ship-keeper, hired from  shore, relieving us from  that;
and all the w hile the m en‒s w ages ran on, as at sea. Sundays w e had to ourselves.

Thus, it w ill be seen, that the life led by sailors of A m erican ships in Liverpool, is an
exceedingly easy one, and abounding in leisure. They live ashore on the fat of the land;
and after a little w holesom e exercise in the m orning, have the rest of the day to
them selves.

N evertheless, these Liverpool voyages, likew ise those to London and H avre, are the
least profitable that an im provident seam an can take. B ecause, in N ew  York he receives
his m onth‒s advance; in Liverpool, another; both of w hich, in m ost cases, quickly
disappear; so that by the tim e his voyage term inates, he generally has but little com ing to
him ; som etim es not a cent. W hereas, upon a long voyage, say to India or C hina, his w ages
accum ulate; he has m ore inducem ents to econom ize, and far few er m otives to
extravagance; and w hen he is paid off at last, he goes aw ay jingling a quart m easure of
dollars.

B esides, of all sea-ports in the w orld, Liverpool, perhaps, m ost abounds in all the



variety of land-sharks, land-rats, and other verm in, w hich m ake the hapless m ariner their
prey. In the shape of landlords, bar-keepers, clothiers, crim ps, and boarding-house
loungers, the land-sharks devour him , lim b by lim b; w hile the land-rats and m ice
constantly nibble at his purse.

O ther perils he runs, also, far w orse; from  the denizens of notorious C orinthian haunts
in the vicinity of the docks, w hich in depravity are not to be m atched by any thing this side
of the pit that is bottom less.

A nd yet, sailors love this Liverpool; and upon long voyages to distant parts of the
globe, w ill be continually dilating upon its charm s and attractions, and extolling it above
all other seaports in the w orld. For in Liverpool they find their Paradise‍ not the w ell
know n street of that nam e‍ and one of them  told m e he w ould be content to lie in Prince‒s
D ock till he hove up anchor for the w orld to com e.

M uch is said of am eliorating the condition of sailors; but it m ust ever prove a m ost
difficult endeavor, so long as the antidote is given before the bane is rem oved.

C onsider, that, w ith the m ajority of them , the very fact of their being sailors, argues a
certain recklessness and sensualism  of character, ignorance, and depravity; consider that
they are generally friendless and alone in the w orld; or if they have friends and relatives,
they are alm ost constantly beyond the reach of their good influences; consider that after
the rigorous discipline, hardships, dangers, and privations of a voyage, they are set adrift
in a foreign port, and exposed to a thousand enticem ents, w hich, under the circum stances,
w ould be hard even for virtue itself to w ithstand, unless virtue w ent about on crutches;
consider that by their very vocation they are shunned by the better classes of people, and
cut off from  all access to respectable and im proving society; consider all this, and the
reflecting m ind m ust very soon perceive that the case of sailors, as a class, is not a very
prom ising one.

Indeed, the bad things of their condition com e under the head of those chronic evils
w hich can only be am eliorated, it w ould seem , by am eliorating the m oral organization of
all civilization.

Though old seventy-fours and old frigates are converted into chapels, and launched
into the docks; though the ―B oatsw ain‒s M ate‖ and other clever religious tracts in the
nautical dialect are distributed am ong them ; though clergym en harangue them  from  the
pier-heads: and chaplains in the navy read serm ons to them  on the gun-deck; though
evangelical boarding-houses are provided for them ; though the parsim ony of ship-ow ners
has seconded the really sincere and pious efforts of Tem perance Societies, to take aw ay
from  seam en their old rations of grog w hile at sea:‍ notw ithstanding all these things, and
m any m ore, the relative condition of the great bulk of sailors to the rest of m ankind, seem s
to rem ain pretty m uch w here it w as, a century ago.

It is too m uch the custom , perhaps, to regard as a special advance, that unavoidable,
and m erely participative progress, w hich any one class m akes in sharing the general
m ovem ent of the race. Thus, because the sailor, w ho to-day steers the H ibernia or U nicorn
steam -ship across the A tlantic, is a som ew hat different m an from  the exaggerated sailors
of Sm ollett, and the m en w ho fought w ith N elson at C openhagen, and survived to riot
them selves aw ay at N orth C orner in Plym outh;‍ because the m odem  tar is not quite so



gross as heretofore, and has shaken off som e of his shaggy jackets, and docked his Lord
R odney queue:‍ therefore, in the estim ation of som e observers, he has begun to see the
evils of his condition, and has voluntarily im proved. B ut upon a closer scrutiny, it w ill be
seen that he has but drifted along w ith that great tide, w hich, perhaps, has tw o flow s for
one ebb; he has m ade no individual advance of his ow n.

There are classes of m en in the w orld, w ho bear the sam e relation to society at large,
that the w heels do to a coach: and are just as indispensable. B ut how ever easy and
delectable the springs upon w hich the insiders pleasantly vibrate: how ever sum ptuous the
ham m er-cloth, and glossy the door-panels; yet, for all this, the w heels m ust still revolve in
dusty, or m uddy revolutions. N o contrivance, no sagacity can lift them  out of the m ire; for
upon som ething the coach m ust be bottom ed; on som ething the insiders m ust roll.

N ow , sailors form  one of these w heels: they go and com e round the globe; they are the
true im porters, and exporters of spices and silks; of fruits and w ines and m arbles; they
carry m issionaries, em bassadors, opera-singers, arm ies, m erchants, tourists, and scholars
to their destination: they are a bridge of boats across the A tlantic; they are the prim um
m obile of all com m erce; and, in short, w ere they to em igrate in a body to m an the navies
of the m oon, alm ost every thing w ould stop here on earth except its revolution on its axis,
and the orators in the A m erican C ongress.

A nd yet, w hat are sailors? W hat in your heart do you think of that fellow  staggering
along the dock? D o you not give him  a w ide berth, shun him , and account him  but little
above the brutes that perish? W ill you throw  open your parlors to him ; invite him  to
dinner? or give him  a season ticket to your pew  in church?‍ N o. You w ill do no such
thing; but at a distance, you w ill perhaps subscribe a dollar or tw o for the building of a
hospital, to accom m odate sailors already broken dow n; or for the distribution of excellent
books am ong tars w ho can not read. A nd the very m ode and m anner in w hich such
charities are m ade, bespeak, m ore than w ords, the low  estim ation in w hich sailors are
held. It is useless to gainsay it; they are deem ed alm ost the refuse and offscourings of the
earth; and the rom antic view  of them  is principally had through rom ances.

B ut can sailors, one of the w heels of this w orld, be w holly lifted up from  the m ire?
There seem s not m uch chance for it, in the old system s and program m es of the future,
how ever w ell-intentioned and sincere; for w ith such system s, the thought of lifting them
up seem s alm ost as hopeless as that of grow ing the grape in N ova Zem bla.

B ut w e m ust not altogether despair for the sailor; nor need those w ho toil for his good
be at bottom  disheartened, or Tim e m ust prove his friend in the end; and though
som etim es he w ould alm ost seem  as a neglected step-son of heaven, perm itted to run on
and riot out his days w ith no hand to restrain him , w hile others are w atched over and
tenderly cared for; yet w e feel and w e know  that G od is the true Father of all, and that
none of his children are w ithout the pale of his care.

XXX. REDBURN GROW S INTOLERABLY FLAT AND STUPID OVER
SOM E OUTLANDISH OLD GUIDE-BOOKS

A m ong the odd volum es in m y father‒s library, w as a collection of old European and
English guide-books, w hich he had bought on his travels, a great m any years ago. In m y



childhood, I w ent through m any courses of studying them , and never tired of gazing at the
num erous quaint em bellishm ents and plates, and staring at the strange title-pages, som e of
w hich I thought resem bled the m ustached faces of foreigners. A m ong others w as a
Parisian-looking, faded, pink-covered pam phlet, the rouge here and there effaced upon its
now  thin and attenuated cheeks, entitled, ―Voyage D escriptif et Philosophique de L‒Ancien
et du N ouveau Paris: M iroir Fidele‖ also a tim e-darkened, m ossy old book, in m arbleized
binding, m uch resem bling verd-antique, entitled, ―Itineraire Instructif de Rom e, ou
D escription G enerale des M onum ens Antiques et M odernes et des O uvrages les plus
Rem arquables de Peinteur, de Sculpture, et de Architecture de cette C elebre Ville;‖ on the
russet title-page is a vignette representing a barren rock, partly shaded by a scrub-oak (a
forlorn bit of landscape), and under the lee of the rock and the shade of the tree,
m aternally reclines the houseless foster-m other of R om ulus and R em us, giving suck to the
illustrious tw ins; a pair of naked little cherubs spraw ling on the ground, w ith locked arm s,
eagerly engaged at their absorbing occupation; a large cactus-leaf or diaper hangs from  a
bough, and the w olf looks a good deal like one of the no-horn breed of barn-yard cow s;
the w ork is published ―Avec privilege du Souverain Pontife.‖ There w as also a velvet-
bound old volum e, in brass clasps, entitled, ―The C onductor through H olland‖ w ith a
plate of the Stadt H ouse; also a venerable ―Picture of London‖ abounding in
representations of St. Paul‒s, the M onum ent, Tem ple-B ar, H yde-Park-C orner, the H orse
G uards, the A dm iralty, C haring-C ross, and Vauxhall B ridge. A lso, a bulky book, in a
dusty-looking yellow  cover, rem inding one of the paneled doors of a m ail-coach, and
bearing an elaborate title-page, full of printer‒s flourishes, in em ulation of the cracks of a
four-in-hand w hip, entitled, in part, ―The G reat Roads, both direct and cross, throughout
England and W ales, from  an actual Adm easurem ent by order of H is M ajesty‒s Postm aster-
G eneral: This w ork describes the C ities, M arket and Borough and C orporate Tow ns, and
those at w hich the Assizes are held, and gives the tim e of the M ails‒ arrival and departure
from  each: D escribes the Inns in the M etropolis from  w hich the stages go, and the Inns in
the country w hich supply post-horses and carriages: D escribes the N oblem en and
G entlem en‒s Seats situated near the Road, w ith M aps of the Environs of London, Bath,
Brighton, and M argate.‖ It is dedicated ―To the Right H onorable the Earls of C hesterfield
and Leicester, by their Lordships‒ M ost O bliged, O bedient, and O bsequious Servant, John
G ary, 1798.‖ A lso a green pam phlet, w ith a m otto from  V irgil, and an intricate coat of
arm s on the cover, looking like a diagram  of the Labyrinth of C rete, entitled, ―A
D escription of York, its Antiquities and Public Buildings, particularly the C athedral;
com piled w ith great pains from  the m ost authentic records.‖ A lso a sm all scholastic-
looking volum e, in a classic vellum  binding, and w ith a frontispiece bringing together at
one view  the tow ers and turrets of K ing‒s C ollege and the m agnificent C athedral of Ely,
though geographically sixteen m iles apart, entitled, ―The C am bridge G uide: its C olleges,
H alls, Libraries, and M useum s, w ith the C erem onies of the Tow n and U niversity, and
som e account of Ely C athedral.‖ A lso a pam phlet, w ith a japanned sort of cover, stam ped
w ith a disorderly higgledy-piggledy group of pagoda-looking structures, claim ing to be an
accurate representation of the ―N orth or G rand Front of Blenheim ,‖ and entitled, ―A
D escription of Blenheim , the Seat of H is G race the D uke of M arlborough; containing a
full account of the Paintings, Tapestry, and Furniture: a Picturesque Tour of the G ardens
and Parks, and a G eneral D escription of the fam ous C hina G allery, & .; w ith an Essay on
Landscape G ardening: and em bellished w ith a View  of the Palace, and a N ew  and Elegant



Plan of the G reat Park.‖ A nd lastly, and to the purpose, there w as a volum e called ―TH E
PIC TU R E O F LIV ER PO O L.‖

It w as a curious and rem arkable book; and from  the m any fond associations connected
w ith it, I should like to im m ortalize it, if I could.

B ut let m e get it dow n from  its shrine, and paint it, if I m ay, from  the life.

A s I now  linger over the volum e, to and fro turning the pages so dear to m y boyhood,
‍ the very pages w hich, years and years ago, m y father turned over am id the very scenes
that are here described; w hat a soft, pleasing sadness steals over m e, and how  I m elt into
the past and forgotten!

D ear book! I w ill sell m y Shakespeare, and even sacrifice m y old quarto H ogarth,
before I w ill part w ith you. Yes, I w ill go to the ham m er m yself, ere I send you to be
knocked dow n in the auctioneer‒s sham bles. I w ill, m y beloved,‍ old fam ily relic that you
are;‍ till you drop leaf from  leaf, and letter from  letter, you shall have a snug shelf
som ew here, though I have no bench for m yself.

In size, it is w hat the booksellers call an 18m o; it is bound in green m orocco, w hich
from  m y earliest recollection has been spotted and tarnished w ith tim e; the corners are
m arked w ith triangular patches of red, like little cocked hats; and som e unknow n G oth has
inflicted an incurable w ound upon the back. There is no lettering outside; so that he w ho
lounges past m y hum ble shelves, seldom  dream s of opening the anonym ous little book in
green. There it stands; day after day, w eek after w eek, year after year; and no one but
m yself regards it. B ut I m ake up for all neglects, w ith m y ow n abounding love for it.

B ut let us open the volum e.

W hat are these scraw ls in the fly-leaves? w hat incorrigible pupil of a w riting-m aster
has been here? w hat crayon sketcher of w ild anim als and falling air-castles? A h, no!‍
these are all part and parcel of the precious book, w hich go to m ake up the sum  of its
treasure to m e.

Som e of the scraw ls are m y ow n; and as poets do w ith their juvenile sonnets, I m ight
w rite under this horse, ―D raw n at the age of three years,‖ and under this autograph,
―Executed at the age of eight.‖

O thers are the handiw ork of m y brothers, and sisters, and cousins; and the hands that
sketched som e of them  are now  m oldered aw ay.

B ut w hat does this anchor here? this ship? and this sea-ditty of D ibdin‒s? The book
m ust have fallen into the hands of som e tarry captain of a forecastle. N o: that anchor, ship,
and D ibdin‒s ditty are m ine; this hand drew  them ; and on this very voyage to Liverpool.
B ut not so fast; I did not m ean to tell that yet.

Full in the m idst of these pencil scraw lings, com pletely surrounded indeed, stands in
indelible, though faded ink, and in m y father‒s hand-w riting, the follow ing:‍

W A LTER  R ED B U R N .

R iddough‒s R oyal H otel, Liverpool, M arch 20th, 1808.

Turning over that leaf, I com e upon som e half-effaced m iscellaneous m em oranda in



pencil, characteristic of a m ethodical m ind, and therefore indubitably m y father‒s, w hich
he m ust have m ade at various tim es during his stay in Liverpool. These are full of a
strange, subdued, old, m idsum m er interest to m e: and though, from  the num erous
effacem ents, it is m uch like cross-reading to m ake them  out; yet, I m ust here copy a few  at
random :‍

¢ s. d
G uide-Book 3 6
D inner at the Star and G arter 10
Trip to Preston (distance 31 m .)2 6 3
G ratuities 4
H ack 4 6
Thom pson‒s Seasons 5
Library 1
Boat on the river 6
Port w ine and cigar 4

A nd on the opposite page, I can just decipher the follow ing:

D ine w ith M r. Roscoe on M onday.
C all upon M r. M orille sam e day.
Leave card at C olonel D igby‒s on Tuesday.
Theatre Friday night‍ Richard III. and new  farce.
Present letter at M iss L‍ ‍ ‐s on Tuesday.
C all on Sam pson &  W ilt, Friday.
G et m y draft on London cashed.
W rite hom e by the Princess.
Letter bag at Sam pson and W ilt‒s.

Turning over the next leaf, I unfold a m ap, w hich in the m idst of the B ritish A rm s, in
one corner displays in sturdy text, that this is ―A Plan of the Tow n of Liverpool.‖ B ut there
seem s little plan in the confined and crooked looking m arks for the streets, and the docks
irregularly scattered along the bank of the M ersey, w hich flow s along, a peaceful stream
of shaded line engraving.

O n the northeast corner of the m ap, lies a level Sahara of yellow ish w hite: a desert,
w hich still bears m arks of m y zeal in endeavoring to populate it w ith all m anner of
uncouth m onsters in crayons. The space designated by that spot is now , doubtless,
com pletely built up in Liverpool.

Traced w ith a pen, I discover a num ber of dotted lines, radiating in all directions from
the foot of Lord-street, w here stands m arked ―Riddough‒s H otel,‖ the house m y father
stopped at.

These m arks delineate his various excursions in the tow n; and I follow  the lines on,
through street and lane; and across broad squares; and penetrate w ith them  into the
narrow est courts.



B y these m arks, I perceive that m y father forgot not his religion in a foreign land; but
attended St. John‒s C hurch near the H ay-m arket, and other places of public w orship: I see
that he visited the N ew s R oom  in D uke-street, the Lyceum  in B old-street, and the Theater
R oyal; and that he called to pay his respects to the em inent M r. R oscoe, the historian, poet,
and banker.

R everentially folding this m ap, I pass a plate of the Tow n H all, and com e upon the
Title Page, w hich, in the m iddle, is ornam ented w ith a piece of landscape, representing a
loosely clad lady in sandals, pensively seated upon a bleak rock on the sea shore,
supporting her head w ith one hand, and w ith the other, exhibiting to the stranger an oval
sort of salver, bearing the figure of a strange bird, w ith this m otto elastically stretched for
a border‍ ―D eus nobis haec otia fecit.‖

The bird form s part of the city arm s, and is an im aginary representation of a now
extinct fow l, called the ―Liver,‖ said to have inhabited a ―pool,‖ w hich antiquarians assert
once covered a good part of the ground w here Liverpool now  stands; and from  that bird,
and this pool, Liverpool derives its nam e.

A t a distance from  the pensive lady in sandals, is a ship under full sail; and on the
beach is the figure of a sm all m an, vainly essaying to roll over a huge bale of goods.

Equally divided at the top and bottom  of this design, is the follow ing title com plete;
but I fear the printer w ill not be able to give a facsim ile:‍

The Picture
of Liverpool:

or, Stranger‒s G uide
and G entlem an‒s Pocket C om panion

FOR THE TOW N.
Em bellished

W ith Engravings
B y the M ost A ccom plished and Em inent A rtists.

Liverpool:
Printed in Sw ift‒s C ourt,

A nd sold by W oodw ard and A lderson, 56 C astle St. 1803.

A  brief and reverential preface, as if the w riter w ere all the tim e bow ing, inform s the
reader of the flattering reception accorded to previous editions of the w ork; and quotes
―testim onies of respect w hich had lately appeared in various quarters ‍ the British C ritic,
Review, and the seventh volum e of the Beauties of England and W ales‖‍ and concludes by
expressing the hope, that this new , revised, and illustrated edition m ight ―render it less
unw orthy of the public notice, and less unw orthy also of the subject it is intended to
illustrate.‖

A  very nice, dapper, and respectful little preface, the tim e and place of w riting w hich is
solem nly recorded at the end-H ope Place, 1st Sept. 1803.

B ut how  m uch fuller m y satisfaction, as I fondly linger over this circum stantial
paragraph, if the w riter had recorded the precise hour of the day, and by w hat tim epiece;
and if he had but m entioned his age, occupation, and nam e.



B ut all is now  lost; I know  not w ho he w as; and this estim able author m ust needs share
the oblivious fate of all literary incognitos.

H e m ust have possessed the grandest and m ost elevated ideas of true fam e, since he
scorned to be perpetuated by a solitary initial. C ould I find him  out now , sleeping
neglected in som e churchyard, I w ould buy him  a headstone, and record upon it naught but
his title-page, deem ing that his noblest epitaph.

A fter the preface, the book opens w ith an extract from  a prologue w ritten by the
excellent D r. A iken, the brother of M rs. B arbauld, upon the opening of the Theater R oyal,
Liverpool, in 1772:‍

―W here M ersey‒s stream , long w inding o‒er the plain,
Pours his full tribute to the circling m ain,
A band of fishers chose their hum ble seat;
C ontented labor blessed the fair retreat,
Inured to hardship, patient, bold, and rude,
They braved the billow s for precarious food:
Their straggling huts w ere ranged along the shore,
Their nets and little boats their only store.‖

Indeed, throughout, the w ork abounds w ith quaint poetical quotations, and old-
fashioned classical allusions to the A eneid and Falconer‒s Shipw reck.

A nd the anonym ous author m ust have been not only a scholar and a gentlem an, but a
m an of gentle disinterestedness, com bined w ith true city patriotism ; for in his ―Survey of
the Tow n‖ are nine thickly printed pages of a neglected poem  by a neglected Liverpool
poet.

B y w ay of apologizing for w hat m ight seem  an obtrusion upon the public of so long an
episode, he courteously and feelingly introduces it by saying, that ―the poem  has now  for
several years been scarce, and is at present but little know n; and hence a very sm all
portion of it w ill no doubt be highly acceptable to the cultivated reader; especially as this
noble epic is w ritten w ith great felicity of expression and the sw eetest delicacy of feeling.‖

O nce, but once only, an uncharitable thought crossed m y m ind, that the author of the
G uide-B ook m ight have been the author of the epic. B ut that w as years ago; and I have
never since perm itted so uncharitable a reflection to insinuate itself into m y m ind.

This epic, from  the specim en before m e, is com posed in the old stately style, and rolls
along com m anding as a coach and four. It sings of Liverpool and the M ersey; its docks,
and ships, and w arehouses, and bales, and anchors; and after descanting upon the abject
tim es, w hen ―his noble w aves, inglorious, M ersey rolled,‖ the poet breaks forth like all
Parnassus w ith:‍

―N ow  o‒er the w ondering w orld her nam e resounds,
From  northern clim es to India‒s distant bounds‍
W here‒er his shores the broad Atlantic w aves;
W here‒er the Baltic rolls his w intry w aves;
W here‒er the honored flood extends his tide,
That clasps Sicilia like a favored bride.



G reenland for her its bulky w hale resigns,
And tem perate G allia rears her generous vines:
‐M idst w arm  Iberia citron orchards blow,
And the ripe fruitage bends the laboring bough;
In every clim e her prosperous fleets are know n,
She m akes the w ealth of every clim e her ow n.‖

It also contains a delicately-curtained allusion to M r. R oscoe:‍

―And here R *s*o*, w ith genius all his ow n,
N ew  tracks explores, and all before unknow n?‖

Indeed, both the anonym ous author of the G uide-B ook, and the gifted bard of the
M ersey, seem  to have nourished the w arm est appreciation of the fact, that to their beloved
tow n R oscoe im parted a reputation w hich gracefully em bellished its notoriety as a m ere
place of com m erce. H e is called the m odern G uicciardini of the m odern Florence, and his
histories, translations, and Italian Lives, are spoken of w ith classical adm iration.

The first chapter begins in a m ethodical, business-like w ay, by inform ing the im patient
reader of the precise latitude and longitude of Liverpool; so that, at the outset, there m ay
be no m isunderstanding on that head. It then goes on to give an account of the history and
antiquities of the tow n, beginning w ith a record in the D oom sday-Book of W illiam  the
C onqueror.

H ere, it m ust be sincerely confessed, how ever, that notw ithstanding his num erous
other m erits, m y favorite author betrays a w ant of the utterm ost antiquarian and
penetrating spirit, w hich w ould have scorned to stop in its researches at the reign of the
N orm an m onarch, but w ould have pushed on resolutely through the dark ages, up to
M oses, the m an of U z, and A dam ; and finally established the fact beyond a doubt, that the
soil of Liverpool w as created w ith the creation.

B ut, perhaps, one of the m ost curious passages in the chapter of antiquarian research,
is the pious author‒s m oralizing reflections upon an interesting fact he records: to w it, that
in a.d. 1571, the inhabitants sent a m em orial to Q ueen Elizabeth, praying relief under a
subsidy, w herein they style them selves ―her m ajesty‒s poor decayed tow n of Liverpool.‖

A s I now  fix m y gaze upon this faded and dilapidated old guide-book, bearing every
token of the ravages of near half a century, and read how  this piece of antiquity enlarges
like a m odern upon previous antiquities, I am  forcibly rem inded that the w orld is indeed
grow ing old. A nd w hen I turn to the second chapter, ―O n the increase of the tow n, and
num ber of inhabitants,‖ and then skim  over page after page throughout the volum e, all
filled w ith allusions to the im m ense grandeur of a place, w hich, since then, has m ore than
quadrupled in population, opulence, and splendor, and w hose present inhabitants m ust
look back upon the period here spoken of w ith a sw elling feeling of im m easurable
superiority and pride, I am  filled w ith a com ical sadness at the vanity of all hum an
exaltation. For the cope-stone of to-day is the corner-stone of tom orrow ; and as St. Peter‒s
church w as built in great part of the ruins of old R om e, so in all our erections, how ever
im posing, w e but form  quarries and supply ignoble m aterials for the grander dom es of
posterity.

A nd even as this old guide-book boasts of the, to us, insignificant Liverpool of fifty



years ago, the N ew  York guidebooks are now  vaunting of the m agnitude of a tow n, w hose
future inhabitants, m ultitudinous as the pebbles on the beach, and girdled in w ith high
w alls and tow ers, flanking endless avenues of opulence and taste, w ill regard all our
B roadw ays and B ow erys as but the paltry nucleus to their N ineveh. From  far up the
H udson, beyond H arlem  R iver, w here the young saplings are now  grow ing, that w ill
overarch their lordly m ansions w ith broad boughs, centuries old; they m ay send forth
explorers to penetrate into the then obscure and sm oky alleys of the Fifth Avenue and
Fourteenth-street; and going still farther south, m ay exhum e the present D oric C ustom -
house, and quote it as a proof that their high and m ighty m etropolis enjoyed a H ellenic
antiquity.

A s I am  extrem ely loth to om it giving a specim en of the dignified style of this ―Picture
of Liverpool,‖ so different from  the brief, pert, and unclerkly hand-books to N iagara and
B uffalo of the present day, I shall now  insert the chapter of antiquarian researches;
especially as it is entertaining in itself, and affords m uch valuable, and perhaps rare
inform ation, w hich the reader m ay need, concerning the fam ous tow n, to w hich I m ade m y
first voyage. A nd I think that w ith regard to a m atter, concerning w hich I m yself am
w holly ignorant, it is far better to quote m y old friend verbatim , than to m ince his
substantial baron-of-beef of inform ation into a flim sy ragout of m y ow n; and so, pass it off
as original. Yes, I w ill render unto m y honored guide-book its due.

B ut how  can the printer‒s art so dim  and m ellow  dow n the pages into a soft sunset
yellow ; and to the reader‒s eye, shed over the type all the pleasant associations w hich the
original carries to m e!

N o! by m y father‒s sacred m em ory, and all sacred privacies of fond fam ily
rem iniscences, I w ill not! I w ill not quote thee, old M orocco, before the cold face of the
m arble-hearted w orld; for your antiquities w ould only be skipped and dishonored by
shallow -m inded readers; and for m e, I should be charged w ith sw elling out m y volum e by
plagiarizing from  a guide-book-the m ost vulgar and ignom inious of thefts!

XXXI. W ITH HIS PROSY OLD GUIDE-BOOK, HE TAKES A PROSY
STROLL THROUGH THE TOW N

W hen I left hom e, I took the green m orocco guide-book along, supposing that from  the
great num ber of ships going to Liverpool, I w ould m ost probably ship on board of one of
them , as the event itself proved.

G reat w as m y boyish delight at the prospect of visiting a place, the infallible clew  to
all w hose intricacies I held in m y hand.

O n the passage out I studied its pages a good deal. In the first place, I grounded m yself
thoroughly in the history and antiquities of the tow n, as set forth in the chapter I intended
to quote. Then I m astered the colum ns of statistics, touching the advance of population;
and pored over them , as I used to do over m y m ultiplication-table. For I w as determ ined to
m ake the w hole subject m y ow n; and not be content w ith a m ere sm attering of the thing,
as is too m uch the custom  w ith m ost students of guide-books. Then I perused one by one
the elaborate descriptions of public edifices, and scrupulously com pared the text w ith the
corresponding engraving, to see w hether they corroborated each other. For be it know n



that, including the m ap, there w ere no less than seventeen plates in the w ork. A nd by often
exam ining them , I had so im pressed every colum n and cornice in m y m ind, that I had no
doubt of recognizing the originals in a m om ent.

In short, w hen I considered that m y ow n father had used this very guide-book, and that
thereby it had been thoroughly tested, and its fidelity proved beyond a peradventure; I
could not but think that I w as building m yself up in an unerring know ledge of Liverpool;
especially as I had fam iliarized m yself w ith the m ap, and could turn sharp corners on it,
w ith m arvelous confidence and celerity.

In im agination, as I lay in m y berth on ship-board, I used to take pleasant afternoon
ram bles through the tow n; dow n St. Jam es-street and up G reat G eorge‒s, stopping at
various places of interest and attraction. I began to think I had been born in Liverpool, so
fam iliar seem ed all the features of the m ap. A nd though som e of the streets there depicted
w ere thickly involved, endlessly angular and crooked, like the m ap of B oston, in
M assachusetts, yet, I m ade no doubt, that I could m arch through them  in the darkest night,
and even run for the m ost distant dock upon a pressing em ergency.

D ear delusion!

It never occurred to m y boyish thoughts, that though a guide-book, fifty years old,
m ight have done good service in its day, yet it w ould prove but a m iserable cicerone to a
m odern. I little im agined that the Liverpool m y father saw , w as another Liverpool from
that to w hich I, his son W ellingborough w as sailing. N o; these things never obtruded; so
accustom ed had I been to associate m y old m orocco guide-book w ith the tow n it
described, that the bare thought of there being any discrepancy, never entered m y m ind.

W hile w e lay in the M ersey, before entering the dock, I got out m y guide-book to see
how  the m ap w ould com pare w ith the identical place itself. B ut they bore not the slightest
resem blance. H ow ever, thinks I, this is ow ing to m y taking a horizontal view , instead of a
bird‒s-eye survey. So, never m ind old guide-book, you, at least, are all right.

B ut m y faith received a severe shock that sam e evening, w hen the crew  w ent ashore to
supper, as I have previously related.

The m en stopped at a curious old tavern, near the Prince‒s D ock‒s w alls; and having
m y guide-book in m y pocket, I drew  it forth to com pare notes, w hen I found, that
precisely upon the spot w here I and m y shipm ates w ere standing, and a cherry-cheeked
bar-m aid w as filling their glasses, m y infallible old M orocco, in that very place, located a
fort; adding, that it w as w ell w orth the intelligent stranger‒s w hile to visit it for the
purpose of beholding the guard relieved in the evening.

This w as a staggerer; for how  could a tavern be m istaken for a castle? and this w as
about the hour m entioned for the guard to turn out; yet not a red coat w as to be seen. B ut
for all this, I could not, for one sm all discrepancy, condem n the old fam ily servant w ho
had so faithfully served m y ow n father before m e; and w hen I learned that this tavern w ent
by the nam e of ―The O ld Fort Tavern;‖ and w hen I w as told that m any of the old stones
w ere yet in the w alls, I alm ost com pletely exonerated m y guide-book from  the half-
insinuated charge of m isleading m e.

The next day w as Sunday, and I had it all to m yself; and now , thought I, m y guide-



book and I shall have a fam ous ram ble up street and dow n lane, even unto the furthest
lim its of this Liverpool.

I rose bright and early; from  head to foot perform ed m y ablutions ―w ith Eastern
scrupulosity,‖ and I arrayed m yself in m y red shirt and shooting-jacket, and the
sportsm an‒s pantaloons; and crow ned m y entire m an w ith the tarpaulin; so that from  this
curious com bination of clothing, and particularly from  m y red shirt, I m ust have looked
like a very strange com pound indeed: three parts sportsm an, and tw o soldier, to one of the
sailor.

M y shipm ates, of course, m ade m erry at m y appearance; but I heeded them  not; and
after breakfast, jum ped ashore, full of brilliant anticipations.

M y gait w as erect, and I w as rather tall for m y age; and that m ay have been the reason
w hy, as I w as rapidly w alking along the dock, a drunken sailor passing, exclaim ed, ―Eyes
right! quick step there!‖

A nother fellow  stopped m e to know  w hether I w as going fox-hunting; and one of the
dock-police, stationed at the gates, after peeping out upon m e from  his sentry box, a snug
little den, furnished w ith benches and new spapers, and hung round w ith storm  jackets and
oiled capes, issued forth in a great hurry, crossed m y path as I w as em erging into the
street, and com m anded m e to halt! I obeyed; w hen scanning m y appearance
pertinaciously, he desired to know  w here I got that tarpaulin hat, not being able to account
for the phenom enon of its roofing the head of a broken-dow n fox-hunter. B ut I pointed to
m y ship, w hich lay at no great distance; w hen rem arking from  m y voice that I w as a
Yankee, this faithful functionary perm itted m e to pass.

It m ust be know n that the police stationed at the gates of the docks are extrem ely
observant of strangers going out; as m any thefts are perpetrated on board the ships; and if
they chance to see any thing suspicious, they probe into it w ithout m ercy. Thus, the old
m en w ho buy ―shakings,‖ and rubbish from  vessels, m ust turn their bags w rong side out
before the police, ere they are allow ed to go outside the w alls. A nd often they w ill search a
suspicious looking fellow ‒s clothes, even if he be a very thin m an, w ith attenuated and
alm ost im perceptible pockets.

B ut w here w as I going?

I w ill tell. M y intention w as in the first place, to visit R iddough‒s H otel, w here m y
father had stopped, m ore than thirty years before: and then, w ith the m ap in m y hand,
follow  him  through all the tow n, according to the dotted lines in the diagram . For thus
w ould I be perform ing a filial pilgrim age to spots w hich w ould be hallow ed in m y eyes.

A t last, w hen I found m yself going dow n O ld H all-street tow ard Lord-street, w here the
hotel w as situated, according to m y authority; and w hen, taking out m y m ap, I found that
O ld H all-street w as m arked there, through its w hole extent w ith m y father‒s pen; a
thousand fond, affectionate em otions rushed around m y heart.

Yes, in this very street, thought I, nay, on this very flagging m y father w alked. Then I
alm ost w ept, w hen I looked dow n on m y sorry apparel, and m arked how  the people
regarded m e; the m en staring at so grotesque a young stranger, and the old ladies, in
beaver hats and ruffles, crossing the w alk a little to shun m e.



H ow  differently m y father m ust have appeared; perhaps in a blue coat, buff vest, and
H essian boots. A nd little did he think, that a son of his w ould ever visit Liverpool as a
poor friendless sailor-boy. B ut I w as not born then: no, w hen he w alked this flagging, I
w as not so m uch as thought of; I w as not included in the census of the universe. M y ow n
father did not know  m e then; and had never seen, or heard, or so m uch as dream ed of m e.
A nd that thought had a touch of sadness to m e; for if it had certainly been, that m y ow n
parent, at one tim e, never cast a thought upon m e, how  m ight it be w ith m e hereafter?
Poor, poor W ellingborough! thought I, m iserable boy! you are indeed friendless and
forlorn. H ere you w ander a stranger in a strange tow n, and the very thought of your
father‒s having been here before you, but carries w ith it the reflection that, he then knew
you not, nor cared for you one w hit.

B ut dispelling these dism al reflections as w ell as I could, I pushed on m y w ay, till I got
to C hapel-street, w hich I crossed; and then, going under a cloister-like arch of stone,
w hose gloom  and narrow ness delighted m e, and filled m y Yankee soul w ith rom antic
thoughts of old A bbeys and M insters, I em erged into the fine quadrangle of the
M erchants‒ Exchange.

There, leaning against the colonnade, I took out m y m ap, and traced m y father right
across C hapel-street, and actually through the very arch at m y back, into the paved square
w here I stood.

So vivid w as now  the im pression of his having been here, and so narrow  the passage
from  w hich he had em erged, that I felt like running on, and overtaking him  around the
Tow n H all adjoining, at the head of C astle-street. B ut I soon checked m yself, w hen
rem em bering that he had gone w hither no son‒s search could find him  in this w orld. A nd
then I thought of all that m ust have happened to him  since he paced through that arch.
W hat trials and troubles he had encountered; how  he had been shaken by m any storm s of
adversity, and at last died a bankrupt. I looked at m y ow n sorry garb, and had m uch ado to
keep from  tears.

B ut I rallied, and gazed round at the sculptured stonew ork, and turned to m y guide-
book, and looked at the print of the spot. It w as correct to a pillar; but w anted the central
ornam ent of the quadrangle. This, how ever, w as but a slight subsequent erection, w hich
ought not to m ilitate against the general character of m y friend for com prehensiveness.

The ornam ent in question is a group of statuary in bronze, elevated upon a m arble
pedestal and basem ent, representing Lord N elson expiring in the arm s of V ictory. O ne foot
rests on a rolling foe, and the other on a cannon. V ictory is dropping a w reath on the dying
adm iral‒s brow ; w hile D eath, under the sim ilitude of a hideous skeleton, is insinuating his
bony hand under the hero‒s robe, and groping after his heart. A  very striking design, and
true to the im agination; I never could look at D eath w ithout a shudder.

A t uniform  intervals round the base of the pedestal, four naked figures in chains,
som ew hat larger than life, are seated in various attitudes of hum iliation and despair. O ne
has his leg recklessly throw n over his knee, and his head bow ed over, as if he had given up
all hope of ever feeling better. A nother has his head buried in despondency, and no doubt
looks m ournfully out of his eyes, but as his face w as averted at the tim e, I could not catch
the expression. These w oe-begone figures of captives are em blem atic of N elson‒s



principal victories; but I never could look at their sw arthy lim bs and m anacles, w ithout
being involuntarily rem inded of four A frican slaves in the m arket-place.

A nd m y thoughts w ould revert to V irginia and C arolina; and also to the historical fact,
that the A frican slave-trade once constituted the principal com m erce of Liverpool; and
that the prosperity of the tow n w as once supposed to have been indissolubly linked to its
prosecution. A nd I rem em bered that m y father had often spoken to gentlem en visiting our
house in N ew  York, of the unhappiness that the discussion of the abolition of this trade
had occasioned in Liverpool; that the struggle betw een sordid interest and hum anity had
m ade sad havoc at the fire-sides of the m erchants; estranged sons from  sires; and even
separated husband from  w ife. A nd m y thoughts reverted to m y father‒s friend, the good
and great R oscoe, the intrepid enem y of the trade; w ho in every w ay exerted his fine
talents tow ard its suppression; w riting a poem  (―the W rongs of Africa‖), several
pam phlets; and in his place in Parliam ent, he delivered a speech against it, w hich, as
com ing from  a m em ber for Liverpool, w as supposed to have turned m any votes, and had
no sm all share in the trium ph of sound policy and hum anity that ensued.

H ow  this group of statuary affected m e, m ay be inferred from  the fact, that I never
w ent through C hapel-street w ithout going through the little arch to look at it again. A nd
there, night or day, I w as sure to find Lord N elson still falling back; V ictory‒s w reath still
hovering over his sw ordpoint; and D eath grim  and grasping as ever; w hile the four bronze
captives still lam ented their captivity.

N ow , as I lingered about the railing of the statuary, on the Sunday I have m entioned, I
noticed several persons going in and out of an apartm ent, opening from  the basem ent
under the colonnade; and, advancing, I perceived that this w as a new s-room , full of files
of papers. M y love of literature prom pted m e to open the door and step in; but a glance at
m y soiled shooting-jacket prom pted a dignified looking personage to step up and shut the
door in m y face. I deliberated a m inute w hat I should do to him ; and at last resolutely
determ ined to let him  alone, and pass on; w hich I did; going dow n C astle-street (so called
from  a castle w hich once stood there, said m y guide-book), and turning dow n into Lord.

A rrived at the foot of the latter street, I in vain looked round for the hotel. H ow  serious
a disappointm ent w as this m ay w ell be im agined, w hen it is considered that I w as all
eagerness to behold the very house at w hich m y father stopped; w here he slept and dined,
sm oked his cigar, opened his letters, and read the papers. I inquired of som e gentlem en
and ladies w here the m issing hotel w as; but they only stared and passed on; until I m et a
m echanic, apparently, w ho very civilly stopped to hear m y questions and give m e an
answ er.

―R iddough‒s H otel?‖ said he, ―upon m y w ord, I think I have heard of such a place; let
m e see‍ yes, yes‍ that w as the hotel w here m y father broke his arm , helping to pull dow n
the w alls. M y lad, you surely can‒t be inquiring for R iddough‒s H otel! W hat do you w ant
to find there?‖

―O h! nothing,‖ I replied, ―I am  m uch obliged for your inform ation‖‍ and aw ay I
w alked.

Then, indeed, a new  light broke in upon m e concerning m y guide-book; and all m y
previous dim  suspicions w ere alm ost confirm ed. It w as nearly half a century behind the



age! and no m ore fit to guide m e about the tow n, than the m ap of Pom peii.

It w as a sad, a solem n, and a m ost m elancholy thought. The book on w hich I had so
m uch relied; the book in the old m orocco cover; the book w ith the cocked-hat corners; the
book full of fine old fam ily associations; the book w ith seventeen plates, executed in the
highest style of art; this precious book w as next to useless. Yes, the thing that had guided
the father, could not guide the son. A nd I sat dow n on a shop step, and gave loose to
m editation.

H ere, now , oh, W ellingborough, thought I, learn a lesson, and never forget it. This
w orld, m y boy, is a m oving w orld; its R iddough‒s H otels are forever being pulled dow n; it
never stands still; and its sands are forever shifting. This very harbor of Liverpool is
gradually filling up, they say; and w ho know s w hat your son (if you ever have one) m ay
behold, w hen he com es to visit Liverpool, as long after you as you com e after his
grandfather. A nd, W ellingborough, as your father‒s guidebook is no guide for you, neither
w ould yours (could you afford to buy a m odern one to-day) be a true guide to those w ho
com e after you. G uide-books, W ellingborough, are the least reliable books in all literature;
and nearly all literature, in one sense, is m ade up of guide-books. O ld ones tell us the w ays
our fathers w ent, through the thoroughfares and courts of old; but how  few  of those form er
places can their posterity trace, am id avenues of m odem  erections; to how  few  is the old
guide-book now  a clew ! Every age m akes its ow n guidebooks, and the old ones are used
for w aste paper. B ut there is one H oly G uide-B ook, W ellingborough, that w ill never lead
you astray, if you but follow  it aright; and som e noble m onum ents that rem ain, though the
pyram ids crum ble.

B ut though I rose from  the door-step a sadder and a w iser boy, and though m y guide-
book had been stripped of its reputation for infallibility, I did not treat w ith contum ely or
disdain, those sacred pages w hich had once been a beacon to m y sire.

N o.‍ Poor old guide-book, thought I, tenderly stroking its back, and sm oothing the
dog-ears w ith reverence; I w ill not use you w ith despite, old M orocco! and you w ill yet
prove a trusty conductor through m any old streets in the old parts of this tow n; even if you
are at fault, now  and then, concerning a R iddough‒s H otel, or som e other forgotten thing
of the past. A s I fondly glanced over the leaves, like one w ho loves m ore than he chides,
m y eye lighted upon a passage concerning ―The O ld D ock,‖ w hich m uch aroused m y
curiosity. I determ ined to see the place w ithout delay: and w alking on, in w hat I presum ed
to be the right direction, at last found m yself before a spacious and splendid pile of
sculptured brow n stone; and entering the porch, perceived from  incontrovertible tokens
that it m ust be the C ustom -house. A fter adm iring it aw hile, I took out m y guide-book
again; and w hat w as m y am azem ent at discovering that, according to its authority, I w as
entirely m istaken w ith regard to this C ustom -house; for precisely w here I stood, ―The O ld
D ock‖ m ust be standing, and reading on concerning it, I m et w ith this very apposite
passage:‍ ―The first idea that strikes the stranger in com ing to this dock, is the singularity
of so great a num ber of ships afloat in the very heart of the tow n, w ithout discovering any
connection w ith the sea.‖

H ere, now , w as a poser! O ld M orocco confessed that there w as a good deal of
―singularity‖ about the thing; nor did he pretend to deny that it w as, w ithout question,
am azing, that this fabulous dock should seem  to have no connection w ith the sea!



H ow ever, the sam e author w ent on to say, that the ―astonished stranger m ust suspend his
w onder for aw hile, and turn to the left.‖ B ut, right or left, no place answ ering to the
description w as to be seen.

This w as too confounding altogether, and not to be easily accounted for, even by
m aking ordinary allow ances for the grow th and general im provem ent of the tow n in the
course of years. So, guide-book in hand, I accosted a policem an standing by, and begged
him  to tell m e w hether he w as acquainted w ith any place in that neighborhood called the
―O ld D ock.‖ The m an looked at m e w onderingly at first, and then seeing I w as apparently
sane, and quite civil into the bargain, he w hipped his w ell-polished boot w ith his rattan,
pulled up his silver-laced coat-collar, and initiated m e into a know ledge of the follow ing
facts.

It seem s that in this place originally stood the ―pool,‖ from  w hich the tow n borrow s a
part of its nam e, and w hich originally w ound round the greater part of the old settlem ents;
that this pool w as m ade into the ―O ld D ock,‖ for the benefit of the shipping; but that, years
ago, it had been filled up, and furnished the site for the C ustom -house before m e.

I now  eyed the spot w ith a feeling som ew hat akin to the Eastern traveler standing on
the brink of the D ead Sea. For here the doom  of G om orrah seem ed reversed, and a lake
had been converted into substantial stone and m ortar.

W ell, w ell, W ellingborough, thought I, you had better put the book into your pocket,
and carry it hom e to the Society of A ntiquaries; it is several thousand leagues and odd
furlongs behind the m arch of im provem ent. Sm ell its old m orocco binding,
W ellingborough; does it not sm ell som ew hat m um m y-ish? D oes it not rem ind you of
C heops and the C atacom bs? I tell you it w as w ritten before the lost books of Livy, and is
cousin-germ an to that irrecoverably departed volum e, entitled, ―The W ars of the Lord‖
quoted by M oses in the Pentateuch. Put it up, W ellingborough, put it up, m y dear friend;
and hereafter follow  your nose throughout Liverpool; it w ill stick to you through thick and
thin: and be your ship‒s m ainm ast and St. G eorge‒s spire your landm arks.

N o!‍ A nd again I rubbed its back softly, and gently adjusted a loose leaf: N o, no, I‒ll
not give you up yet. Forth, old M orocco! and lead m e in sight of the venerable A bbey of
B irkenhead; and let these eager eyes behold the m ansion once occupied by the old earls of
D erby!

For the book discoursed of both places, and told how  the A bbey w as on the C heshire
shore, full in view  from  a point on the Lancashire side, covered over w ith ivy, and brilliant
w ith m oss! A nd how  the house of the noble D erby‒s w as now  a com m on jail of the tow n;
and how  that circum stance w as full of suggestions, and pregnant w ith w isdom !

B ut, alas! I never saw  the A bbey; at least none w as in sight from  the w ater: and as for
the house of the earls, I never saw  that.

A h m e, and ten tim es alas! am  I to visit old England in vain? in the land of Thom as-a-
B ecket and stout John of G aunt, not to catch the least glim pse of priory or castle? Is there
nothing in all the B ritish em pire but these sm oky ranges of old shops and w arehouses? is
Liverpool but a brick-kiln? W hy, no buildings here look so ancient as the old gable-
pointed m ansion of m y m aternal grandfather at hom e, w hose bricks w ere brought from
H olland long before the revolutionary w ar! Tis a deceit‍ a gull‍ a sham ‍ a hoax! This



boasted England is no older than the State of N ew  York: if it is, show  m e the proofs‍
point out the vouchers. W here‒s the tow er of Julius C aesar? W here‒s the R om an w all?
Show  m e Stonehenge!

B ut, W ellingborough, I rem onstrated w ith m yself, you are only in Liverpool; the old
m onum ents lie to the north, south, east, and w est of you; you are but a sailor-boy, and you
can not expect to be a great tourist, and visit the antiquities, in that preposterous shooting-
jacket of yours. Indeed, you can not, m y boy.

True, true‍ that‒s it. I am  not the traveler m y father w as. I am  only a com m on-carrier
across the A tlantic.

A fter a w eary day‒s w alk, I at last arrived at the sign of the B altim ore C lipper to
supper; and H andsom e M ary poured m e out a brim m er of tea, in w hich, for the tim e, I
drow ned all m y m elancholy.

XXXII. THE DOCKS

For m ore than six w eeks, the ship H ighlander lay in Prince‒s D ock; and during that
tim e, besides m aking observations upon things im m ediately around m e, I m ade sundry
excursions to the neighboring docks, for I never tired of adm iring them .

Previous to this, having only seen the m iserable w ooden w harves, and slip-shod,
sham bling piers of N ew  York, the sight of these m ighty docks filled m y young m ind w ith
w onder and delight. In N ew  York, to be sure, I could not but be struck w ith the long line
of shipping, and tangled thicket of m asts along the East R iver; yet, m y adm iration had
been m uch abated by those irregular, unsightly w harves, w hich, I am  sure, are a reproach
and disgrace to the city that tolerates them .

W hereas, in Liverpool, I beheld long C hina w alls of m asonry; vast piers of stone; and
a succession of granite-rim m ed docks, com pletely inclosed, and m any of them
com m unicating, w hich alm ost recalled to m ind the great A m erican chain of lakes:
O ntario, Erie, St. C lair, H uron, M ichigan, and Superior. The extent and solidity of these
structures, seem ed equal to w hat I had read of the old Pyram ids of Egypt.

Liverpool m ay justly claim  to have originated the m odel of the ―W et D ock,‖ so called,
of the present day; and every thing that is connected w ith its design, construction,
regulation, and im provem ent. Even London w as induced to copy after Liverpool, and
H avre follow ed her exam ple. In m agnitude, cost, and durability, the docks of Liverpool,
even at the present day surpass all others in the w orld.

The first dock built by the tow n w as the ―O ld D ock,‖ alluded to in m y Sunday stroll
w ith m y guide-book. This w as erected in 1710, since w hich period has gradually arisen
that long line of dock-m asonry, now  flanking the Liverpool side of the M ersey.

For m iles you m ay w alk along that river-side, passing dock after dock, like a chain of
im m ense fortresses:‍ Prince‒s, G eorge‒s, Salt-H ouse, C larence, B runsw ick, Trafalgar,
K ing‒s, Q ueen‒s, and m any m ore.

In a spirit of patriotic gratitude to those naval heroes, w ho by their valor did so m uch
to protect the com m erce of B ritain, in w hich Liverpool held so large a stake; the tow n,



long since, bestow ed upon its m ore m odern streets, certain illustrious nam es, that
B roadw ay m ight be proud of:‍ D uncan, N elson, R odney, St. V incent, N ile.

B ut it is a pity, I think, that they had not bestow ed these noble nam es upon their noble
docks; so that they m ight have been as a rank and file of m ost fit m onum ents to perpetuate
the nam es of the heroes, in connection w ith the com m erce they defended.

A nd how  m uch better w ould such stirring m onum ents be; full of life and com m otion;
than herm it obelisks of Luxor, and idle tow ers of stone; w hich, useless to the w orld in
them selves, vainly hope to eternize a nam e, by having it carved, solitary and alone, in their
granite. Such m onum ents are cenotaphs indeed; founded far aw ay from  the true body of
the fam e of the hero; w ho, if he be truly a hero, m ust still be linked w ith the living
interests of his race; for the true fam e is som ething free, easy, social, and com panionable.
They are but tom b-stones, that com m em orate his death, but celebrate not his life. It is w ell
enough that over the inglorious and thrice m iserable grave of a D ives, som e vast m arble
colum n should be reared, recording the fact of his having lived and died; for such records
are indispensable to preserve his shrunken m em ory am ong m en; though that m em ory m ust
soon crum ble aw ay w ith the m arble, and m ix w ith the stagnant oblivion of the m ob. B ut to
build such a pom pous vanity over the rem ains of a hero, is a slur upon his fam e, and an
insult to his ghost. A nd m ore enduring m onum ents are built in the closet w ith the letters of
the alphabet, than even C heops him self could have founded, w ith all Egypt and N ubia for
his quarry.

A m ong the few  docks m entioned above, occur the nam es of the K ing‒s and Q ueens. A t
the tim e, they often rem inded m e of the tw o principal streets in the village I cam e from  in
A m erica, w hich streets once rejoiced in the sam e royal appellations. B ut they had been
christened previous to the D eclaration of Independence; and som e years after, in a fever of
freedom , they w ere abolished, at an enthusiastic tow n-m eeting, w here K ing G eorge and
his lady w ere solem nly declared unw orthy of being im m ortalized by the village of L‍ . A
country antiquary once told m e, that a com m ittee of tw o barbers w ere deputed to w rite and
inform  the distracted old gentlem an of the fact.

A s the description of any one of these Liverpool docks w ill pretty m uch answ er for all,
I w ill here endeavor to give som e account of Prince‒s D ock, w here the H ighlander rested
after her passage across the A tlantic.

This dock, of com paratively recent construction, is perhaps the largest of all, and is
w ell know n to A m erican sailors, from  the fact, that it is m ostly frequented by the
A m erican shipping. H ere lie the noble N ew  York packets, w hich at hom e are found at the
foot of W all-street; and here lie the M obile and Savannah cotton ships and traders.

This dock w as built like the others, m ostly upon the bed of the river, the earth and rock
having been laboriously scooped out, and solidified again as m aterials for the quays and
piers. From  the river, Prince‒s D ock is protected by a long pier of m asonry, surm ounted by
a m assive w all; and on the side next the tow n, it is bounded by sim ilar w alls, one of w hich
runs along a thoroughfare. The w hole space thus inclosed form s an oblong, and m ay, at a
guess, be presum ed to com prise about fifteen or tw enty acres; but as I had not the rod of a
surveyor w hen I took it in, I w ill not be certain.

The area of the dock itself, exclusive of the inclosed quays surrounding it, m ay be



estim ated at, say, ten acres. A ccess to the interior from  the streets is had through several
gatew ays; so that, upon their being closed, the w hole dock is shut up like a house. From
the river, the entrance is through a w ater-gate, and ingress to ships is only to be had, w hen
the level of the dock coincides w ith that of the river; that is, about the tim e of high tide, as
the level of the dock is alw ays at that m ark. So that w hen it is low  tide in the river, the
keels of the ships inclosed by the quays are elevated m ore than tw enty feet above those of
the vessels in the stream . This, of course, produces a striking effect to a stranger, to see
hundreds of im m ense ships floating high aloft in the heart of a m ass of m asonry.

Prince‒s D ock is generally so filled w ith shipping, that the entrance of a new -com er is
apt to occasion a universal stir am ong all the older occupants. The dock-m asters, w hose
authority is declared by tin signs w orn conspicuously over their hats, m ount the poops and
forecastles of the various vessels, and hail the surrounding strangers in all directions:‍
―H ighlander ahoy! C ast off your bow line, and sheer alongside the N eptune!‖‍ ―N eptune
ahoy! get out a stern-line, and sheer alongside the Trident!‖‍ ―Trident ahoy! get out a
bow line, and drop astern of the U ndaunted!‖ A nd so it runs round like a shock of
electricity; touch one, and you touch all. This kind of w ork irritates and exasperates the
sailors to the last degree; but it is only one of the unavoidable inconveniences of inclosed
docks, w hich are outw eighed by innum erable advantages.

Just w ithout the w ater-gate, is a basin, alw ays connecting w ith the open river, through
a narrow  entrance betw een pierheads. This basin form s a sort of ante-cham ber to the dock
itself, w here vessels lie w aiting their turn to enter. D uring a storm , the necessity of this
basin is obvious; for it w ould be im possible to ―dock‖ a ship under full headw ay from  a
voyage across the ocean. From  the turbulent w aves, she first glides into the ante-cham ber
betw een the pier-heads and from  thence into the docks.

C oncerning the cost of the docks, I can only state, that the K ing‒s D ock,
com prehending but a com paratively sm all area, w as com pleted at an expense of som e
¢20,000.

O ur old ship-keeper, a Liverpool m an by birth, w ho had long follow ed the seas, related
a curious story concerning this dock. O ne of the ships w hich carried over troops from
England to Ireland in K ing W illiam ‒s w ar, in 1688, entered the K ing‒s D ock on the first
day of its being opened in 1788, after an interval of just one century. She w as a dark little
brig, called the Port-a-Ferry. A nd probably, as her tim bers m ust have been frequently
renew ed in the course of a hundred years, the nam e alone could have been all that w as left
of her at the tim e. A  paved area, very w ide, is included w ithin the w alls; and along the
edge of the quays are ranges of iron sheds, intended as a tem porary shelter for the goods
unladed from  the shipping. N othing can exceed the bustle and activity displayed along
these quays during the day; bales, crates, boxes, and cases are being tum bled about by
thousands of laborers; trucks are com ing and going; dock-m asters are shouting; sailors of
all nations are singing out at their ropes; and all this com m otion is greatly increased by the
resoundings from  the lofty w alls that hem  in the din.



XXXIII. THE SALT-DROGHERS, AND GERM AN EM IGRANT SHIPS

Surrounded by its broad belt of m asonry, each Liverpool dock is a w alled tow n, full of
life and com m otion; or rather, it is a sm all archipelago, an epitom e of the w orld, w here all
the nations of C hristendom , and even those of H eathendom , are represented. For, in itself,
each ship is an island, a floating colony of the tribe to w hich it belongs.

H ere are brought together the rem otest lim its of the earth; and in the collective spars
and tim bers of these ships, all the forests of the globe are represented, as in a grand
parliam ent of m asts. C anada and N ew  Zealand send their pines; A m erica her live oak;
India her teak; N orw ay her spruce; and the R ight H onorable M ahogany, m em ber for
H onduras and C am peachy, is seen at his post by the w heel. H ere, under the beneficent
sw ay of the G enius of C om m erce, all clim es and countries em brace; and yard-arm  touches
yard-arm  in brotherly love.

A  Liverpool dock is a grand caravansary inn, and hotel, on the spacious and liberal
plan of the Astor H ouse. H ere ships are lodged at a m oderate charge, and paym ent is not
dem anded till the tim e of departure. H ere they are com fortably housed and provided for;
sheltered from  all w eathers and secured from  all calam ities. For I can hardly credit a story
I have heard, that som etim es, in heavy gales, ships lying in the very m iddle of the docks
have lost their top-gallant-m asts. W hatever the toils and hardships encountered on the
voyage, w hether they com e from  Iceland or the coast of N ew  G uinea, here their sufferings
are ended, and they take their ease in their w atery inn.

I know  not how  m any hours I spent in gazing at the shipping in Prince‒s D ock, and
speculating concerning their past voyages and future prospects in life. Som e had just
arrived from  the m ost distant ports, w orn, battered, and disabled; others w ere all a-taunt-o
‍ spruce, gay, and brilliant, in readiness for sea.

Every day the H ighlander had som e new  neighbor. A  black brig from  G lasgow , w ith its
crew  of sober Scotch caps, and its staid, thrifty-looking skipper, w ould be replaced by a
jovial French herm aphrodite, its forecastle echoing w ith songs, and its quarter-deck elastic
from  m uch dancing.

O n the other side, perhaps, a m agnificent N ew  York Liner, huge as a seventy-four, and
suggesting the idea of a M ivart‒s or D elm onico‒s afloat, w ould give w ay to a Sidney
em igrant ship, receiving on board its live freight of shepherds from  the G ram pians, ere
long to be tending their flocks on the hills and dow ns of N ew  H olland.

I w as particularly pleased and tickled, w ith a m ultitude of little salt-droghers, rigged
like sloops, and not m uch bigger than a pilot-boat, but w ith broad bow s painted black, and
carrying red sails, w hich looked as if they had been pickled and stained in a tan-yard.
These little fellow s w ere continually com ing in w ith their cargoes for ships bound to
A m erica; and lying, five or six together, alongside of those lofty Yankee hulls, resem bled
a parcel of red ants about the carcass of a black buffalo.

W hen loaded, these com ical little craft are about level w ith the w ater; and frequently,
w hen blow ing fresh in the river, I have seen them  flying through the foam  w ith nothing
visible but the m ast and sail, and a m an at the tiller; their entire cargo being snugly secured



under hatches.

It w as diverting to observe the self-im portance of the skipper of any of these
dim inutive vessels. H e w ould give him self all the airs of an adm iral on a three-decker‒s
poop; and no doubt, thought quite as m uch of him self. A nd w hy not? W hat could C aesar
w ant m ore? Though his craft w as none of the largest, it w as subject to him ; and though his
crew  m ight only consist of him self; yet if he governed it w ell, he achieved a trium ph,
w hich the m oralists of all ages have set above the victories of A lexander.

These craft have each a little cabin, the prettiest, charm ingest, m ost delightful little
dog-hole in the w orld; not m uch bigger than an old-fashioned alcove for a bed. It is lighted
by little round glasses placed in the deck; so that to the insider, the ceiling is like a sm all
firm am ent tw inkling w ith astral radiations. For tall m en, nevertheless, the place is but ill-
adapted; a sitting, or recum bent position being indispensable to an occupancy of the
prem ises. Yet sm all, low , and narrow  as the cabin is, som ehow , it affords accom m odations
to the skipper and his fam ily. O ften, I used to w atch the tidy good-w ife, seated at the open
little scuttle, like a w om an at a cottage door, engaged in knitting socks for her husband; or
perhaps, cutting his hair, as he kneeled before her. A nd once, w hile m arveling how  a
couple like this found room  to turn in, below , I w as am azed by a noisy irruption of cherry-
cheeked young tars from  the scuttle, w hence they cam e rolling forth, like so m any curly
spaniels from  a kennel.

U pon one occasion, I had the curiosity to go on board a salt-drogher, and fall into
conversation w ith its skipper, a bachelor, w ho kept house all alone. I found him  a very
sociable, com fortable old fellow , w ho had an eye to having things cozy around him . It w as
in the evening; and he invited m e dow n into his sanctum  to supper; and there w e sat
together like a couple in a box at an oyster-cellar.

―H e, he,‖ he chuckled, kneeling dow n before a fat, m oist, little cask of beer, and
holding a cocked-hat pitcher to the faucet‍ ―You see, Jack, I keep every thing dow n here;
and nice tim es I have by m yself. Just before going to bed, it ain‒t bad to take a nightcap,
you know ; eh! Jack?‍ here now , sm ack your lips over that, m y boy‍ have a pipe?‍ but
stop, let‒s to supper first.‖

So he w ent to a little locker, a fixture against the side, and groping in it aw hile, and
addressing it w ith‍ ―W hat cheer here, w hat cheer?‖ at last produced a loaf, a sm all
cheese, a bit of ham , and a jar of butter. A nd then placing a board on his lap, spread the
table, the pitcher of beer in the center. ―W hy that‒s but a tw o legged table,‖ said I, ―let‒s
m ake it four.‖

So w e divided the burthen, and supped m errily together on our knees.

H e w as an old ruby of a fellow , his cheeks toasted brow n; and it did m y soul good, to
see the froth of the beer bubbling at his m outh, and sparkling on his nut-brow n beard. H e
looked so like a great m ug of ale, that I alm ost felt like taking him  by the neck and
pouring him  out.

―N ow  Jack,‖ said he, w hen supper w as over, ―now  Jack, m y boy, do you sm oke?‍
W ell then, load aw ay.‖ A nd he handed m e a seal-skin pouch of tobacco and a pipe. W e sat
sm oking together in this little sea-cabinet of his, till it began to look m uch like a state-
room  in Tophet; and notw ithstanding m y host‒s rubicund nose, I could hardly see him  for



the fog.

―H e, he, m y boy,‖ then said he‍ ―I don‒t never have any bugs here, I tell ye: I sm okes
‐em  all out every night before going to bed.‖

―A nd w here m ay you sleep?‖ said I, looking round, and seeing no sign of a bed.

―Sleep?‖ says he, ―w hy I sleep in m y jacket, that‒s the best counterpane; and I use m y
head for a pillow . H e-he, funny, ain‒t it?‖

―Very funny,‖ says I.

―H ave som e m ore ale?‖ says he; ―plenty m ore.‖ ―N o m ore, thank you,‖ says I; ―I guess
I‒ll go;‖ for w hat w ith the tobacco-sm oke and the ale, I began to feel like breathing fresh
air. B esides, m y conscience sm ote m e for thus freely indulging in the pleasures of the
table.

―N ow , don‒t go,‖ said he; ―don‒t go, m y boy; don‒t go out into the dam p; take an old
C hristian‒s advice,‖ laying his hand on m y shoulder; ―it w on‒t do. You see, by going out
now , you‒ll shake off the ale, and get broad aw ake again; but if you stay here, you‒ll soon
be dropping off for a nice little nap.‖

B ut notw ithstanding these inducem ents, I shook m y host‒s hand and departed. There
w as hardly any thing I w itnessed in the docks that interested m e m ore than the G erm an
em igrants w ho com e on board the large N ew  York ships several days before their sailing,
to m ake every thing com fortable ere starting. O ld m en, tottering w ith age, and little infants
in arm s; laughing girls in bright-buttoned bodices, and astute, m iddle-aged m en w ith
pictured pipes in their m ouths, w ould be seen m ingling together in crow ds of five, six, and
seven or eight hundred in one ship.

Every evening these countrym en of Luther and M elancthon gathered on the forecastle
to sing and pray. A nd it w as exalting to listen to their fine ringing anthem s, reverberating
am ong the crow ded shipping, and rebounding from  the lofty w alls of the docks. Shut your
eyes, and you w ould think you w ere in a cathedral.

They keep up this custom  at sea; and every night, in the dog-w atch, sing the songs of
Zion to the roll of the great ocean-organ: a pious custom  of a devout race, w ho thus send
over their hallelujahs before them , as they hie to the land of the stranger.

A nd am ong these sober G erm ans, m y country counts the m ost orderly and valuable of
her foreign population. It is they w ho have sw elled the census of her N orthw estern States;
and transferring their ploughs from  the hills of Transylvania to the prairies of W isconsin;
and sow ing the w heat of the R hine on the banks of the O hio, raise the grain, that, a
hundred fold increased, m ay return to their kinsm en in Europe.

There is som ething in the contem plation of the m ode in w hich A m erica has been
settled, that, in a noble breast, should forever extinguish the prejudices of national dislikes.
Settled by the people of all nations, all nations m ay claim  her for their ow n. You can not
spill a drop of A m erican blood w ithout spilling the blood of the w hole w orld. B e he
Englishm an, Frenchm an, G erm an, D ane, or Scot; the European w ho scoffs at an
A m erican, calls his ow n brother Raca, and stands in danger of the judgm ent. W e are not a
narrow  tribe of m en, w ith a bigoted H ebrew  nationality‍ w hose blood has been debased



in the attem pt to ennoble it, by m aintaining an exclusive succession am ong ourselves. N o:
our blood is as the flood of the A m azon, m ade up of a thousand noble currents all pouring
into one. W e are not a nation, so m uch as a w orld; for unless w e m ay claim  all the w orld
for our sire, like M elchisedec, w e are w ithout father or m other.

For w ho w as our father and our m other? O r can w e point to any R om ulus and R em us
for our founders? O ur ancestry is lost in the universal paternity; and C aesar and A lfred, St.
Paul and Luther, and H om er and Shakespeare are as m uch ours as W ashington, w ho is as
m uch the w orld‒s as our ow n. W e are the heirs of all tim e, and w ith all nations w e divide
our inheritance. O n this W estern H em isphere all tribes and people are form ing into one
federated w hole; and there is a future w hich shall see the estranged children of A dam
restored as to the old hearthstone in Eden.

The other w orld beyond this, w hich w as longed for by the devout before C olum bus‒
tim e, w as found in the N ew ; and the deep-sea-lead, that first struck these soundings,
brought up the soil of Earth‒s Paradise. N ot a Paradise then, or now ; but to be m ade so, at
G od‒s good pleasure, and in the fullness and m ellow ness of tim e. The seed is sow n, and
the harvest m ust com e; and our children‒s children, on the w orld‒s jubilee m orning, shall
all go w ith their sickles to the reaping. Then shall the curse of B abel be revoked, a new
Pentecost com e, and the language they shall speak shall be the language of B ritain.
Frenchm en, and D anes, and Scots; and the dw ellers on the shores of the M editerranean,
and in the regions round about; Italians, and Indians, and M oors; there shall appear unto
them  cloven tongues as of fire.

XXXIV. THE IRRAWADDY

A m ong the various ships lying in Prince‒s D ock, none interested m e m ore than the
Irraw addy, of B om bay, a ―country ship,‖ w hich is the nam e bestow ed by Europeans upon
the large native vessels of India. Forty years ago, these m erchantm en w ere nearly the
largest in the w orld; and they still exceed the generality. They are built of the celebrated
teak w ood, the oak of the East, or in Eastern phrase, ―the K ing of the O aks.‖ The
Irraw addy had just arrived from  H indostan, w ith a cargo of cotton. She w as m anned by
forty or fifty Lascars, the native seam en of India, w ho seem ed to be im m ediately governed
by a countrym an of theirs of a higher caste. W hile his inferiors w ent about in strips of
w hite linen, this dignitary w as arrayed in a red arm y-coat, brilliant w ith gold lace, a
cocked hat, and draw n sw ord. B ut the general effect w as quite spoiled by his bare feet.

In discharging the cargo, his business seem ed to consist in flagellating the crew  w ith
the flat of his saber, an exercise in w hich long practice had m ade him  exceedingly expert.
The poor fellow s jum ped aw ay w ith the tackle-rope, elastic as cats.

O ne Sunday, I w ent aboard of the Irraw addy, w hen this oriental usher accosted m e at
the gangw ay, w ith his sw ord at m y throat. I gently pushed it aside, m aking a sign
expressive of the pacific character of m y m otives in paying a visit to the ship. W hereupon
he very considerately let m e pass.

I thought I w as in Pegu, so strangely w oody w as the sm ell of the dark-colored tim bers,
w hose odor w as heightened by the rigging of kayar, or cocoa-nut fiber.



The Lascars w ere on the forecastle-deck. A m ong them  w ere M alays, M ahrattas,
B urm ese, Siam ese, and C ingalese. They w ere seated round ―kids‖ full of rice, from  w hich,
according to their invariable custom , they helped them selves w ith one hand, the other
being reserved for quite another purpose. They w ere chattering like m agpies in
H indostanee, but I found that several of them  could also speak very good English. They
w ere a sm all-lim bed, w iry, taw ny set; and I w as inform ed m ade excellent seam en, though
ill adapted to stand the hardships of northern voyaging.

They told m e that seven of their num ber had died on the passage from  B om bay; tw o or
three after crossing the Tropic of C ancer, and the rest m et their fate in the C hannel, w here
the ship had been tost about in violent seas, attended w ith cold rains, peculiar to that
vicinity. Tw o m ore had been lost overboard from  the flying-jib-boom .

I w as condoling w ith a young English cabin-boy on board, upon the loss of these poor
fellow s, w hen he said it w as their ow n fault; they w ould never w ear m onkey-jackets, but
clung to their thin India robes, even in the bitterest w eather. H e talked about them  m uch as
a farm er w ould about the loss of so m any sheep by the m urrain.

The captain of the vessel w as an Englishm an, as w ere also the three m ates, m aster and
boatsw ain. These officers lived astern in the cabin, w here every Sunday they read the
C hurch of England‒s prayers, w hile the heathen at the other end of the ship w ere left to
their false gods and idols. A nd thus, w ith C hristianity on the quarter-deck, and paganism
on the forecastle, the Irraw addy ploughed the sea.

A s if to sym bolize this state of things, the ―fancy piece‖ astern com prised, am ong
num erous other carved decorations, a cross and a m iter; w hile forw ard, on the bow s, w as a
sort of devil for a figure-head‍ a dragon-shaped creature, w ith a fiery red m outh, and a
sw itchy-looking tail.

A fter her cargo w as discharged, w hich w as done ―to the sound of flutes and soft
recorders‖‍ som ething as w ork is done in the navy to the m usic of the boatsw ain‒s pipe‍
the Lascars w ere set to ―stripping the ship‖ that is, to sending dow n all her spars and
ropes.

A t this tim e, she lay alongside of us, and the B abel on board alm ost drow ned our ow n
voices. In nothing but their girdles, the Lascars hopped about aloft, chattering like so
m any m onkeys; but, nevertheless, show ing m uch dexterity and seam anship in their
m anner of doing their w ork.

Every Sunday, crow ds of w ell-dressed people cam e dow n to the dock to see this
singular ship; m any of them  perched them selves in the shrouds of the neighboring craft,
m uch to the w rath of C aptain R iga, w ho left strict orders w ith our old ship-keeper, to drive
all strangers out of the H ighlander‒s rigging. It w as am using at these tim es, to w atch the
old w om en w ith um brellas, w ho stood on the quay staring at the Lascars, even w hen they
desired to be private. These inquisitive old ladies seem ed to regard the strange sailors as a
species of w ild anim al, w hom  they m ight gaze at w ith as m uch im punity, as at leopards in
the Zoological G ardens.

O ne night I w as returning to the ship, w hen just as I w as passing through the D ock
G ate, I noticed a w hite figure squatting against the w all outside. It proved to be one of the
Lascars w ho w as sm oking, as the regulations of the docks prohibit his indulging this



luxury on board his vessel. Struck w ith the curious fashion of his pipe, and the odor from
it, I inquired w hat he w as sm oking; he replied ―Joggerry,‖ w hich is a species of w eed,
used in place of tobacco.

Finding that he spoke good English, and w as quite com m unicative, like m ost sm okers,
I sat dow n by D attabdool-m ans, as he called him self, and w e fell into conversation. So
instructive w as his discourse, that w hen w e parted, I had considerably added to m y stock
of know ledge. Indeed, it is a G odsend to fall in w ith a fellow  like this. H e know s things
you never dream ed of; his experiences are like a m an from  the m oon‍ w holly strange, a
new  revelation. If you w ant to learn rom ance, or gain an insight into things quaint,
curious, and m arvelous, drop your books of travel, and take a stroll along the docks of a
great com m ercial port. Ten to one, you w ill encounter C rusoe him self am ong the crow ds
of m ariners from  all parts of the globe.

B ut this is no place for m aking m ention of all the subjects upon w hich I and m y Lascar
friend m ostly discoursed; I w ill only try to give his account of the teakw ood and kayar
rope, concerning w hich things I w as curious, and sought inform ation.

The ―sagoon‖ as he called the tree w hich produces the teak, grow s in its greatest
excellence am ong the m ountains of M alabar, w hence large quantities are sent to B om bay
for shipbuilding. H e also spoke of another kind of w ood, the ―sissor,‖ w hich supplies
m ost of the ―shin-logs,‖ or ―knees,‖ and crooked tim bers in the country ships. The sagoon
grow s to an im m ense size; som etim es there is fifty feet of trunk, three feet through, before
a single bough is put forth. Its leaves are very large; and to convey som e idea of them , m y
Lascar likened them  to elephants‒ ears. H e said a purple dye w as extracted from  them , for
the purpose of staining cottons and silks. The w ood is specifically heavier than w ater; it is
easily w orked, and extrem ely strong and durable. B ut its chief m erit lies in resisting the
action of the salt w ater, and the attacks of insects; w hich resistance is caused by its
containing a resinous oil called ―poonja.‖

To m y surprise, he inform ed m e that the Irraw addy w as w holly built by the native
shipw rights of India, w ho, he m odestly asserted, surpassed the European artisans.

The rigging, also, w as of native m anufacture. A s the kayar, of w hich it is com posed, is
now  getting into use both in England and A m erica, as w ell for ropes and rigging as for
m ats and rugs, m y Lascar friend‒s account of it, joined to m y ow n observations, m ay not
be uninteresting.

In India, it is prepared very m uch in the sam e w ay as in Polynesia. The cocoa-nut is
gathered w hile the husk is still green, and but partially ripe; and this husk is rem oved by
striking the nut forcibly, w ith both hands, upon a sharp-pointed stake, planted uprightly in
the ground. In this w ay a boy w ill strip nearly fifteen hundred in a day. B ut the kayar is
not m ade from  the husk, as m ight be supposed, but from  the rind of the nut; w hich, after
being long soaked in w ater, is beaten w ith m allets, and rubbed together into fibers. A fter
this being dried in the sun, you m ay spin it, just like hem p, or any sim ilar substance. The
fiber thus produced m akes very strong and durable ropes, extrem ely w ell adapted, from
their lightness and durability, for the running rigging of a ship; w hile the sam e causes,
united w ith its great strength and buoyancy, render it very suitable for large cables and
haw sers.



B ut the elasticity of the kayar ill fits it for the shrouds and standing-rigging of a ship,
w hich require to be com paratively firm . H ence, as the Irraw addy‒s shrouds w ere all of this
substance, the Lascar told m e, they w ere continually setting up or slacking off her
standing-rigging, according as the w eather w as cold or w arm . A nd the loss of a
foretopm ast, betw een the tropics, in a squall, he attributed to this circum stance.

A fter a stay of about tw o w eeks, the Irraw addy had her heavy Indian spars replaced
w ith C anadian pine, and her kayar shrouds w ith hem pen ones. She then m ustered her
pagans, and hoisted sail for London.

XXXV. GALLIOTS, COAST-OF-GUINEA-M AN, AND FLOATING
CHAPEL

A nother very curious craft often seen in the Liverpool docks, is the D utch galliot, an
old-fashioned looking gentlem an, w ith hollow  w aist, high prow  and stern, and w hich, seen
lying am ong crow ds of tight Yankee traders, and pert French brigantines, alw ays rem inded
m e of a cocked hat am ong m odish beavers.

The construction of the galliot has not altered for centuries; and the northern European
nations, D anes and D utch, still sail the salt seas in this flat-bottom ed salt-cellar of a ship;
although, in addition to these, they have vessels of a m ore m odern kind.

They seldom  paint the galliot; but scrape and varnish all its planks and spars, so that all
over it resem bles the ―bright side‖ or polished streak, usually banding round an A m erican
ship.

Som e of them  are kept scrupulously neat and clean, and rem ind one of a w ell-scrubbed
w ooden platter, or an old oak table, upon w hich m uch w ax and elbow  vigor has been
expended. B efore the w ind, they sail w ell; but on a bow line, ow ing to their broad hulls and
flat bottom s, they m ake leew ay at a sad rate.

Every day, som e strange vessel entered Prince‒s D ock; and hardly w ould I gaze m y fill
at som e outlandish craft from  Surat or the Levant, ere a still m ore outlandish one w ould
absorb m y attention.

A m ong others, I rem em ber, w as a little brig from  the C oast of G uinea. In appearance,
she w as the ideal of a slaver; low , black, clipper-built about the bow s, and her decks in a
state of m ost piratical disorder.

She carried a long, rusty gun, on a sw ivel, am id-ships; and that gun w as a curiosity in
itself. It m ust have been som e old veteran, condem ned by the governm ent, and sold for
any thing it w ould fetch. It w as an antique, covered w ith half-effaced inscriptions, crow ns,
anchors, eagles; and it had tw o handles near the trunnions, like those of a tureen. The knob
on the breach w as fashioned into a dolphin‒s head; and by a com ical conceit, the touch-
hole form ed the orifice of a hum an ear; and a stout tym panum  it m ust have had, to have
w ithstood the concussions it had heard.

The brig, heavily loaded, lay betw een tw o large ships in ballast; so that its deck w as at
least tw enty feet below  those of its neighbors. Thus shut in, its hatchw ays looked like the
entrance to deep vaults or m ines; especially as her m en w ere w heeling out of her hold



som e kind of ore, w hich m ight have been gold ore, so scrupulous w ere they in evening the
bushel m easures, in w hich they transferred it to the quay; and so particular w as the
captain, a dark-skinned w hiskerando, in a M altese cap and tassel, in standing over the
sailors, w ith his pencil and m em orandum -book in hand.

The crew  w ere a buccaneering looking set; w ith hairy chests, purple shirts, and arm s
w ildly tattooed. The m ate had a w ooden leg, and hobbled about w ith a crooked cane like a
spiral staircase. There w as a deal of sw earing on board of this craft, w hich w as rendered
the m ore reprehensible w hen she cam e to m oor alongside the Floating C hapel.

This w as the hull of an old sloop-of-w ar, w hich had been converted into a m ariner‒s
church. A  house had been built upon it, and a steeple took the place of a m ast. There w as a
little balcony near the base of the steeple, som e tw enty feet from  the w ater; w here, on
w eek-days, I used to see an old pensioner of a tar, sitting on a cam p-stool, reading his
B ible. O n Sundays he hoisted the B ethel flag, and like the m uezzin or cryer of prayers on
the top of a Turkish m osque, w ould call the strolling sailors to their devotions; not
officially, but on his ow n account; conjuring them  not to m ake fools of them selves, but
m uster round the pulpit, as they did about the capstan on a m an-of-w ar. This old w orthy
w as the sexton. I attended the chapel several tim es, and found there a very orderly but
sm all congregation. The first tim e I w ent, the chaplain w as discoursing on future
punishm ents, and m aking allusions to the Tartarean Lake; w hich, coupled w ith the pitchy
sm ell of the old hull, sum m oned up the m ost forcible im age of the thing w hich I ever
experienced.

The floating chapels w hich are to be found in som e of the docks, form  one of the
m eans w hich have been tried to induce the seam en visiting Liverpool to turn their
thoughts tow ard serious things. B ut as very few  of them  ever think of entering these
chapels, though they m ight pass them  tw enty tim es in the day, som e of the clergy, of a
Sunday, address them  in the open air, from  the corners of the quays, or w herever they can
procure an audience.

W henever, in m y Sunday strolls, I caught sight of one of these congregations, I alw ays
m ade a point of joining it; and w ould find m yself surrounded by a m otley crow d of
seam en from  all quarters of the globe, and w om en, and lum pers, and dock laborers of all
sorts. Frequently the clergym an w ould be standing upon an old cask, arrayed in full
canonicals, as a divine of the C hurch of England. N ever have I heard religious discourses
better adapted to an audience of m en, w ho, like sailors, are chiefly, if not only, to be
m oved by the plainest of precepts, and dem onstrations of the m isery of sin, as conclusive
and undeniable as those of Euclid. N o m ere rhetoric avails w ith such m en; fine periods are
vanity. You can not touch them  w ith tropes. They need to be pressed hom e by plain facts.

A nd such w as generally the m ode in w hich they w ere addressed by the clergy in
question: w ho, taking fam iliar them es for their discourses, w hich w ere leveled right at the
w ants of their auditors, alw ays succeeded in fastening their attention. In particular, the tw o
great vices to w hich sailors are m ost addicted, and w hich they practice to the ruin of both
body and soul; these things, w ere the m ost enlarged upon. A nd several tim es on the docks,
I have seen a robed clergym an addressing a large audience of w om en collected from  the
notorious lanes and alleys in the neighborhood.



Is not this as it ought to be? since the true calling of the reverend clergy is like their
divine M aster‒s;‍ not to bring the righteous, but sinners to repentance. D id som e of them
leave the converted and com fortable congregations, before w hom  they have m inistered
year after year; and plunge at once, like St. Paul, into the infected centers and hearts of
vice: then indeed, w ould they find a strong enem y to cope w ith; and a victory gained over
him , w ould entitle them  to a conqueror‒s w reath. B etter to save one sinner from  an
obvious vice that is destroying him , than to indoctrinate ten thousand saints. A nd as from
every corner, in C atholic tow ns, the shrines of H oly M ary and the C hild Jesus perpetually
rem ind the com m onest w ayfarer of his heaven; even so should Protestant pulpits be
founded in the m arket-places, and at street corners, w here the m en of G od m ight be heard
by all of H is children.

XXXVI. THE OLD CHURCH OF ST. NICHOLAS, AND THE DEAD-
HOUSE

The floating chapel recalls to m ind the ―O ld C hurch,‖ w ell know n to the seam en of
m any generations, w ho have visited Liverpool. It stands very near the docks, a venerable
m ass of brow n stone, and by the tow n‒s people is called the C hurch of St. N icholas. I
believe it is the best preserved piece of antiquity in all Liverpool.

B efore the tow n rose to any im portance, it w as the only place of w orship on that side
of the M ersey; and under the adjoining Parish of W alton w as a chapel-of-ease; though
from  the straight backed pew s, there could have been but little com fort taken in it.

In old tim es, there stood in front of the church a statue of St. N icholas, the patron of
m ariners; to w hich all pious sailors m ade offerings, to induce his saintship to grant them
short and prosperous voyages. In the tow er is a fine chim e of bells; and I w ell rem em ber
m y delight at first hearing them  on the first Sunday m orning after our arrival in the dock.
It seem ed to carry an adm onition w ith it; som ething like the prem onition conveyed to
young W hittington by B ow  B ells. ―W ellingborough! W ellingborough! you m ust not forget
to go to church, W ellingborough! D on‒t forget, W ellingborough! W ellingborough! don‒t
forget.‖

Thirty or forty years ago, these bells w ere rung upon the arrival of every Liverpool
ship from  a foreign voyage. H ow  forcibly does this illustrate the increase of the com m erce
of the tow n! W ere the sam e custom  now  observed, the bells w ould seldom  have a chance
to cease.

W hat seem ed the m ost rem arkable about this venerable old church, and w hat seem ed
the m ost barbarous, and grated upon the veneration w ith w hich I regarded this tim e-
hallow ed structure, w as the condition of the grave-yard surrounding it. From  its close
vicinity to the haunts of the sw arm s of laborers about the docks, it is crossed and re-
crossed by thoroughfares in all directions; and the tom b-stones, not being erect, but
horizontal (indeed, they form  a com plete flagging to the spot), m ultitudes are constantly
w alking over the dead; their heels erasing the death‒s-heads and crossbones, the last
m em entos of the departed. A t noon, w hen the lum pers em ployed in loading and unloading
the shipping, retire for an hour to snatch a dinner, m any of them  resort to the grave-yard;
and seating them selves upon a tom b-stone use the adjoining one for a table. O ften, I saw



m en stretched out in a drunken sleep upon these slabs; and once, rem oving a fellow ‒s arm ,
read the follow ing inscription, w hich, in a m anner, w as true to the life, if not to the death:
‍

HERE LYETH YE BODY OF TOBIAS DRINKER.

For tw o m em orable circum stances connected w ith this church, I am  indebted to m y
excellent friend, M orocco, w ho tells m e that in 1588 the Earl of D erby, com ing to his
residence, and w aiting for a passage to the Isle of M an, the corporation erected and
adorned a sum ptuous stall in the church for his reception. A nd m oreover, that in the tim e
of C rom w ell‒s w ars, w hen the place w as taken by that m ad nephew  of K ing C harles,
Prince R upert, he converted the old church into a m ilitary prison and stable; w hen, no
doubt, another ―sum ptuous stall‖ w as erected for the benefit of the steed of som e noble
cavalry officer.

In the basem ent of the church is a D ead H ouse, like the M orgue in Paris, w here the
bodies of the drow ned are exposed until claim ed by their friends, or till buried at the
public charge.

From  the m ultitudes em ployed about the shipping, this dead-house has alw ays m ore or
less occupants. W henever I passed up C hapel-street, I used to see a crow d gazing through
the grim  iron grating of the door, upon the faces of the drow ned w ithin. A nd once, w hen
the door w as opened, I saw  a sailor stretched out, stark and stiff, w ith the sleeve of his
frock rolled up, and show ing his nam e and date of birth tattooed upon his arm . It w as a
sight full of suggestions; he seem ed his ow n headstone.

I w as told that standing rew ards are offered for the recovery of persons falling into the
docks; so m uch, if restored to life, and a less am ount if irrecoverably drow ned. Lured by
this, several horrid old m en and w om en are constantly prying about the docks, searching
after bodies. I observed them  principally early in the m orning, w hen they issued from  their
dens, on the sam e principle that the rag-rakers, and rubbish-pickers in the streets, sally out
bright and early; for then, the night-harvest has ripened.

There seem s to be no calam ity overtaking m an, that can not be rendered m erchantable.
U ndertakers, sextons, tom b-m akers, and hearse-drivers, get their living from  the dead; and
in tim es of plague m ost thrive. A nd these m iserable old m en and w om en hunted after
corpses to keep from  going to the church-yard them selves; for they w ere the m ost
w retched of starvelings.

XXXVII. W HAT REDBURN SAW  IN LAUNCELOTT‒S-HEY

The dead-house rem inds m e of other sad things; for in the vicinity of the docks are
m any very painful sights.

In going to our boarding-house, the sign of the B altim ore C lipper, I generally passed
through a narrow  street called ―Launcelott‒s-H ey,‖ lined w ith dingy, prison-like cotton
w arehouses. In this street, or rather alley, you seldom  see any one but a truck-m an, or
som e solitary old w arehouse-keeper, haunting his sm oky den like a ghost.

O nce, passing through this place, I heard a feeble w ail, w hich seem ed to com e out of



the earth. It w as but a strip of crooked side-w alk w here I stood; the dingy w all w as on
every side, converting the m id-day into tw ilight; and not a soul w as in sight. I started, and
could alm ost have run, w hen I heard that dism al sound. It seem ed the low , hopeless,
endless w ail of som e one forever lost. A t last I advanced to an opening w hich
com m unicated dow nw ard w ith deep tiers of cellars beneath a crum bling old w arehouse;
and there, som e fifteen feet below  the w alk, crouching in nam eless squalor, w ith her head
bow ed over, w as the figure of w hat had been a w om an. H er blue arm s folded to her livid
bosom  tw o shrunken things like children, that leaned tow ard her, one on each side. A t
first, I knew  not w hether they w ere alive or dead. They m ade no sign; they did not m ove
or stir; but from  the vault cam e that soul-sickening w ail.

I m ade a noise w ith m y foot, w hich, in the silence, echoed far and near; but there w as
no response. Louder still; w hen one of the children lifted its head, and cast upw ard a faint
glance; then closed its eyes, and lay m otionless. The w om an also, now  gazed up, and
perceived m e; but let fall her eye again. They w ere dum b and next to dead w ith w ant. H ow
they had craw led into that den, I could not tell; but there they had craw led to die. A t that
m om ent I never thought of relieving them ; for death w as so stam ped in their glazed and
unim ploring eyes, that I alm ost regarded them  as already no m ore. I stood looking dow n
on them , w hile m y w hole soul sw elled w ithin m e; and I asked m yself, W hat right had any
body in the w ide w orld to sm ile and be glad, w hen sights like this w ere to be seen? It w as
enough to turn the heart to gall; and m ake a m an-hater of a H ow ard. For w ho w ere these
ghosts that I saw ? W ere they not hum an beings? A  w om an and tw o girls? W ith eyes, and
lips, and ears like any queen? w ith hearts w hich, though they did not bound w ith blood,
yet beat w ith a dull, dead ache that w as their life.

A t last, I w alked on tow ard an open lot in the alley, hoping to m eet there som e ragged
old w om en, w hom  I had daily noticed groping am id foul rubbish for little particles of dirty
cotton, w hich they w ashed out and sold for a trifle.

I found them ; and accosting one, I asked if she knew  of the persons I had just left. She
replied, that she did not; nor did she w ant to. I then asked another, a m iserable, toothless
old w om an, w ith a tattered strip of coarse baling stuff round her body. Looking at m e for
an instant, she resum ed her raking in the rubbish, and said that she knew  w ho it w as that I
spoke of; but that she had no tim e to attend to beggars and their brats. A ccosting still
another, w ho seem ed to know  m y errand, I asked if there w as no place to w hich the
w om an could be taken. ―Yes,‖ she replied, ―to the church-yard.‖ I said she w as alive, and
not dead.

―Then she‒ll never die,‖ w as the rejoinder. ―She‒s been dow n there these three days,
w ith nothing to eat;‍ that I know  m yself.‖

―She desarves it,‖ said an old hag, w ho w as just placing on her crooked shoulders her
bag of pickings, and w ho w as turning to totter off, ―that B etsy Jennings desarves it‍ w as
she ever m arried? tell m e that.‖

Leaving Launcelott‒s-H ey, I turned into a m ore frequented street; and soon m eeting a
policem an, told him  of the condition of the w om an and the girls.

―It‒s none of m y business, Jack,‖ said he. ―I don‒t belong to that street.‖

―W ho does then?‖



―I don‒t know . B ut w hat business is it of yours? A re you not a Yankee?‖

―Yes,‖ said I, ―but com e, I w ill help you rem ove that w om an, if you say so.‖

―There, now , Jack, go on board your ship and stick to it; and leave these m atters to the
tow n.‖

I accosted tw o m ore policem en, but w ith no better success; they w ould not even go
w ith m e to the place. The truth w as, it w as out of the w ay, in a silent, secluded spot; and
the m isery of the three outcasts, hiding aw ay in the ground, did not obtrude upon any one.

R eturning to them , I again stam ped to attract their attention; but this tim e, none of the
three looked up, or even stirred. W hile I yet stood irresolute, a voice called to m e from  a
high, iron-shuttered w indow  in a loft over the w ay; and asked w hat I w as about. I
beckoned to the m an, a sort of porter, to com e dow n, w hich he did; w hen I pointed dow n
into the vault.

―W ell,‖ said he, ―w hat of it?‖

―C an‒t w e get them  out?‖ said I, ―haven‒t you som e place in your w arehouse w here
you can put them ? have you nothing for them  to eat?‖

―You‒re crazy, boy,‖ said he; ―do you suppose, that Parkins and W ood w ant their
w arehouse turned into a hospital?‖

I then w ent to m y boarding-house, and told H andsom e M ary of w hat I had seen;
asking her if she could not do som ething to get the w om an and girls rem oved; or if she
could not do that, let m e have som e food for them . B ut though a kind person in the m ain,
M ary replied that she gave aw ay enough to beggars in her ow n street (w hich w as true
enough) w ithout looking after the w hole neighborhood.

G oing into the kitchen, I accosted the cook, a little shriveled-up old W elshw om an,
w ith a saucy tongue, w hom  the sailors called Brandy-N an; and begged her to give m e
som e cold victuals, if she had nothing better, to take to the vault. B ut she broke out in a
storm  of sw earing at the m iserable occupants of the vault, and refused. I then stepped into
the room  w here our dinner w as being spread; and w aiting till the girl had gone out, I
snatched som e bread and cheese from  a stand, and thrusting it into the bosom  of m y frock,
left the house. H urrying to the lane, I dropped the food dow n into the vault. O ne of the
girls caught at it convulsively, but fell back, apparently fainting; the sister pushed the
other‒s arm  aside, and took the bread in her hand; but w ith a w eak uncertain grasp like an
infant‒s. She placed it to her m outh; but letting it fall again, m urm uring faintly som ething
like ―w ater.‖ The w om an did not stir; her head w as bow ed over, just as I had first seen her.

Seeing how  it w as, I ran dow n tow ard the docks to a m ean little sailor tavern, and
begged for a pitcher; but the cross old m an w ho kept it refused, unless I w ould pay for it.
B ut I had no m oney. So as m y boarding-house w as som e w ay off, and it w ould be lost
tim e to run to the ship for m y big iron pot; under the im pulse of the m om ent, I hurried to
one of the B oodle H ydrants, w hich I rem em bered having seen running near the scene of a
still sm oldering fire in an old rag house; and taking off a new  tarpaulin hat, w hich had
been loaned m e that day, filled it w ith w ater.

W ith this, I returned to Launcelott‒s-H ey; and w ith considerable difficulty, like getting



dow n into a w ell, I contrived to descend w ith it into the vault; w here there w as hardly
space enough left to let m e stand. The tw o girls drank out of the hat together; looking up at
m e w ith an unalterable, idiotic expression, that alm ost m ade m e faint. The w om an spoke
not a w ord, and did not stir. W hile the girls w ere breaking and eating the bread, I tried to
lift the w om an‒s head; but, feeble as she w as, she seem ed bent upon holding it dow n.
O bserving her arm s still clasped upon her bosom , and that som ething seem ed hidden
under the rags there, a thought crossed m y m ind, w hich im pelled m e forcibly to w ithdraw
her hands for a m om ent; w hen I caught a glim pse of a m eager little babe‍ the low er part
of its body thrust into an old bonnet. Its face w as dazzlingly w hite, even in its squalor; but
the closed eyes looked like balls of indigo. It m ust have been dead som e hours.

The w om an refusing to speak, eat, or drink, I asked one of the girls w ho they w ere,
and w here they lived; but she only stared vacantly, m uttering som ething that could not be
understood.

The air of the place w as now  getting too m uch for m e; but I stood deliberating a
m om ent, w hether it w as possible for m e to drag them  out of the vault. B ut if I did, w hat
then? They w ould only perish in the street, and here they w ere at least protected from  the
rain; and m ore than that, m ight die in seclusion.

I craw led up into the street, and looking dow n upon them  again, alm ost repented that I
had brought them  any food; for it w ould only tend to prolong their m isery, w ithout hope of
any perm anent relief: for die they m ust very soon; they w ere too far gone for any m edicine
to help them . I hardly know  w hether I ought to confess another thing that occurred to m e
as I stood there; but it w as this‍ I felt an alm ost irresistible im pulse to do them  the last
m ercy, of in som e w ay putting an end to their horrible lives; and I should alm ost have
done so, I think, had I not been deterred by thoughts of the law . For I w ell knew  that the
law , w hich w ould let them  perish of them selves w ithout giving them  one cup of w ater,
w ould spend a thousand pounds, if necessary, in convicting him  w ho should so m uch as
offer to relieve them  from  their m iserable existence.

The next day, and the next, I passed the vault three tim es, and still m et the sam e sight.
The girls leaning up against the w om an on each side, and the w om an w ith her arm s still
folding the babe, and her head bow ed. The first evening I did not see the bread that I had
dropped dow n in the m orning; but the second evening, the bread I had dropped that
m orning rem ained untouched. O n the third m orning the sm ell that cam e from  the vault
w as such, that I accosted the sam e policem an I had accosted before, w ho w as patrolling
the sam e street, and told him  that the persons I had spoken to him  about w ere dead, and he
had better have them  rem oved. H e looked as if he did not believe m e, and added, that it
w as not his street.

W hen I arrived at the docks on m y w ay to the ship, I entered the guard-house w ithin
the w alls, and asked for one of the captains, to w hom  I told the story; but, from  w hat he
said, w as led to infer that the D ock Police w as distinct from  that of the tow n, and this w as
not the right place to lodge m y inform ation.

I could do no m ore that m orning, being obliged to repair to the ship; but at tw elve
o‒clock, w hen I w ent to dinner, I hurried into Launcelott‒s-H ey, w hen I found that the
vault w as em pty. In place of the w om en and children, a heap of quick-lim e w as glistening.



I could not learn w ho had taken them  aw ay, or w hither they had gone; but m y prayer
w as answ ered‍ they w ere dead, departed, and at peace.

B ut again I looked dow n into the vault, and in fancy beheld the pale, shrunken form s
still crouching there. A h! w hat are our creeds, and how  do w e hope to be saved? Tell m e,
oh B ible, that story of Lazarus again, that I m ay find com fort in m y heart for the poor and
forlorn. Surrounded as w e are by the w ants and w oes of our fellow m en, and yet given to
follow  our ow n pleasures, regardless of their pains, are w e not like people sitting up w ith a
corpse, and m aking m erry in the house of the dead?

XXXVIII. THE DOCK-WALL BEGGARS

I m ight relate other things w hich befell m e during the six w eeks and m ore that I
rem ained in Liverpool, often visiting the cellars, sinks, and hovels of the w retched lanes
and courts near the river. B ut to tell of them , w ould only be to tell over again the story just
told; so I return to the docks.

The old w om en described as picking dirty fragm ents of cotton in the em pty lot, belong
to the sam e class of beings w ho at all hours of the day are to be seen w ithin the dock
w alls, raking over and over the heaps of rubbish carried ashore from  the holds of the
shipping.

A s it is against the law  to throw  the least thing overboard, even a rope yarn; and as this
law  is very different from  sim ilar law s in N ew  York, inasm uch as it is rigidly enforced by
the dock-m asters; and, m oreover, as after discharging a ship‒s cargo, a great deal of dirt
and w orthless dunnage rem ains in the hold, the am ount of rubbish accum ulated in the
appointed receptacles for depositing it w ithin the w alls is extrem ely large, and is
constantly receiving new  accessions from  every vessel that unlades at the quays.

Standing over these noisom e heaps, you w ill see scores of tattered w retches, arm ed
w ith old rakes and picking-irons, turning over the dirt, and m aking as m uch of a rope-yarn
as if it w ere a skein of silk. Their findings, nevertheless, are but sm all; for as it is one of
the im m em orial perquisites of the second m ate of a m erchant ship to collect, and sell on
his ow n account, all the condem ned ―old junk‖ of the vessel to w hich he belongs, he
generally takes good heed that in the buckets of rubbish carried ashore, there shall be as
few  rope-yarns as possible.

In the sam e w ay, the cook preserves all the odds and ends of pork-rinds and beef-fat,
w hich he sells at considerable profit; upon a six m onths‒ voyage frequently realizing thirty
or forty dollars from  the sale, and in large ships, even m ore than that. It m ay easily be
im agined, then, how  desperately driven to it m ust these rubbish-pickers be, to ransack
heaps of refuse w hich have been previously gleaned.

N or m ust I om it to m ake m ention of the singular beggary practiced in the streets
frequented by sailors; and particularly to record the rem arkable arm y of paupers that beset
the docks at particular hours of the day.

A t tw elve o‒clock the crew s of hundreds and hundreds of ships issue in crow ds from
the dock gates to go to their dinner in the tow n. This hour is seized upon by m ultitudes of
beggars to plant them selves against the outside of the w alls, w hile others stand upon the



curbstone to excite the charity of the seam en. The first tim e that I passed through this long
lane of pauperism , it seem ed hard to believe that such an array of m isery could be
furnished by any tow n in the w orld.

Every variety of w ant and suffering here m et the eye, and every vice show ed here its
victim s. N or w ere the m arvelous and alm ost incredible shifts and stratagem s of the
professional beggars, w anting to finish this picture of all that is dishonorable to
civilization and hum anity.

O ld w om en, rather m um m ies, drying up w ith slow  starving and age; young girls,
incurably sick, w ho ought to have been in the hospital; sturdy m en, w ith the gallow s in
their eyes, and a w hining lie in their m ouths; young boys, hollow -eyed and decrepit; and
puny m others, holding up puny babes in the glare of the sun, form ed the m ain features of
the scene.

B ut these w ere diversified by instances of peculiar suffering, vice, or art in attracting
charity, w hich, to m e at least, w ho had never seen such things before, seem ed to the last
degree uncom m on and m onstrous.

I rem em ber one cripple, a young m an rather decently clad, w ho sat huddled up against
the w all, holding a painted board on his knees. It w as a picture intending to represent the
m an him self caught in the m achinery of som e factory, and w hirled about am ong spindles
and cogs, w ith his lim bs m angled and bloody. This person said nothing, but sat silently
exhibiting his board. N ext him , leaning upright against the w all, w as a tall, pallid m an,
w ith a w hite bandage round his brow , and his face cadaverous as a corpse. H e, too, said
nothing; but w ith one finger silently pointed dow n to the square of flagging at his feet,
w hich w as nicely sw ept, and stained blue, and bore this inscription in chalk:‍



―I have had no food for three days;
M y w ife and children are dying.‖

Further on lay a m an w ith one sleeve of his ragged coat rem oved, show ing an
unsightly sore; and above it a label w ith som e w riting.

In som e places, for the distance of m any rods, the w hole line of flagging im m ediately
at the base of the w all, w ould be com pletely covered w ith inscriptions, the beggars
standing over them  in silence.

B ut as you passed along these horrible records, in an hour‒s tim e destined to be
obliterated by the feet of thousands and thousands of w ayfarers, you w ere not left
unassailed by the clam orous petitions of the m ore urgent applicants for charity. They beset
you on every hand; catching you by the coat; hanging on, and follow ing you along; and,
for H eaven‒s sake, and for G od‒s sake, and for C hrist‒s sake, beseeching of you but one
ha‒penny. If you so m uch as glanced your eye on one of them , even for an instant, it w as
perceived like lightning, and the person never left your side until you turned into another
street, or satisfied his dem ands. Thus, at least, it w as w ith the sailors; though I observed
that the beggars treated the tow n‒s people differently.

I can not say that the seam en did m uch to relieve the destitution w hich three tim es
every day w as presented to their view . Perhaps habit had m ade them  callous; but the truth
m ight have been that very few  of them  had m uch m oney to give. Yet the beggars m ust
have had som e inducem ent to infest the dock w alls as they did.

A s an exam ple of the caprice of sailors, and their sym pathy w ith suffering am ong
m em bers of their ow n calling, I m ust m ention the case of an old m an, w ho every day, and
all day long, through sunshine and rain, occupied a particular corner, w here crow ds of tars
w ere alw ays passing. H e w as an uncom m only large, plethoric m an, w ith a w ooden leg,
and dressed in the nautical garb; his face w as red and round; he w as continually m erry;
and w ith his w ooden stum p thrust forth, so as alm ost to trip up the careless w ayfarer, he
sat upon a great pile of m onkey jackets, w ith a little depression in them  betw een his knees,
to receive the coppers throw n him . A nd plenty of pennies w ere tost into his poor-box by
the sailors, w ho alw ays exchanged a pleasant w ord w ith the old m an, and passed on,
generally regardless of the neighboring beggars.

The first m orning I w ent ashore w ith m y shipm ates, som e of them  greeted him  as an
old acquaintance; for that corner he had occupied for m any long years. H e w as an old
m an-of-w ar‒s m an, w ho had lost his leg at the battle of Trafalgar; and singular to tell, he
now  exhibited his w ooden one as a genuine specim en of the oak tim bers of N elson‒s ship,
the V ictory.

A m ong the paupers w ere several w ho w ore old sailor hats and jackets, and claim ed to
be destitute tars; and on the strength of these pretensions dem anded help from  their
brethren; but Jack w ould see through their disguise in a m om ent, and turn aw ay, w ith no
benediction.

A s I daily passed through this lane of beggars, w ho thronged the docks as the H ebrew
cripples did the Pool of B ethesda, and as I thought of m y utter inability in any w ay to help
them , I could not but offer up a prayer, that som e angel m ight descend, and turn the w aters



of the docks into an elixir, that w ould heal all their w oes, and m ake them , m an and
w om an, healthy and w hole as their ancestors, A dam  and Eve, in the garden.

A dam  and Eve! If indeed ye are yet alive and in heaven, m ay it be no part of your
im m ortality to look dow n upon the w orld ye have left. For as all these sufferers and
cripples are as m uch your fam ily as young A bel, so, to you, the sight of the w orld‒s w oes
w ould be a parental torm ent indeed.

XXXIX. THE BOOBLE-ALLEYS OF THE TOW N

The sam e sights that are to be m et w ith along the dock w alls at noon, in a less degree,
though diversified w ith other scenes, are continually encountered in the narrow  streets
w here the sailor boarding-houses are kept.

In the evening, especially w hen the sailors are gathered in great num bers, these streets
present a m ost singular spectacle, the entire population of the vicinity being seem ingly
turned into them . H and-organs, fiddles, and cym bals, plied by strolling m usicians, m ix
w ith the songs of the seam en, the babble of w om en and children, and the groaning and
w hining of beggars. From  the various boarding-houses, each distinguished by gilded
em blem s outside‍ an anchor, a crow n, a ship, a w indlass, or a dolphin‍ proceeds the
noise of revelry and dancing; and from  the open casem ents lean young girls and old
w om en, chattering and laughing w ith the crow ds in the m iddle of the street. Every
m om ent strange greetings are exchanged betw een old sailors w ho chance to stum ble upon
a shipm ate, last seen in C alcutta or Savannah; and the invariable courtesy that takes place
upon these occasions, is to go to the next spirit-vault, and drink each other‒s health.

There are particular paupers w ho frequent particular sections of these streets, and w ho,
I w as told, resented the intrusion of m endicants from  other parts of the tow n.

C hief am ong them  w as a w hite-haired old m an, stone-blind; w ho w as led up and dow n
through the long tum ult by a w om an holding a little saucer to receive contributions. This
old m an sang, or rather chanted, certain w ords in a peculiarly long-draw n, guttural
m anner, throw ing back his head, and turning up his sightless eyeballs to the sky. H is chant
w as a lam entation upon his infirm ity; and at the tim e it produced the sam e effect upon m e,
that m y first reading of M ilton‒s Invocation to the Sun did, years afterw ard. I can not
recall it all; but it w as som ething like this, draw n out in an endless groan‍

―H ere goes the blind old m an; blind, blind, blind; no m ore w ill he see sun nor m oon‍
no m ore see sun nor m oon!‖ A nd thus w ould he pass through the m iddle of the street; the
w om an going on in advance, holding his hand, and dragging him  through all obstructions;
now  and then leaving him  standing, w hile she w ent am ong the crow d soliciting coppers.

B ut one of the m ost curious features of the scene is the num ber of sailor ballad-singers,
w ho, after singing their verses, hand you a printed copy, and beg you to buy. O ne of these
persons, dressed like a m an-of-w ar‒s-m an, I observed every day standing at a corner in the
m iddle of the street. H e had a full, noble voice, like a church-organ; and his notes rose
high above the surrounding din. B ut the rem arkable thing about this ballad-singer w as one
of his arm s, w hich, w hile singing, he som ehow  sw ung vertically round and round in the
air, as if it revolved on a pivot. The feat w as unnaturally unaccountable; and he perform ed



it w ith the view  of attracting sym pathy; since he said that in falling from  a frigate‒s m ast-
head to the deck, he had m et w ith an injury, w hich had resulted in m aking his w onderful
arm  w hat it w as.

I m ade the acquaintance of this m an, and found him  no com m on character. H e w as full
of m arvelous adventures, and abounded in terrific stories of pirates and sea m urders, and
all sorts of nautical enorm ities. H e w as a m onom aniac upon these subjects; he w as a
N ew gate C alendar of the robberies and assassinations of the day, happening in the sailor
quarters of the tow n; and m ost of his ballads w ere upon kindred subjects. H e com posed
m any of his ow n verses, and had them  printed for sale on his ow n account. To show  how
expeditious he w as at this business, it m ay be m entioned, that one evening on leaving the
dock to go to supper, I perceived a crow d gathered about the O ld Fort Tavern; and
m ingling w ith the rest, I learned that a w om an of the tow n had just been killed at the bar
by a drunken Spanish sailor from  C adiz. The m urderer w as carried off by the police before
m y eyes, and the very next m orning the ballad-singer w ith the m iraculous arm , w as
singing the tragedy in front of the boarding-houses, and handing round printed copies of
the song, w hich, of course, w ere eagerly bought up by the seam en.

This passing allusion to the m urder w ill convey som e idea of the events w hich take
place in the low est and m ost abandoned neighborhoods frequented by sailors in Liverpool.
The pestilent lanes and alleys w hich, in their vocabulary, go by the nam es of R otten-row ,
G ibraltar-place, and B ooble-alley, are putrid w ith vice and crim e; to w hich, perhaps, the
round globe does not furnish a parallel. The sooty and begrim ed bricks of the very houses
have a reeking, Sodom like, and m urderous look; and w ell m ay the shroud of coal-sm oke,
w hich hangs over this part of the tow n, m ore than any other, attem pt to hide the enorm ities
here practiced. These are the haunts from  w hich sailors som etim es disappear forever; or
issue in the m orning, robbed naked, from  the broken doorw ays. These are the haunts in
w hich cursing, gam bling, pickpocketing, and com m on iniquities, are virtues too lofty for
the infected gorgons and hydras to practice. Propriety forbids that I should enter into
details; but kidnappers, burkers, and resurrectionists are alm ost saints and angels to them .
They seem  leagued together, a com pany of m iscreant m isanthropes, bent upon doing all
the m alice to m ankind in their pow er. W ith sulphur and brim stone they ought to be burned
out of their arches like verm in.

XL. PLACARDS, BRASS-JEW ELERS, TRUCK-HORSES, AND
STEAM ERS

A s I w ish to group together w hat fell under m y observation concerning the Liverpool
docks, and the scenes roundabout, I w ill try to throw  into this chapter various m inor things
that I recall.

The advertisem ents of pauperism  chalked upon the flagging round the dock w alls, are
singularly accom panied by a m ultitude of quite different announcem ents, placarded upon
the w alls them selves. They are principally notices of the approaching departure of
―superior, fast-sailing, coppered and copper-fastened ships,‖ for the U nited States,
C anada, N ew  South W ales, and other places. Interspersed w ith these, are the
advertisem ents of Jew ish clothesm en, inform ing the judicious seam en w here he can



procure of the best and the cheapest; together w ith am biguous m edical announcem ents of
the tribe of quacks and em pirics w ho prey upon all seafaring m en. N ot content w ith thus
publicly giving notice of their w hereabouts, these indefatigable Sangrados and pretended
Sam aritans hire a parcel of shabby w orkhouse-looking knaves, w hose business consists in
haunting the dock w alls about m eal tim es, and silently thrusting m ysterious little billets‍
duodecim o editions of the larger advertisem ents‍ into the astonished hands of the tars.

They do this, w ith such a m ysterious hang-dog w ink; such a sidelong air; such a
villainous assum ption of your necessities; that, at first, you are alm ost tem pted to knock
them  dow n for their pains.

C onspicuous am ong the notices on the w alls, are huge Italic inducem ents to all seam en
disgusted w ith the m erchant service, to accept a round bounty, and em bark in her
M ajesty‒s navy.

In the B ritish arm ed m arine, in tim e of peace, they do not ship m en for the general
service, as in the A m erican navy; but for particular ships, going upon particular cruises.
Thus, the frigate Thetis m ay be announced as about to sail under the com m and of that fine
old sailor, and noble father to his crew , Lord G eorge Flagstaff.

Sim ilar announcem ents m ay be seen upon the w alls concerning enlistm ents in the
arm y. A nd never did auctioneer dilate w ith m ore rapture upon the charm s of som e
country-seat put up for sale, than the authors of these placards do, upon the beauty and
salubrity of the distant clim es, for w hich the regim ents w anting recruits are about to sail.
B right law ns, vine-clad hills, endless m eadow s of verdure, here m ake up the landscape;
and adventurous young gentlem en, fond of travel, are inform ed, that here is a chance for
them  to see the w orld at their leisure, and be paid for enjoying them selves into the bargain.
The regim ents for India are prom ised plantations am ong valleys of palm s; w hile to those
destined for N ew  H olland, a novel sphere of life and activity is opened; and the com panies
bound to C anada and N ova Scotia are lured by tales of sum m er suns, that ripen grapes in
D ecem ber. N o w ord of w ar is breathed; hushed is the clang of arm s in these
announcem ents; and the sanguine recruit is alm ost tem pted to expect that pruning-hooks,
instead of sw ords, w ill be the w eapons he w ill w ield.

A las! is not this the cruel stratagem  of B ruce at B annockburn, w ho decoyed to his w ar-
pits by covering them  over w ith green boughs? For instead of a farm  at the blue base of
the H im alayas, the Indian recruit encounters the keen saber of the Sikh; and instead of
basking in sunny bow ers, the C anadian soldier stands a shivering sentry upon the bleak
ram parts of Q uebec, a lofty m ark for the bitter blasts from  B affin‒s B ay and Labrador.
There, as his eye sw eeps dow n the St. Law rence, w hose every billow  is bound for the
m ain that laves the shore of O ld England; as he thinks of his long term  of enlistm ent,
w hich sells him  to the arm y as D octor Faust sold him self to the devil; how  the poor fellow
m ust groan in his grief, and call to m ind the church-yard stile, and his M ary.

These arm y announcem ents are w ell fitted to draw  recruits in Liverpool. A m ong the
vast num ber of em igrants, w ho daily arrive from  all parts of B ritain to em bark for the
U nited States or the colonies, there are m any young m en, w ho, upon arriving at Liverpool,
find them selves next to penniless; or, at least, w ith only enough m oney to carry them  over
the sea, w ithout providing for future contingencies. H ow  easily and naturally, then, m ay



such youths be induced to enter upon the m ilitary life, w hich prom ises them  a free passage
to the m ost distant and flourishing colonies, and certain pay for doing nothing; besides
holding out hopes of vineyards and farm s, to be verified in the fullness of tim e. For in a
m oneyless youth, the decision to leave hom e at all, and em bark upon a long voyage to
reside in a rem ote clim e, is a piece of adventurousness only one rem oved from  the spirit
that prom pts the arm y recruit to enlist.

I never passed these advertisem ents, surrounded by crow ds of gaping em igrants,
w ithout thinking of rattraps.

B esides the m ysterious agents of the quacks, w ho privily thrust their little notes into
your hands, folded up like a pow der; there are another set of rascals prow ling about the
docks, chiefly at dusk; w ho m ake strange m otions to you, and beckon you to one side, as
if they had som e state secret to disclose, intim ately connected w ith the w eal of the
com m onw ealth. They nudge you w ith an elbow  full of indefinite hints and intim ations;
they glitter upon you an eye like a Jew ‒s or a paw nbroker‒s; they dog you like Italian
assassins. B ut if the blue coat of a policem an chances to approach, how  quickly they strive
to look com pletely indifferent, as to the surrounding universe; how  they saunter off, as if
lazily w ending their w ay to an affectionate w ife and fam ily.

The first tim e one of these m ysterious personages accosted m e, I fancied him  crazy,
and hurried forw ard to avoid him . B ut arm  in arm  w ith m y shadow , he follow ed after; till
am azed at his conduct, I turned round and paused.

H e w as a little, shabby, old m an, w ith a forlorn looking coat and hat; and his hand w as
fum bling in his vest pocket, as if to take out a card w ith his address. Seeing m e stand still
he m ade a sign tow ard a dark angle of the w all, near w hich w e w ere; w hen taking him  for
a cunning foot-pad, I again w heeled about, and sw iftly passed on. B ut though I did not
look round, I felt him  follow ing m e still; so once m ore I stopped. The fellow  now  assum ed
so m ystic and adm onitory an air, that I began to fancy he cam e to m e on som e w arning
errand; that perhaps a plot had been laid to blow  up the Liverpool docks, and he w as som e
M onteagle bent upon accom plishing m y flight. I w as determ ined to see w hat he w as. W ith
all m y eyes about m e, I follow ed him  into the arch of a w arehouse; w hen he gazed round
furtively, and silently show ing m e a ring, w hispered, ―You m ay have it for a shilling; it‒s
pure gold‍ I found it in the gutter‍ hush! don‒t speak! give m e the m oney, and it‒s
yours.‖

―M y friend,‖ said I, ―I don‒t trade in these articles; I don‒t w ant your ring.‖

―D on‒t you? Then take that,‖ he w hispered, in an intense hushed passion; and I fell flat
from  a blow  on the chest, w hile this infam ous jew eler m ade aw ay w ith him self out of
sight. This business transaction w as conducted w ith a counting-house prom ptitude that
astonished m e.

A fter that, I shunned these scoundrels like the leprosy: and the next tim e I w as
pertinaciously follow ed, I stopped, and in a loud voice, pointed out the m an to the passers-
by; upon w hich he absconded; rapidly turning up into sight a pair of obliquely w orn and
battered boot-heels. I could not help thinking that these sort of fellow s, so given to running
aw ay upon em ergencies, m ust furnish a good deal of w ork to the shoem akers; as they
m ight, also, to the grow ers of hem p and gallow s-joiners.



B elonging to a som ew hat sim ilar fraternity w ith these irritable m erchants of brass
jew elry just m entioned, are the peddlers of Sheffield razors, m ostly boys, w ho are hourly
driven out of the dock gates by the police; nevertheless, they contrive to saunter back, and
board the vessels, going am ong the sailors and privately exhibiting their w ares. Incited by
the extrem e cheapness of one of the razors, and the gilding on the case containing it, a
shipm ate of m ine purchased it on the spot for a com m ercial equivalent of the price, in
tobacco. O n the follow ing Sunday, he used that razor; and the result w as a pair of
torm ented and tom ahaw ked cheeks, that alm ost required a surgeon to dress them . In old
tim es, by the w ay, it w as not a bad thought, that suggested the propriety of a barber‒s
practicing surgery in connection w ith the chin-harrow ing vocation.

A nother class of knaves, w ho practice upon the sailors in Liverpool, are the
paw nbrokers, inhabiting little rookeries am ong the narrow  lanes adjoining the dock. I w as
astonished at the m ultitude of gilded balls in these streets, em blem atic of their calling.
They w ere generally next neighbors to the gilded grapes over the spirit-vaults; and no
doubt, m utually to facilitate business operations, som e of these establishm ents have
connecting doors inside, so as to play their custom ers into each other‒s hands. I often saw
sailors in a state of intoxication rushing from  a spirit-vault into a paw nbroker‒s; stripping
off their boots, hats, jackets, and neckerchiefs, and som etim es even their pantaloons on the
spot, and offering to paw n them  for a song. O f course such applications w ere never
refused. B ut though on shore, at Liverpool, poor Jack finds m ore sharks than at sea, he
him self is by no m eans exem pt from  practices, that do not savor of a rigid m orality; at
least according to law . In tobacco sm uggling he is an adept: and w hen cool and collected,
often m anages to evade the C ustom s com pletely, and land goodly packages of the w eed,
w hich ow ing to the im m ense duties upon it in England, com m ands a very high price.

A s soon as w e cam e to anchor in the river, before reaching the dock, three C ustom -
house underlings boarded us, and com ing dow n into the forecastle, ordered the m en to
produce all the tobacco they had. A ccordingly several pounds w ere brought forth.

―Is that all?‖ asked the officers.

―A ll,‖ said the m en.

―W e w ill see,‖ returned the others.

A nd w ithout m ore ado, they em ptied the chests right and left; tossed over the bunks
and m ade a thorough search of the prem ises; but discovered nothing. The sailors w ere then
given to understand, that w hile the ship lay in dock, the tobacco m ust rem ain in the cabin,
under custody of the chief m ate, w ho every m orning w ould dole out to them  one plug per
head, as a security against their carrying it ashore.

―Very good,‖ said the m en.

B ut several of them  had secret places in the ship, from  w hence they daily drew  pound
after pound of tobacco, w hich they sm uggled ashore in the m anner follow ing.

W hen the crew  w ent to m eals, each m an carried at least one plug in his pocket; that he
had a right to; and as m any m ore w ere hidden about his person as he dared. A m ong the
great crow ds pouring out of the dock-gates at such hours, of course these sm ugglers stood
little chance of detection; although vigilant looking policem en w ere alw ays standing by.



A nd though these ―C harlies‖ m ight suppose there w ere tobacco sm ugglers passing; yet to
hit the right m an am ong such a throng, w ould be as hard, as to harpoon a speckled
porpoise, one of ten thousand darting under a ship‒s bow s.

O ur forecastle w as often visited by foreign sailors, w ho know ing w e cam e from
A m erica, w ere anxious to purchase tobacco at a cheap rate; for in Liverpool it is about an
A m erican penny per pipe-full. A long the docks they sell an English pennyw orth, put up in
a little roll like confectioners‒ m ottoes, w ith poetical lines, or instructive little m oral
precepts printed in red on the back.

A m ong all the sights of the docks, the noble truck-horses are not the least striking to a
stranger. They are large and pow erful brutes, w ith such sleek and glossy coats, that they
look as if brushed and put on by a valet every m orning. They m arch w ith a slow  and
stately step, lifting their ponderous hoofs like royal Siam  elephants. Thou shalt not lay
stripes upon these R om an citizens; for their docility is such, they are guided w ithout rein
or lash; they go or com e, halt or m arch on, at a w hisper. So grave, dignified, gentlem anly,
and courteous did these fine truck-horses look‍ so full of calm  intelligence and sagacity,
that often I endeavored to get into conversation w ith them , as they stood in contem plative
attitudes w hile their loads w ere preparing. B ut all I could get from  them  w as the m ere
recognition of a friendly neigh; though I w ould stake m uch upon it that, could I have
spoken in their language, I w ould have derived from  them  a good deal of valuable
inform ation touching the docks, w here they passed the w hole of their dignified lives.

There are unknow n w orlds of know ledge in brutes; and w henever you m ark a horse, or
a dog, w ith a peculiarly m ild, calm , deep-seated eye, be sure he is an A ristotle or a K ant,
tranquilly speculating upon the m ysteries in m an. N o philosophers so thoroughly
com prehend us as dogs and horses. They see through us at a glance. A nd after all, w hat is
a horse but a species of four-footed dum b m an, in a leathern overall, w ho happens to live
upon oats, and toils for his m asters, half-requited or abused, like the biped hew ers of w ood
and draw ers of w ater? B ut there is a touch of divinity even in brutes, and a special halo
about a horse, that should forever exem pt him  from  indignities. A s for those m ajestic,
m agisterial truck-horses of the docks, I w ould as soon think of striking a judge on the
bench, as to lay violent hand upon their holy hides.

It is w onderful w hat loads their m ajesties w ill condescend to draw . The truck is a large
square platform , on four low  w heels; and upon this the lum pers pile bale after bale of
cotton, as if they w ere filling a large w arehouse, and yet a procession of three of these
horses w ill tranquilly w alk aw ay w ith the w hole.

The truckm en them selves are alm ost as singular a race as their anim als. Like the
Judiciary in England, they w ear gow ns,‍ not of the sam e cut and color though,‍ w hich
reach below  their knees; and from  the racket they m ake on the pavem ents w ith their hob-
nailed brogans, you w ould think they patronized the sam e shoem aker w ith their horses. I
never could get any thing out of these truckm en. They are a reserved, sober-sided set,
w ho, w ith all possible solem nity, m arch at the head of their anim als; now  and then gently
advising them  to sheer to the right or the left, in order to avoid som e passing vehicle. Then
spending so m uch of their lives in the high-bred com pany of their horses, seem s to have
m ended their m anners and im proved their taste, besides im parting to them  som ething of
the dignity of their anim als; but it has also given to them  a sort of refined and



uncom plaining aversion to hum an society.

There are m any strange stories told of the truck-horse. A m ong others is the follow ing:
There w as a parrot, that from  having long been suspended in its cage from  a low  w indow
fronting a dock, had learned to converse pretty fluently in the language of the stevedores
and truckm en. O ne day a truckm an left his vehicle standing on the quay, w ith its back to
the w ater. It w as noon, w hen an interval of silence falls upon the docks; and Poll, seeing
herself face to face w ith the horse, and having a m ind for a chat, cried out to him , ―Back!
back! back!‖

B ackw ard w ent the horse, precipitating him self and truck into the w ater.

B runsw ick D ock, to the w est of Prince‒s, is one of the m ost interesting to be seen. H ere
lie the various black steam ers (so unlike the A m erican boats, since they have to navigate
the boisterous N arrow  Seas) plying to all parts of the three kingdom s. H ere you see vast
quantities of produce, im ported from  starving Ireland; here you see the decks turned into
pens for oxen and sheep; and often, side by side w ith these inclosures, Irish deck-
passengers, thick as they can stand, seem ingly penned in just like the cattle. It w as the
beginning of July w hen the H ighlander arrived in port; and the Irish laborers w ere daily
com ing over by thousands, to help harvest the English crops.

O ne m orning, going into the tow n, I heard a tram p, as of a drove of buffaloes, behind
m e; and turning round, beheld the entire m iddle of the street filled by a great crow d of
these m en, w ho had just em erged from  B runsw ick D ock gates, arrayed in long-tailed coats
of hoddin-gray, corduroy knee-breeches, and shod w ith shoes that raised a m ighty dust.
Flourishing their D onnybrook shillelahs, they looked like an irruption of barbarians. They
w ere m arching straight out of tow n into the country; and perhaps out of consideration for
the finances of the corporation, took the m iddle of the street, to save the side-w alks.

―Sing Langolee, and the Lakes of K illarney,‖ cried one fellow , tossing his stick into
the air, as he danced in his brogans at the head of the rabble. A nd so they w ent! capering
on, m erry as pipers.

W hen I thought of the m ultitudes of Irish that annually land on the shores of the
U nited States and C anada, and, to m y surprise, w itnessed the additional m ultitudes
em barking from  Liverpool to N ew  H olland; and w hen, added to all this, I daily saw  these
hordes of laborers, descending, thick as locusts, upon the English corn-fields; I could not
help m arveling at the fertility of an island, w hich, though her crop of potatoes m ay fail,
never yet failed in bringing her annual crop of m en into the w orld.

XLI. REDBURN ROVES ABOUT HITHER AND THITHER

I do not know  that any other traveler w ould think it w orth w hile to m ention such a
thing; but the fact is, that during the sum m er m onths in Liverpool, the days are
exceedingly lengthy; and the first evening I found m yself w alking in the tw ilight after nine
o‒clock, I tried to recall m y astronom ical know ledge, in order to account satisfactorily for
so curious a phenom enon. B ut the days in sum m er, and the nights in w inter, are just as
long in Liverpool as at C ape H orn; for the latitude of the tw o places very nearly
corresponds.



These Liverpool days, how ever, w ere a fam ous thing for m e; w ho, thereby, w as
enabled after m y day‒s w ork aboard the H ighlander, to ram ble about the tow n for several
hours. A fter I had visited all the noted places I could discover, of those m arked dow n upon
m y father‒s m ap, I began to extend m y rovings indefinitely; form ing m yself into a
com m ittee of one, to investigate all accessible parts of the tow n; though so m any years
have elapsed, ere I have thought of bringing in m y report.

This w as a great delight to m e: for w herever I have been in the w orld, I have alw ays
taken a vast deal of lonely satisfaction in w andering about, up and dow n, am ong out-of-
the-w ay streets and alleys, and speculating upon the strangers I have m et. Thus, in
Liverpool I used to pace along endless streets of dw elling-houses, looking at the nam es on
the doors, adm iring the pretty faces in the w indow s, and invoking a passing blessing upon
the chubby children on the door-steps. I w as stared at m yself, to be sure: but w hat of that?
W e m ust give and take on such occasions. In truth, I and m y shooting-jacket produced
quite a sensation in Liverpool: and I have no doubt, that m any a father of a fam ily w ent
hom e to his children w ith a curious story, about a w andering phenom enon they had
encountered, traversing the side-w alks that day. In the w ords of the old song, ―I cared for
nobody, no not I, and nobody cared for m e.‖ I stared m y fill w ith im punity, and took all
stares m yself in good part.

O nce I w as standing in a large square, gaping at a splendid chariot draw n up at a
portico. The glossy horses quivered w ith good-living, and so did the sum ptuous calves of
the gold-laced coachm an and footm en in attendance. I w as particularly struck w ith the red
cheeks of these m en: and the m any evidences they furnished of their enjoying this m eal
w ith a w onderful relish.

W hile thus standing, I all at once perceived, that the objects of m y curiosity, w ere
m aking m e an object of their ow n; and that they w ere gazing at m e, as if I w ere som e
unauthorized intruder upon the B ritish soil. Truly, they had reason: for w hen I now  think
of the figure I m ust have cut in those days, I only m arvel that, in m y m any strolls, m y
passport w as not a thousand tim es dem anded.

N evertheless, I w as only a forlorn looking m ortal am ong tens of thousands of rags and
tatters. For in som e parts of the tow n, inhabited by laborers, and poor people generally; I
used to crow d m y w ay through m asses of squalid m en, w om en, and children, w ho at this
evening hour, in those quarters of Liverpool, seem  to em pty them selves into the street, and
live there for the tim e. I had never seen any thing like it in N ew  York. O ften, I w itnessed
som e curious, and m any very sad scenes; and especially I rem em bered encountering a
pale, ragged m an, rushing along frantically, and striving to throw  off his w ife and children,
w ho clung to his arm s and legs; and, in G od‒s nam e, conjured him  not to desert them . H e
seem ed bent upon rushing dow n to the w ater, and drow ning him self, in som e despair, and
craziness of w retchedness. In these haunts, beggary w ent on before m e w herever I w alked,
and dogged m e unceasingly at the heels. Poverty, poverty, poverty, in alm ost endless
vistas: and w ant and w oe staggered arm  in arm  along these m iserable streets.

A nd here, I m ust not om it one thing, that struck m e at the tim e. It w as the absence of
negroes; w ho in the large tow ns in the ―free states‖ of A m erica, alm ost alw ays form  a
considerable portion of the destitute. B ut in these streets, not a negro w as to be seen. A ll
w ere w hites; and w ith the exception of the Irish, w ere natives of the soil: even



Englishm en; as m uch Englishm en, as the dukes in the H ouse of Lords. This conveyed a
strange feeling: and m ore than any thing else, rem inded m e that I w as not in m y ow n land.
For there, such a being as a native beggar is alm ost unknow n; and to be a born A m erican
citizen seem s a guarantee against pauperism ; and this, perhaps, springs from  the virtue of
a vote.

Speaking of negroes, recalls the looks of interest w ith w hich negro-sailors are regarded
w hen they w alk the Liverpool streets. In Liverpool indeed the negro steps w ith a prouder
pace, and lifts his head like a m an; for here, no such exaggerated feeling exists in respect
to him , as in A m erica. Three or four tim es, I encountered our black stew ard, dressed very
handsom ely, and w alking arm  in arm  w ith a good-looking English w om an. In N ew  York,
such a couple w ould have been m obbed in three m inutes; and the stew ard w ould have
been lucky to escape w ith w hole lim bs. O w ing to the friendly reception extended to them ,
and the unw onted im m unities they enjoy in Liverpool, the black cooks and stew ards of
A m erican ships are very m uch attached to the place and like to m ake voyages to it.

B eing so young and inexperienced then, and unconsciously sw ayed in som e degree by
those local and social prejudices, that are the m arring of m ost m en, and from  w hich, for
the m ass, there seem s no possible escape; at first I w as surprised that a colored m an should
be treated as he is in this tow n; but a little reflection show ed that, after all, it w as but
recognizing his claim s to hum anity and norm al equality; so that, in som e things, w e
A m ericans leave to other countries the carrying out of the principle that stands at the head
of our D eclaration of Independence.

D uring m y evening strolls in the w ealthier quarters, I w as subject to a continual
m ortification. It w as the hum iliating fact, w holly unforeseen by m e, that upon the w hole,
and barring the poverty and beggary, Liverpool, aw ay from  the docks, w as very m uch
such a place as N ew  York. There w ere the sam e sort of streets pretty m uch; the sam e row s
of houses w ith stone steps; the sam e kind of side-w alks and curbs; and the sam e elbow ing,
heartless-looking crow d as ever.

I cam e across the Leeds C anal, one afternoon; but, upon m y w ord, no one could have
told it from  the Erie C anal at A lbany. I w ent into St. John‒s M arket on a Saturday night;
and though it w as strange enough to see that great roof supported by so m any pillars, yet
the m ost discrim inating observer w ould not have been able to detect any difference
betw een the articles exposed for sale, and the articles exhibited in Fulton M arket, N ew
York.

I w alked dow n Lord-street, peering into the jew elers‒ shops; but I thought I w as
w alking dow n a block in B roadw ay. I began to think that all this talk about travel w as a
hum bug; and that he w ho lives in a nut-shell, lives in an epitom e of the universe, and has
but little to see beyond him .

It is true, that I often thought of London‒s being only seven or eight hours‒ travel by
railroad from  w here I w as; and that there, surely, m ust be a w orld of w onders w aiting m y
eyes: but m ore of London anon.

Sundays w ere the days upon w hich I m ade m y longest explorations. I rose bright and
early, w ith m y w hole plan of operations in m y head. First w alking into som e dock hitherto
unexam ined, and then to breakfast. Then a w alk through the m ore fashionable streets, to



see the people going to church; and then I m yself w ent to church, selecting the goodliest
edifice, and the tallest K entuckian of a spire I could find.

For I am  an adm irer of church architecture; and though, perhaps, the sum s spent in
erecting m agnificent cathedrals m ight better go to the founding of charities, yet since these
structures are built, those w ho disapprove of them  in one sense, m ay as w ell have the
benefit of them  in another.

It is a m ost C hristian thing, and a m atter m ost sw eet to dw ell upon and sim m er over in
solitude, that any poor sinner m ay go to church w herever he pleases; and that even St.
Peter‒s in R om e is open to him , as to a cardinal; that St. Paul‒s in London is not shut
against him ; and that the B roadw ay Tabernacle, in N ew  York, opens all her broad aisles to
him , and w ill not even have doors and thresholds to her pew s, the better to allure him  by
an unbounded invitation. I say, this consideration of the hospitality and dem ocracy in
churches, is a m ost C hristian and charm ing thought. It speaks w hole volum es of folios,
and Vatican libraries, for C hristianity; it is m ore eloquent, and goes farther hom e than all
the serm ons of M assillon, Jerem y Taylor, W esley, and A rchbishop Tillotson.

N othing daunted, therefore, by thinking of m y being a stranger in the land; nothing
daunted by the architectural superiority and costliness of any Liverpool church; or by the
stream s of silk dresses and fine broadcloth coats flow ing into the aisles, I used hum bly to
present m yself before the sexton, as a candidate for adm ission. H e w ould stare a little,
perhaps (one of them  once hesitated), but in the end, w hat could he do but show  m e into a
pew ; not the m ost com m odious of pew s, to be sure; nor com m andingly located; nor w ithin
very plain sight or hearing of the pulpit. N o; it w as rem arkable, that there w as alw ays
som e confounded pillar or obstinate angle of the w all in the w ay; and I used to think, that
the sextons of Liverpool m ust have held a secret m eeting on m y account, and resolved to
apportion m e the m ost inconvenient pew  in the churches under their charge. H ow ever,
they alw ays gave m e a seat of som e sort or other; som etim es even on an oaken bench in
the open air of the aisle, w here I w ould sit, dividing the attention of the congregation
betw een m yself and the clergym an. The w hole congregation seem ed to know  that I w as a
foreigner of distinction.

It w as sw eet to hear the service read, the organ roll, the serm on preached‍ just as the
sam e things w ere going on three thousand five hundred m iles off, at hom e! B ut then, the
prayer in behalf of her m ajesty the Q ueen, som ew hat threw  m e back. N evertheless, I
joined in that prayer, and invoked for the lady the best w ishes of a poor Yankee.

H ow  I loved to sit in the holy hush of those brow n old m onastic aisles, thinking of
H arry the Eighth, and the R eform ation! H ow  I loved to go a roving w ith m y eye, all along
the sculptured w alls and buttresses; w inding in am ong the intricacies of the pendent
ceiling, and w riggling m y fancied w ay like a w ood-w orm . I could have sat there all the
m orning long, through noon, unto night. B ut at last the benediction w ould com e; and
appropriating m y share of it, I w ould slow ly m ove aw ay, thinking how  I should like to go
hom e w ith som e of the portly old gentlem en, w ith high-polished boots and M alacca canes,
and take a seat at their cosy and com fortable dinner-tables. B ut, alas! there w as no dinner
for m e except at the sign of the B altim ore C lipper.

Yet the Sunday dinners that H andsom e M ary served up w ere not to be scorned. The



roast beef of O ld England abounded; and so did the im m ortal plum -puddings, and the
unspeakably capital gooseberry pies. B ut to finish off w ith that abom inable ―sw ipes‖
alm ost spoiled all the rest: not that I m yself patronized ―sw ipes‖ but m y shipm ates did;
and every cup I saw  them  drink, I could not choose but taste in im agination, and even then
the flavor w as bad.

O n Sundays, at dinner-tim e, as, indeed, on every other day, it w as curious to w atch the
proceedings at the sign of the C lipper. The servant girls w ere running about, m ustering the
various crew s, w hose dinners w ere spread, each in a separate apartm ent; and w ho w ere
collectively know n by the nam es of their ships.

―W here are the Arethusas?‍ H ere‒s their beef been sm oking this half-hour.‖‍ ―Fly,
B etty, m y dear, here com e the Splendids.‖‍  ―R un, M olly, m y love; get the salt-cellars for
the H ighlanders .‖‍ ―You Peggy, w here‒s the Siddons‒ pickle-pat?‖‍ ―I say, Judy, are you
never com ing w ith that pudding for the Lord N elsons?‖

O n w eek days, w e did not fare quite so w ell as on Sundays; and once w e cam e to
dinner, and found tw o enorm ous bullock hearts sm oking at each end of the H ighlanders‒
table. Jackson w as indignant at the outrage.

H e alw ays sat at the head of the table; and this tim e he squared him self on his bench,
and erecting his knife and fork like flag-staffs, so as to include the tw o hearts betw een
them , he called out for D anby, the boarding-house keeper; for although his w ife M ary w as
in fact at the head of the establishm ent, yet D anby him self alw ays cam e in for the fault-
findings.

D anby obsequiously appeared, and stood in the doorw ay, w ell know ing the philippics
that w ere com ing. B ut he w as not prepared for the peroration of Jackson‒s address to him ;
w hich consisted of the tw o bullock hearts, snatched bodily off the dish, and flung at his
head, by w ay of a recapitulation of the preceding argum ents. The com pany then broke up
in disgust, and dined elsew here.

Though I alm ost invariably attended church on Sunday m ornings, yet the rest of the
day I spent on m y travels; and it w as on one of these afternoon strolls, that on passing
through St. G eorge‒s-square, I found m yself am ong a large crow d, gathered near the base
of G eorge the Fourth‒s equestrian statue.

The people w ere m ostly m echanics and artisans in their holiday clothes; but m ixed
w ith them  w ere a good m any soldiers, in lean, lank, and dinnerless undresses, and sporting
attenuated rattans. These troops belonged to the various regim ents then in tow n. Police
officers, also, w ere conspicuous in their uniform s. A t first perfect silence and decorum
prevailed.

A ddressing this orderly throng w as a pale, hollow -eyed young m an, in a snuff-colored
surtout, w ho looked w orn w ith m uch w atching, or m uch toil, or too little food. H is
features w ere good, his w hole air w as respectable, and there w as no m istaking the fact,
that he w as strongly in earnest in w hat he w as saying.

In his hand w as a soiled, inflam m atory-looking pam phlet, from  w hich he frequently
read; follow ing up the quotations w ith nervous appeals to his hearers, a rolling of his eyes,
and som etim es the m ost frantic gestures. I w as not long w ithin hearing of him , before I



becam e aw are that this youth w as a C hartist.

Presently the crow d increased, and som e com m otion w as raised, w hen I noticed the
police officers augm enting in num ber; and by and by, they began to glide through the
crow d, politely hinting at the propriety of dispersing. The first persons thus accosted w ere
the soldiers, w ho accordingly sauntered off, sw itching their rattans, and adm iring their
high-polished shoes. It w as plain that the C harter did not hang very heavy round their
hearts. For the rest, they also gradually broke up; and at last I saw  the speaker him self
depart.

I do not know  w hy, but I thought he m ust be som e despairing elder son, supporting by
hard toil his m other and sisters; for of such m any political desperadoes are m ade.

That sam e Sunday afternoon, I strolled tow ard the outskirts of the tow n, and attracted
by the sight of tw o great Pom pey‒s pillars, in the shape of black steeples, apparently rising
directly from  the soil, I approached them  w ith m uch curiosity. B ut looking over a low
parapet connecting them , w hat w as m y surprise to behold at m y feet a sm oky hollow  in
the ground, w ith rocky w alls, and dark holes at one end, carrying out of view  several lines
of iron railw ays; w hile far beyond, straight out tow ard the open country, ran an endless
railroad. O ver the place, a handsom e M oorish arch of stone w as flung; and gradually, as I
gazed upon it, and at the little side arches at the bottom  of the hollow , there cam e over m e
an undefinable feeling, that I had previously seen the w hole thing before. Yet how  could
that be? C ertainly, I had never been in Liverpool before: but then, that M oorish arch!
surely I rem em bered that very w ell. It w as not till several m onths after reaching hom e in
A m erica, that m y perplexity upon this m atter w as cleared aw ay. In glancing over an old
num ber of the Penny M agazine, there I saw  a picture of the place to the life; and
rem em bered having seen the sam e print years previous. It w as a representation of the spot
w here the M anchester railroad enters the outskirts of the tow n.

XLII. HIS ADVENTURE W ITH THE CROSS OLD GENTLEM AN

M y adventure in the N ew s-R oom  in the Exchange, w hich I have related in a previous
chapter, rem inds m e of another, at the Lyceum , som e days after, w hich m ay as w ell be put
dow n here, before I forget it.

I w as strolling dow n B old-street, I think it w as, w hen I w as struck by the sight of a
brow n stone building, very large and handsom e. The w indow s w ere open, and there,
nicely seated, w ith their com fortable legs crossed over their com fortable knees, I beheld
several sedate, happy-looking old gentlem en reading the m agazines and papers, and one
had a fine gilded volum e in his hand.

Yes, this m ust be the Lyceum , thought I; let m e see. So I w hipped out m y guide-book,
and opened it at the proper place; and sure enough, the building before m e corresponded
stone for stone. I stood aw hile on the opposite side of the street, gazing at m y picture, and
then at its original; and often dw elling upon the pleasant gentlem en sitting at the open
w indow s; till at last I felt an uncontrollable im pulse to step in for a m om ent, and run over
the new s.

I‒m  a poor, friendless sailor-boy, thought I, and they can not object; especially as I am



from  a foreign land, and strangers ought to be treated w ith courtesy. I turned the m atter
over again, as I w alked across the w ay; and w ith just a sm all tapping of a m isgiving at m y
heart, I at last scraped m y feet clean against the curb-stone, and taking off m y hat w hile I
w as yet in the open air, slow ly sauntered in.

B ut I had not got far into that large and lofty room , filled w ith m any agreeable sights,
w hen a crabbed old gentlem an lifted up his eye from  the London Tim es, w hich w ords I
saw  boldly printed on the back of the large sheet in his hand, and looking at m e as if I
w ere a strange dog w ith a m uddy hide, that had stolen out of the gutter into this fine
apartm ent, he shook his silver-headed cane at m e fiercely, till the spectacles fell off his
nose. A lm ost at the sam e m om ent, up stepped a terribly cross m an, w ho looked as if he
had a m ustard plaster on his back, that w as continually exasperating him ; w ho throw ing
dow n som e papers w hich he had been filing, took m e by m y innocent shoulders, and then,
putting his foot against the broad part of m y pantaloons, w heeled m e right out into the
street, and dropped m e on the w alk, w ithout so m uch as offering an apology for the
affront. I sprang after him , but in vain; the door w as closed upon m e.

These Englishm en have no m anners, that‒s plain, thought I; and I trudged on dow n the
street in a reverie.

XLIII. HE TAKES A DELIGHTFUL RAM BLE INTO THE COUNTRY;
AND M AKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OF THREE ADORABLE

CHARM ERS

W ho that dw ells in A m erica has not heard of the bright fields and green hedges of
England, and longed to behold them ? Even so had it been w ith m e; and now  that I w as
actually in England, I resolved not to go aw ay w ithout having a good, long look at the
open fields.

O n a Sunday m orning I started, w ith a lunch in m y pocket. It w as a beautiful day in
July; the air w as sw eet w ith the breath of buds and flow ers, and there w as a green splendor
in the landscape that ravished m e. Soon I gained an elevation com m anding a w ide sw eep
of view ; and m eadow  and m ead, and w oodland and hedge, w ere all around m e.

Ay, ay! this w as old England, indeed! I had found it at last‍ there it w as in the
country! H overing over the scene w as a soft, dew y air, that seem ed faintly tinged w ith the
green of the grass; and I thought, as I breathed m y breath, that perhaps I m ight be inhaling
the very particles once respired by R osam ond the Fair.

O n I trudged along the London road‍ sm ooth as an entry floor‍ and every w hite
cottage I passed, em bosom ed in honeysuckles, seem ed alive in the landscape.

B ut the day w ore on; and at length the sun grew  hot; and the long road becam e dusty. I
thought that som e shady place, in som e shady field, w ould be very pleasant to repose in.
So, com ing to a charm ing little dale, undulating dow n to a hollow , arched over w ith
foliage, I crossed over tow ard it; but paused by the road-side at a frightful announcem ent,
nailed against an old tree, used as a gate-post‍

―M AN -TRAPS AN D  SPRIN G -G U N S!‖



In A m erica I had never heard of the like. W hat could it m ean? They w ere not surely
cannibals, that dw elt dow n in that beautiful little dale, and lived by catching m en, like
w easels and beavers in C anada!

―A  m an-trap!‖ It m ust be so. The announcem ent could bear but one m eaning‍ that
there w as som ething near by, intended to catch hum an beings; som e species of
m echanism , that w ould suddenly fasten upon the unw ary rover, and hold him  by the leg
like a dog; or, perhaps, devour him  on the spot.

Incredible! In a C hristian land, too! D id that sw eet lady, Q ueen V ictoria, perm it such
diabolical practices? H ad her gracious m ajesty ever passed by this w ay, and seen the
announcem ent?

A nd w ho put it there?

The proprietor, probably.

A nd w hat right had he to do so?

W hy, he ow ned the soil.

A nd w here are his title-deeds?

In his strong-box, I suppose.

Thus I stood w rapt in cogitations.

You are a pretty fellow , W ellingborough, thought I to m yself; you are a m ighty
traveler, indeed:‍ stopped on your travels by a m an-trap! D o you think M ungo Park w as
so served in A frica? D o you think Ledyard w as so entreated in Siberia? U pon m y w ord,
you w ill go hom e not very m uch w iser than w hen you set out; and the only excuse you can
give, for not having seen m ore sights, w ill be m an-traps‍ m antraps, m y m asters! that
frightened you!

A nd then, in m y indignation, I fell back upon first principles. W hat right has this m an
to the soil he thus guards w ith dragons? W hat excessive effrontery, to lay sole claim  to a
solid piece of this planet, right dow n to the earth‒s axis, and, perhaps, straight through to
the antipodes! For a m om ent I thought I w ould test his traps, and enter the forbidden Eden.

B ut the grass grew  so thickly, and seem ed so full of sly things, that at last I thought
best to pace off.

N ext, I cam e to a haw thorn lane, leading dow n very prettily to a nice little church; a
m ossy little church; a beautiful little church; just such a church as I had alw ays dream ed to
be in England. The porch w as viny as an arbor; the ivy w as clim bing about the tow er; and
the bees w ere hum m ing about the hoary old head-stones along the w alls.

A ny m an-traps here? thought I‍ any spring-guns?

N o.

So I w alked on, and entered the church, w here I soon found a seat. N o Indian, red as a
deer, could have startled the sim ple people m ore. They gazed and they gazed; but as I w as
all attention to the serm on, and conducted m yself w ith perfect propriety, they did not expel
m e, as at first I alm ost im agined they m ight.



Service over, I m ade m y w ay through crow ds of children, w ho stood staring at the
m arvelous stranger, and resum ed m y stroll along the London R oad.

M y next stop w as at an inn, w here under a tree sat a party of rustics, drinking ale at a
table.

―G ood day,‖ said I.

―G ood day; from  Liverpool?‖

―I guess so.‖

―For London?‖

―N o; not this tim e. I m erely com e to see the country.‖

A t this, they gazed at each other; and I, at m yself; having doubts w hether I m ight not
look som ething like a horse-thief.

―Take a seat,‖ said the landlord, a fat fellow , w ith his w ife‒s apron on, I thought.

―Thank you.‖

A nd then, little by little, w e got into a long talk: in the course of w hich, I told w ho I
w as, and w here I w as from . I found these rustics a good-natured, jolly set; and I have no
doubt they found m e quite a sociable youth. They treated m e to ale; and I treated them  to
stories about A m erica, concerning w hich, they m anifested the utm ost curiosity. O ne of
them , how ever, w as som ew hat astonished that I had not m ade the acquaintance of a
brother of his, w ho had resided som ew here on the banks of the M ississippi for several
years past; but am ong tw enty m illions of people, I had never happened to m eet him , at
least to m y know ledge.

A t last, leaving this party, I pursued m y w ay, exhilarated by the lively conversation in
w hich I had shared, and the pleasant sym pathies exchanged: and perhaps, also, by the ale I
had drunk:‍ fine old ale; yes, English ale, ale brew ed in England! A nd I trod English soil;
and breathed English air; and every blade of grass w as an Englishm an born. Sm oky old
Liverpool, w ith all its pitch and tar w as now  far behind; nothing in sight but open
m eadow s and fields.

C om e, W ellingborough, w hy not push on for London?‍  H urra! w hat say you? let‒s
have a peep at St. Paul‒s? D on‒t you w ant to see the queen? H ave you no longing to
behold the duke? Think of W estm inster A bbey, and the Tunnel under the Tham es! Think
of H yde Park, and the ladies!

B ut then, thought I again, w ith m y hands w ildly groping in m y tw o vacuum s of
pockets‍ w ho‒s to pay the bill?‍ You can‒t beg your w ay, W ellingborough; that w ould
never do; for you are your father‒s son, W ellingborough; and you m ust not disgrace your
fam ily in a foreign land; you m ust not turn pauper.

A h! A h! it w as indeed too true; there w as no St. Paul‒s or W estm inster A bbey for m e;
that w as flat.

W ell, w ell, up heart, you‒ll see it one of these days.

B ut think of it! here I am  on the very road that leads to the Tham es‍ think of that!‍



here I am ‍ ay, treading in the w heel-tracks of coaches that are bound for the m etropolis!
‍ It w as too bad; too bitterly bad. B ut I shoved m y old hat over m y brow s, and w alked on;
till at last I cam e to a green bank, deliriously shaded by a fine old tree w ith broad
branching arm s, that stretched them selves over the road, like a hen gathering her brood
under her w ings. D ow n on the green grass I threw  m yself and there lay m y head, like a
last year‒s nut. People passed by, on foot and in carriages, and little thought that the sad
youth under the tree w as the great-nephew  of a late senator in the A m erican C ongress.

Presently, I started to m y feet, as I heard a gruff voice behind m e from  the field, crying
out‍ ―W hat are you doing there, you young rascal?‍ run aw ay from  the w ork‒us, have
ye? Tram p, or I‒ll set B lucher on ye!‖

A nd w ho w as B lucher? A  cut-throat looking dog, w ith his black bull-m uzzle thrust
through a gap in the hedge. A nd his m aster? A  sturdy farm er, w ith an alarm ing cudgel in
his hand.

―C om e, are you going to start?‖ he cried.

―Presently,‖ said I, m aking off w ith great dispatch. W hen I had got a few  yards into the
m iddle of the highroad (w hich belonged as m uch to m e as it did to the queen herself), I
turned round, like a m an on his ow n prem ises, and said‍  ―Stranger! if you ever visit
A m erica, just call at our house, and you‒ll alw ays find there a dinner and a bed. D on‒t
fail.‖

I then w alked on tow ard Liverpool, full of sad thoughts concerning the cold charities
of the w orld, and the infam ous reception given to hapless young travelers, in broken-dow n
shooting-jackets.

O n, on I w ent, along the skirts of forbidden green fields; until reaching a cottage,
before w hich I stood rooted.

So sw eet a place I had never seen: no palace in Persia could be pleasanter; there w ere
flow ers in the garden; and six red cheeks, like six m oss-roses, hanging from  the casem ent.
A t the em bow ered doorw ay, sat an old m an, confidentially com m uning w ith his pipe:
w hile a little child, spraw ling on the ground, w as playing w ith his shoestrings. A  hale
m atron, but w ith rather a prim  expression, w as reading a journal by his side: and three
charm ers, three Peris, three H ouris! w ere leaning out of the w indow  close by.

A h! W ellingborough, don‒t you w ish you could step in?

W ith a heavy heart at his cheerful sigh, I w as turning to go, w hen‍ is it possible? the
old m an called m e back, and invited m e in.

―C om e, com e,‖ said he, ―you look as if you had w alked far; com e, take a bow l of m ilk.
M atilda, m y dear‖ (how  m y heart jum ped), ―go fetch som e from  the dairy.‖ A nd the
w hite-handed angel did m eekly obey, and handed m e‍ m e, the vagabond, a bow l of
bubbling m ilk, w hich I could hardly drink dow n, for gazing at the dew  on her lips.

A s I live, I could have m arried that charm er on the spot!

She w as by far the m ost beautiful rosebud I had yet seen in England. B ut I endeavored
to dissem ble m y ardent adm iration; and in order to do aw ay at once w ith any unfavorable
im pressions arising from  the close scrutiny of m y m iserable shooting-jacket, w hich w as



now  taking place, I declared m yself a Yankee sailor from  Liverpool, w ho w as spending a
Sunday in the country.

―A nd have you been to church to-day, young m an?‖ said the old lady, looking daggers.

―G ood m adam , I have; the little church dow n yonder, you know ‍ a m ost excellent
serm on‍ I am  m uch the better for it.‖

I w anted to m ollify this severe looking old lady; for even m y short experience of old
ladies had convinced m e that they are the hereditary enem ies of all strange young m en.

I soon turned the conversation tow ard A m erica, a them e w hich I knew  w ould be
interesting, and upon w hich I could be fluent and agreeable. I strove to talk in A ddisonian
English, and ere long could see very plainly that m y polished phrases w ere m aking a
surprising im pression, though that m iserable shooting-jacket of m ine w as a perpetual
draw back to m y claim s to gentility.

Spite of all m y blandishm ents, how ever, the old lady stood her post like a sentry; and
to m y inexpressible chagrin, kept the three charm ers in the background, though the old
m an frequently called upon them  to advance. This fine specim en of an old Englishm an
seem ed to be quite as free from  ungenerous suspicions as his vinegary spouse w as full of
them . B ut I still lingered, snatching furtive glances at the young ladies, and vehem ently
talking to the old m an about Illinois, and the river O hio, and the fine farm s in the G enesee
country, w here, in harvest tim e, the laborers w ent into the w heat fields a thousand strong.

Stick to it, W ellingborough, thought I; don‒t give the old lady tim e to think; stick to it,
m y boy, and an invitation to tea w ill rew ard you. A t last it cam e, and the old lady abated
her frow ns.

It w as the m ost delightful of m eals; the three charm ers sat all on one side, and I
opposite, betw een the old m an and his w ife. The m iddle charm er poured out the souchong,
and handed m e the buttered m uffins; and such buttered m uffins never w ere spread on the
other side of the A tlantic. The butter had an arom atic flavor; by Jove, it w as perfectly
delicious.

A nd there they sat‍ the charm ers, I m ean‍ eating these buttered m uffins in plain
sight. I w ished I w as a buttered m uffin m yself. Every m inute they grew  handsom er and
handsom er; and I could not help thinking w hat a fine thing it w ould be to carry hom e a
beautiful English w ife! how  m y friends w ould stare! a lady from  England!

I m ight have been m istaken; but certainly I thought that M atilda, the one w ho had
handed m e the m ilk, som etim es looked rather benevolently in the direction w here I sat.
She certainly did look at m y jacket; and I am  constrained to think at m y face. C ould it be
possible she had fallen in love at first sight? O h, rapture! B ut oh, m isery! that w as out of
the question; for w hat a looking suitor w as W ellingborough?

A t length, the old lady glanced tow ard the door, and m ade som e observations about its
being yet a long w alk to tow n. She handed m e the buttered m uffins, too, as if perform ing a
final act of hospitality; and in other fidgety w ays vaguely hinted her desire that I should
decam p.

Slow ly I rose, and m urm ured m y thanks, and bow ed, and tried to be off; but as quickly



I turned, and bow ed, and thanked, and lingered again and again. O h, charm ers! oh, Peris!
thought I, m ust I go? Yes, W ellingborough, you m ust; so I m ade one desperate congee,
and darted through the door.

I have never seen them  since: no, nor heard of them ; but to this day I live a bachelor on
account of those ravishing charm ers.

A s the long tw ilight w as w aning deeper and deeper into the night, I entered the tow n;
and, plodding m y solitary w ay to the sam e old docks, I passed through the gates, and
scram bled m y w ay am ong tarry sm ells, across the tiers of ships betw een the quay and the
H ighlander. M y only resource w as m y bunk; in I turned, and, w earied w ith m y long stroll,
w as soon fast asleep, dream ing of red cheeks and roses.

XLIV. REDBURN INTRODUCES M ASTER HARRY BOLTON TO THE
FAVORABLE CONSIDERATION OF THE READER

It w as the day follow ing m y Sunday stroll into the country, and w hen I had been in
England four w eeks or m ore, that I m ade the acquaintance of a handsom e, accom plished,
but unfortunate youth, young H arry B olton. H e w as one of those sm all, but perfectly
form ed beings, w ith curling hair, and silken m uscles, w ho seem  to have been born in
cocoons. H is com plexion w as a m antling brunette, fem inine as a girl‒s; his feet w ere
sm all; his hands w ere w hite; and his eyes w ere large, black, and w om anly; and, poetry
aside, his voice w as as the sound of a harp.

B ut w here, am ong the tarry docks, and sm oky sailor-lanes and by-w ays of a seaport,
did I, a battered Yankee boy, encounter this courtly youth?

Several evenings I had noticed him  in our street of boarding-houses, standing in the
doorw ays, and silently regarding the anim ated scenes w ithout. H is beauty, dress, and
m anner struck m e as so out of place in such a street, that I could not possibly divine w hat
had transplanted this delicate exotic from  the conservatories of som e R egent-street to the
untidy potato-patches of Liverpool.

A t last I suddenly encountered him  at the sign of the B altim ore C lipper. H e w as
speaking to one of m y shipm ates concerning A m erica; and from  som ething that dropped, I
w as led to im agine that he contem plated a voyage to m y country. C harm ed w ith his
appearance, and all eagerness to enjoy the society of this incontrovertible son of a
gentlem an‍ a kind of pleasure so long debarred m e‍ I sm oothed dow n the skirts of m y
jacket, and at once accosted him ; declaring w ho I w as, and that nothing w ould afford m e
greater delight than to be of the least service, in im parting any inform ation concerning
A m erica that he needed.

H e glanced from  m y face to m y jacket, and from  m y jacket to m y face, and at length,
w ith a pleased but som ew hat puzzled expression, begged m e to accom pany him  on a w alk.

W e ram bled about St. G eorge‒s Pier until nearly m idnight; but before w e parted, w ith
uncom m on frankness, he told m e m any strange things respecting his history.

A ccording to his ow n account, H arry B olton w as a native of B ury St. Edm unds, a
borough of Suffolk, not very far from  London, w here he w as early left an orphan, under



the charge of an only aunt. B etw een his aunt and him self, his m other had divided her
fortune; and young H arry thus fell heir to a portion of about five thousand pounds.

B eing of a roving m ind, as he approached his m ajority he grew  restless of the
retirem ent of a country place; especially as he had no profession or business of any kind to
engage his attention.

In vain did B ury, w ith all its fine old m onastic attractions, lure him  to abide on the
beautiful banks of her Larke, and under the shadow  of her stately and storied old Saxon
tow er.

B y all m y rare old historic associations, breathed B ury; by m y A bbey-gate, that bears
to this day the arm s of Edw ard the C onfessor; by m y carved roof of the old church of St.
M ary‒s, w hich escaped the low  rage of the bigoted Puritans; by the royal ashes of M ary
Tudor, that sleep in m y m idst; by m y N orm an ruins, and by all the old abbots of B ury, do
not, oh H arry! abandon m e. W here w ill you find shadier w alks than under m y lim e-trees?
w here lovelier gardens than those w ithin the old w alls of m y m onastery, approached
through m y lordly G ate? O r if, oh H arry! indifferent to m y historic m osses, and caring not
for m y annual verdure, thou m ust needs be lured by other tassels, and w ouldst fain, like
the Prodigal, squander thy patrim ony, then, go not aw ay from  old B ury to do it. For here,
on A ngel-H ill, are m y coffee and card-room s, and billiard saloons, w here you m ay lounge
aw ay your m ornings, and em pty your glass and your purse as you list.

In vain. B ury w as no place for the adventurous H arry, w ho m ust needs hie to London,
w here in one w inter, in the com pany of gam bling sportsm en and dandies, he lost his last
sovereign.

W hat now  w as to be done? H is friends m ade interest for him  in the requisite quarters,
and H arry w as soon em barked for B om bay, as a m idshipm an in the East India service; in
w hich office he w as know n as a ―guinea-pig,‖ a hum orous appellation then bestow ed
upon the m iddies of the C om pany. A nd considering the perversity of his behavior, his
delicate form , and soft com plexion, and that gold guineas had been his bane, this
appellation w as not altogether, in poor H arry‒s case, inapplicable.

H e m ade one voyage, and returned; another, and returned; and then threw  up his
w arrant in disgust. A  few  w eeks‒ dissipation in London, and again his purse w as alm ost
drained; w hen, like m any prodigals, scorning to return hom e to his aunt, and am end‍
though she had often w ritten him  the kindest of letters to that effect‍ H arry resolved to
precipitate him self upon the N ew  W orld, and there carve out a fresh fortune. W ith this
object in view , he packed his trunks, and took the first train for Liverpool. A rrived in that
tow n, he at once betook him self to the docks, to exam ine the A m erican shipping, w hen a
new  crotchet entered his brain, born of his old sea rem iniscences. It w as to assum e duck
brow sers and tarpaulin, and gallantly cross the A tlantic as a sailor. There w as a dash of
rom ance in it; a taking abandonm ent; and scorn of fine coats, w hich exactly harm onized
w ith his reckless contem pt, at the tim e, for all past conventionalities.

Thus determ ined, he exchanged his trunk for a m ahogany chest; sold som e of his
superfluities; and m oved his quarters to the sign of the G old A nchor in U nion-street.

A fter m aking his acquaintance, and learning his intentions, I w as all anxiety that H arry
should accom pany m e hom e in the H ighlander, a desire to w hich he w arm ly responded.



N or w as I w ithout strong hopes that he w ould succeed in an application to the captain;
inasm uch as during our stay in the docks, three of our crew  had left us, and their places
w ould rem ain unsupplied till just upon the eve of our departure.

A nd here, it m ay as w ell be related, that ow ing to the heavy charges to w hich the
A m erican ships long staying in Liverpool are subjected, from  the obligation to continue
the w ages of their seam en, w hen they have little or no w ork to em ploy them , and from  the
necessity of boarding them  ashore, like lords, at their leisure, captains interested in the
ow nership of their vessels, are not at all indisposed to let their sailors abscond, if they
please, and thus forfeit their m oney; for they w ell know  that, w hen w anted, a new  crew  is
easily to be procured, through the crim ps of the port.

Though he spake English w ith fluency, and from  his long service in the vessels of N ew
York, w as alm ost an A m erican to behold, yet C aptain R iga w as in fact a R ussian by birth,
though this w as a fact that he strove to conceal. A nd though extravagant in his personal
expenses, and even indulging in luxurious habits, costly as O riental dissipation, yet
C aptain R iga w as a niggard to others; as, indeed, w as evinced in the m agnificent stipend
of three dollars, w ith w hich he requited m y ow n valuable services. Therefore, as it w as
agreed betw een H arry and m e, that he should offer to ship as a ―boy,‖ at the sam e rate of
com pensation w ith m yself, I m ade no doubt that, incited by the cheapness of the bargain,
C aptain R iga w ould gladly close w ith him ; and thus, instead of paying sixteen dollars a
m onth to a thorough-going tar, w ho w ould consum e all his rations, buy up m y young
blade of B ury, at the rate of half a dollar a w eek; w ith the cheering prospect, that by the
end of the voyage, his fastidious palate w ould be the m eans of leaving a handsom e
balance of salt beef and pork in the harness-cask.

W ith part of the m oney obtained by the sale of a few  of his velvet vests, H arry, by m y
advice, now  rigged him self in a G uernsey frock and m an-of-w ar brow sers; and thus
equipped, he m ade his appearance, one fine m orning, on the quarterdeck of the
H ighlander, gallantly doffing his virgin tarpaulin before the redoubtable R iga.

N o sooner w ere his w ishes m ade know n, than I perceived in the captain‒s face that
sam e bland, benevolent, and bew itchingly m erry expression, that had so charm ed, but
deceived m e, w hen, w ith M r. Jones, I had first accosted him  in the cabin.

A las, H arry! thought I,‍ as I stood upon the forecastle looking astern w here they
stood,‍ that ―gallant, gay deceiver‖ shall not altogether cajole you, if W ellingborough
can help it. R ather than that should be the case, indeed, I w ould forfeit the pleasure of your
society across the A tlantic.

A t this interesting interview  the captain expressed a sym pathetic concern touching the
sad necessities, w hich he took upon him self to presum e m ust have driven H arry to sea; he
confessed to a w arm  interest in his future w elfare; and did not hesitate to declare that, in
going to A m erica, under such circum stances, to seek his fortune, he w as acting a m anly
and spirited part; and that the voyage thither, as a sailor, w ould be an invigorating
preparative to the landing upon a shore, w here he m ust battle out his fortune w ith Fate.

H e engaged him  at once; but w as sorry to say, that he could not provide him  a hom e on
board till the day previous to the sailing of the ship; and during the interval, he could not
honor any drafts upon the strength of his w ages.



H ow ever, glad enough to conclude the agreem ent upon any term s at all, m y young
blade of B ury expressed his satisfaction; and full of adm iration at so urbane and
gentlem anly a sea-captain, he cam e forw ard to receive m y congratulations.

―H arry,‖ said I, ―be not deceived by the fascinating R iga‍ that gay Lothario of all
inexperienced, sea-going youths, from  the capital or the country; he has a Janus-face,
H arry; and you w ill not know  him  w hen he gets you out of sight of land, and m ouths his
cast-off coats and brow sers. For then he is another personage altogether, and adjusts his
character to the shabbiness of his integum ents. N o m ore condolings and sym pathy then;
no m ore blarney; he w ill hold you a little better than his boots, and w ould no m ore think of
addressing you than of invoking w ooden D onald, the figure-head on our bow s.‖

A nd I further adm onished m y friend concerning our crew , particularly of the diabolical
Jackson, and w arned him  to be cautious and w ary. I told him , that unless he w as som ew hat
accustom ed to the rigging, and could furl a royal in a squall, he w ould be sure to subject
him self to a sort of treatm ent from  the sailors, in the last degree ignom inious to any m ortal
w ho had ever crossed his legs under m ahogany.

A nd I played the inquisitor, in cross-questioning H arry respecting the precise degree in
w hich he w as a practical sailor;‍ w hether he had a giddy head; w hether his arm s could
bear the w eight of his body; w hether, w ith but one hand on a shroud, a hundred feet aloft
in a tem pest, he felt he could look right to w indw ard and beard it.

To all this, and m uch m ore, H arry rejoined w ith the m ost off-hand and confident air;
saying that in his ―guinea-pig‖ days, he had often clim bed the m asts and handled the sails
in a gentlem anly and am ateur w ay; so he m ade no doubt that he w ould very soon prove an
expert tum bler in the H ighlander‒s rigging.

H is levity of m anner, and sanguine assurance, coupled w ith the constant sight of his
m ost unseam anlike person‍ m ore suited to the Q ueen‒s draw ing-room  than a ship‒s
forecastle-bred m any m isgivings in m y m ind. B ut after all, every one in this w orld has his
ow n fate intrusted to him self; and though w e m ay w arn, and forew arn, and give sage
advice, and indulge in m any apprehensions touching our friends; yet our friends, for the
m ost part, w ill ―gang their ain gate;‖ and the m ost w e can do is, to hope for the best. Still,
I suggested to H arry, w hether he had not best cross the sea as a steerage passenger, since
he could procure enough m oney for that; but no, he w as bent upon going as a sailor.

I now  had a com rade in m y afternoon strolls, and Sunday excursions; and as H arry w as
a generous fellow , he shared w ith m e his purse and his heart. H e sold off several m ore of
his fine vests and brow sers, his silver-keyed flute and enam eled guitar; and a portion of
the m oney thus furnished w as pleasantly spent in refreshing ourselves at the road-side inns
in the vicinity of the tow n.

R eclining side by side in som e agreeable nook, w e exchanged our experiences of the
past. H arry enlarged upon the fascinations of a London life; described the curricle he used
to drive in H yde Park; gave m e the m easurem ent of M adam e Vestris‒ ankle; alluded to his
first introduction at a club to the m adcap M arquis of W aterford; told over the sum s he had
lost upon the turf on a D erby day; and m ade various but enigm atical allusions to a certain
Lady G eorgiana Theresa, the noble daughter of an anonym ous earl.



Even in conversation, H arry w as a prodigal; squandering his aristocratic narrations
w ith a careless hand; and, perhaps, som etim es spending funds of rem iniscences not his
ow n.

A s for m e, I had only m y poor old uncle the senator to fall back upon; and I used him
upon all em ergencies, like the knight in the gam e of chess; m aking him  hop about, and
stand stiffly up to the encounter, against all m y fine com rade‒s array of dukes, lords,
curricles, and countesses.

In these long talks of ours, I frequently expressed the earnest desire I cherished, to
m ake a visit to London; and related how  strongly tem pted I had been one Sunday, to w alk
the w hole w ay, w ithout a penny in m y pocket. To this, H arry rejoined, that nothing w ould
delight him  m ore, than to show  m e the capital; and he even m eaningly but m ysteriously
hinted at the possibility of his doing so, before m any days had passed. B ut this seem ed so
idle a thought, that I only im puted it to m y friend‒s good-natured, rattling disposition,
w hich som etim es prom pted him  to out w ith any thing, that he thought w ould be agreeable.
B esides, w ould this fine blade of B ury be seen, by his aristocratic acquaintances, w alking
dow n O xford-street, say, arm  in arm  w ith the sleeve of m y shooting-jacket? The thing w as
preposterous; and I began to think, that H arry, after all, w as a little bit disposed to im pose
upon m y Yankee credulity.

Luckily, m y B ury blade had no acquaintance in Liverpool, w here, indeed, he w as as
m uch in a foreign land, as if he w ere already on the shores of Lake Erie; so that he strolled
about w ith m e in perfect abandonm ent; reckless of the cut of m y shooting-jacket; and not
caring one w hit w ho m ight stare at so singular a couple.

B ut once, crossing a square, faced on one side by a fashionable hotel, he m ade a rapid
turn w ith m e round a corner; and never stopped, till the square w as a good block in our
rear. The cause of this sudden retreat, w as a rem arkably elegant coat and pantaloons,
standing upright on the hotel steps, and containing a young buck, tapping his teeth w ith an
ivory-headed riding-w hip.

―W ho w as he, H arry?‖ said I.

―M y old chum , Lord Lovely,‖ said H arry, w ith a careless air, ―and H eaven only know s
w hat brings Lovely from  London.‖

―A  lord?‖ said I starting; ―then I m ust look at him  again;‖ for lords are very scarce in
Liverpool.

U nm indful of m y com panion‒s rem onstrances, I ran back to the corner; and slow ly
prom enaded past the upright coat and pantaloons on the steps.

It w as not m uch of a lord to behold; very thin and lim ber about the legs, w ith sm all
feet like a doll‒s, and a sm all, glossy head like a seal‒s. I had seen just such looking lords
standing in sentim ental attitudes in front of Palm o‒s in B roadw ay.

H ow ever, he and I being m utual friends of H arry‒s, I thought som ething of accosting
him , and taking counsel concerning w hat w as best to be done for the young prodigal‒s
w elfare; but upon second thoughts I thought best not to intrude; especially, as just then m y
lord Lovely stepped to the open w indow  of a flashing carriage w hich drew  up; and



throw ing him self into an interesting posture, w ith the sole of one boot vertically exposed,
so as to show  the stam p on it‍ a coronet‍ fell into a sparkling conversation w ith a
m agnificent w hite satin hat, surm ounted by a regal m arabou feather, inside.

I doubted not, this lady w as nothing short of a peeress; and thought it w ould be one of
the pleasantest and m ost charm ing things in the w orld, just to seat m yself beside her, and
order the coachm an to take us a drive into the country.

B ut, as upon further consideration, I im agined that the peeress m ight decline the honor
of m y com pany, since I had no form al card of introduction; I m arched on, and rejoined m y
com panion, w hom  I at once endeavored to draw  out, touching Lord Lovely; but he only
m ade m ysterious answ ers; and turned off the conversation, by allusions to his visits to
Ickw orth in Suffolk, the m agnificent seat of the M ost N oble M arquis of B ristol, w ho had
repeatedly assured H arry that he m ight consider Ickw orth his hom e.

N ow , all these accounts of m arquises and Ickw orths, and H arry‒s having been hand in
glove w ith so m any lords and ladies, began to breed som e suspicions concerning the rigid
m orality of m y friend, as a teller of the truth. B ut, after all, thought I to m yself, w ho can
prove that H arry has fibbed? C ertainly, his m anners are polished, he has a m ighty easy
address; and there is nothing altogether im possible about his having consorted w ith the
m aster of Ickw orth, and the daughter of the anonym ous earl. A nd w hat right has a poor
Yankee, like m e, to insinuate the slightest suspicion against w hat he says? W hat little
m oney he has, he spends freely; he can not be a polite blackleg, for I am  no pigeon to
pluck; so that is out of the question;‍ perish such a thought, concerning m y ow n bosom
friend!

B ut though I drow ned all m y suspicions as w ell as I could, and ever cherished tow ard
H arry a heart, loving and true; yet, spite of all this, I never could entirely digest som e of
his im perial rem iniscences of high life. I w as very sorry for this; as at tim es it m ade m e
feel ill at ease in his com pany; and m ade m e hold back m y w hole soul from  him ; w hen, in
its loneliness, it w as yearning to throw  itself into the unbounded bosom  of som e
im m aculate friend.

XLV. HARRY BOLTON KIDNAPS REDBURN, AND CARRIES HIM
OFF TO LONDON

It m ight have been a w eek after our glim pse of Lord Lovely, that H arry, w ho had been
expecting a letter, w hich, he told m e, m ight possibly alter his plans, one afternoon cam e
bounding on board the ship, and sprang dow n the hatchw ay into the betw een-decks,
w here, in perfect solitude, I w as engaged picking oakum ; at w hich business the m ate had
set m e, for w ant of any thing better.

―H ey for London, W ellingborough!‖ he cried. ―O ff tom orrow ! first train‍ be there the
sam e night‍ com e! I have m oney to rig you all out‍ drop that hangm an‒s stuff there, and
aw ay! Pah! how  it sm ells here! C om e; up you jum p!‖

I trem bled w ith am azem ent and delight.

London? it could not be!‍ and H arry‍ how  kind of him ! he w as then indeed w hat he
seem ed. B ut instantly I thought of all the circum stances of the case, and w as eager to



know  w hat it w as that had induced this sudden departure.

In reply m y friend told m e, that he had received a rem ittance, and had hopes of
recovering a considerable sum , lost in som e w ay that he chose to conceal.

―B ut how  am  I to leave the ship, H arry?‖ said I; ―they w ill not let m e go, w ill they?
You had better leave m e behind, after all; I don‒t care very m uch about going; and besides,
I have no m oney to share the expenses.‖

This I said, only pretending indifference, for m y heart w as jum ping all the tim e.

―Tut! m y Yankee bantam ,‖ said H arry; ―look here!‖ and he show ed m e a handful of
gold.

―B ut they are yours, and not m ine, H arry,‖ said I.

―Yours and m ine, m y sw eet fellow ,‖ exclaim ed H arry. ―C om e, sink the ship, and let‒s
go!‖

―B ut you don‒t consider, if I quit the ship, they‒ll be sending a constable after m e,
w on‒t they?‖

―W hat! and do you think, then, they value your services so highly? H a! ha!-U p, up,
W ellingborough: I can‒t w ait.‖

True enough. I w ell knew  that C aptain R iga w ould not trouble him self m uch, if I did
take French leave of him . So, w ithout further thought of the m atter, I told H arry to w ait a
few  m om ents, till the ship‒s bell struck four; at w hich tim e I used to go to supper, and be
free for the rest of the day.

The bell struck; and off w e w ent. A s w e hurried across the quay, and along the dock
w alls, I asked H arry all about his intentions. H e said, that go to London he m ust, and to
B ury St. Edm unds; but that w hether he should for any tim e rem ain at either place, he
could not now  tell; and it w as by no m eans im possible, that in less than a w eek‒s tim e w e
w ould be back again in Liverpool, and ready for sea. B ut all he said w as enveloped in a
m ystery that I did not m uch like; and I hardly know  w hether I have repeated correctly
w hat he said at the tim e.

A rrived at the G olden Anchor, w here H arry put up, he at once led m e to his room , and
began turning over the contents of his chest, to see w hat clothing he m ight have, that
w ould fit m e.

Though he w as som e years m y senior, w e w ere about the sam e size‍ if any thing, I
w as larger than he; so, w ith a little stretching, a shirt, vest, and pantaloons w ere soon
found to suit. A s for a coat and hat, those H arry ran out and bought w ithout delay;
returning w ith a loose, stylish sack-coat, and a sort of foraging cap, very neat, genteel, and
unpretending.

M y friend him self soon doffed his G uernsey frock, and stood before m e, arrayed in a
perfectly plain suit, w hich he had bought on purpose that very m orning. I asked him  w hy
he had gone to that unnecessary expense, w hen he had plenty of other clothes in his chest.
B ut he only w inked, and looked know ing. This, again, I did not like. B ut I strove to drow n
ugly thoughts.



Till quite dark, w e sat talking together; w hen, locking his chest, and charging his
landlady to look after it w ell, till he called, or sent for it; H arry seized m y arm , and w e
sallied into the street.

Pursuing our w ay through crow ds of frolicking sailors and fiddlers, w e turned into a
street leading to the Exchange. There, under the shadow  of the colonnade, H arry told m e
to stop, w hile he left m e, and w ent to finish his toilet. W ondering w hat he m eant, I stood to
one side; and presently w as joined by a stranger in w hiskers and m ustache.

―It‒s m e‖ said the stranger; and w ho w as m e but H arry, w ho had thus m etam orphosed
him self? I asked him  the reason; and in a faltering voice, w hich I tried to m ake hum orous,
expressed a hope that he w as not going to turn gentlem an forger.

H e laughed, and assured m e that it w as only a precaution against being recognized by
his ow n particular friends in London, that he had adopted this m ode of disguising him self.

―A nd w hy afraid of your friends?‖ asked I, in astonishm ent, ―and w e are not in
London yet.‖

―Pshaw ! w hat a Yankee you are, W ellingborough. C an‒t you see very plainly that I
have a plan in m y head? A nd this disguise is only for a short tim e, you know . B ut I‒ll tell
you all by and by.‖

I acquiesced, though not feeling at ease; and w e w alked on, till w e cam e to a public
house, in the vicinity of the place at w hich the cars are taken.

W e stopped there that night, and next day w ere off, w hirled along through boundless
landscapes of villages, and m eadow s, and parks: and over arching viaducts, and through
w onderful tunnels; till, half delirious w ith excitem ent, I found m yself dropped dow n in the
evening am ong gas-lights, under a great roof in Euston Square.

London at last, and in the W est-End!

XLVI. A M YSTERIOUS NIGHT IN LONDON

―N o tim e to lose,‖ said H arry, ―com e along.‖

H e called a cab: in an undertone m entioned the num ber of a house in som e street to the
driver; w e jum ped in, and w ere off.

A s w e rattled over the boisterous pavem ents, past splendid squares, churches, and
shops, our cabm an turning corners like a skater on the ice, and all the roar of London in
m y ears, and no end to the w alls of brick and m ortar; I thought N ew  York a ham let, and
Liverpool a coal-hole, and m yself som ebody else: so unreal seem ed every thing about m e.
M y head w as spinning round like a top, and m y eyes ached w ith m uch gazing; particularly
about the corners, ow ing to m y darting them  so rapidly, first this side, and then that, so as
not to m iss any thing; though, in truth, I m issed m uch.

―Stop,‖ cried H arry, after a long w hile, putting his head out of the w indow , all at once
‍ ―stop! do you hear, you deaf m an? you have passed the house‍ N o. 40 I told you‍
that‒s it‍ the high steps there, w ith the purple light!‖

The cabm an being paid, H arry adjusting his w hiskers and m ustache, and bidding m e



assum e a lounging look, pushed his hat a little to one side, and then locking arm s, w e
sauntered into the house; m yself feeling not a little abashed; it w as so long since I had
been in any courtly society.

It w as som e sem i-public place of opulent entertainm ent; and far surpassed any thing of
the kind I had ever seen before.

The floor w as tesselated w ith snow -w hite, and russet-hued m arbles; and echoed to the
tread, as if all the Paris catacom bs w ere underneath. I started w ith m isgivings at that
hollow , boding sound, w hich seem ed sighing w ith a subterraneous despair, through all the
m agnificent spectacle around m e; m ocking it, w here m ost it glared.

The w alk w ere painted so as to deceive the eye w ith interm inable colonnades; and
groups of colum ns of the finest Scagliola w ork of variegated m arbles‍ em erald-green and
gold, St. Pons veined w ith silver, Sienna w ith porphyry‍ supported a resplendent fresco
ceiling, arched like a bow er, and thickly clustering w ith m im ic grapes. Through all the
East of this foliage, you spied in a crim son daw n, G uide‒s ever youthful A pollo, driving
forth the horses of the sun. From  sculptured stalactites of vine-boughs, here and there
pendent hung galaxies of gas lights, w hose vivid glare w as softened by pale, cream -
colored, porcelain spheres, shedding over the place a serene, silver flood; as if every
porcelain sphere w ere a m oon; and this superb apartm ent w as the m oon-lit garden of
Portia at B elm ont; and the gentle lovers, Lorenzo and Jessica, lurked som ew here am ong
the vines.

A t num erous M oorish looking tables, supported by C aryatides of turbaned slaves, sat
knots of gentlem anly m en, w ith cut decanters and taper-w aisted glasses, journals and
cigars, before them .

To and fro ran obsequious w aiters, w ith spotless napkins throw n over their arm s, and
m aking a profound salaam , and hem m ing deferentially, w henever they uttered a w ord.

A t the further end of this brilliant apartm ent, w as a rich m ahogany turret-like structure,
partly built into the w all, and com m unicating w ith room s in the rear. B ehind, w as a very
handsom e florid old m an, w ith snow -w hite hair and w hiskers, and in a snow -w hite jacket
‍ he looked like an alm ond tree in blossom ‍ w ho seem ed to be standing, a polite sentry
over the scene before him ; and it w as he, w ho m ostly ordered about the w aiters; and w ith
a silent salute, received the silver of the guests.

O ur entrance excited little or no notice; for every body present seem ed exceedingly
anim ated about concerns of their ow n; and a large group w as gathered around one tall,
m ilitary looking gentlem an, w ho w as reading som e India w ar-new s from  the Tim es, and
com m enting on it, in a very loud voice, condem ning, in toto, the entire cam paign.

W e seated ourselves apart from  this group, and H arry, rapping on the table, called for
w ine; m entioning som e curious foreign nam e.

The decanter, filled w ith a pale yellow  w ine, being placed before us, and m y com rade
having drunk a few  glasses; he w hispered m e to rem ain w here I w as, w hile he w ithdrew
for a m om ent.

I saw  him  advance to the turret-like place, and exchange a confidential w ord w ith the
alm ond tree there, w ho im m ediately looked very m uch surprised,‍ I thought, a little



disconcerted,‍ and then disappeared w ith him .

W hile m y friend w as gone, I occupied m yself w ith looking around m e, and striving to
appear as indifferent as possible, and as m uch used to all this splendor as if I had been
born in it. B ut, to tell the truth, m y head w as alm ost dizzy w ith the strangeness of the
sight, and the thought that I w as really in London. W hat w ould m y brother have said?
W hat w ould Tom  Legare, the treasurer of the Juvenile Tem perance Society, have thought?

B ut I alm ost began to fancy I had no friends and relatives living in a little village three
thousand five hundred m iles off, in A m erica; for it w as hard to unite such a hum ble
rem iniscence w ith the splendid anim ation of the London-like scene around m e.

A nd in the delirium  of the m om ent, I began to indulge in foolish golden visions of the
counts and countesses to w hom  H arry m ight introduce m e; and every instant I expected to
hear the w aiters addressing som e gentlem an as ―M y Lord,‖ or ―four G race.‖ B ut if there
w ere really any lords present, the w aiters om itted their titles, at least in m y hearing.

M ixed w ith these thoughts w ere confused visions of St. Paul‒s and the Strand, w hich I
determ ined to visit the very next m orning, before breakfast, or perish in the attem pt. A nd I
even longed for H arry‒s return, that w e m ight im m ediately sally out into the street, and see
som e of the sights, before the shops w ere all closed for the night.

W hile I thus sat alone, I observed one of the w aiters eying m e a little im pertinently, as
I thought, and as if he saw  som ething queer about m e. So I tried to assum e a careless and
lordly air, and by w ay of helping the thing, threw  one leg over the other, like a young
Prince Esterhazy; but all the tim e I felt m y face burning w ith em barrassm ent, and for the
tim e, I m ust have looked very guilty of som ething. B ut spite of this, I kept looking boldly
out of m y eyes, and straight through m y blushes, and observed that every now  and then
little parties w ere m ade up am ong the gentlem en, and they retired into the rear of the
house, as if going to a private apartm ent. A nd I overheard one of them  drop the w ord
Rouge; but he could not have used rouge, for his face w as exceedingly pale. A nother said
som ething about Loo.

A t last H arry cam e back, his face rather flushed.

―C om e along, R edburn,‖ said he.

So m aking no doubt w e w ere off for a ram ble, perhaps to A psley H ouse, in the Park, to
get a sly peep at the old D uke before he retired for the night, for H arry had told m e the
D uke alw ays w ent to bed early, I sprang up to follow  him ; but w hat w as m y
disappointm ent and surprise, w hen he only led m e into the passage, tow ard a staircase
lighted by three m arble G races, unitedly holding a broad candelabra, like an elk‒s antlers,
over the landing.

W e ram bled up the long, w inding slope of those aristocratic stairs, every step of w hich,
covered w ith Turkey rugs, looked gorgeous as the ham m er-cloth of the Lord M ayor‒s
coach; and H arry hied straight to a rosew ood door, w hich, on m agical hinges, sprang
softly open to his touch.

A s w e entered the room , m ethought I w as slow ly sinking in som e reluctant, sedgy sea;
so thick and elastic the Persian carpeting, m im icking parterres of tulips, and roses, and
jonquils, like a bow er in B abylon.



Long lounges lay carelessly disposed, w hose fine dam ask w as interw oven, like the
G obelin tapestry, w ith pictorial tales of tilt and tourney. A nd oriental ottom ans, w hose
cunning w arp and w oof w ere w rought into plaited serpents, undulating beneath beds of
leaves, from  w hich, here and there, they flashed out sudden splendors of green scales and
gold.

In the broad bay w indow s, as the hollow s of K ing C harles‒ oaks, w ere Laocoon-like
chairs, in the antique taste, draped w ith heavy fringes of bullion and silk.

The w alls, covered w ith a sort of tartan-French paper, variegated w ith bars of velvet,
w ere hung round w ith m ythological oil-paintings, suspended by tasseled cords of tw isted
silver and blue.

They w ere such pictures as the high-priests, for a bribe, show ed to A lexander in the
innerm ost shrine of the w hite tem ple in the Libyan oasis: such pictures as the pontiff of the
sun strove to hide from  C ortez, w hen, sw ord in hand, he burst open the sanctorum  of the
pyram id-fane at C holula: such pictures as you m ay still see, perhaps, in the central alcove
of the excavated m ansion of Pansa, in Pom peii‍ in that part of it called by Varro the
hollow  of the house: such pictures as M artial and Seutonius m ention as being found in the
private cabinet of the Em peror Tiberius: such pictures as are delineated on the bronze
m edals, to this day dug up on the ancient island of C apreas: such pictures as you m ight
have beheld in an arched recess, leading from  the left hand of the secret side-gallery of the
tem ple of A phrodite in C orinth.

In the principal pier w as a m arble bracket, sculptured in the sem blance of a dragon‒s
crest, and supporting a bust, m ost w onderful to behold. It w as that of a bald-headed old
m an, w ith a m ysteriously-w icked expression, and im posing silence by one thin finger over
his lips. H is m arble m outh seem ed trem ulous w ith secrets.

―Sit dow n, W ellingborough,‖ said H arry; ―don‒t be frightened, w e are at hom e.‍ R ing
the bell, w ill you? B ut stop;‖‍  and advancing to the m ysterious bust, he w hispered
som ething in its ear.

―H e‒s a know ing m ute, W ellingborough,‖ said he; ―w ho stays in this one place all the
tim e, w hile he is yet running of errands. B ut m ind you don‒t breathe any secrets in his
ear.‖

In obedience to a sum m ons so singularly conveyed, to m y am azem ent a servant alm ost
instantly appeared, standing transfixed in the attitude of a bow .

―C igars,‖ said H arry. W hen they cam e, he drew  up a sm all table into the m iddle of the
room , and lighting his cigar, bade m e follow  his exam ple, and m ake m yself happy.

A lm ost transported w ith such princely quarters, so undream ed of before, w hile leading
m y dog‒s life in the filthy forecastle of the H ighlander, I tw irled round a chair, and seated
m yself opposite m y friend.

B ut all the tim e, I felt ill at heart; and w as filled w ith an undercurrent of dism al
forebodings. B ut I strove to dispel them ; and turning to m y com panion, exclaim ed, ―A nd
pray, do you live here, H arry, in this Palace of A laddin?‖

―U pon m y soul,‖ he cried, ―you have hit it:‍ you m ust have been here before!



A laddin‒s Palace! W hy, W ellingborough, it goes by that very nam e.‖

Then he laughed strangely: and for the first tim e, I thought he had been quaffing too
freely: yet, though he looked w ildly from  his eyes, his general carriage w as firm .

―W ho are you looking at so hard, W ellingborough?‖ said he.

―I am  afraid, H arry,‖ said I, ―that w hen you left m e just now , you m ust have been
drinking som ething stronger than w ine.‖

―H ear him  now ,‖ said H arry, turning round, as if addressing the bald-headed bust on
the bracket,‍ ―a parson ‐pon honor!‍ B ut rem ark you, W ellingborough, m y boy, I m ust
leave you again, and for a considerably longer tim e than before:‍ I m ay not be back again
to-night.‖

―W hat?‖ said I.

―B e still,‖ he cried, ―hear m e, I know  the old duke here, and‍ ‖

―W ho? not the D uke of W ellington,‖ said I, w ondering w hether H arry w as really going
to include him  too, in his long list of confidential friends and acquaintances.

―Pooh!‖ cried H arry, ―I m ean the w hite-w hiskered old m an you saw  below ; they call
him  the D uke:‍ he keeps the house. I say, I know  him  w ell, and he know s m e; and he
know s w hat brings m e here, also. W ell; w e have arranged every thing about you; you are
to stay in this room , and sleep here tonight, and‍ and‍ ‖ continued he, speaking low
‍ ―you m ust guard this letter‍ ‖ slipping a sealed one into m y hand‍ ―and, if I am  not
back by m orning, you m ust post right on to B ury, and leave the letter there;‍ here, take
this paper‍ it‒s all set dow n here in black and w hite‍ w here you are to go, and w hat you
are to do. A nd after that‒s done‍ m ind, this is all in case I don‒t return‍ then you m ay do
w hat you please: stay here in London aw hile, or go back to Liverpool. A nd here‒s enough
to pay all your expenses.‖

A ll this w as a thunder stroke. I thought H arry w as crazy. I held the purse in m y
m otionless hand, and stared at him , till the tears alm ost started from  m y eyes.

―W hat‒s the m atter, R edburn?‖ he cried, w ith a w ild sort of laugh‍ ―you are not afraid
of m e, are you?‍ N o, no! I believe in you, m y boy, or you w ould not hold that purse in
your hand; no, nor that letter.‖

―W hat in heaven‒s nam e do you m ean?‖ at last I exclaim ed, ―you don‒t really intend to
desert m e in this strange place, do you, H arry?‖ and I snatched him  by the hand.

―Pooh, pooh,‖ he cried, ―let m e go. I tell you, it‒s all right: do as I say: that‒s all.
Prom ise m e now , w ill you? Sw ear it!‍ no, no,‖ he added, vehem ently, as I conjured him
to tell m e m ore‍ ―no, I w on‒t: I have nothing m ore to tell you‍ not a w ord. W ill you
sw ear?‖

―B ut one sentence m ore for your ow n sake, H arry: hear m e!‖

―N ot a syllable! W ill you sw ear?‍ you w ill not? then here, give m e that purse:‍ there
‍ there‍ take that‍ and that‍ and that;‍ that w ill pay your fare back to Liverpool; good-
by to you: you are not m y friend,‖ and he w heeled round his back.

I know  not w hat flashed through m y m ind, but som ething suddenly im pelled m e; and



grasping his hand, I sw ore to him  w hat he dem anded.

Im m ediately he ran to the bust, w hispered a w ord, and the w hite-w hiskered old m an
appeared: w hom  he clapped on the shoulder, and then introduced m e as his friend‍ young
Lord Storm ont; and bade the alm ond tree look w ell to the com forts of his lordship, w hile
he‍ H arry‍ w as gone.

The alm ond tree blandly bow ed, and grim aced, w ith a peculiar expression, that I hated
on the spot. A fter a few  w ords m ore, he w ithdrew . H arry then shook m y hand heartily, and
w ithout giving m e a chance to say one w ord, seized his cap, and darted out of the room ,
saying, ―Leave not this room  tonight; and rem em ber the letter, and B ury!‖

I fell into a chair, and gazed round at the strange-looking w alls and m ysterious
pictures, and up to the chandelier at the ceiling; then rose, and opened the door, and
looked dow n the lighted passage; but only heard the hum  from  the room ful below ,
scattered voices, and a hushed ivory rattling from  the closed apartm ents adjoining. I
stepped back into the room , and a terrible revulsion cam e over m e: I w ould have given the
w orld had I been safe back in Liverpool, fast asleep in m y old bunk in Prince‒s D ock.

I shuddered at every footfall, and alm ost thought it m ust be som e assassin pursuing
m e. The w hole place seem ed infected; and a strange thought cam e over m e, that in the
very dam asks around, som e eastern plague had been im ported. A nd w as that pale yellow
w ine, that I drank below , drugged? thought I. This m ust be som e house w hose foundations
take hold on the pit. B ut these fearful reveries only enchanted m e fast to m y chair; so that,
though I then w ished to rush forth from  the house, m y lim bs seem ed m anacled.

W hile thus chained to m y seat, som ething seem ed suddenly flung open; a confused
sound of im precations, m ixed w ith the ivory rattling, louder than before, burst upon m y
ear, and through the partly open door of the room  w here I w as, I caught sight of a tall,
frantic m an, w ith clenched hands, w ildly darting through the passage, tow ard the stairs.

A nd all the w hile, H arry ran through m y soul‍ in and out, at every door, that burst
open to his vehem ent rush.

A t that m om ent m y w hole acquaintance w ith him  passed like lightning through m y
m ind, till I asked m yself w hy he had com e here, to London, to do this thing?‍ w hy w ould
not Liverpool have answ ered? and w hat did he w ant of m e? B ut, every w ay, his conduct
w as unaccountable. From  the hour he had accosted m e on board the ship, his m anner
seem ed gradually changed; and from  the m om ent w e had sprung into the cab, he had
seem ed alm ost another person from  w hat he had seem ed before.

B ut w hat could I do? H e w as gone, that w as certain;‍ w ould he ever com e back? B ut
he m ight still be som ew here in the house; and w ith a shudder, I thought of that ivory
rattling, and w as alm ost ready to dart forth, search every room , and save him . B ut that
w ould be m adness, and I had sw orn not to do so. There seem ed nothing left, but to aw ait
his return. Yet, if he did not return, w hat then? I took out the purse, and counted over the
m oney, and looked at the letter and paper of m em oranda.

Though I vividly rem em ber it all, I w ill not give the superscription of the letter, nor the
contents of the paper. B ut after I had looked at them  attentively, and considered that H arry
could have no conceivable object in deceiving m e, I thought to m yself, Yes, he‒s in



earnest; and here I am ‍ yes, even in London! A nd here in this room  w ill I stay, com e w hat
w ill. I w ill im plicitly follow  his directions, and so see out the last of this thing.

B ut spite of these thoughts, and spite of the m etropolitan m agnificence around m e, I
w as m ysteriously alive to a dreadful feeling, w hich I had never before felt, except w hen
penetrating into the low est and m ost squalid haunts of sailor iniquity in Liverpool. A ll the
m irrors and m arbles around m e seem ed craw ling over w ith lizards; and I thought to
m yself, that though gilded and golden, the serpent of vice is a serpent still.

It w as now  grow n very late; and faint w ith excitem ent, I threw  m yself upon a lounge;
but for som e tim e tossed about restless, in a sort of night-m are. Every few  m om ents, spite
of m y oath, I w as upon the point of starting up, and rushing into the street, to inquire
w here I w as; but rem em bering H arry‒s injunctions, and m y ow n ignorance of the tow n,
and that it w as now  so late, I again tried to be com posed.

A t last, I fell asleep, dream ing about H arry fighting a duel of dice-boxes w ith the
m ilitary-looking m an below ; and the next thing I knew , w as the glare of a light before m y
eyes, and H arry him self, very pale, stood before m e.

―The letter and paper,‖ he cried.

I fum bled in m y pockets, and handed them  to him .

―There! there! there! thus I tear you,‖ he cried, w renching the letter to pieces w ith both
hands like a m adm an, and stam ping upon the fragm ents. ―I am  off for A m erica; the gam e
is up.‖

―For G od‒s sake explain,‖ said I, now  utterly bew ildered, and frightened. ―Tell m e,
H arry, w hat is it? You have not been gam bling?‖

―H a, ha,‖ he deliriously laughed. ―G am bling? red and w hite, you m ean?‍ cards?‍
dice?‍ the bones?‍ H a, ha!‍ G am bling? gam bling?‖ he ground out betw een his teeth
‍ ―w hat tw o devilish, stiletto-sounding syllables they are!‖

―W ellingborough,‖ he added, m arching up to m e slow ly, but w ith his eyes blazing into
m ine‍ ―W ellingborough‖‍ and fum bling in his breast-pocket, he drew  forth a dirk
‍ ―H ere, W ellingborough, take it‍ take it, I say‍ are you stupid?‍ there, there‖‍ and he
pushed it into m y hands. ―K eep it aw ay from  m e‍ keep it out of m y sight‍ I don‒t w ant it
near m e, w hile I feel as I do. They serve suicides scurvily here, W ellingborough; they
don‒t bury them  decently. See that bell-rope! B y H eaven, it‒s an invitation to hang
m yself‖‍ and seizing it by the gilded handle at the end, he tw itched it dow n from  the w all.

―In G od‒s nam e, w hat ails you?‖ I cried.

―N othing, oh nothing,‖ said H arry, now  assum ing a treacherous, tropical calm ness
‍ ―nothing, R edburn; nothing in the w orld. I‒m  the serenest of m en.‖

―B ut give m e that dirk,‖ he suddenly cried‍ ―let m e have it, I say. O h! I don‒t m ean to
m urder m yself‍ I‒m  past that now ‍ give it m e‖‍ and snatching it from  m y hand, he
flung dow n an em pty purse, and w ith a terrific stab, nailed it fast w ith the dirk to the table.

―There now ,‖ he cried, ―there‒s som ething for the old duke to see to-m orrow  m orning;
that‒s about all that‒s left of m e‍  that‒s m y skeleton, W ellingborough. B ut com e, don‒t be



dow nhearted; there‒s a little m ore gold yet in G olconda; I have a guinea or tw o left. D on‒t
stare so, m y boy; w e shall be in Liverpool to-m orrow  night; w e start in the m orning‖‍ and
turning his back, he began to w histle very fiercely.

―A nd this, then,‖ said I, ―is your show ing m e London, is it, H arry? I did not think this;
but tell m e your secret, w hatever it is, and I w ill not regret not seeing the tow n.‖

H e turned round upon m e like lightning, and cried, ―R ed-burn! you m ust sw ear
another oath, and instantly.‖

―A nd w hy?‖ said I, in alarm , ―w hat m ore w ould you have m e sw ear?‖

―N ever to question m e again about this infernal trip to London!‖ he shouted, w ith the
foam  at his lips‍ ―never to breathe it! sw ear!‖

―I certainly shall not trouble you, H arry, w ith questions, if you do not desire it,‖ said I,
―but there‒s no need of sw earing.‖

―Sw ear it, I say, as you love m e, R edburn,‖ he added, im ploringly.

―W ell, then, I solem nly do. N ow  lie dow n, and let us forget ourselves as soon as w e
can; for m e, you have m ade m e the m ost m iserable dog alive.‖

―A nd w hat am  I?‖ cried H arry; ―but pardon m e, R edburn, I did not m ean to offend; if
you knew  all‍ but no, no!‍ never m ind, never m ind!‖ A nd he ran to the bust, and
w hispered in its ear. A  w aiter cam e.

―B randy,‖ w hispered H arry, w ith clenched teeth.

―A re you not going to sleep, then?‖ said I, m ore and m ore alarm ed at his w ildness, and
fearful of the effects of his drinking still m ore, in such a m ood.

―N o sleep for m e! sleep if you can‍ I m ean to sit up w ith a decanter!‍ let m e see‖‍
looking at the orm olu clock on the m antel‍ ―it‒s only tw o hours to m orning.‖

The w aiter, looking very sleepy, and w ith a green shade on his brow , appeared w ith the
decanter and glasses on a salver, and w as told to leave it and depart.

Seeing that H arry w as not to be m oved, I once m ore threw  m yself on the lounge. I did
not sleep; but, like a som nam bulist, only dozed now  and then; starting from  m y dream s;
w hile H arry sat, w ith his hat on, at the table; the brandy before him ; from  w hich he
occasionally poured into his glass. Instead of exciting him , how ever, to m y am azem ent,
the spirits seem ed to soothe him  dow n; and, ere long, he w as com paratively calm .

A t last, just as I had fallen into a deep sleep, I w as w akened by his shaking m e, and
saying our cab w as at the door.

―Look! it is broad day,‖ said he, brushing aside the heavy hangings of the w indow .

W e left the room ; and passing through the now  silent and deserted hall of pillars,
w hich, at this hour, reeked as w ith blended roses and cigar-stum ps decayed; a dum b
w aiter; rubbing his eyes, flung open the street door; w e sprang into the cab; and soon
found ourselves w hirled along northw ard by railroad, tow ard Prince‒s D ock and the
H ighlander.



XLVII. HOM EWARD BOUND

O nce m ore in Liverpool; and w ending m y w ay through the sam e old streets to the sign
of the G olden A nchor; I could scarcely credit the events of the last thirty-six hours.

So unforeseen had been our departure in the first place; so rapid our journey; so
unaccountable the conduct of H arry; and so sudden our return; that all united to
overw helm  m e. That I had been at all in London seem ed im possible; and that I had been
there, and com e aw ay little the w iser, w as alm ost distracting to one w ho, like m e, had so
longed to behold that m etropolis of m arvels.

I looked hard at H arry as he w alked in silence at m y side; I stared at the houses w e
passed; I thought of the cab, the gas lighted hall in the Palace of A laddin, the pictures, the
letter, the oath, the dirk; the m ysterious place w here all these m ysteries had occurred; and
then, w as alm ost ready to conclude, that the pale yellow  w ine had been drugged.

A s for H arry, stuffing his false w hiskers and m ustache into his pocket, he now  led the
w ay to the boarding-house; and saluting the landlady, w as show n to his room ; w here w e
im m ediately shifted our clothes, appearing once m ore in our sailor habilim ents.

―W ell, w hat do you propose to do now , H arry?‖ said I, w ith a heavy heart.

―W hy, visit your Yankee land in the H ighlander, of course‍ w hat else?‖ he replied.

―A nd is it to be a visit, or a long stay?‖ asked I.

―That‒s as it m ay turn out,‖ said H arry; ―but I have now  m ore than ever resolved upon
the sea. There is nothing like the sea for a fellow  like m e, R edburn; a desperate m an can
not get any further than the w harf, you know ; and the next step m ust be a long jum p. B ut
com e, let‒s see w hat they have to eat here, and then for a cigar and a stroll. I feel better
already. N ever say die, is m y m otto.‖

W e w ent to supper; after that, sallied out; and w alking along the quay of Prince‒s
D ock, heard that the ship H ighlander had that m orning been advertised to sail in tw o days‒
tim e.

―G ood!‖ exclaim ed H arry; and I w as glad enough m yself.

A lthough I had now  been absent from  the ship a full forty-eight hours, and intended to
return to her, yet I did not anticipate being called to any severe account for it from  the
officers; for several of our m en had absented them selves longer than I had, and upon their
return, little or nothing w as said to them . Indeed, in som e cases, the m ate seem ed to know
nothing about it. D uring the w hole tim e w e lay in Liverpool, the discipline of the ship w as
altogether relaxed; and I could hardly believe they w ere the sam e officers w ho w ere so
dictatorial at sea. The reason of this w as, that w e had nothing im portant to do; and
although the captain m ight now  legally refuse to receive m e on board, yet I w as not afraid
of that, as I w as as stout a lad for m y years, and w orked as cheap, as any one he could
engage to take m y place on the hom ew ard passage.

N ext m orning w e m ade our appearance on board before the rest of the crew ; and the
m ate perceiving m e, said w ith an oath, ―W ell, sir, you have thought best to return then,
have you? C aptain R iga and I w ere flattering ourselves that you had m ade a run of it for



good.‖

Then, thought I, the captain, w ho seem s to affect to know  nothing of the proceedings
of the sailors, has been aw are of m y absence.

―B ut turn to, sir, turn to,‖ added the m ate; ―here! aloft there, and free that pennant; it‒s
foul of the backstay‍ jum p!‖

The captain com ing on board soon after, looked very benevolently at H arry; but, as
usual, pretended not to take the slightest notice of m yself.

W e w ere all now  very busy in getting things ready for sea. The cargo had been already
stow ed in the hold by the stevedores and lum pers from  shore; but it becam e the crew ‒s
business to clear aw ay the betw een-decks, extending from  the cabin bulkhead to the
forecastle, for the reception of about five hundred em igrants, som e of w hose boxes w ere
already littering the decks.

To provide for their w ants, a far larger supply of w ater w as needed than upon the
outw ard-bound passage. A ccordingly, besides the usual num ber of casks on deck, row s of
im m ense tierces w ere lashed am id-ships, all along the betw een-decks, form ing a sort of
aisle on each side, furnishing access to four row s of bunks,‍ three tiers, one above
another,‍ against the ship‒s sides; tw o tiers being placed over the tierces of w ater in the
m iddle. These bunks w ere rapidly knocked together w ith coarse planks. They looked m ore
like dog-kennels than any thing else; especially as the place w as so gloom y and dark; no
light com ing dow n except through the fore and after hatchw ays, both of w hich w ere
covered w ith little houses called ―booby-hatches.‖ U pon the m ain-hatches, w hich w ere
w ell calked and covered over w ith heavy tarpaulins, the ―passengers-galley‖ w as solidly
lashed dow n.

This galley w as a large open stove, or iron range‍ m ade expressly for em igrant ships,
w holly unprotected from  the w eather, and w here alone the em igrants are perm itted to cook
their food w hile at sea.

A fter tw o days‒ w ork, every thing w as in readiness; m ost of the em igrants on board;
and in the evening w e w orked the ship close into the outlet of Prince‒s D ock, w ith the bow
against the w ater-gate, to go out w ith the tide in the m orning.

In the m orning, the bustle and confusion about us w as indescribable. A dded to the
ordinary clam or of the docks, w as the hurrying to and fro of our five hundred em igrants,
the last of w hom , w ith their baggage, w ere now  com ing on board; the appearance of the
cabin passengers, follow ing porters w ith their trunks; the loud orders of the dock-m asters,
ordering the various ships behind us to preserve their order of going out; the leave-takings,
and good-by‒s, and G od-bless-you‒s, betw een the em igrants and their friends; and the
cheers of the surrounding ships.

A t this tim e w e lay in such a w ay, that no one could board us except by the bow sprit,
w hich overhung the quay. Staggering along that bow sprit, now  cam e a one-eyed crim p
leading a drunken tar by the collar, w ho had been shipped to sail w ith us the day previous.
It has been stated before, that tw o or three of our m en had left us for good, w hile in port.
W hen the crim p had got this m an and another safely lodged in a bunk below , he returned
on shore; and going to a m iserable cab, pulled out still another apparently drunken fellow ,



w ho proved com pletely helpless. H ow ever, the ship now  sw inging her broadside m ore
tow ard the quay, this stupefied sailor, w ith a Scotch cap pulled dow n over his closed eyes,
only revealing a sallow  Portuguese com plexion, w as low ered on board by a rope under his
arm s, and passed forw ard by the crew , w ho put him  likew ise into a bunk in the forecastle,
the crim p him self carefully tucking him  in, and bidding the bystanders not to disturb him
till the ship w as aw ay from  the land.

This done, the confusion increased, as w e now  glided out of the dock. H ats and
handkerchiefs w ere w aved; hurrahs w ere exchanged; and tears w ere shed; and the last
thing I saw , as w e shot into the stream , w as a policem an collaring a boy, and w alking him
off to the guard-house.

A  steam -tug, the G oliath, now  took us by the arm , and gallanted us dow n the river past
the fort.

The scene w as m ost striking.

O w ing to a strong breeze, w hich had been blow ing up the river for four days past,
holding w ind-bound in the various docks a m ultitude of ships for all parts of the w orld;
there w as now  under w eigh, a vast fleet of m erchantm en, all steering broad out to sea. The
w hite sails glistened in the clear m orning air like a great Eastern encam pm ent of sultans;
and from  m any a forecastle, cam e the deep m ellow  old song H o-o-he-yo, cheerily m en! as
the crew s called their anchors.

The w ind w as fair; the w eather m ild; the sea m ost sm ooth; and the poor em igrants
w ere in high spirits at so auspicious a beginning of their voyage. They w ere reclining all
over the decks, talking of soon seeing A m erica, and relating how  the agent had told them ,
that tw enty days w ould be an uncom m only long voyage.

H ere it m ust be m entioned, that ow ing to the great num ber of ships sailing to the
Yankee ports from  Liverpool, the com petition am ong them  in obtaining em igrant
passengers, w ho as a cargo are m uch m ore rem unerative than crates and bales, is
exceedingly great; so m uch so, that som e of the agents they em ploy, do not scruple to
deceive the poor applicants for passage, w ith all m anner of fables concerning the short
space of tim e, in w hich their ships m ake the run across the ocean.

This often induces the em igrants to provide a m uch sm aller stock of provisions than
they otherw ise w ould; the effect of w hich som etim es proves to be in the last degree
lam entable; as w ill be seen further on. A nd though benevolent societies have been long
organized in Liverpool, for the purpose of keeping offices, w here the em igrants can obtain
reliable inform ation and advice, concerning their best m ode of em barkation, and other
m atters interesting to them ; and though the English authorities have im posed a law ,
providing that every captain of an em igrant ship bound for any port of A m erica shall see
to it, that each passenger is provided w ith rations of food for sixty days; yet, all this has
not deterred m ercenary ship-m asters and unprincipled agents from  practicing the grossest
deception; nor exem pted the em igrants them selves, from  the very sufferings intended to be
averted.

N o sooner had w e fairly gained the expanse of the Irish Sea, and, one by one, lost sight
of our thousand consorts, than the w eather changed into the m ost m iserable cold, w et, and
cheerless days and nights im aginable. The w ind w as tem pestuous, and dead in our teeth;



and the hearts of the em igrants fell. N early all of them  had now  hied below , to escape the
uncom fortable and perilous decks: and from  the tw o ―booby-hatches‖ cam e the steady
hum  of a subterranean w ailing and w eeping. That irresistible w restler, sea-sickness, had
overthrow n the stoutest of their num ber, and the w om en and children w ere em bracing and
sobbing in all the agonies of the poor em igrant‒s first storm  at sea.

B ad enough is it at such tim es w ith ladies and gentlem en in the cabin, w ho have nice
little state-room s; and plenty of privacy; and stew ards to run for them  at a w ord, and put
pillow s under their heads, and tenderly inquire how  they are getting along, and m ix them  a
posset: and even then, in the abandonm ent of this soul and body subduing m alady, such
ladies and gentlem en w ill often give up life itself as unendurable, and put up the m ost
pressing petitions for a speedy annihilation; all of w hich, how ever, only arises from  their
intense anxiety to preserve their valuable lives.

H ow , then, w ith the friendless em igrants, stow ed aw ay like bales of cotton, and packed
like slaves in a slave-ship; confined in a place that, during storm  tim e, m ust be closed
against both light and air; w ho can do no cooking, nor w arm  so m uch as a cup of w ater;
for the drenching seas w ould instantly flood their fire in their exposed galley on deck?
H ow , then, w ith these m en, and w om en, and children, to w hom  a first voyage, under the
m ost advantageous circum stances, m ust com e just as hard as to the H onorable D e Lancey
Fitz C larence, lady, daughter, and seventeen servants.

N or is this all: for in som e of these ships, as in the case of the H ighlander, the em igrant
passengers are cut off from  the m ost indispensable conveniences of a civilized dw elling.
This forces them  in storm  tim e to such extrem ities, that no w onder fevers and plagues are
the result. W e had not been at sea one w eek, w hen to hold your head dow n the fore
hatchw ay w as like holding it dow n a suddenly opened cesspool.

B ut still m ore than this. Such is the aristocracy m aintained on board som e of these
ships, that the m ost arbitrary m easures are enforced, to prevent the em igrants from
intruding upon the m ost holy precincts of the quarter-deck, the only com pletely open
space on ship-board. C onsequently‍ even in fine w eather‍ w hen they com e up from
below , they are crow ded in the w aist of the ship, and jam m ed am ong the boats, casks, and
spars; abused by the seam en, and som etim es cuffed by the officers, for unavoidably
standing in the w ay of w orking the vessel.

The cabin-passengers of the H ighlander num bered som e fifteen in all; and to protect
this detachm ent of gentility from  the barbarian incursions of the ―w ild Irish‖ em igrants,
ropes w ere passed athw art-ships, by the m ain-m ast, from  side to side: w hich defined the
boundary line betw een those w ho had paid three pounds passage-m oney, from  those w ho
had paid tw enty guineas. A nd the cabin-passengers them selves w ere the m ost urgent in
having this regulation m aintained.

Lucky w ould it be for the pretensions of som e parvenus, w hose souls are deposited at
their banker‒s, and w hose bodies but serve to carry about purses, knit of poor m en‒s
heartstrings, if thus easily they could precisely define, ashore, the difference betw een them
and the rest of hum anity.

B ut, I, R edburn, am  a poor fellow , w ho have hardly ever know n w hat it is to have five
silver dollars in m y pocket at one tim e; so, no doubt, this circum stance has som ething to



do w ith m y slight and harm less indignation at these things.

XLVIII. A LIVING CORPSE

It w as destined that our departure from  the English strand, should be m arked by a
tragical event, akin to the sudden end of the suicide, w hich had so strongly im pressed m e
on quitting the A m erican shore.

O f the three new ly shipped m en, w ho in a state of intoxication had been brought on
board at the dock gates, tw o w ere able to be engaged at their duties, in four or five hours
after quitting the pier. B ut the third m an yet lay in his bunk, in the self-sam e posture in
w hich his lim bs had been adjusted by the crim p, w ho had deposited him  there.

H is nam e w as dow n on the ship‒s papers as M iguel Saveda, and for M iguel Saveda the
chief m ate at last cam e forw ard, shouting dow n the forecastle-scuttle, and com m anding
his instant presence on deck. B ut the sailors answ ered for their new  com rade; giving the
m ate to understand that M iguel w as still fast locked in his trance, and could not obey him ;
w hen, m uttering his usual im precation, the m ate retired to the quarterdeck.

This w as in the first dog-w atch, from  four to six in the evening. A t about three bells, in
the next w atch, M ax the D utchm an, w ho, like m ost old seam en, w as som ething of a
physician in cases of drunkenness, recom m ended that M iguel‒s clothing should be
rem oved, in order that he should lie m ore com fortably. B ut Jackson, w ho w ould seldom  let
any thing be done in the forecastle that w as not proposed by him self, capriciously forbade
this proceeding.

So the sailor still lay out of sight in his bunk, w hich w as in the extrem e angle of the
forecastle, behind the bow sprit-bitts‍ tw o stout tim bers rooted in the ship‒s keel. A n hour
or tw o afterw ard, som e of the m en observed a strange odor in the forecastle, w hich w as
attributed to the presence of som e dead rat am ong the hollow  spaces in the side planks; for
som e days before, the forecastle had been sm oked out, to extirpate the verm in overrunning
her. A t m idnight, the larboard w atch, to w hich I belonged, turned out; and instantly as
every m an w aked, he exclaim ed at the now  intolerable sm ell, supposed to be heightened
by the shaking up the bilge-w ater, from  the ship‒s rolling.

―B last that rat!‖ cried the G reenlander.

―H e‒s blasted already,‖ said Jackson, w ho in his draw ers had crossed over to the bunk
of M iguel. ―It‒s a w ater-rat, shipm ates, that‒s dead; and here he is‖‍ and w ith that, he
dragged forth the sailor‒s arm , exclaim ing, ―D ead as a tim ber-head!‖

U pon this the m en rushed tow ard the bunk, M ax w ith the light, w hich he held to the
m an‒s face.

―N o, he‒s not dead,‖ he cried, as the yellow  flam e w avered for a m om ent at the
seam an‒s m otionless m outh. B ut hardly had the w ords escaped, w hen, to the silent horror
of all, tw o threads of greenish fire, like a forked tongue, darted out betw een the lips; and
in a m om ent, the cadaverous face w as craw led over by a sw arm  of w orm like flam es.

The lam p dropped from  the hand of M ax, and w ent out; w hile covered all over w ith
spires and sparkles of flam e, that faintly crackled in the silence, the uncovered parts of the



body burned before us, precisely like phosphorescent shark in a m idnight sea.

The eyes w ere open and fixed; the m outh w as curled like a scroll, and every lean
feature firm  as in life; w hile the w hole face, now  w ound in curls of soft blue flam e, w ore
an aspect of grim  defiance, and eternal death. Prom etheus, blasted by fire on the rock.

O ne arm , its red shirt-sleeve rolled up, exposed the m an‒s nam e, tattooed in verm ilion,
near the hollow  of the m iddle joint; and as if there w as som ething peculiar in the painted
flesh, every vibrating letter burned so w hite, that you m ight read the flam ing nam e in the
flickering ground of blue.

―W here‒s that d‍ d M iguel?‖ w as now  shouted dow n am ong us from  the scuttle by the
m ate, w ho had just com e on deck, and w as determ ined to have every m an up that
belonged to his w atch.

―H e‒s gone to the harbor w here they never w eigh anchor,‖ coughed Jackson. ―C om e
you dow n, sir, and look.‖

Thinking that Jackson intended to beard him , the m ate sprang dow n in a rage; but
recoiled at the burning body as if he had been shot by a bullet. ―M y G od!‖ he cried, and
stood holding fast to the ladder.

―Take hold of it,‖ said Jackson, at last, to the G reenlander; ―it m ust go overboard.
D on‒t stand shaking there, like a dog; take hold of it, I say! B ut stop‖‍ and sm othering it
all in the blankets, he pulled it partly out of the bunk.

A  few  m inutes m ore, and it fell w ith a bubble am ong the phosphorescent sparkles of
the dam p night sea, leaving a coruscating w ake as it sank.

This event thrilled m e through and through w ith unspeakable horror; nor did the
conversation of the w atch during the next four hours on deck at all serve to soothe m e.

B ut w hat m ost astonished m e, and seem ed m ost incredible, w as the infernal opinion of
Jackson, that the m an had been actually dead w hen brought on board the ship; and that
know ingly, and m erely for the sake of the m onth‒s advance, paid into his hand upon the
strength of the bill he presented, the body-snatching crim p had know ingly shipped a
corpse on board of the H ighlander, under the pretense of its being a live body in a drunken
trance. A nd I heard Jackson say, that he had know n of such things having been done
before. B ut that a really dead body ever burned in that m anner, I can not even yet believe.
B ut the sailors seem ed fam iliar w ith such things; or at least w ith the stories of such things
having happened to others.

For m e, w ho at that age had never so m uch as happened to hear of a case like this, of
anim al com bustion, in the horrid m ood that cam e over m e, I alm ost thought the burning
body w as a prem onition of the hell of the C alvinists, and that M iguel‒s earthly end w as a
foretaste of his eternal condem nation.

Im m ediately after the burial, an iron pot of red coals w as placed in the bunk, and in it
tw o handfuls of coffee w ere roasted. This done, the bunk w as nailed up, and w as never
opened again during the voyage; and strict orders w ere given to the crew  not to divulge
w hat had taken place to the em igrants; but to this, they needed no com m ands.

A fter the event, no one sailor but Jackson w ould stay alone in the forecastle, by night



or by noon; and no m ore w ould they laugh or sing, or in any w ay m ake m erry there, but
kept all their pleasantries for the w atches on deck. A ll but Jackson: w ho, w hile the rest
w ould be sitting silently sm oking on their chests, or in their bunks, w ould look tow ard the
fatal spot, and cough, and laugh, and invoke the dead m an w ith incredible scoffs and jeers.
H e froze m y blood, and m ade m y soul stand still.

XLIX. CARLO

There w as on board our ship, am ong the em igrant passengers, a rich-cheeked,
chestnut-haired Italian boy, arrayed in a faded, olive-hued velvet jacket, and tattered
trow sers rolled up to his knee. H e w as not above fifteen years of age; but in the tw ilight
pensiveness of his full m orning eyes, there seem ed to sleep experiences so sad and
various, that his days m ust have seem ed to him  years. It w as not an eye like H arry‒s tho‒
H arry‒s w as large and w om anly. It shone w ith a soft and spiritual radiance, like a m oist
star in a tropic sky; and spoke of hum ility, deep-seated thoughtfulness, yet a careless
endurance of all the ills of life.

The head w as if any thing sm all; and heaped w ith thick clusters of tendril curls, half
overhanging the brow s and delicate ears, it som ehow  rem inded you of a classic vase, piled
up w ith Falernian foliage.

From  the knee dow nw ard, the naked leg w as beautiful to behold as any lady‒s arm ; so
soft and rounded, w ith infantile ease and grace. H is w hole figure w as free, fine, and
indolent; he w as such a boy as m ight have ripened into life in a N eapolitan vineyard; such
a boy as gipsies steal in infancy; such a boy as M urillo often painted, w hen he w ent
am ong the poor and outcast, for subjects w herew ith to captivate the eyes of rank and
w ealth; such a boy, as only A ndalusian beggars are, full of poetry, gushing from  every
rent.

C arlo w as his nam e; a poor and friendless son of earth, w ho had no sire; and on life‒s
ocean w as sw ept along, as spoon-drift in a gale.

Som e m onths previous, he had landed in Prince‒s D ock, w ith his hand-organ, from  a
M essina vessel; and had w alked the streets of Liverpool, playing the sunny airs of
southern clim es, am ong the northern fog and drizzle. A nd now , having laid by enough to
pay his passage over the A tlantic, he had again em barked, to seek his fortunes in A m erica.

From  the first, H arry took to the boy.

―C arlo,‖ said H arry, ―how  did you succeed in England?‖

H e w as reclining upon an old sail spread on the long-boat; and throw ing back his
soiled but tasseled cap, and caressing one leg like a child, he looked up, and said in his
broken English‍ that seem ed like m ixing the potent w ine of O porto w ith som e delicious
syrup:‍ said he, ―A h! I succeed very w ell!‍ for I have tunes for the young and the old,
the gay and the sad. I have m arches for m ilitary young m en, and love-airs for the ladies,
and solem n sounds for the aged. I never draw  a crow d, but I know  from  their faces w hat
airs w ill best please them ; I never stop before a house, but I judge from  its portico for w hat
tune they w ill soonest toss m e som e silver. A nd I ever play sad airs to the m erry, and
m erry airs to the sad; and m ost alw ays the rich best fancy the sad, and the poor the m erry.‖



―B ut do you not som etim es m eet w ith cross and crabbed old m en,‖ said H arry, ―w ho
w ould m uch rather have your room  than your m usic?‖

―Yes, som etim es,‖ said C arlo, playing w ith his foot, ―som etim es I do.‖

―A nd then, know ing the value of quiet to unquiet m en, I suppose you never leave them
under a shilling?‖

―N o,‖ continued the boy, ―I love m y organ as I do m yself, for it is m y only friend, poor
organ! it sings to m e w hen I am  sad, and cheers m e; and I never play before a house, on
purpose to be paid for leaving off, not I; w ould I, poor organ?‖‍  looking dow n the
hatchw ay w here it w as. ―N o, that I never have done, and never w ill do, though I starve; for
w hen people drive m e aw ay, I do not think m y organ is to blam e, but they them selves are
to blam e; for such people‒s m usical pipes are cracked, and grow n rusted, that no m ore
m usic can be breathed into their souls.‖

―N o, C arlo; no m usic like yours, perhaps,‖ said H arry, w ith a laugh.

―A h! there‒s the m istake. Though m y organ is as full of m elody, as a hive is of bees;
yet no organ can m ake m usic in unm usical breasts; no m ore than m y native w inds can,
w hen they breathe upon a harp w ithout chords.‖

N ext day w as a serene and delightful one; and in the evening w hen the vessel w as just
rippling along im pelled by a gentle yet steady breeze, and the poor em igrants, relieved
from  their late sufferings, w ere gathered on deck; C arlo suddenly started up from  his lazy
reclinings; w ent below , and, assisted by the em igrants, returned w ith his organ.

N ow , m usic is a holy thing, and its instrum ents, how ever hum ble, are to be loved and
revered. W hatever has m ade, or does m ake, or m ay m ake m usic, should be held sacred as
the golden bridle-bit of the Shah of Persia‒s horse, and the golden ham m er, w ith w hich his
hoofs are shod. M usical instrum ents should be like the silver tongs, w ith w hich the high-
priests tended the Jew ish altars‍ never to be touched by a hand profane. W ho w ould
bruise the poorest reed of Pan, though plucked from  a beggar‒s hedge, w ould insult the
m elodious god him self.

A nd there is no hum ble thing w ith m usic in it, not a fife, not a negro-fiddle, that is not
to be reverenced as m uch as the grandest architectural organ that ever rolled its flood-tide
of harm ony dow n a cathedral nave. For even a Jew ‒s-harp m ay be so played, as to aw aken
all the fairies that are in us, and m ake them  dance in our souls, as on a m oon-lit sw ard of
violets.

B ut w hat subtle pow er is this, residing in but a bit of steel, w hich m ight have m ade a
tenpenny nail, that so enters, w ithout knocking, into our inm ost beings, and show s us all
hidden things?

N ot in a spirit of foolish speculation altogether, in no m erely transcendental m ood, did
the glorious G reek of old fancy the hum an soul to be essentially a harm ony. A nd if w e
grant that theory of Paracelsus and C am panella, that every m an has four souls w ithin him ;
then can w e account for those banded sounds w ith silver links, those quartettes of m elody,
that som etim es sit and sing w ithin us, as if our souls w ere baronial halls, and our m usic
w ere m ade by the hoarest old harpers of W ales.



B ut look! here is poor C arlo‒s organ; and w hile the silent crow d surrounds him , there
he stands, looking m ildly but inquiringly about him ; his right hand pulling and tw itching
the ivory knobs at one end of his instrum ent.

B ehold the organ!

Surely, if m uch virtue lurk in the old fiddles of C rem ona, and if their m elody be in
proportion to their antiquity, w hat divine ravishm ents m ay w e not anticipate from  this
venerable, em brow ned old organ, w hich m ight alm ost have played the D ead M arch in
Saul, w hen K ing Saul him self w as buried.

A  fine old organ! carved into fantastic old tow ers, and turrets, and belfries; its
architecture seem s som ew hat of the G othic, m onastic order; in front, it looks like the
W est-Front of York M inster.

W hat sculptured arches, leading into m ysterious intricacies!‍ w hat m ullioned
w indow s, that seem  as if they m ust look into chapels flooded w ith devotional sunsets!‍
w hat flying buttresses, and gable-ends, and niches w ith saints!‍ B ut stop! ‐tis a M oorish
iniquity; for here, as I live, is a Saracenic arch; w hich, for aught I know , m ay lead into
som e interior A lham bra.

Ay, it does; for as C arlo now  turns his hand, I hear the gush of the Fountain of Lions,
as he plays som e thronged Italian air‍ a m ixed and liquid sea of sound, that dashes its
spray in m y face.

Play on, play on, Italian boy! w hat though the notes be broken, here‒s that w ithin that
m ends them . Turn hither your pensive, m orning eyes; and w hile I list to the organs tw ain
‍  one yours, one m ine‍ let m e gaze fathom s dow n into thy fathom less eye;‍ ‐tis good as
gazing dow n into the great South Sea, and seeing the dazzling rays of the dolphins there.

Play on, play on! for to every note com e trooping, now , trium phant standards, arm ies
m arching‍ all the pom p of sound. M ethinks I am  X erxes, the nucleus of the m artial neigh
of all the Persian studs. Like gilded dam ask-flies, thick clustering on som e lofty bough,
m y satraps sw arm  around m e.

B ut now  the pageant passes, and I droop; w hile C arlo taps his ivory knobs; and plays
som e flute-like saraband‍ soft, dulcet, dropping sounds, like silver cans in bubbling
brooks. A nd now  a clanging, m artial air, as if ten thousand brazen trum pets, forged from
spurs and sw ordhilts, called N orth, and South, and East, to rush to W est!

A gain‍ w hat blasted heath is this?‍ w hat goblin sounds of M acbeth‒s w itches?‍
B eethoven‒s Spirit W altz! the m uster-call of sprites and specters. N ow  com e, hands joined,
M edusa, H ecate, she of Endor, and all the B locksberg‒s, dem ons dire.

O nce m ore the ivory knobs are tapped; and long-draw n, golden sounds are heard‍
som e ode to C leopatra; slow ly loom , and solem nly expand, vast, rounding orbs of beauty;
and before m e float innum erable queens, deep dipped in silver gauzes.

A ll this could C arlo do‍ m ake, unm ake m e; build m e up; to pieces take m e; and join
m e lim b to lim b. H e is the architect of dom es of sound, and bow ers of song.

A nd all is done w ith that old organ! R everenced, then, be all street organs; m ore
m elody is at the beck of m y Italian boy, than lurks in squadrons of Parisian orchestras.



B ut look! C arlo has that to feast the eye as w ell as ear; and the sam e w ondrous m agic
in m e, m agnifies them  into grandeur; though every figure greatly needs the artist‒s
repairing hand, and sadly needs a dusting.

H is York M inster‒s W est-Front opens; and like the gates of M ilton‒s heaven, it turns on
golden hinges.

W hat have w e here? The inner palace of the G reat M ogul? G roup and gilded colum ns,
in confidential clusters; fixed fountains; canopies and lounges; and lords and dam es in silk
and spangles.

The organ plays a stately m arch; and presto! w ide open arches; and out com e, tw o and
tw o, w ith nodding plum es, in crim son turbans, a troop of m artial m en; w ith jingling
scim iters, they pace the hall; salute, pass on, and disappear.

N ow , ground and lofty tum blers; jet black N ubian slaves. They fling them selves on
poles; stand on their heads; and dow nw ard vanish.

A nd now  a dance and m asquerade of figures, reeling from  the side-doors, am ong the
knights and dam es. Som e sultan leads a sultaness; som e em peror, a queen; and jew eled
sw ord-hilts of carpet knights fling back the glances tossed by coquettes of countesses.

O n this, the curtain drops; and there the poor old organ stands, begrim ed, and black,
and rickety.

N ow , tell m e, C arlo, if at street corners, for a single penny, I m ay thus transport m yself
in dream s Elysian, w ho so rich as I? N ot he w ho ow ns a m illion.

A nd C arlo! ill betide the voice that ever greets thee, m y Italian boy, w ith aught but
kindness; cursed the slave w ho ever drives thy w ondrous box of sights and sounds forth
from  a lordling‒s door!

L. HARRY BOLTON AT SEA

A s yet I have said nothing about how  m y friend, H arry, got along as a sailor.

Poor H arry! a feeling of sadness, never to be com forted, com es over m e, even now
w hen I think of you. For this voyage that you w ent, but carried you part of the w ay to that
ocean grave, w hich has buried you up w ith your secrets, and w hither no m ourning
pilgrim age can be m ade.

B ut w hy this gloom  at the thought of the dead? A nd w hy should w e not be glad? Is it,
that w e ever think of them  as departed from  all joy? Is it, that w e believe that indeed they
are dead? They revisit us not, the departed; their voices no m ore ring in the air; sum m er
m ay com e, but it is w inter w ith them ; and even in our ow n lim bs w e feel not the sap that
every spring renew s the green life of the trees.

B ut H arry! you live over again, as I recall your im age before m e. I see you, plain and
palpable as in life; and can m ake your existence obvious to others. Is he, then, dead, of
w hom  this m ay be said?

B ut H arry! you are m ixed w ith a thousand strange form s, the centaurs of fancy; half
real and hum an, half w ild and grotesque. D ivine im aginings, like gods, com e dow n to the



groves of our Thessalies, and there, in the em brace of w ild, dryad rem iniscences, beget the
beings that astonish the w orld.

B ut H arry! though your im age now  roam s in m y Thessaly groves, it is the sam e as of
old; and am ong the droves of m ixed beings and centaurs, you show  like a zebra, banding
w ith elks.

A nd indeed, in his striped G uernsey frock, dark glossy skin and hair, H arry B olton,
m ingling w ith the H ighlander‒s crew , looked not unlike the soft, silken quadruped-creole,
that, pursued by w ild B ushm en, bounds through C affrarian w oods.

H ow  they hunted you, H arry, m y zebra! those ocean barbarians, those unim pressible,
uncivilized sailors of ours! H ow  they pursued you from  bow sprit to m ainm ast, and started
you out of your every retreat!

B efore the day of our sailing, it w as know n to the seam en that the girlish youth, w hom
they daily saw  near the sign of the C lipper in U nion-street, w ould form  one of their
hom ew ard-bound crew . A ccordingly, they cast upon him  m any a critical glance; but w ere
not long in concluding that H arry w ould prove no very great accession to their strength;
that the hoist of so tender an arm  w ould not tell m any hundred-w eight on the m aintop-sail
halyards. Therefore they disliked him  before they becam e acquainted w ith him ; and such
dislikes, as every one know s, are the m ost inveterate, and liable to increase. B ut even
sailors are not blind to the sacredness that hallow s a stranger; and for a tim e, abstaining
from  rudeness, they only m aintained tow ard m y friend a cold and unsym pathizing civility.

A s for H arry, at first the novelty of the scene filled up his m ind; and the thought of
being bound for a distant land, carried w ith it, as w ith every one, a buoyant feeling of
undefinable expectation. A nd though his m oney w as now  gone again, all but a sovereign
or tw o, yet that troubled him  but little, in the first flush of being at sea.

B ut I w as surprised, that one w ho had certainly seen m uch of life, should evince such
an incredible ignorance of w hat w as w holly inadm issible in a person situated as he w as.
B ut perhaps his fam iliarity w ith lofty life, only the less qualified him  for understanding the
other extrem e. W ill you believe m e, this B ury blade once cam e on deck in a brocaded
dressing-gow n, em broidered slippers, and tasseled sm oking-cap, to stand his m orning
w atch.

A s soon as I beheld him  thus arrayed, a suspicion, w hich had previously crossed m y
m ind, again recurred, and I alm ost vow ed to m yself that, spite his protestations, H arry
B olton never could have been at sea before, even as a G uinea-pig in an Indiam an; for the
slightest acquaintance w ith the sea-life and sailors, should have prevented him , it w ould
seem , from  enacting this folly.

―W ho‒s that C hinese m andarin?‖ cried the m ate, w ho had m ade voyages to C anton.
―Look you, m y fine fellow , douse that m ainsail now , and furl it in a trice.‖

―Sir?‖ said H arry, starting back. ―Is not this the m orning w atch, and is not m ine a
m orning gow n?‖

B ut though, in m y refined friend‒s estim ation, nothing could be m ore appropriate; in
the m ate‒s, it w as the m ost m onstrous of incongruities; and the offensive gow n and cap
w ere rem oved.



―It is too bad!‖ exclaim ed H arry to m e; ―I m eant to lounge aw ay the w atch in that
gow n until coffee tim e;‍ and I suppose your H ottentot of a m ate w on‒t perm it a
gentlem an to sm oke his Turkish pipe of a m orning; but by gad, I‒ll w ear straps to m y
pantaloons to spite him !‖

O h! that w as the rock on w hich you split, poor H arry! Incensed at the w ant of polite
refinem ent in the m ates and crew , H arry, in a pet and pique, only determ ined to provoke
them  the m ore; and the storm  of indignation he raised very soon overw helm ed him .

The sailors took a special spite to his chest, a large m ahogany one, w hich he had had
m ade to order at a furniture w arehouse. It w as ornam ented w ith brass screw -heads, and
other devices; and w as w ell filled w ith those articles of the w ardrobe in w hich H arry had
sported through a London season; for the various vests and pantaloons he had sold in
Liverpool, w hen in w ant of m oney, had not m aterially lessened his extensive stock.


