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Herman Melville's "The Piazza Tales" is a collection of short stories that exemplifies his unique narrative style, blending rich symbolism with philosophical depth. Written during the latter part of the 19th century, this work reflects Melville's exploration of human experience, grappling with themes of isolation, existential inquiry, and the nature of reality. The stories range from the introspective "The Encantadas" to the hauntingly vivid "Bartleby, the Scrivener," each delivered in Melville's compelling prose that navigates the interplay of the mundane and the sublime, steeped in a sense of place that is both specific and universal. Melville, influenced by his own adventurous life at sea and the transformative literary movements of his time, penned these tales at a period when he sought to redefine the American literary landscape. His experiences with diverse cultures and poignant social issues inform his narrative, allowing him to critique societal norms while revealing the complexities of human nature. His earlier works, such as "Moby-Dick," prepared him for this venture into shorter forms, providing a mature expression of his philosophical musings. "The Piazza Tales" is recommended for readers drawn to introspective and thought-provoking literature. Melville'Äôs masterful storytelling not only invites readers into the depth of individual psyches but also challenges them to reflect on their own lives and societal constructs. This collection is an essential read for anyone interested in the nuances of Melville's thought and the intricate tapestry of 19th-century American literature.
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In "Moby Dick; Or, The Whale," Herman Melville crafts a profound exploration of obsession, humanity, and the natural world through the harrowing tale of Captain Ahab's relentless pursuit of the elusive white whale. Written in a rich tapestry of narrative styles'Äîranging from soliloquies to encyclopedic chapters on cetology'ÄîMelville's novel intertwines philosophical musings with a gripping adventure at sea. The work emerges from the American Romanticism literary context, echoing the era's fascination with the sublime and the individual's struggle against nature and fate, while also critiquing the knowable boundaries of reality and ambition. Melville, born into a seafaring family, drew upon his own experiences at sea and his keen understanding of human psychology to craft this ambitious narrative. His experiences aboard whaling ships provided essential material for the novel, enabling him to depict the intricate dynamics of crew life, the dangers of the ocean, and the existential dilemmas of man. Despite facing indifference upon its initial release, Melville's intricate prose and complex themes have earned "Moby Dick" a place as one of the great American novels. Readers are invited to delve into this timeless masterpiece, where the confrontation between man and nature serves as a mirror reflecting humanity'Äôs most profound questions. With its intricate layers of meaning, "Moby Dick" offers a rewarding journey for those willing to ponder the depths of existence and the relentless pursuit of the unattainable.
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In "Omoo: Adventures in the South Seas," Herman Melville weaves a compelling narrative reflecting both adventure and the intricate cultural tapestry of Polynesia. This semi-autobiographical novel, deeply rooted in the travel literature genre of the 19th century, reveals Melville's keen observations of island life amidst the backdrop of his own maritime experiences. The prose is marked by rich descriptions and an insightful exploration of human interactions with nature, colonialism, and the quest for identity. Through the protagonist, he grapples with themes of freedom and captivity, blending elements of adventure, satire, and social commentary. Herman Melville, an American author often celebrated for his earlier masterpiece, "Moby-Dick," was deeply influenced by his youthful experiences at sea, which shaped both his worldview and literary voice. His journeys through the South Seas provided him with a unique perspective on the indigenous cultures and the impact of Western imperialism. This firsthand experience enriched his narrative in "Omoo," where he presents not merely a travelogue but a profound reflection on the implications of colonial encounters. Readers seeking an engrossing depiction of the South Seas, infused with Melville's characteristic depth and wit, will find "Omoo" a fascinating journey. This work serves as an invitation to explore complex cultural dynamics and the broader philosophical questions of existence, making it a vital read for anyone interested in 19th-century literature and oceanic adventure.
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In "Billy Budd," Herman Melville presents a poignant exploration of innocence, moral ambiguity, and the complexities of human nature set against the backdrop of the British naval service in the late 18th century. Written in a rich, lyrical style, the novella intricately weaves themes of good versus evil, justice versus mercy, and the often tragic consequences of societal constructs. Melville'Äôs narrative captures both the oppressive environment of shipboard life and the psychological depth of its characters, especially through the titular figure, Billy Budd, whose innate goodness is ultimately pitted against the harsh realities of military law. Herman Melville, an iconic figure of American literature, drew from his own maritime experiences as a sailor and his deep philosophical inquiries into the human condition. Written in the latter part of his life, "Billy Budd" reflects Melville's matured perspective on the struggle between conscience and authority, influenced in part by the socio-political tensions of his time, including issues of justice and the role of individual morality. "Billy Budd" is a compelling read for anyone interested in the moral dilemmas that challenge humanity. Melville's masterful storytelling invites readers to reflect on the tragic fate of a well-meaning individual caught in the crosshairs of societal expectations. Those seeking to understand the complexities of right and wrong will find this novella both illuminating and thought-provoking.
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In "White-Jacket," Herman Melville offers a profound exploration of maritime life through the eyes of a sailor aboard a U.S. Navy ship. The novel is a masterful blend of narrative, eloquent prose, and social commentary, capturing the struggles and camaraderie among seamen while critically examining the complexities of naval authority and morality. Written in 1850, it stands as both an adventurous sea tale and a scathing critique of institutional hierarchy, beautifully juxtaposed against Melville's themes of freedom and confinement. The vivid descriptions and introspective reflections serve to immerse readers in the harsh realities of naval discipline and the author's philosophical musings on the nature of humanity. Herman Melville, an accomplished author of the American Renaissance, drew upon his own experiences at sea, including whaling voyages, to craft this narrative. His earlier works, such as "Typee" and "Omoo," showcased his fascination with life in the Pacific, but it is in "White-Jacket" that he delves deeper into the moral implications of authority and experience. This personal connection to maritime life, along with his broader philosophical inquiries, informed the narrative decisions in this novel. "White-Jacket" is an essential read for those interested in nautical literature, American history, or the moral dilemmas faced in structured societies. Melville's intricate prose and poignant themes compel readers to question societal norms and the essence of freedom. This novel is not merely a story of life at sea; it is a reflection on the human condition, making it a vital addition to any literary collection.
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    A lone sailor cloaked in a makeshift white coat confronts the iron order of a floating nation. Herman Melville’s White-Jacket; or, The World in a Man-of-War begins with that stark opposition between individual conscience and institutional power. From the deck to the hold, the frigate becomes a microcosm where duty, hierarchy, and survival press upon the human spirit. The narrator’s garment, conspicuous and improvised, turns into an emblem of identity within uniformity. Melville harnesses this contrast to investigate how rules bind and protect, how communities harden into systems, and how a person keeps moral bearings amid the thunder of guns and the mutter of routine.

Written in the late 1840s and published in 1850, White-Jacket draws directly on Melville’s service as a common sailor in the United States Navy during the mid-1840s. It follows the experiences of a sailor nicknamed for his distinctive coat as he navigates the daily realities of life aboard an American man-of-war. Melville’s aim is at once documentary and philosophical: to record the labor, language, and laws of the ship, and to test those facts against principles of justice and humanity. The result is a portrait of a closed world whose rhythms, dangers, and rituals illuminate broader questions about authority and freedom.

The book’s classic status rests on its fusion of gripping reportage with principled critique. It extends the American maritime tradition exemplified by earlier narratives while pressing beyond mere adventure into a sustained analysis of institutional discipline. Readers and critics have long valued its vivid scenes of seamanship, its deft character sketches, and its unsparing attention to the mechanics of command. At the same time, it helped focus public attention on naval practices, particularly corporal punishment, during an era of reform. That double achievement—artistic vigor coupled with civic relevance—secures its place in the canon of nineteenth-century American literature.

Formally, White-Jacket is an experiment in narrative architecture. Melville interweaves episodic sketches, reflective essays, and satiric set pieces, allowing the ship’s routines to become a framework for inquiry. Technical detail about sails, guns, and watches alternates with moral argument, producing a texture that feels at once empirical and meditative. The narrator’s observational stance is crucial: he is close enough to smell the tar and salt, yet distant enough to weigh custom against principle. This shifting lens gives the book a distinctive energy, moving from the palpable heft of rigging to questions about law, tradition, and the human costs of order.

As a microcosm, the man-of-war stages dramas central to a young republic declaring its ideals on the world’s oceans. The ship enforces obedience, yet claims to serve a nation founded on rights. In that tension, Melville casts officers, petty officials, and common hands as participants in a living debate about justice. He portrays how rules harden into habits, how habits shade into abuses, and how reform is argued not in abstract treatises but in mess halls and on quarterdecks. Readers witness the creation of a civic theater at sea, where rank, ritual, and rumor constantly renegotiate the boundaries of authority.

The content is rich in the textures of maritime labor and fellowship. The crew’s watch rotations, the distribution of rations, the rituals of inspection, and the collective response to weather forge a portrait of community under duress. Melville’s title garment threads through these scenes, a device both practical and symbolic, drawing attention to visibility, vulnerability, and the wish to be recognized as a person rather than a function. The ocean itself is never mere backdrop; it is a force that tests skill and spirit, reminding sailors and readers alike that nature imposes its own uncompromising terms on human hierarchies.

Historically, White-Jacket sits at a pivotal moment in Melville’s career, positioned between his early travel narratives and the deeper symbolic ventures of Moby-Dick. Its episodic clarity and documentary emphasis refine techniques he would later expand into metaphysical terrain. The book also converses with American sea-writing that preceded it, notably works attentive to labor and command. Yet Melville’s distinctive contribution is the insistence that a ship’s catalog of details can double as a moral inquiry. That insistence has made White-Jacket a touchstone for readers interested in how narrative can record experience and question the structures that shape it.

One of the book’s most discussed aspects is its treatment of corporal punishment in the navy. Melville’s narrative scrutinizes the practice within the broader system of naval discipline, weighing custom against the claims of humanity. White-Jacket appeared in the same year that Congress abolished flogging in the United States Navy, and the work participated in the era’s public debates on reform. While literature rarely acts alone, the novel’s forthright engagement with this issue helped crystallize the moral case for change. It thus belongs not only to literary history but to the record of civic argument in nineteenth-century America.

Melville’s style marries clarity with irony. He explains the ship’s operations with patient specificity, yet he also turns a satiric eye upon the pretensions of rank and the vanities of power. Humor loosens the grip of fear; lyrical passages answer the harsh angles of discipline. The voice can be companionable, drawing readers toward the mess table, and then suddenly grave, as the costs of service emerge. This tonal agility keeps the narrative mobile, allowing descriptive realism to cohabit with ethical reflection. The effect is a book that entertains even as it unsettles, instructs, and invites judgment.

For contemporary readers, the pleasure lies not only in nautical color but in the architecture of a society under pressure. White-Jacket reveals how rules operate in confined spaces, how leaders justify authority, and how ordinary people secure dignity within systems that flatten individuality. Its scenes carry the rhythms of work and weather, but they also chart the psychology of surveillance and solidarity. Melville’s attention to language, custom, and ritual makes the ship legible as a living institution. That legibility lets the book speak across time, offering a field guide to life inside organizations that promise order and deliver a mixed inheritance.

It is also a profoundly American book in its restless testing of ideals. The narrator takes national principles to sea and measures them against practice, asking what freedom and equality mean when the deck is pitched and the orders are absolute. In doing so, Melville avoids easy conclusions. He recognizes the valor of service and the necessity of coordination, even as he exposes how power can harden into cruelty. The result is a narrative that respects complexity without surrendering to cynicism, encouraging readers to see reform not as a slogan but as a continual effort braided with loyalty and courage.

White-Jacket endures because it unites craft and conscience. It offers an engrossing record of shipboard life while probing questions about law, punishment, responsibility, and the value of a single voice within a vast machine. Melville’s purposes are modest and grand at once: to show a world, and to measure it. The themes—individual versus institution, justice versus custom, community versus isolation—remain urgent. For modern audiences navigating corporate, civic, and digital hierarchies, this book provides both recognition and challenge. It asks readers to honor the labor that sustains order, and to hold institutions to the standard of humanity they profess.
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    Herman Melville’s White-Jacket follows an ordinary seaman, nicknamed for the improvised white coat he wears against the cold, during a lengthy cruise aboard an American frigate. Told in the first person, the narrative surveys the ship as a floating world with its own laws, customs, and community. Rather than a single linear plot, the book progresses through a sequence of episodes that together describe the routine, dangers, and rigid order of naval life. From the outset, the narrator’s distinctive garment marks him as both visible and vulnerable, giving him a perspective that invites close observation of every deck, division, and duty on board.

The story begins with the sailor’s joining the frigate and adapting to its disciplined environment. Assigned to duty aloft, he learns the watch system, the language of the ropes, and the unyielding expectations set by petty officers and mates. Early blunders introduce him to shipboard scrutiny, while his unusual coat draws curiosity and occasional scorn. As the ship stands out to sea, he records the first musters, meals, and inspections that define each day. His account emphasizes the transition from shore freedom to the strict, clockwork rhythm of a man-of-war, where bells regulate sleep, labor, rations, and moments of rare leisure.

Melville details the daily mechanics of life afloat: hammocks slung at night and stowed at dawn, holystoning the decks to a punishing shine, and ration issues that test the crew’s patience. Messmates bond over hard fare, telling stories to pass time between calls to quarters and sail drill. The narrator notes the smells, sounds, and textures of the ship, from the armorer’s sparks to the surgeon’s quiet rounds. He catalogs the divisions of labor—topmen, idlers, and afterguard—and the unspoken rules by which sailors judge competence. The coat, once simple protection, becomes a constant reminder of how individuals stand out within strict conformity.

Attention turns to the ship’s hierarchy. The narrator observes the quarterdeck’s ceremonials, the gulf between officers and crew, and the Marines who enforce order. Midshipmen, warrant officers, and the captain embody the man-of-war’s formal authority, each with defined prerogatives. The chaplain, purser, and master-at-arms contribute to a tightly woven institutional fabric. Inspections, salutes, and regulations sustain discipline as much as rope and sail move the vessel. The book maps this structure without satire or praise, showing how it shapes behavior and expectations. Titles, uniforms, and the very walk permitted on deck constantly signal rank, responsibility, and the limits of a sailor’s autonomy.

Training and peril occupy the middle portion. The crew practices gunnery, learns signals, and rehearses maneuvers until speed and coordination become instinct. Storms and calms alternate, each posing its own challenge: tempests threaten spars and lives, while dead airs wear down patience. Ceremonies—like initiations when crossing significant latitudes—reinforce tradition and solidarity. As waters grow colder and seas rougher, the narrator’s coat is tested as much as the ship’s rigging. Aloft in heavy weather, he confronts the physical reality of naval service: icy lines, numbed fingers, and the imperative to obey promptly. These scenes underscore the constant readiness expected on a warship.

Port calls punctuate the voyage with brief glimpses of shore. The crew resupplies, the ship refits, and liberty—when granted—is confined by regulations. The narrator records impressions of harbors and fortifications, while contact with foreign vessels and locals remains limited by naval protocol. Illness and injury receive attention from the surgeon, whose cramped sick bay contrasts with the grandeur of the quarterdeck. Religious observances, Sunday divisions, and shipboard entertainments offer respite. Yet the frigate remains the central stage: even ashore, the sailors’ time, money, and movements are measured. The world outside appears through hatches and gangways, framed by duty and the chain of command.

Discipline becomes a sustained focus as the narrator documents infractions and their formal redress. He describes the process leading to punishment, the public staging of penalties, and their intended effect on order. Accounts of lesser and graver offenses reveal the wide discretion exercised by superiors. Without departing into polemic, the narrative presents repeated examples that allow readers to gauge severity and consequence. The cumulative picture highlights how constant surveillance, fear of disgrace, and the spectacle of chastisement shape morale. These observations, presented as part of life aboard, establish a central concern of the book: the human cost of maintaining strict naval authority.

The voyage builds toward moments of acute danger that test training and cohesion. A hazardous evolution aloft, a crisis at the guns, and a sudden emergency over the side dramatize the risks inherent in routine duty. The white coat, once a mere oddity, figures in a critical incident that forces the narrator to confront the limits of personal resourcefulness within collective command. Responses from officers and shipmates reveal both firmness and solidarity under pressure. Melville presents the episode without sensational detail, emphasizing procedure and survival rather than melodrama. The result reinforces the book’s portrait of a closed system simultaneously protective and perilous.

As the frigate steers for home and the crew anticipates discharge, the narrative turns to summation. The narrator reflects on tasks learned, ranks observed, and customs endured, measuring what the man-of-war requires from those who serve. The coat’s final disposition aligns with the end of the cruise, closing the emblematic thread that has followed him from embarkation. Without romanticizing hardship or condemning service, the book’s purpose emerges clearly: to record the facts of naval life and to suggest, by accumulation of detail, where humanity and discipline might better meet. White-Jacket thus offers a comprehensive, orderly picture of duty, danger, and institutional routine at sea.
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    White Jacket is set aboard a United States frigate in the early 1840s, when the U.S. Navy maintained global cruising stations yet existed largely in peacetime. The narrative mirrors Herman Melville’s 1843 to 1844 service on the aging 44 gun frigate United States, sailing with the Pacific Squadron and returning to Boston by way of Cape Horn. The ship, a self contained community under martial law, moves through Honolulu, Callao, Valparaiso, Rio de Janeiro, and up the Atlantic seaboard. The work captures the routines of sail era seamanship, strict watches, gunnery drills, and the rigid hierarchy that structured life on a man of war in that decade.

The time and place are marked by American expansion of commerce and naval presence in the Pacific after the 1830s, support for whalers and traders, and intense concern with discipline aboard ships far from home authority. A frigate at sea functioned as a floating bureaucracy and barracks, governed by Articles for the Government of the Navy and custom. Punishments, rations, religious services, and medical care were regulated, yet commanders wielded sweeping discretion. The Neversink of the story closely resembles the United States frigate, embodying a U.S. fleet that was still sail powered and tradition bound on the eve of institutional reforms and the steam age.

Melville’s own naval cruise supplies the book’s immediate historical grounding. After Pacific whaling adventures, he enlisted at Honolulu in August 1843 and sailed as an ordinary seaman aboard the United States with the Pacific Squadron. The frigate visited ports on the west coast of South America, rounded Cape Horn, stopped at Rio de Janeiro, and reached Boston in October 1844, where the crew was paid off at the Charlestown Navy Yard. White Jacket transposes this itinerary into scenes of shipboard duty, mess tables, hammocks, and divisions, portraying the period’s ordinary seamen and petty officers in the language and customs of the actual cruise.

Sail era naval discipline is central. Since the late eighteenth century, both the Royal Navy and the U.S. Navy used the cat o nine tails, irons, and other punishments to enforce obedience. Commanders could order summary corporal punishment, recorded in the ship’s log, under the Articles. Medical officers inspected the accused; the crew was mustered to witness the spectacle. The system aimed to deter mutiny and laziness on long cruises. White Jacket offers a granular portrayal of this hierarchy and the machinery of punishment, from quarter decks to booms, arguing that institutionalized pain corrupted authority and degraded sailors, even in peacetime service.

The anti flogging movement in the United States gathered force in the 1840s and culminated in federal legislation. Seamen petitioned Congress, evangelical reformers and newspapers denounced cruelty, and state societies for mariners publicized abuses. In September 1850, Congress enacted the Act to abolish flogging in the Navy, formally ending the lash as a legal punishment. Reformers framed the issue as a test of republican virtue and modern professionalism. White Jacket, published in 1850, provided meticulously observed, timely evidence of the lash’s brutality, circulating among legislators and the public as the debate reached its legislative climax in that same year.

A catalytic prelude to reform was the Somers Affair of 1842. A U.S. brig returning from the Atlantic cruise executed Midshipman Philip Spencer, seaman Elisha Small, and boatswain’s mate Samuel Cromwell for alleged mutiny without a formal court martial, under the command of Alexander Slidell Mackenzie. Courts of inquiry followed and public controversy erupted over arbitrary power at sea. Though distinct from flogging, the incident intensified scrutiny of naval discipline and command prerogatives. White Jacket channels that atmosphere of suspicion toward unchecked authority, stressing how closed shipboard justice and spectacle punishments could slide into cruelty and undermine legitimate naval order.

After the 1850 ban, the Navy experimented with alternative punishments such as confinement on bread and water, double irons, reduction in rating, and deprivation of liberty. Administrators wrestled with balancing deterrence and reform, seeking to professionalize discipline through regulations rather than fear. White Jacket stands at the pivot of that transformation, its publication synchronized with congressional action and its arguments reflecting a wider humanitarian impulse to replace corporal pain with institutional procedures. The book’s detailed scenes of the gangway helped fix the memory of the lash in public consciousness, shaping how Americans remembered and repudiated the practice in subsequent decades.

Institutional reform extended beyond punishment. The Bureau system, created by Congress in 1842, reorganized the Navy Department into specialized bureaus for construction, ordnance, medicine, and supplies, signaling a shift toward administrative professionalism. In 1845, Secretary of the Navy George Bancroft founded the Naval School at Annapolis, later the U.S. Naval Academy, to standardize officer education. These measures aimed to replace patronage networks and ad hoc training with systematic instruction. White Jacket mirrors the period before these reforms fully took hold, depicting wardroom and steerage cultures where birth, favoritism, and eccentric captains could outweigh merit, thereby amplifying the call for modernization.

The Mexican American War of 1846 to 1848 showcased the Navy’s strategic value. Commodore John D. Sloat seized Monterey on July 7, 1846, beginning U.S. control of California, while Commodore Robert F. Stockton and Army officers consolidated the conquest. On the Gulf coast, a naval squadron supported General Winfield Scott’s amphibious landing at Veracruz on March 9, 1847 and enforced blockades. These operations projected power across oceans from the man of war world White Jacket describes. The novel’s emphasis on readiness, gunnery, and hierarchy reflects a fleet preparing, even in peacetime, to execute the expansionist policy that the war realized.

Manifest Destiny and Pacific expansion formed the geopolitical horizon of the cruise. The Oregon Treaty of June 15, 1846 fixed the U.S. British boundary at the 49th parallel in the northwest. In Hawaii, the Paulet Affair of February to July 1843, when a British captain seized the islands and then restored sovereignty, dramatized imperial rivalry in a region where American missionaries and traders were influential. The 1848 Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo and the California Gold Rush soon redirected global shipping to San Francisco. White Jacket’s Pacific to Atlantic passage captures the U.S. Navy’s role as guarantor of far flung commercial and strategic interests.

Maritime labor conditions in American ports shaped enlistment and morale. Urban waterfronts in Boston and New York were dominated by boardinghouse keepers and crimps who advanced wages and often trapped sailors in debt. The American Seamen’s Friend Society, founded in New York in 1828, and the Boston Seamen’s Bethel under Reverend Edward Taylor, offered aid and reform minded preaching. Shipping articles bound crews to voyages under strict terms, while desertion penalties and corporal discipline loomed. White Jacket records these realities from the deck up, contrasting philanthropic rhetoric ashore with the harsh routines aboard, and giving names and faces to the era’s maritime working class.

Technology and risk defined the 1840s Navy. Steam propulsion and shell guns entered service alongside wooden sail frigates. On February 28, 1844, the steam warship Princeton suffered a catastrophic explosion of the Peacemaker gun on the Potomac River, killing Secretary of State Abel P. Upshur, Secretary of the Navy Thomas W. Gilmer, and others. The disaster spurred debates over ordnance testing, command responsibility, and modernization. White Jacket, focused on a sailing frigate, nonetheless speaks to this moment of transition by scrutinizing how authority handles danger, machinery, and human lives under constraints, anticipating the tensions of a mixed steam and sail fleet.

The temperance movement, rising from the 1820s and invigorated by the Washingtonian movement of 1840, targeted the naval grog ration. Since 1794, sailors received daily spirits; reformers urged substitution with coffee and sugar, measures the Navy gradually adopted for volunteers. The spirit ration was curtailed by departmental orders in the 1840s and finally abolished by Congress in 1862. White Jacket situates grog within the ecology of discipline, health, and morale, showing how alcohol could both oil and corrode the machinery of command. Its critique aligns with temperance advocacy that linked sobriety to humane order and modern naval efficiency.

Humanitarian reform, particularly in prisons and asylums, provided the era’s moral vocabulary. Dorothea Dix’s 1843 memorial to the Massachusetts legislature and her subsequent national campaigns pressed for the replacement of brutality with treatment, and penal reformers debated Auburn versus Pennsylvania systems. These discussions spilled into military and naval circles, where corporal pain was increasingly seen as archaic. White Jacket translates the language of reform to the quarterdeck and gangway, rejecting spectacle punishment and urging procedural justice, medical responsibility, and moral suasion. The work thus locates naval practice within a broader antebellum shift toward institutional, rather than bodily, discipline.

Transatlantic comparisons informed American debates. The Royal Navy’s harsh traditions and fear of mutiny, memory of the 1797 Spithead and Nore uprisings, and continued use of the cat into mid century were constantly cited in U.S. newspapers and congressional hearings. Britain gradually restricted corporal punishment and later in the century abolished it, reflecting parallel humanitarian pressures. White Jacket references this Anglo American context to argue that republican institutions should not emulate the worst Old World habits. By measuring U.S. practice against British precedent, the book leverages national pride and reformist momentum to challenge inherited coercive routines at sea.

As social critique, the book exposes the contradictions of a democratic republic tolerating autocracy aboard its ships. It dissects class divides between officers and enlisted men, the caprice of command cloaked in legality, and the way public funds and purser practices could yield petty corruption. By dramatizing medical complicity, clerical sanction, and bureaucratic indifference to pain, it indicts institutions, not only individuals. In doing so, it interrogates whether national expansion and maritime glory can rest on coerced silence, aligning with contemporaneous reform that sought accountability in prisons, factories, and the military, and pressing the Navy toward professional, humane governance.

Politically, the narrative tests the era’s claim to moral leadership in the world, especially amid Manifest Destiny and war with Mexico. It insists that power without rights corrodes republican legitimacy, and that efficient command does not require cruelty. By giving sailors names, grievances, and a public, the text channels petition politics into a vivid case file for Congress and citizens. Its timing in 1850, as the lash was abolished by statute, demonstrates literature acting in concert with reform movements. The result is an enduring critique of arbitrary punishment, secrecy, and caste on a national stage committed, in principle, to equal citizenship.
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    Herman Melville (1819–1891) was an American novelist, short-story writer, and poet whose career bridged seafaring adventure and profound philosophical inquiry. Writing in the era often called the American Renaissance, he transformed firsthand maritime experience into narratives that questioned authority, belief, and the limits of knowledge. Though initially celebrated for South Seas romances, his reputation declined as his work grew darker and more experimental. Today he is best known for Moby-Dick, a novel widely considered a central work of American literature. Melville’s oeuvre ranges across fiction and poetry, and its complexity has invited generations of critics to reassess his place in transatlantic literary history.

Melville grew up in New York and received intermittent formal schooling before entering the workforce. He educated himself through extensive reading, absorbing Shakespeare, the Bible, and English Romantic poetry, influences traceable in his dramatic cadences and symbolic method. He encountered New England intellectual currents associated with transcendentalism and engaged them critically in his writing. Classical histories, travel accounts, and philosophy also informed his imagination, as did nautical manuals and whaling lore. Without a university pedigree, he developed through self-directed study and practical experience, a path that helped shape the hybrid quality of his prose, which marries documentary detail to speculative and metaphysical reflection.

In his youth, Melville shipped out on merchant and whaling vessels, traveling to the Atlantic and Pacific and spending time in Polynesia. These voyages provided the raw material for his early books, including Typee and Omoo, which blended ethnographic observation, adventure, and critique of colonial encounters. Readers embraced their immediacy and exotic settings, while some questioned their factuality, a tension that would follow him. He extended this maritime realism in Redburn and White-Jacket, drawing on a transatlantic voyage and naval service to explore shipboard hierarchies, labor, and discipline. These works established his reputation and financed a more ambitious turn in subject and form.

At the start of the 1850s, Melville expanded his artistic aims, composing Moby-Dick, a novel that fuses whaling lore with encyclopedic digressions, dramatic monologues, and searching meditations on fate and knowledge. His friendship with Nathaniel Hawthorne, to whom the book was dedicated, encouraged a darker psychological intensity and allegorical reach. Upon publication, the novel met mixed reviews and modest sales, baffling readers who expected straightforward adventure. Yet it signaled a major redefinition of the American novel’s possibilities, synthesizing epic ambition with skepticism about interpretation itself. The book’s initial commercial disappointment presaged broader challenges as Melville pursued increasingly demanding narrative experiments.

Melville’s mid-1850s output included innovative short fiction for magazines, later collected in The Piazza Tales. Stories such as Bartleby, the Scrivener, Benito Cereno, and The Encantadas probe bureaucracy, authority, slavery, and perception with compressed intensity. Novels like Pierre; or, The Ambiguities, Israel Potter, and The Confidence-Man signaled his restless willingness to test genre boundaries, often at the cost of sales and critical favor. Travel in the later 1850s broadened his religious and historical horizons and fed his shift toward poetry. After the American Civil War he published Battle-Pieces and Aspects of the War, inaugurating a poetic phase that culminated in the vast pilgrimage poem Clarel.

From the late 1860s into the 1880s, Melville worked as a customs inspector in New York, a steady position that afforded limited literary time but sustained his family. He continued to write verse, issuing small volumes and privately printed sequences for a modest readership. Clarel, a formidable long poem set amid debates of faith and doubt, exemplified his late ambitions. When he died in 1891, most of his books were out of print, and his public profile was modest. Among his papers lay the manuscript of Billy Budd, Sailor, an unfinished prose work that would become central to his posthumous reputation once published.

Scholarly and popular reassessment in the early twentieth century, often called the Melville Revival, restored his standing and introduced new readers to both the fiction and poetry. The publication of Billy Budd intensified interest, and critics traced modernist, legal, and political concerns across his canon. Today Melville is read globally for his formal experimentation, oceanic settings, and probing of conscience, authority, race, and capitalism. Moby-Dick anchors university curricula; shorter works such as Bartleby and Benito Cereno are staples of courses in narrative theory and cultural history. His legacy endures as an invitation to confront uncertainty with intellectual rigor and imaginative audacity.
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It was not a very white jacket, but white enough, in all conscience, as the sequel will show.

The way I came by it was this.

When our frigate lay in Callao[1], on the coast of Peru—her last harbour in the Pacific—I found myself without a grego, or sailor's surtout; and as, toward the end of a three years' cruise, no pea-jackets could be had from the purser's steward: and being bound for Cape Horn[2], some sort of a substitute was indispensable; I employed myself, for several days, in manufacturing an outlandish garment of my own devising, to shelter me from the boisterous weather we were so soon to encounter.

It was nothing more than a white duck frock, or rather shirt: which, laying on deck, I folded double at the bosom, and by then making a continuation of the slit there, opened it lengthwise—much as you would cut a leaf in the last new novel. The gash being made, a metamorphosis took place, transcending any related by Ovid. For, presto! the shirt was a coat!—a strange-looking coat, to be sure; of a Quakerish amplitude about the skirts; with an infirm, tumble-down collar; and a clumsy fullness about the wristbands; and white, yea, white as a shroud. And my shroud it afterward came very near proving, as he who reads further will find.

But, bless me, my friend, what sort of a summer jacket is this, in which to weather Cape Horn? A very tasty, and beautiful white linen garment it may have seemed; but then, people almost universally sport their linen next to their skin.

Very true; and that thought very early occurred to me; for no idea had I of scudding round Cape Horn in my shirt; for that would have been almost scudding under bare poles, indeed.

So, with many odds and ends of patches—old socks, old trowser-legs, and the like—I bedarned and bequilted[4] the inside of my jacket, till it became, all over, stiff and padded, as King James's cotton-stuffed and dagger-proof doublet; and no buckram or steel hauberk stood up more stoutly.

So far, very good; but pray, tell me, White-Jacket, how do you propose keeping out the rain and the wet in this quilted grego of yours? You don't call this wad of old patches a Mackintosh[3], do you?——you don't pretend to say that worsted is water-proof?

No, my dear friend; and that was the deuce of it. Waterproof it was not, no more than a sponge. Indeed, with such recklessness had I bequilted my jacket, that in a rain-storm I became a universal absorber; swabbing bone-dry the very bulwarks I leaned against. Of a damp day, my heartless shipmates even used to stand up against me, so powerful was the capillary attraction between this luckless jacket of mine and all drops of moisture. I dripped like a turkey a roasting; and long after the rain storms were over, and the sun showed his face, I still stalked a Scotch mist; and when it was fair weather with others, alas! it was foul weather with me.

Me? Ah me! Soaked and heavy, what a burden was that jacket to carry about, especially when I was sent up aloft; dragging myself up step by step, as if I were weighing the anchor. Small time then, to strip, and wring it out in a rain, when no hanging back or delay was permitted. No, no; up you go: fat or lean: Lambert or Edson: never mind how much avoirdupois you might weigh. And thus, in my own proper person, did many showers of rain reascend toward the skies, in accordance with the natural laws.

But here be it known, that I had been terribly disappointed in carrying out my original plan concerning this jacket. It had been my intention to make it thoroughly impervious, by giving it a coating of paint, But bitter fate ever overtakes us unfortunates. So much paint had been stolen by the sailors, in daubing their overhaul trowsers and tarpaulins, that by the time I—an honest man—had completed my quiltings, the paint-pots were banned, and put under strict lock and key.

Said old Brush, the captain of the paint-room—"Look ye, White-Jacket," said he, "ye can't have any paint."

Such, then, was my jacket: a well-patched, padded, and porous one; and in a dark night, gleaming white as the White Lady of Avenel!
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"All hands up anchor! Man the capstan![1q]"

"High die! my lads, we're homeward bound!"

Homeward bound!—harmonious sound! Were you ever homeward bound?—No?—Quick! take the wings of the morning, or the sails of a ship, and fly to the uttermost parts of the earth. There, tarry a year or two; and then let the gruffest of boatswains, his lungs all goose-skin, shout forth those magical words, and you'll swear "the harp of Orpheus were not more enchanting."

All was ready; boats hoisted in, stun' sail gear rove, messenger passed, capstan-bars in their places, accommodation-ladder below; and in glorious spirits, we sat down to dinner. In the ward-room, the lieutenants were passing round their oldest port, and pledging their friends; in the steerage, the middies were busy raising loans to liquidate the demands of their laundress, or else—in the navy phrase—preparing to pay their creditors with a flying fore-topsail. On the poop, the captain was looking to windward; and in his grand, inaccessible cabin, the high and mighty commodore sat silent and stately, as the statue of Jupiter in Dodona.

We were all arrayed in our best, and our bravest; like strips of blue sky, lay the pure blue collars of our frocks upon our shoulders; and our pumps were so springy and playful, that we danced up and down as we dined.

It was on the gun-deck that our dinners were spread; all along between the guns; and there, as we cross-legged sat, you would have thought a hundred farm-yards and meadows were nigh. Such a cackling of ducks, chickens, and ganders; such a lowing of oxen, and bleating of lambkins, penned up here and there along the deck, to provide sea repasts for the officers. More rural than naval were the sounds; continually reminding each mother's son of the old paternal homestead in the green old clime; the old arching elms; the hill where we gambolled; and down by the barley banks of the stream where we bathed.

"All hands up anchor!"

When that order was given, how we sprang to the bars, and heaved round that capstan; every man a Goliath, every tendon a hawser!—round and round—round, round it spun like a sphere, keeping time with our feet to the time of the fifer, till the cable was straight up and down, and the ship with her nose in the water.

"Heave and pall! unship your bars, and make sail!"

It was done: barmen, nipper-men, tierers, veerers, idlers and all, scrambled up the ladder to the braces and halyards; while like monkeys in Palm-trees, the sail-loosers ran out on those broad boughs, our yards; and down fell the sails like white clouds from the ether—topsails, top-gallants, and royals; and away we ran with the halyards, till every sheet was distended.

"Once more to the bars!"

"Heave, my hearties, heave hard!"

With a jerk and a yerk, we broke ground; and up to our bows came several thousand pounds of old iron, in the shape of our ponderous anchor.

Where was White-Jacket then?

White-Jacket was where he belonged. It was White-Jacket that loosed that main-royal, so far up aloft there, it looks like a white albatross' wing. It was White-Jacket that was taken for an albatross himself, as he flew out on the giddy yard-arm!
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Having just designated the place where White-Jacket belonged, it must needs be related how White-Jacket came to belong there.

Every one knows that in merchantmen the seamen are divided into watches—starboard and larboard—taking their turn at the ship's duty by night. This plan is followed in all men-of-war. But in all men-of war, besides this division, there are others, rendered indispensable from the great number of men, and the necessity of precision and discipline. Not only are particular bands assigned to the three tops, but in getting under weigh, or any other proceeding requiring all hands, particular men of these bands are assigned to each yard of the tops. Thus, when the order is given to loose the main-royal, White-Jacket flies to obey it; and no one but him.

And not only are particular bands stationed on the three decks of the ship at such times, but particular men of those bands are also assigned to particular duties. Also, in tacking ship, reefing top-sails, or "coming to," every man of a frigate's five-hundred-strong, knows his own special place, and is infallibly found there. He sees nothing else, attends to nothing else, and will stay there till grim death or an epaulette orders him away. Yet there are times when, through the negligence of the officers, some exceptions are found to this rule. A rather serious circumstance growing out of such a case will be related in some future chapter.

Were it not for these regulations a man-of-war's crew would be nothing but a mob, more ungovernable stripping the canvas in a gale than Lord George Gordon's tearing down the lofty house of Lord Mansfield.

But this is not all. Besides White-Jacket's office as looser of the main-royal, when all hands were called to make sail; and besides his special offices, in tacking ship, coming to anchor, etc.; he permanently belonged to the Starboard Watch, one of the two primary, grand divisions of the ship's company. And in this watch he was a maintop-man; that is, was stationed in the main-top, with a number of other seamen, always in readiness to execute any orders pertaining to the main-mast, from above the main-yard. For, including the main-yard, and below it to the deck, the main-mast belongs to another detachment.

Now the fore, main, and mizen-top-men of each watch—Starboard and Larboard—are at sea respectively subdivided into Quarter Watches; which regularly relieve each other in the tops to which they may belong; while, collectively, they relieve the whole Larboard Watch of top-men.

Besides these topmen, who are always made up of active sailors, there are Sheet-Anchor-men—old veterans all—whose place is on the forecastle; the fore-yard, anchors, and all the sails on the bowsprit being under their care.

They are an old weather-beaten set, culled from the most experienced seamen on board. These are the fellows that sing you "The Bay of Biscay Oh!" and "Here a sheer hulk lies poor Torn Bowling!" "Cease, rude Boreas, blustering railer!" who, when ashore, at an eating-house, call for a bowl of tar and a biscuit. These are the fellows who spin interminable yarns about Decatur, Hull, and Bainbridge; and carry about their persons bits of "Old Ironsides," as Catholics do the wood of the true cross. These are the fellows that some officers never pretend to damn, however much they may anathematize others. These are the fellows that it does your soul good to look at;—-hearty old members of the Old Guard; grim sea grenadiers, who, in tempest time, have lost many a tarpaulin overboard. These are the fellows whose society some of the youngster midshipmen much affect; from whom they learn their best seamanship; and to whom they look up as veterans; if so be, that they have any reverence in their souls, which is not the case with all midshipmen.

Then, there is the After-guard, stationed on the Quarterdeck; who, under the Quarter-Masters and Quarter-Gunners, attend to the main-sail and spanker, and help haul the main-brace, and other ropes in the stern of the vessel.

The duties assigned to the After-Guard's-Men being comparatively light and easy, and but little seamanship being expected from them, they are composed chiefly of landsmen; the least robust, least hardy, and least sailor-like of the crew; and being stationed on the Quarter-deck, they are generally selected with some eye to their personal appearance. Hence, they are mostly slender young fellows, of a genteel figure and gentlemanly address; not weighing much on a rope, but weighing considerably in the estimation of all foreign ladies who may chance to visit the ship. They lounge away the most part of their time, in reading novels and romances; talking over their lover affairs ashore; and comparing notes concerning the melancholy and sentimental career which drove them—poor young gentlemen—into the hard-hearted navy. Indeed, many of them show tokens of having moved in very respectable society. They always maintain a tidy exterior; and express an abhorrence of the tar-bucket, into which they are seldom or never called to dip their digits. And pluming themselves upon the cut of their trowsers, and the glossiness of their tarpaulins, from the rest of the ship's company, they acquire the name of "sea-dandies" and "silk-sock-gentry."

Then, there are the Waisters, always stationed on the gun-deck. These haul aft the fore and main-sheets, besides being subject to ignoble duties; attending to the drainage and sewerage below hatches. These fellows are all Jimmy Duxes—sorry chaps, who never put foot in ratlin, or venture above the bulwarks. Inveterate "sons of farmers," with the hayseed yet in their hair, they are consigned to the congenial superintendence of the chicken-coops, pig-pens, and potato-lockers. These are generally placed amidships, on the gun-deck of a frigate, between the fore and main hatches; and comprise so extensive an area, that it much resembles the market place of a small town. The melodious sounds thence issuing, continually draw tears from the eyes of the Waisters; reminding them of their old paternal pig-pens and potato-patches. They are the tag-rag and bob-tail of the crew; and he who is good for nothing else is good enough for a Waister.

Three decks down—spar-deck, gun-deck, and berth-deck—and we come to a parcel of Troglodytes or "holders," who burrow, like rabbits in warrens, among the water-tanks, casks, and cables. Like Cornwall miners, wash off the soot from their skins, and they are all pale as ghosts. Unless upon rare occasions, they seldom come on deck to sun themselves. They may circumnavigate the world fifty times, and they see about as much of it as Jonah did in the whale's belly. They are a lazy, lumpish, torpid set; and when going ashore after a long cruise, come out into the day like terrapins from their caves, or bears in the spring, from tree-trunks. No one ever knows the names of these fellows; after a three years' voyage, they still remain strangers to you. In time of tempests, when all hands are called to save ship, they issue forth into the gale, like the mysterious old men of Paris, during the massacre of the Three Days of September: every one marvels who they are, and whence they come; they disappear as mysteriously; and are seen no more, until another general commotion.

Such are the principal divisions into which a man-of-war's crew is divided; but the inferior allotments of duties are endless, and would require a German commentator to chronicle.

We say nothing here of Boatswain's mates, Gunner's mates, Carpenter's mates, Sail-maker's mates, Armorer's mates, Master-at-Arms, Ship's corporals, Cockswains, Quarter-masters, Quarter-gunners, Captains of the Forecastle, Captains of the Fore-top, Captains of the Main-top, Captains of the Mizen-top, Captains of the After-Guard, Captains of the Main-Hold, Captains of the Fore-Hold, Captains of the Head, Coopers, Painters, Tinkers, Commodore's Steward, Captain's Steward, Ward-Room Steward, Steerage Steward, Commodore's cook, Captain's cook, Officers' cook, Cooks of the range, Mess-cooks, hammock-boys, messenger boys, cot-boys, loblolly-boys and numberless others, whose functions are fixed and peculiar.

It is from this endless subdivision of duties in a man-of-war, that, upon first entering one, a sailor has need of a good memory, and the more of an arithmetician he is, the better.

White-Jacket, for one, was a long time rapt in calculations, concerning the various "numbers" allotted him by the First Luff, otherwise known as the First Lieutenant. In the first place, White-Jacket was given the number of his mess; then, his ship's number, or the number to which he must answer when the watch-roll is called; then, the number of his hammock; then, the number of the gun to which he was assigned; besides a variety of other numbers; all of which would have taken Jedediah Buxton himself some time to arrange in battalions, previous to adding up. All these numbers, moreover, must be well remembered, or woe betide you.

Consider, now, a sailor altogether unused to the tumult of a man-of-war, for the first time stepping on board, and given all these numbers to recollect. Already, before hearing them, his head is half stunned with the unaccustomed sounds ringing in his ears; which ears seem to him like belfries full of tocsins. On the gun-deck, a thousand scythed chariots seem passing; he hears the tread of armed marines; the clash of cutlasses and curses. The Boatswain's mates whistle round him, like hawks screaming in a gale, and the strange noises under decks are like volcanic rumblings in a mountain. He dodges sudden sounds, as a raw recruit falling bombs.

Well-nigh useless to him, now, all previous circumnavigations of this terraqueous globe; of no account his arctic, antarctic, or equinoctial experiences; his gales off Beachy Head, or his dismastings off Hatteras. He must begin anew; he knows nothing; Greek and Hebrew could not help him, for the language he must learn has neither grammar nor lexicon.

Mark him, as he advances along the files of old ocean-warriors; mark his debased attitude, his deprecating gestures, his Sawney stare, like a Scotchman in London; his—"cry your merry, noble seignors!" He is wholly nonplussed, and confounded. And when, to crown all, the First Lieutenant, whose business it is to welcome all new-corners, and assign them their quarters: when this officer—none of the most bland or amiable either—gives him number after number to recollect—246—139—478—351—the poor fellow feels like decamping.

Study, then, your mathematics, and cultivate all your memories, oh ye! who think of cruising in men-of-war.
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The first night out of port was a clear, moonlight one; the frigate gliding though the water, with all her batteries.

It was my Quarter Watch in the top; and there I reclined on the best possible terms with my top-mates. Whatever the other seamen might have been, these were a noble set of tars, and well worthy an introduction to the reader.

First and foremost was Jack Chase, our noble First Captain of the Top. He was a Briton, and a true-blue; tall and well-knit, with a clear open eye, a fine broad brow, and an abounding nut-brown beard. No man ever had a better heart or a bolder. He was loved by the seamen and admired by the officers; and even when the Captain spoke to him, it was with a slight air of respect. Jack was a frank and charming man.

No one could be better company in forecastle or saloon; no man told such stories, sang such songs, or with greater alacrity sprang to his duty. Indeed, there was only one thing wanting about him; and that was a finger of his left hand, which finger he had lost at the great battle of Navarino.

He had a high conceit of his profession as a seaman; and being deeply versed in all things pertaining to a man-of-war, was universally regarded as an oracle. The main-top, over which he presided, was a sort of oracle of Delphi; to which many pilgrims ascended, to have their perplexities or differences settled.

There was such an abounding air of good sense and good feeling about the man, that he who could not love him, would thereby pronounce himself a knave. I thanked my sweet stars, that kind fortune had placed me near him, though under him, in the frigate; and from the outset Jack and I were fast friends.

Wherever you may be now rolling over the blue billows, dear Jack! take my best love along with you; and God bless you, wherever you go!

Jack was a gentleman. What though his hand was hard, so was not his heart, too often the case with soft palms. His manners were easy and free; none of the boisterousness, so common to tars; and he had a polite, courteous way of saluting you, if it were only to borrow your knife. Jack had read all the verses of Byron, and all the romances of Scott. He talked of Rob Roy, Don Juan, and Pelham; Macbeth and Ulysses; but, above all things, was an ardent admirer of Camoens. Parts of the Lusiad, he could recite in the original. Where he had obtained his wonderful accomplishments, it is not for me, his humble subordinate, to say. Enough, that those accomplishments were so various; the languages he could converse in, so numerous; that he more than furnished an example of that saying of Charles the Fifth— he who speaks five languages is as good as five men. But Jack, he was better than a hundred common mortals; Jack was a whole phalanx, an entire army; Jack was a thousand strong; Jack would have done honour to the Queen of England's drawing-room; Jack must have been a by-blow of some British Admiral of the Blue. A finer specimen of the island race of Englishmen could not have been picked out of Westminster Abbey of a coronation day.

His whole demeanor was in strong contrast to that of one of the Captains of the fore-top. This man, though a good seaman, furnished an example of those insufferable Britons, who, while preferring other countries to their own as places of residence; still, overflow with all the pompousness of national and individual vanity combined. "When I was on board the Audacious"—for a long time, was almost the invariable exordium to the fore-top Captain's most cursory remarks. It is often the custom of men-of-war's-men, when they deem anything to be going on wrong aboard ship to refer to last cruise when of course everything was done ship-shape and Bristol fashion. And by referring to the Audacious—an expressive name by the way—the fore-top Captain meant a ship in the English navy, in which he had had the honour of serving. So continual were his allusions to this craft with the amiable name, that at last, the Audacious was voted a bore by his shipmates. And one hot afternoon, during a calm, when the fore-top Captain like many others, was standing still and yawning on the spar-deck; Jack Chase, his own countryman, came up to him, and pointing at his open mouth, politely inquired, whether that was the way they caught flies in Her Britannic Majesty's ship, the Audacious? After that, we heard no more of the craft.

Now, the tops of a frigate are quite spacious and cosy. They are railed in behind so as to form a kind of balcony, very pleasant of a tropical night. From twenty to thirty loungers may agreeably recline there, cushioning themselves on old sails and jackets. We had rare times in that top. We accounted ourselves the best seamen in the ship; and from our airy perch, literally looked down upon the landlopers below, sneaking about the deck, among the guns. In a large degree, we nourished that feeling of "esprit de corps," always pervading, more or less, the various sections of a man-of-war's crew. We main-top-men were brothers, one and all, and we loaned ourselves to each other with all the freedom in the world.

Nevertheless, I had not long been a member of this fraternity of fine fellows, ere I discovered that Jack Chase, our captain was—like all prime favorites and oracles among men—a little bit of a dictator; not peremptorily, or annoyingly so, but amusingly intent on egotistically mending our manners and improving our taste, so that we might reflect credit upon our tutor.

He made us all wear our hats at a particular angle—instructed us in the tie of our neck-handkerchiefs; and protested against our wearing vulgar dungeree trowsers; besides giving us lessons in seamanship; and solemnly conjuring us, forever to eschew the company of any sailor we suspected of having served in a whaler. Against all whalers, indeed, he cherished the unmitigated detestation of a true man-of-war's man. Poor Tubbs can testify to that.

Tubbs was in the After-Guard; a long, lank Vineyarder, eternally talking of line-tubs, Nantucket, sperm oil, stove boats, and Japan. Nothing could silence him; and his comparisons were ever invidious.

Now, with all his soul, Jack abominated this Tubbs. He said he was vulgar, an upstart—Devil take him, he's been in a whaler. But like many men, who have been where you haven't been; or seen what you haven't seen; Tubbs, on account of his whaling experiences, absolutely affected to look down upon Jack, even as Jack did upon him; and this it was that so enraged our noble captain.

One night, with a peculiar meaning in his eye, he sent me down on deck to invite Tubbs up aloft for a chat. Flattered by so marked an honor—for we were somewhat fastidious, and did not extend such invitations to every body—Tubb's quickly mounted the rigging, looking rather abashed at finding himself in the august presence of the assembled Quarter-Watch of main-top-men. Jack's courteous manner, however, very soon relieved his embarrassment; but it is no use to be courteous to some men in this world. Tubbs belonged to that category. No sooner did the bumpkin feel himself at ease, than he launched out, as usual, into tremendous laudations of whalemen; declaring that whalemen alone deserved the name of sailors. Jack stood it some time; but when Tubbs came down upon men-of-war, and particularly upon main-top-men, his sense of propriety was so outraged, that he launched into Tubbs like a forty-two pounder.

"Why, you limb of Nantucket! you train-oil man! you sea-tallow strainer! you bobber after carrion! do you pretend to vilify a man-of-war? Why, you lean rogue, you, a man-of-war is to whalemen, as a metropolis to shire-towns, and sequestered hamlets. Here's the place for life and commotion; here's the place to be gentlemanly and jolly. And what did you know, you bumpkin! before you came on board this Andrew Miller? What knew you of gun-deck, or orlop, mustering round the capstan, beating to quarters, and piping to dinner? Did you ever roll to grog on board your greasy ballyhoo of blazes? Did you ever winter at Mahon? Did you ever 'lash and carry?' Why, what are even a merchant-seaman's sorry yarns of voyages to China after tea-caddies, and voyages to the West Indies after sugar puncheons, and voyages to the Shetlands after seal-skins—what are even these yarns, you Tubbs you! to high life in a man-of-war? Why, you dead-eye! I have sailed with lords and marquises for captains; and the King of the Two Sicilies has passed me, as I here stood up at my gun. Bah! you are full of the fore-peak and the forecastle; you are only familiar with Burtons and Billy-tackles; your ambition never mounted above pig-killing! which, in my poor opinion, is the proper phrase for whaling! Topmates! has not this Tubbs here been but a misuser of good oak planks, and a vile desecrator of the thrice holy sea? turning his ship, my hearties! into a fat-kettle, and the ocean into a whale-pen? Begone! you graceless, godless knave! pitch him over the top there, White-Jacket!"

But there was no necessity for my exertions. Poor Tubbs, astounded at these fulminations, was already rapidly descending by the rigging.

This outburst on the part of my noble friend Jack made me shake all over, spite of my padded surtout; and caused me to offer up devout thanksgivings, that in no evil hour had I divulged the fact of having myself served in a whaler; for having previously marked the prevailing prejudice of men-of-war's men to that much-maligned class of mariners, I had wisely held my peace concerning stove boats on the coast of Japan.









CHAPTER V.

JACK CHASE ON A SPANISH QUARTER-DECK.
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Here, I must frankly tell a story about Jack, which as touching his honour and integrity, I am sure, will not work against him, in any charitable man's estimation. On this present cruise of the frigate Neversink, Jack had deserted; and after a certain interval, had been captured.

But with what purpose had he deserted? To avoid naval discipline? To riot in some abandoned sea-port? for love of some worthless signorita? Not at all. He abandoned the frigate from far higher and nobler, nay, glorious motives. Though bowing to naval discipline afloat; yet ashore, he was a stickler for the Rights of Man, and the liberties of the world. He went to draw a partisan blade in the civil commotions of Peru; and befriend, heart and soul, what he deemed the cause of the Right.

At the time, his disappearance excited the utmost astonishment among the officers, who had little suspected him of any such conduct of deserting.

"What? Jack, my great man of the main-top, gone!" cried the captain; "I'll not believe it."

"Jack Chase cut and run!" cried a sentimental middy. "It must have been all for love, then; the signoritas have turned his head."

"Jack Chase not to be found?" cried a growling old sheet-anchor-man, one of your malicious prophets of past events: "I though so; I know'd it; I could have sworn it—just the chap to make sail on the sly. I always s'pected him."
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