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  "Conceive
him now in a man-of-war;
  

      
with his letters of mart, well armed,
  

  victualed,
and appointed,
  

      
and see how he acquits himself."
  


                  
—FULLER'S "Good Sea-Captain."





In the year 1843 I shipped as "ordinary seaman" on board of
a United States frigate then lying in a harbor of the Pacific Ocean.
After remaining in this frigate for more than a year, I was
discharged from the service upon the vessel's arrival home. My
man-of-war experiences and observations have been incorporated in the
present volume.
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  THE
JACKET.


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, 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, 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 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, 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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  HOMEWARD
BOUND.


"All
hands up anchor! Man the capstan!"

"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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  A
GLANCE AT THE PRINCIPAL DIVISIONS,


  INTO
WHICH A MAN-OF-WAR'S CREW IS DIVIDED.


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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      JACK
CHASE.
    
  



  
    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.
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      JACK
CHASE ON A SPANISH QUARTER-DECK.
    
  



  
    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."
  



  
    Months
passed away, and nothing was heard of Jack; till at last, the frigate
came to anchor on the coast, alongside of a Peruvian sloop of war.
  



  
    Bravely
clad in the Peruvian uniform, and with a fine, mixed martial and
naval step, a tall, striking figure of a long-bearded officer was
descried, promenading the Quarter-deck of the stranger; and
superintending the salutes, which are exchanged between national
vessels on these occasions.
  



  
    This
fine officer touched his laced hat most courteously to our Captain,
who, after returning the compliment, stared at him, rather
impolitely, through his spy-glass.
  



  
    "By
Heaven!" he cried at last—"it is he—he can't disguise
his walk—that's the beard; I'd know him in Cochin China.—Man the
first cutter there! Lieutenant Blink, go on board that sloop of war,
and fetch me yon officer."
  



  
    All
hands were aghast—What? when a piping-hot peace was between the
United States and Peru, to send an armed body on board a Peruvian
sloop of war, and seize one of its officers, in broad
daylight?—Monstrous infraction of the Law of Nations! What would
Vattel say?
  



  
    But
Captain Claret must be obeyed. So off went the cutter, every man
armed to the teeth, the lieutenant-commanding having secret
instructions, and the midshipmen attending looking ominously wise,
though, in truth, they could not tell what was coming.
  



  
    Gaining
the sloop of war, the lieutenant was received with the customary
honours; but by this time the tall, bearded officer had disappeared
from the Quarter-deck. The Lieutenant now inquired for the Peruvian
Captain; and being shown into the cabin, made known to him, that on
board his vessel was a person belonging to the United States Ship
Neversink; and his orders were, to have that person delivered up
instanter.
  



  
    The
foreign captain curled his mustache in astonishment and indignation;
he hinted something about beating to quarters, and chastising this
piece of Yankee insolence.
  



  
    But
resting one gloved hand upon the table, and playing with his
sword-knot, the Lieutenant, with a bland firmness, repeated his
demand. At last, the whole case being so plainly made out, and the
person in question being so accurately described, even to a mole on
his cheek, there remained nothing but immediate compliance.
  



  
    So
the fine-looking, bearded officer, who had so courteously doffed his
chapeau to our Captain, but disappeared upon the arrival of the
Lieutenant, was summoned into the cabin, before his superior, who
addressed him thus:—
  



  
    "Don
John, this gentleman declares, that of right you belong to the
frigate Neversink. Is it so?"
  



  
    "It
is even so, Don Sereno," said Jack Chase, proudly folding his
gold-laced coat-sleeves across his chest—"and as there is no
resisting the frigate, I comply.—Lieutenant Blink, I am ready.
Adieu! Don Sereno, and Madre de Dios protect you? You have been a
most gentlemanly friend and captain to me. I hope you will yet thrash
your beggarly foes."
  



  
    With
that he turned; and entering the cutter, was pulled back to the
frigate, and stepped up to Captain Claret, where that gentleman stood
on the quarter-deck.
  



  
    "Your
servant, my fine Don," said the Captain, ironically lifting his
chapeau, but regarding Jack at the same time with a look of intense
displeasure.
  



  
    "Your
most devoted and penitent Captain of the Main-top, sir; and one who,
in his very humility of contrition is yet proud to call Captain
Claret his commander," said Jack, making a glorious bow, and
then tragically flinging overboard his Peruvian sword.
  



  
    "Reinstate
him at once," shouted Captain Claret—"and now, sir, to
your duty; and discharge that well to the end of the cruise, and you
will hear no more of your having run away."
  



  
    So
Jack went forward among crowds of admiring tars, who swore by his
nut-brown beard, which had amazingly lengthened and spread during his
absence. They divided his laced hat and coat among them; and on their
shoulders, carried him in triumph along the gun-deck.
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      THE
QUARTER-DECK OFFICERS, WARRANT OFFICERS, AND BERTH-DECK UNDERLINGS OF
A MAN-OF-WAR; WHERE THEY LIVE IN THE SHIP; HOW THEY LIVE; THEIR
SOCIAL STANDING ON SHIP-BOARD; AND WHAT SORT OF GENTLEMEN THEY ARE.
    
  



  
    Some
account has been given of the various divisions into which our crew
was divided; so it may be well to say something of the officers; who
they are, and what are their functions.
  



  
    Our
ship, be it know, was the flag-ship; that is, we sported a
  
  
    
      
broad-pennant
    
  
  
    ,
or
  
  
    
      
bougee
    
  
  
    ,
at the main, in token that we carried a Commodore—the highest rank
of officers recognised in the American navy. The bougee is not to be
confounded with the
  
  
    
      
long pennant
    
  
  
    
or
  
  
    
      
coach-whip
    
  
  
    ,
a tapering serpentine streamer worn by all men-of-war.
  



  
    Owing
to certain vague, republican scruples, about creating great officers
of the navy, America has thus far had no admirals; though, as her
ships of war increase, they may become indispensable. This will
assuredly be the case, should she ever have occasion to employ large
fleets; when she must adopt something like the English plan, and
introduce three or four grades of flag-officers, above a
Commodore—Admirals, Vice-Admirals, and Rear-Admirals of Squadrons;
distinguished by the color of their flags,—red, white, and blue,
corresponding to the centre, van, and rear. These rank respectively
with Generals, Lieutenant-Generals, and Major-Generals in the army;
just as Commodore takes rank with a Brigadier-General. So that the
same prejudice which prevents the American Government from creating
Admirals should have precluded the creation of all army officers
above a Brigadier.
  



  
    An
American Commodore, like an English Commodore, or the French
  
  
    
      
Chef d'Escadre
    
  
  
    ,
is but a senior Captain, temporarily commanding a small number of
ships, detached for any special purpose. He has no permanent rank,
recognised by Government, above his captaincy; though once employed
as a Commodore, usage and courtesy unite in continuing the title.
  



  
    Our
Commodore was a gallant old man, who had seen service in his time.
When a lieutenant, he served in the late war with England; and in the
gun-boat actions on the Lakes near New Orleans, just previous to the
grand land engagements, received a musket-ball in his shoulder;
which, with the two balls in his eyes, he carries about with him to
this day.
  



  
    Often,
when I looked at the venerable old warrior, doubled up from the
effect of his wound, I thought what a curious, as well as painful
sensation, it must be, to have one's shoulder a lead-mine; though,
sooth to say, so many of us civilised mortals convert our mouths into
Golcondas.
  



  
    On
account of this wound in his shoulder, our Commodore had a
body-servant's pay allowed him, in addition to his regular salary. I
cannot say a great deal, personally, of the Commodore; he never
sought my company at all, never extended any gentlemanly courtesies.
  



  
    But
though I cannot say much of him personally, I can mention something
of him in his general character, as a flag-officer. In the first
place, then, I have serious doubts, whether for the most part, he was
not dumb; for in my hearing, he seldom or never uttered a word. And
not only did he seem dumb himself, but his presence possessed the
strange power of making other people dumb for the time. His
appearance on the Quarter-deck seemed to give every officer the
lock-jaw.
  



  
    Another
phenomenon about him was the strange manner in which everyone shunned
him. At the first sign of those epaulets of his on the weather side
of the poop, the officers there congregated invariably shrunk over to
leeward, and left him alone. Perhaps he had an evil eye; may be he
was the Wandering Jew afloat. The real reason probably was, that like
all high functionaries, he deemed it indispensable religiously to
sustain his dignity; one of the most troublesome things in the world,
and one calling for the greatest self-denial. And the constant watch,
and many-sided guardedness, which this sustaining of a Commodore's
dignity requires, plainly enough shows that, apart from the common
dignity of manhood, Commodores, in general possess no real dignity at
all. True, it is expedient for crowned heads, generalissimos,
Lord-high-admirals, and Commodores, to carry themselves straight, and
beware of the spinal complaint; but it is not the less veritable,
that it is a piece of assumption, exceedingly uncomfortable to
themselves, and ridiculous to an enlightened generation.
  



  
    Now,
how many rare good fellows there were among us main-top-men, who,
invited into his cabin over a social bottle or two, would have
rejoiced our old Commodore's heart, and caused that ancient wound of
his to heal up at once.
  



  
    Come,
come, Commodore don't look so sour, old boy; step up aloft here into
the
  
  
    
      
top
    
  
  
    ,
and we'll spin you a sociable yarn.
  



  
    Truly,
I thought myself much happier in that white jacket of mine, than our
old Commodore in his dignified epaulets.
  



  
    One
thing, perhaps, that more than anything else helped to make our
Commodore so melancholy and forlorn, was the fact of his having so
little to do. For as the frigate had a captain; of course, so far as
  
  
    
      
she
    
  
  
    
was concerned, our Commodore was a supernumerary. What abundance of
leisure he must have had, during a three years' cruise; how
indefinitely he might have been improving his mind!
  



  
    But
as everyone knows that idleness is the hardest work in the world, so
our Commodore was specially provided with a gentleman to assist him.
This gentleman was called the
  
  
    
      
Commodore's secretary
    
  
  
    .
He was a remarkably urbane and polished man; with a very graceful
exterior, and looked much like an Ambassador Extraordinary from
Versailles. He messed with the Lieutenants in the Ward-room, where he
had a state-room, elegantly furnished as the private cabinet of
Pelham. His cot-boy used to entertain the sailors with all manner of
stories about the silver-keyed flutes and flageolets, fine oil
paintings, morocco bound volumes, Chinese chess-men, gold
shirt-buttons, enamelled pencil cases, extraordinary fine French
boots with soles no thicker than a sheet of scented note-paper,
embroidered vests, incense-burning sealing-wax, alabaster statuettes
of Venus and Adonis, tortoise-shell snuff-boxes, inlaid toilet-cases,
ivory-handled hair-brushes and mother-of-pearl combs, and a hundred
other luxurious appendages scattered about this magnificent
secretary's state-room.
  



  
    I
was a long time in finding out what this secretary's duties
comprised. But it seemed, he wrote the Commodore's dispatches for
Washington, and also was his general amanuensis. Nor was this a very
light duty, at times; for some commodores, though they do not
  
  
    
      
say
    
  
  
    
a great deal on board ship, yet they have a vast deal to write. Very
often, the regimental orderly, stationed at our Commodore's
cabin-door, would touch his hat to the First Lieutenant, and with a
mysterious air hand him a note. I always thought these notes must
contain most important matters of state; until one day, seeing a slip
of wet, torn paper in a scupper-hole, I read the following:
  


 




"Sir,
you will give the people pickles to-day with their fresh meat.

   
"To Lieutenant Bridewell.
                
"By command of the Commodore;
                           
"Adolphus Dashman, Priv. Sec."






  
    This
was a new revelation; for, from his almost immutable reserve, I had
supposed that the Commodore never meddled immediately with the
concerns of the ship, but left all that to the captain. But the
longer we live, the more we learn of commodores.
  



  
    Turn
we now to the second officer in rank, almost supreme, however, in the
internal affairs of his ship. Captain Claret was a large, portly man,
a Harry the Eighth afloat, bluff and hearty; and as kingly in his
cabin as Harry on his throne. For a ship is a bit of terra firma cut
off from the main; it is a state in itself; and the captain is its
king.
  



  
    It
is no limited monarchy, where the sturdy Commons have a right to
petition, and snarl if they please; but almost a despotism like the
Grand Turk's. The captain's word is law; he never speaks but in the
imperative mood. When he stands on his Quarter-deck at sea, he
absolutely commands as far as eye can reach. Only the moon and stars
are beyond his jurisdiction. He is lord and master of the sun.
  



  
    It
is not twelve o'clock till he says so. For when the sailing-master,
whose duty it is to take the regular observation at noon, touches his
hat, and reports twelve o'clock to the officer of the deck; that
functionary orders a midshipman to repair to the captain's cabin, and
humbly inform him of the respectful suggestion of the sailing-master.
  



  
    "Twelve
o'clock reported, sir," says the middy.
  



  
    "
  
  
    
      Make
    
  
  
    
it so," replies the captain.
  



  
    And
the bell is struck eight by the messenger-boy, and twelve o'clock it
is.
  



  
    As
in the case of the Commodore, when the captain visits the deck, his
subordinate officers generally beat a retreat to the other side and,
as a general rule, would no more think of addressing him, except
concerning the ship, than a lackey would think of hailing the Czar of
Russia on his throne, and inviting him to tea. Perhaps no mortal man
has more reason to feel such an intense sense of his own personal
consequence, as the captain of a man-of-war at sea.
  



  
    Next
in rank comes the First or Senior Lieutenant, the chief executive
officer. I have no reason to love the particular gentleman who filled
that post aboard our frigate, for it was he who refused my petition
for as much black paint as would render water-proof that white-jacket
of mine. All my soakings and drenchings lie at his state-room door. I
hardly think I shall ever forgive him; every twinge of the
rheumatism, which I still occasionally feel, is directly referable to
him. The Immortals have a reputation for clemency; and
  
  
    
      
they
    
  
  
    
may pardon him; but he must not dun me to be merciful. But my
personal feelings toward the man shall not prevent me from here doing
him justice. In most things he was an excellent seaman; prompt, loud,
and to the point; and as such was well fitted for his station. The
First Lieutenancy of a frigate demands a good disciplinarian, and,
every way, an energetic man. By the captain he is held responsible
for everything; by that magnate, indeed, he is supposed to be
omnipresent; down in the hold, and up aloft, at one and the same
time.
  



  
    He
presides at the head of the Ward-room officers' table, who are so
called from their messing together in a part of the ship thus
designated. In a frigate it comprises the after part of the
berth-deck. Sometimes it goes by the name of the Gun-room, but
oftener is called the Ward-room. Within, this Ward-room much
resembles a long, wide corridor in a large hotel; numerous doors
opening on both hands to the private apartments of the officers. I
never had a good interior look at it but once; and then the Chaplain
was seated at the table in the centre, playing chess with the
Lieutenant of Marines. It was mid-day, but the place was lighted by
lamps.
  



  
    Besides
the First Lieutenant, the Ward-room officers include the junior
lieutenants, in a frigate six or seven in number, the Sailing-master,
Purser, Chaplain, Surgeon, Marine officers, and Midshipmen's
Schoolmaster, or "the Professor." They generally form a
very agreeable club of good fellows; from their diversity of
character, admirably calculated to form an agreeable social whole.
The Lieutenants discuss sea-fights, and tell anecdotes of Lord Nelson
and Lady Hamilton; the Marine officers talk of storming fortresses,
and the siege of Gibraltar; the Purser steadies this wild
conversation by occasional allusions to the rule of three; the
Professor is always charged with a scholarly reflection, or an apt
line from the classics, generally Ovid; the Surgeon's stories of the
amputation-table judiciously serve to suggest the mortality of the
whole party as men; while the good chaplain stands ready at all times
to give them pious counsel and consolation.
  



  
    Of
course these gentlemen all associate on a footing of perfect social
equality.
  



  
    Next
in order come the Warrant or Forward officers, consisting of the
Boatswain, Gunner, Carpenter, and Sailmaker. Though these worthies
sport long coats and wear the anchor-button; yet, in the estimation
of the Ward-room officers, they are not, technically speaking, rated
gentlemen. The First Lieutenant, Chaplain, or Surgeon, for example,
would never dream of inviting them to dinner, In sea parlance, "they
come in at the hawse holes;" they have hard hands; and the
carpenter and sail-maker practically understand the duties which they
are called upon to superintend. They mess by themselves. Invariably
four in number, they never have need to play whist with a dummy.
  



  
    In
this part of the category now come the "reefers," otherwise
"middies" or midshipmen. These boys are sent to sea, for
the purpose of making commodores; and in order to become commodores,
many of them deem it indispensable forthwith to commence chewing
tobacco, drinking brandy and water, and swearing at the sailors. As
they are only placed on board a sea-going ship to go to school and
learn the duty of a Lieutenant; and until qualified to act as such,
have few or no special functions to attend to; they are little more,
while midshipmen, than supernumeraries on board. Hence, in a crowded
frigate, they are so everlastingly crossing the path of both men and
officers, that in the navy it has become a proverb, that a useless
fellow is "
  
  
    
      as
much in the way as a reefer
    
  
  
    ."
  



  
    In
a gale of wind, when all hands are called and the deck swarms with
men, the little "middies" running about distracted and
having nothing particular to do, make it up in vociferous swearing;
exploding all about under foot like torpedoes. Some of them are
terrible little boys, cocking their cups at alarming angles, and
looking fierce as young roosters. They are generally great consumers
of Macassar oil and the Balm of Columbia; they thirst and rage after
whiskers; and sometimes, applying their ointments, lay themselves out
in the sun, to promote the fertility of their chins.
  



  
    As
the only way to learn to command, is to learn to obey, the usage of a
ship of war is such that the midshipmen are constantly being ordered
about by the Lieutenants; though, without having assigned them their
particular destinations, they are always going somewhere, and never
arriving. In some things, they almost have a harder time of it than
the seamen themselves. They are messengers and errand-boys to their
superiors.
  



  
    "Mr.
Pert," cries an officer of the deck, hailing a young gentleman
forward. Mr. Pert advances, touches his hat, and remains in an
attitude of deferential suspense. "Go and tell the boatswain I
want him." And with this perilous errand, the middy hurries
away, looking proud as a king.
  



  
    The
middies live by themselves in the steerage, where, nowadays, they
dine off a table, spread with a cloth. They have a castor at dinner;
they have some other little boys (selected from the ship's company)
to wait upon them; they sometimes drink coffee out of china. But for
all these, their modern refinements, in some instances the affairs of
their club go sadly to rack and ruin. The china is broken; the
japanned coffee-pot dented like a pewter mug in an ale-house; the
pronged forks resemble tooth-picks (for which they are sometimes
used); the table-knives are hacked into hand-saws; and the cloth goes
to the sail-maker to be patched. Indeed, they are something like
collegiate freshmen and sophomores, living in the college buildings,
especially so far as the noise they make in their quarters is
concerned. The steerage buzzes, hums, and swarms like a hive; or like
an infant-school of a hot day, when the school-mistress falls asleep
with a fly on her nose.
  



  
    In
frigates, the ward-room—the retreat of the Lieutenants—immediately
adjoining the steerage, is on the same deck with it. Frequently, when
the middies, waking early of a morning, as most youngsters do, would
be kicking up their heels in their hammocks, or running about with
double-reefed night-gowns, playing tag among the "clews;"
the Senior lieutenant would burst among them with a—"Young
gentlemen, I am astonished. You must stop this sky-larking. Mr. Pert,
what are you doing at the table there, without your pantaloons? To
your hammock, sir. Let me see no more of this. If you disturb the
ward-room again, young gentleman, you shall hear of it." And so
saying, this hoary-headed Senior Lieutenant would retire to his cot
in his state-room, like the father of a numerous family after getting
up in his dressing-gown and slippers, to quiet a daybreak tumult in
his populous nursery.
  



  
    Having
now descended from Commodore to Middy, we come lastly to a set of
nondescripts, forming also a "mess" by themselves, apart
from the seamen. Into this mess, the usage of a man-of-war thrusts
various subordinates—including the master-at-arms, purser's
steward, ship's corporals, marine sergeants, and ship's yeomen,
forming the first aristocracy above the sailors.
  



  
    The
master-at-arms is a sort of high constable and school-master, wearing
citizen's clothes, and known by his official rattan. He it is whom
all sailors hate. His is the universal duty of a universal informer
and hunter-up of delinquents. On the berth-deck he reigns supreme;
spying out all grease-spots made by the various cooks of the seamen's
messes, and driving the laggards up the hatches, when all hands are
called. It is indispensable that he should be a very Vidocq in
vigilance. But as it is a heartless, so is it a thankless office. Of
dark nights, most masters-of-arms keep themselves in readiness to
dodge forty-two pound balls, dropped down the hatchways near them.
  



  
    The
ship's corporals are this worthy's deputies and ushers.
  



  
    The
marine sergeants are generally tall fellows with unyielding spines
and stiff upper lips, and very exclusive in their tastes and
predilections.
  



  
    The
ship's yeoman is a gentleman who has a sort of counting-room in a
tar-cellar down in the fore-hold. More will be said of him anon.
  



  
    Except
the officers above enumerated, there are none who mess apart from the
seamen. The "
  
  
    
      petty
officers
    
  
  
    ,"
so called; that is, the Boatswain's, Gunner's, Carpenter's, and
Sail-maker's mates, the Captains of the Tops, of the Forecastle, and
of the After-Guard, and of the Fore and Main holds, and the
Quarter-Masters, all mess in common with the crew, and in the
American navy are only distinguished from the common seamen by their
slightly additional pay. But in the English navy they wear crowns and
anchors worked on the sleeves of their jackets, by way of badges of
office. In the French navy they are known by strips of worsted worn
in the same place, like those designating the Sergeants and Corporals
in the army.
  



  
    Thus
it will be seen, that the dinner-table is the criterion of rank in
our man-of-war world. The Commodore dines alone, because he is the
only man of his rank in the ship. So too with the Captain; and the
Ward-room officers, warrant officers, midshipmen, the master-at-arms'
mess, and the common seamen;—all of them, respectively, dine
together, because they are, respectively, on a footing of equality.
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      BREAKFAST,
DINNER, AND SUPPER.
    
  



  
    Not
only is the dinner-table a criterion of rank on board a man-of-war,
but also the dinner hour. He who dines latest is the greatest man;
and he who dines earliest is accounted the least. In a flag-ship, the
Commodore generally dines about four or five o'clock; the Captain
about three; the Lieutenants about two; while
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    
(by which phrase the common seamen are specially designated in the
nomenclature of the quarter-deck) sit down to their salt beef exactly
at noon.
  



  
    Thus
it will be seen, that while the two estates of sea-kings and
sea-lords dine at rather patrician hours—and thereby, in the long
run, impair their digestive functions—the sea-commoners, or
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    ,
keep up their constitutions, by keeping up the good old-fashioned,
Elizabethan, Franklin-warranted dinner hour of twelve.
  



  
    Twelve
o'clock! It is the natural centre, key-stone, and very heart of the
day. At that hour, the sun has arrived at the top of his hill; and as
he seems to hang poised there a while, before coming down on the
other side, it is but reasonable to suppose that he is then stopping
to dine; setting an eminent example to all mankind. The rest of the
day is called
  
  
    
      
afternoon
    
  
  
    ;
the very sound of which fine old Saxon word conveys a feeling of the
lee bulwarks and a nap; a summer sea—soft breezes creeping over it;
dreamy dolphins gliding in the distance.
  
  
    
      
Afternoon!
    
  
  
    
the word implies, that it is an after-piece, coming after the grand
drama of the day; something to be taken leisurely and lazily. But how
can this be, if you dine at five? For, after all, though Paradise
Lost be a noble poem, and we men-of-war's men, no doubt, largely
partake in the immortality of the immortals yet, let us candidly
confess it, shipmates, that, upon the whole, our dinners are the most
momentous attains of these lives we lead beneath the moon. What were
a day without a dinner? a dinnerless day! such a day had better be a
night.
  



  
    Again:
twelve o'clock is the natural hour for us men-of-war's men to dine,
because at that hour the very time-pieces we have invented arrive at
their terminus; they can get no further than twelve; when straightway
they continue their old rounds again. Doubtless, Adam and Eve dined
at twelve; and the Patriarch Abraham in the midst of his cattle; and
old Job with his noon mowers and reapers, in that grand plantation of
Uz; and old Noah himself, in the Ark, must have gone to dinner at
precisely
  
  
    
      
eight bells
    
  
  
    
(noon), with all his floating families and farm-yards.
  



  
    But
though this antediluvian dinner hour is rejected by modern Commodores
and Captains, it still lingers among "
  
  
    
      the
people
    
  
  
    "
under their command. Many sensible things banished from high life
find an asylum among the mob.
  



  
    Some
Commodores are very particular in seeing to it, that no man on board
the ship dare to dine after his (the Commodore's,) own dessert is
cleared away.—Not even the Captain. It is said, on good authority,
that a Captain once ventured to dine at five, when the Commodore's
hour was four. Next day, as the story goes, that Captain received a
private note, and in consequence of that note, dined for the future
at half-past three.
  



  
    Though
in respect of the dinner hour on board a man-of-war,
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    
have no reason to complain; yet they have just cause, almost for
mutiny, in the outrageous hours assigned for their breakfast and
supper.
  



  
    Eight
o'clock for breakfast; twelve for dinner; four for supper; and no
meals but these; no lunches and no cold snacks. Owing to this
arrangement (and partly to one watch going to their meals before the
other, at sea), all the meals of the twenty-four hours are crowded
into a space of less than eight! Sixteen mortal hours elapse between
supper and breakfast; including, to one watch, eight hours on deck!
This is barbarous; any physician will tell you so. Think of it!
Before the Commodore has dined, you have supped. And in high
latitudes, in summer-time, you have taken your last meal for the day,
and five hours, or more, daylight to spare!
  



  
    Mr.
Secretary of the Navy, in the name of
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    ,
you should interpose in this matter. Many a time have I, a
maintop-man, found myself actually faint of a tempestuous morning
watch, when all my energies were demanded—owing to this miserable,
unphilosophical mode of allotting the government meals at sea. We beg
you, Mr. Secretary, not to be swayed in this matter by the Honourable
Board of Commodores, who will no doubt tell you that eight, twelve,
and four are the proper hours for
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    
to take their Meals; inasmuch, as at these hours the watches are
relieved. For, though this arrangement makes a neater and cleaner
thing of it for the officers, and looks very nice and superfine on
paper; yet it is plainly detrimental to health; and in time of war is
attended with still more serious consequences to the whole nation at
large. If the necessary researches were made, it would perhaps be
found that in those instances where men-of-war adopting the
above-mentioned hours for meals have encountered an enemy at night,
they have pretty generally been beaten; that is, in those cases where
the enemies' meal times were reasonable; which is only to be
accounted for by the fact that
  
  
    
      
the people
    
  
  
    
of the beaten vessels were fighting on an empty stomach instead of a
full one.
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      SELVAGEE
CONTRASTED WITH MAD-JACK.
    
  



  
    Having
glanced at the grand divisions of a man-of-war, let us now descend to
specialities: and, particularly, to two of the junior lieutenants;
lords and noblemen; members of that House of Peers, the gun-room.
There were several young lieutenants on board; but from these
two—representing the extremes of character to be found in their
department—the nature of the other officers of their grade in the
Neversink must be derived.
  



  
    One
of these two quarter-deck lords went among the sailors by a name of
their own devising—Selvagee. Of course, it was intended to be
characteristic; and even so it was.
  



  
    In
frigates, and all large ships of war, when getting under weigh, a
large rope, called a
  
  
    
      
messenger
    
  
  
    
used to carry the strain of the cable to the capstan; so that the
anchor may be weighed, without the muddy, ponderous cable, itself
going round the capstan. As the cable enters the hawse-hole,
therefore, something must be constantly used, to keep this travelling
chain attached to this travelling
  
  
    
      
messenger
    
  
  
    ;
something that may be rapidly wound round both, so as to bind them
together. The article used is called a
  
  
    
      
selvagee
    
  
  
    .
And what could be better adapted to the purpose? It is a slender,
tapering, unstranded piece of rope prepared with much solicitude;
peculiarly flexible; and wreathes and serpentines round the cable and
messenger like an elegantly-modeled garter-snake round the twisted
stalks of a vine. Indeed,
  
  
    
      
Selvagee
    
  
  
    
is the exact type and symbol of a tall, genteel, limber, spiralising
exquisite. So much for the derivation of the name which the sailors
applied to the Lieutenant.
  



  
    From
what sea-alcove, from what mermaid's milliner's shop, hast thou
emerged, Selvagee! with that dainty waist and languid cheek? What
heartless step-dame drove thee forth, to waste thy fragrance on the
salt sea-air?
  



  
    Was
it
  
  
    
      
you
    
  
  
    ,
Selvagee! that, outward-bound, off Cape Horn, looked at Hermit Island
through an opera-glass? Was it
  
  
    
      
you
    
  
  
    ,
who thought of proposing to the Captain that, when the sails were
furled in a gale, a few drops of lavender should be dropped in their
"bunts," so that when the canvas was set again, your
nostrils might not be offended by its musty smell? I do not
  
  
    
      
say
    
  
  
    
it was you, Selvagee; I but deferentially inquire.
  



  
    In
plain prose, Selvagee was one of those officers whom the sight of a
trim-fitting naval coat had captivated in the days of his youth. He
fancied, that if a
  
  
    
      
sea-officer
    
  
  
    
dressed well, and conversed genteelly, he would abundantly uphold the
honour of his flag, and immortalise the tailor that made him. On that
rock many young gentlemen split. For upon a frigate's quarter-deck,
it is not enough to sport a coat fashioned by a Stultz; it is not
enough to be well braced with straps and suspenders; it is not enough
to have sweet reminiscences of Lauras and Matildas. It is a right
down life of hard wear and tear, and the man who is not, in a good
degree, fitted to become a common sailor will never make an officer.
Take that to heart, all ye naval aspirants. Thrust your arms up to
the elbow in pitch and see how you like it, ere you solicit a
warrant. Prepare for white squalls, living gales and typhoons; read
accounts of shipwrecks and horrible disasters; peruse the Narratives
of Byron and Bligh; familiarise yourselves with the story of the
English frigate Alceste and the French frigate Medusa. Though you may
go ashore, now and then, at Cadiz and Palermo; for every day so spent
among oranges and ladies, you will have whole months of rains and
gales.
  



  
    And
even thus did Selvagee prove it. But with all the intrepid effeminacy
of your true dandy, he still continued his Cologne-water baths, and
sported his lace-bordered handkerchiefs in the very teeth of a
tempest. Alas, Selvagee! there was no getting the lavender out of
you.
  



  
    But
Selvagee was no fool. Theoretically he understood his profession; but
the mere theory of seamanship forms but the thousandth part of what
makes a seaman. You cannot save a ship by working out a problem in
the cabin; the deck is the field of action.
  



  
    Well
aware of his deficiency in some things, Selvagee never took the
trumpet—which is the badge of the deck officer for the time—without
a tremulous movement of the lip, and an earnest inquiring eye to the
windward. He encouraged those old Tritons, the Quarter-masters, to
discourse with him concerning the likelihood of a squall; and often
followed their advice as to taking in, or making sail. The smallest
favours in that way were thankfully received. Sometimes, when all the
North looked unusually lowering, by many conversational
blandishments, he would endeavour to prolong his predecessor's stay
on deck, after that officer's watch had expired. But in fine, steady
weather, when the Captain would emerge from his cabin, Selvagee might
be seen, pacing the poop with long, bold, indefatigable strides, and
casting his eye up aloft with the most ostentatious fidelity.
  



  
    But
vain these pretences; he could not deceive. Selvagee! you know very
well, that if it comes on to blow pretty hard, the First Lieutenant
will be sure to interfere with his paternal authority. Every man and
every boy in the frigate knows, Selvagee, that you are no Neptune.
  



  
    How
unenviable his situation! His brother officers do not insult him, to
be sure; but sometimes their looks are as daggers. The sailors do not
laugh at him outright; but of dark nights they jeer, when they
hearken to that mantuamaker's voice ordering
  
  
    
      
a strong pull at the main brace
    
  
  
    ,
or
  
  
    
      
hands by the halyards!
    
  
  
    
Sometimes, by way of being terrific, and making the men jump,
Selvagee raps out an oath; but the soft bomb stuffed with
confectioner's kisses seems to burst like a crushed rose-bud
diffusing its odours. Selvagee! Selvagee! take a main-top-man's
advice; and this cruise over, never more tempt the sea.
  



  
    With
this gentleman of cravats and curling irons, how strongly contrasts
the man who was born in a gale! For in some time of tempest—off
Cape Horn or Hatteras—
  
  
    
      Mad
Jack
    
  
  
    
must have entered the world—such things have been—not with a
silver spoon, but with a speaking-trumpet in his mouth; wrapped up in
a caul, as in a main-sail—for a charmed life against shipwrecks he
bears—and crying,
  
  
    
      
Luff! luff, you may!—steady!—port! World ho!—here I am!
    
  



  
    Mad
Jack is in his saddle on the sea.
  
  
    
      
That
    
  
  
    
is his home; he would not care much, if another Flood came and
overflowed the dry land; for what would it do but float his good ship
higher and higher and carry his proud nation's flag round the globe,
over the very capitals of all hostile states! Then would masts
surmount spires; and all mankind, like the Chinese boatmen in Canton
River, live in flotillas and fleets, and find their food in the sea.
  



  
    Mad
Jack was expressly created and labelled for a tar. Five feet nine is
his mark, in his socks; and not weighing over eleven stone before
dinner. Like so many ship's shrouds, his muscles and tendons are all
set true, trim, and taut; he is braced up fore and aft, like a ship
on the wind. His broad chest is a bulkhead, that dams off the gale;
and his nose is an aquiline, that divides it in two, like a keel. His
loud, lusty lungs are two belfries, full of all manner of chimes; but
you only hear his deepest bray, in the height of some tempest—like
the great bell of St. Paul's, which only sounds when the King or the
Devil is dead.
  



  
    Look
at him there, where he stands on the poop—one foot on the rail, and
one hand on a shroud—his head thrown back, and his trumpet like an
elephant's trunk thrown up in the air. Is he going to shoot dead with
sounds, those fellows on the main-topsail-yard?
  



  
    Mad
Jack was a bit of a tyrant—they
  
  
    
      
say
    
  
  
    
all good officers are—but the sailors loved him all round; and
would much rather stand fifty watches with him, than one with a
rose-water sailor.
  



  
    But
Mad Jack, alas! has one fearful failing. He drinks. And so do we all.
But Mad Jack,
  
  
    
      
He
    
  
  
    
only drinks brandy. The vice was inveterate; surely, like Ferdinand,
Count Fathom, he must have been suckled at a puncheon. Very often,
this bad habit got him into very serious scrapes. Twice was he put
off duty by the Commodore; and once he came near being broken for his
frolics. So far as his efficiency as a sea-officer was concerned, on
shore at least, Jack might
  
  
    
      
bouse away
    
  
  
    
as much as he pleased; but afloat it will not do at all.
  



  
    Now,
if he only followed the wise example set by those ships of the
desert, the camels; and while in port, drank for the thirst past, the
thirst present, and the thirst to come—so that he might cross the
ocean sober; Mad Jack would get along pretty well. Still better, if
he would but eschew brandy altogether; and only drink of the limpid
white-wine of the rills and the brooks.
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      OF
THE POCKETS THAT WERE IN THE JACKET.
    
  



  
    I
MUST make some further mention of that white jacket of mine.
  



  
    And
here be it known—by way of introduction to what is to follow—that
to a common sailor, the living on board a man-of-war is like living
in a market; where you dress on the door-steps, and sleep in the
cellar. No privacy can you have; hardly one moment's seclusion. It is
almost a physical impossibility, that you can ever be alone. You dine
at a vast
  
  
    
      
table d'hote
    
  
  
    ;
sleep in commons, and make your toilet where and when you can. There
is no calling for a mutton chop and a pint of claret by yourself; no
selecting of chambers for the night; no hanging of pantaloons over
the back of a chair; no ringing your bell of a rainy morning, to take
your coffee in bed. It is something like life in a large manufactory.
The bell strikes to dinner, and hungry or not, you must dine.
  



  
    Your
clothes are stowed in a large canvas bag, generally painted black,
which you can get out of the "rack" only once in the
twenty-four hours; and then, during a time of the utmost confusion;
among five hundred other bags, with five hundred other sailors diving
into each, in the midst of the twilight of the berth-deck. In some
measure to obviate this inconvenience, many sailors divide their
wardrobes between their hammocks and their bags; stowing a few frocks
and trowsers in the former; so that they can shift at night, if they
wish, when the hammocks are piped down. But they gain very little by
this.
  



  
    You
have no place whatever but your bag or hammock, in which to put
anything in a man-of-war. If you lay anything down, and turn your
back for a moment, ten to one it is gone.
  



  
    Now,
in sketching the preliminary plan, and laying out the foundation of
that memorable white jacket of mine, I had had an earnest eye to all
these inconveniences, and re-solved to avoid them. I proposed, that
not only should my jacket keep me warm, but that it should also be so
constructed as to contain a shirt or two, a pair of trowsers, and
divers knick-knacks—sewing utensils, books, biscuits, and the like.
With this object, I had accordingly provided it with a great variety
of pockets, pantries, clothes-presses, and cupboards.
  



  
    The
principal apartments, two in number, were placed in the skirts, with
a wide, hospitable entrance from the inside; two more, of smaller
capacity, were planted in each breast, with folding-doors
communicating, so that in case of emergency, to accommodate any bulky
articles, the two pockets in each breast could be thrown into one.
There were, also, several unseen recesses behind the arras; insomuch,
that my jacket, like an old castle, was full of winding stairs, and
mysterious closets, crypts, and cabinets; and like a confidential
writing-desk, abounded in snug little out-of-the-way lairs and
hiding-places, for the storage of valuables.
  



  
    Superadded
to these, were four capacious pockets on the outside; one pair to
slip books into when suddenly startled from my studies to the
main-royal-yard; and the other pair, for permanent mittens, to thrust
my hands into of a cold night-watch. This last contrivance was
regarded as needless by one of my top-mates, who showed me a pattern
for sea-mittens, which he said was much better than mine.
  



  
    It
must be known, that sailors, even in the bleakest weather, only cover
their hands when unemployed; they never wear mittens aloft, since
aloft they literally carry their lives in their hands, and want
nothing between their grasp of the hemp, and the hemp
itself.—Therefore, it is desirable, that whatever things they cover
their hands with, should be capable of being slipped on and off in a
moment. Nay, it is desirable, that they should be of such a nature,
that in a dark night, when you are in a great hurry—say, going to
the helm—they may be jumped into, indiscriminately; and not be like
a pair of right-and-left kids; neither of which will admit any hand,
but the particular one meant for it.
  



  
    My
top-mate's contrivance was this—he ought to have got out a patent
for it—each of his mittens was provided with two thumbs, one on
each side; the convenience of which needs no comment. But though for
clumsy seamen, whose fingers are all thumbs, this description of
mitten might do very well, White-Jacket did not so much fancy it. For
when your hand was once in the bag of the mitten, the empty
thumb-hole sometimes dangled at your palm, confounding your ideas of
where your real thumb might be; or else, being carefully grasped in
the hand, was continually suggesting the insane notion, that you were
all the while having hold of some one else's thumb.
  



  
    No;
I told my good top-mate to go away with his four thumbs, I would have
nothing to do with them; two thumbs were enough for any man.
  



  
    For
some time after completing my jacket, and getting the furniture and
household stores in it; I thought that nothing could exceed it for
convenience. Seldom now did I have occasion to go to my bag, and be
jostled by the crowd who were making their wardrobe in a heap. If I
wanted anything in the way of clothing, thread, needles, or
literature, the chances were that my invaluable jacket contained it.
Yes: I fairly hugged myself, and revelled in my jacket; till, alas! a
long rain put me out of conceit of it. I, and all my pockets and
their contents, were soaked through and through, and my
pocket-edition of Shakespeare was reduced to an omelet.
  



  
    However,
availing myself of a fine sunny day that followed, I emptied myself
out in the main-top, and spread all my goods and chattels to dry. But
spite of the bright sun, that day proved a black one. The scoundrels
on deck detected me in the act of discharging my saturated cargo;
they now knew that the white jacket was used for a storehouse. The
consequence was that, my goods being well dried and again stored away
in my pockets, the very next night, when it was my quarter-watch on
deck, and not in the top (where they were all honest men), I noticed
a parcel of fellows skulking about after me, wherever I went. To a
man, they were pickpockets, and bent upon pillaging me. In vain I
kept clapping my pocket like a nervous old gentlemen in a crowd; that
same night I found myself minus several valuable articles. So, in the
end, I masoned up my lockers and pantries; and save the two used for
mittens, the white jacket ever after was pocketless.
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      FROM
POCKETS TO PICKPOCKETS.
    
  



  
    As
the latter part of the preceding chapter may seem strange to those
landsmen, who have been habituated to indulge in high-raised,
romantic notions of the man-of-war's man's character; it may not be
amiss, to set down here certain facts on this head, which may serve
to place the thing in its true light.
  



  
    From
the wild life they lead, and various other causes (needless to
mention), sailors, as a class, entertain the most liberal notions
concerning morality and the Decalogue; or rather, they take their own
views of such matters, caring little for the theological or ethical
definitions of others concerning what may be criminal, or wrong.
  



  
    Their
ideas are much swayed by circumstances. They will covertly abstract a
thing from one, whom they dislike; and insist upon it, that, in such
a case, stealing is not robbing. Or, where the theft involves
something funny, as in the case of the white jacket, they only steal
for the sake of the joke; but this much is to be observed
nevertheless, i. e., that they never spoil the joke by returning the
stolen article.
  



  
    It
is a good joke; for instance, and one often perpetrated on board
ship, to stand talking to a man in a dark night watch, and all the
while be cutting the buttons from his coat. But once off, those
buttons never grow on again. There is no spontaneous vegetation in
buttons.
  



  
    Perhaps
it is a thing unavoidable, but the truth is that, among the crew of a
man-of-war, scores of desperadoes are too often found, who stop not
at the largest enormities. A species of highway robbery is not
unknown to them. A
  
  
    
      
gang
    
  
  
    
will be informed that such a fellow has three or four gold pieces in
the money-bag, so-called, or purse, which many tars wear round their
necks, tucked out of sight. Upon this, they deliberately lay their
plans; and in due time, proceed to carry them into execution. The man
they have marked is perhaps strolling along the benighted berth-deck
to his mess-chest; when of a sudden, the foot-pads dash out from
their hiding-place, throw him down, and while two or three gag him,
and hold him fast, another cuts the bag from his neck, and makes away
with it, followed by his comrades. This was more than once done in
the Neversink.
  



  
    At
other times, hearing that a sailor has something valuable secreted in
his hammock, they will rip it open from underneath while he sleeps,
and reduce the conjecture to a certainty.
  



  
    To
enumerate all the minor pilferings on board a man-of-war would be
endless. With some highly commendable exceptions, they rob from one
another, and rob back again, till, in the matter of small things, a
community of goods seems almost established; and at last, as a whole,
they become relatively honest, by nearly every man becoming the
reverse. It is in vain that the officers, by threats of condign
punishment, endeavour to instil more virtuous principles into their
crew; so thick is the mob, that not one thief in a thousand is
detected.
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      THE
PURSUIT OF POETRY UNDER DIFFICULTIES.
    
  



  
    The
feeling of insecurity concerning one's possessions in the Neversink,
which the things just narrated begat in the minds of honest men, was
curiously exemplified in the case of my poor friend Lemsford, a
gentlemanly young member of the After-Guard. I had very early made
the acquaintance of Lemsford. It is curious, how unerringly a man
pitches upon a spirit, any way akin to his own, even in the most
miscellaneous mob.
  



  
    Lemsford
was a poet; so thoroughly inspired with the divine afflatus, that not
even all the tar and tumult of a man-of-war could drive it out of
him.
  



  
    As
may readily be imagined, the business of writing verse is a very
different thing on the gun-deck of a frigate, from what the gentle
and sequestered Wordsworth found it at placid Rydal Mount in
Westmoreland. In a frigate, you cannot sit down and meander off your
sonnets, when the full heart prompts; but only, when more important
duties permit: such as bracing round the yards, or reefing top-sails
fore and aft. Nevertheless, every fragment of time at his command was
religiously devoted by Lemsford to the Nine. At the most unseasonable
hours, you would behold him, seated apart, in some corner among the
guns—a shot-box before him, pen in hand, and eyes "
  
  
    
      in
a fine frenzy rolling
    
  
  
    ."
  



  
    "What's
that 'ere born nat'ral about?"—"He's got a fit, hain't
he?" were exclamations often made by the less learned of his
shipmates. Some deemed him a conjurer; others a lunatic; and the
knowing ones said, that he must be a crazy Methodist. But well
knowing by experience the truth of the saying, that
  
  
    
      
poetry is its own exceeding great reward
    
  
  
    ,
Lemsford wrote on; dashing off whole epics, sonnets, ballads, and
acrostics, with a facility which, under the circumstances, amazed me.
Often he read over his effusions to me; and well worth the hearing
they were. He had wit, imagination, feeling, and humour in abundance;
and out of the very ridicule with which some persons regarded him, he
made rare metrical sport, which we two together enjoyed by ourselves;
or shared with certain select friends.
  



  
    Still,
the taunts and jeers so often levelled at my friend the poet, would
now and then rouse him into rage; and at such times the haughty scorn
he would hurl on his foes, was proof positive of his possession of
that one attribute, irritability, almost universally ascribed to the
votaries of Parnassus and the Nine.
  



  
    My
noble captain, Jack Chase, rather patronised Lemsford, and he would
stoutly take his part against scores of adversaries. Frequently,
inviting him up aloft into his top, he would beg him to recite some
of his verses; to which he would pay the most heedful attention, like
Maecenas listening to Virgil, with a book of Aeneid in his hand.
Taking the liberty of a well-wisher, he would sometimes gently
criticise the piece, suggesting a few immaterial alterations. And
upon my word, noble Jack, with his native-born good sense, taste, and
humanity, was not ill qualified to play the true part of a
  
  
    
      
Quarterly Review
    
  
  
    ;—which
is, to give quarter at last, however severe the critique.
  



  
    Now
Lemsford's great care, anxiety, and endless source of tribulation was
the preservation of his manuscripts. He had a little box, about the
size of a small dressing-case, and secured with a lock, in which he
kept his papers and stationery. This box, of course, he could not
keep in his bag or hammock, for, in either case, he would only be
able to get at it once in the twenty-four hours. It was necessary to
have it accessible at all times. So when not using it, he was obliged
to hide it out of sight, where he could. And of all places in the
world, a ship of war, above her
  
  
    
      
hold
    
  
  
    ,
least abounds in secret nooks. Almost every inch is occupied; almost
every inch is in plain sight; and almost every inch is continually
being visited and explored. Added to all this, was the deadly
hostility of the whole tribe of ship-underlings—master-at-arms,
ship's corporals, and boatswain's mates,—both to the poet and his
casket. They hated his box, as if it had been Pandora's, crammed to
the very lid with hurricanes and gales. They hunted out his
hiding-places like pointers, and gave him no peace night or day.
  



  
    Still,
the long twenty-four-pounders on the main-deck offered some promise
of a hiding-place to the box; and, accordingly, it was often tucked
away behind the carriages, among the side tackles; its black colour
blending with the ebon hue of the guns.
  



  
    But
Quoin, one of the quarter-gunners, had eyes like a ferret. Quoin was
a little old man-of-war's man, hardly five feet high, with a
complexion like a gun-shot wound after it is healed. He was
indefatigable in attending to his duties; which consisted in taking
care of one division of the guns, embracing ten of the aforesaid
twenty-four-pounders. Ranged up against the ship's side at regular
intervals, they resembled not a little a stud of sable chargers in
their stall. Among this iron stud little Quoin was continually
running in and out, currying them down, now and then, with an old
rag, or keeping the flies off with a brush. To Quoin, the honour and
dignity of the United States of America seemed indissolubly linked
with the keeping his guns unspotted and glossy. He himself was black
as a chimney-sweep with continually tending them, and rubbing them
down with black paint. He would sometimes get outside of the
port-holes and peer into their muzzles, as a monkey into a bottle.
Or, like a dentist, he seemed intent upon examining their teeth.
Quite as often, he would be brushing out their touch-holes with a
little wisp of oakum, like a Chinese barber in Canton, cleaning a
patient's ear.
  



  
    Such
was his solicitude, that it was a thousand pities he was not able to
dwarf himself still more, so as to creep in at the touch-hole, and
examining the whole interior of the tube, emerge at last from the
muzzle. Quoin swore by his guns, and slept by their side. Woe betide
the man whom he found leaning against them, or in any way soiling
them. He seemed seized with the crazy fancy, that his darling
twenty-four-pounders were fragile, and might break, like glass
retorts.
  



  
    Now,
from this Quoin's vigilance, how could my poor friend the poet hope
to escape with his box? Twenty times a week it was pounced upon, with
a "here's that d——d pillbox again!" and a loud threat,
to pitch it overboard the next time, without a moment's warning, or
benefit of clergy. Like many poets, Lemsford was nervous, and upon
these occasions he trembled like a leaf. Once, with an inconsolable
countenance, he came to me, saying that his casket was nowhere to be
found; he had sought for it in his hiding-place, and it was not
there.
  



  
    I
asked him where he had hidden it?
  



  
    "Among
the guns," he replied.
  



  
    "Then
depend upon it, Lemsford, that Quoin has been the death of it."
  



  
    Straight
to Quoin went the poet. But Quoin knew nothing about it. For ten
mortal days the poet was not to be comforted; dividing his leisure
time between cursing Quoin and lamenting his loss. The world is
undone, he must have thought: no such calamity has befallen it since
the Deluge;—my verses are perished.
  



  
    But
though Quoin, as it afterward turned out, had indeed found the box,
it so happened that he had not destroyed it; which no doubt led
Lemsford to infer that a superintending Providence had interposed to
preserve to posterity his invaluable casket. It was found at last,
lying exposed near the galley.
  



  
    Lemsford
was not the only literary man on board the Neversink. There were
three or four persons who kept journals of the cruise. One of these
journalists embellished his work—which was written in a large blank
account-book—with various coloured illustrations of the harbours
and bays at which the frigate had touched; and also, with small
crayon sketches of comical incidents on board the frigate itself. He
would frequently read passages of his book to an admiring circle of
the more refined sailors, between the guns. They pronounced the whole
performance a miracle of art. As the author declared to them that it
was all to be printed and published so soon as the vessel reached
home, they vied with each other in procuring interesting items, to be
incorporated into additional chapters. But it having been rumoured
abroad that this journal was to be ominously entitled "
  
  
    
      The
Cruise of the Neversink, or a Paixhan shot into Naval Abuses;
    
  
  
    "
and it having also reached the ears of the Ward-room that the work
contained reflections somewhat derogatory to the dignity of the
officers, the volume was seized by the master-at-arms, armed with a
warrant from the Captain. A few days after, a large nail was driven
straight through the two covers, and clinched on the other side, and,
thus everlastingly sealed, the book was committed to the deep. The
ground taken by the authorities on this occasion was, perhaps, that
the book was obnoxious to a certain clause in the Articles of War,
forbidding any person in the Navy to bring any other person in the
Navy into contempt, which the suppressed volume undoubtedly did.
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