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	Welcome, stranger, to this place,

	Where Joy doth sit on every bough.

	William Blake

	 

	I


	 SET out to join H.M.S. Conway on a fine sunny morning a fortnight after the September term had begun. As I had been exposed to an infection of chicken-pox, the ship had refused to receive me sooner. The Conway autumn term always began very early, about the 9th; and in that lovely weather my extra fortnight of holiday had been welcome to me. Had I known what disadvantages it would bring me for the next two years, I should have changed my tune.

	As I walked to the station, I thought with joy that that night I should be sleeping in a hammock over my own sea-chest, which would contain not only the blacking-brushes, with which I should be able to polish my own shoes, but my “knife, fork and spoon, with name engraved”; “a jack-knife with lanyard”; a pair of sea boots; Raper’s Navigation and Tables, and many articles with strange names, a jumper, a pair of bluchers, white drill trousers, blue Crimea shirts, and one superfine uniform for Sunday. I have set down the things in the order in which they pleased my expectation; hammock and sea-chest certainly first, Sunday uniform last. I did not know what Raper’s Tables might be. I think I expected some snug and neat kind of mess table, which folded up when the messmates had finished. I was thirteen years three months and three weeks old; expectation was lively in me; as someone says of Shakespeare, “he had the Phantsie very strong”.

	As I walked to the station on that very fine sunny September morning, an old man driving past me, half pulled-up, pointed with his whip to the northward and said: “There’s a house on fire”. Sure enough, a couple of miles away or a little less, a house seemed to be in a blaze. “That’ll be about the Woncots,” he added, driving on, with his eyes fixed upon it. I stared at the blaze for a minute, noticed that there was no smoke, and decided that it was only a window catching the morning sun. I have often seen it, since then, from the same point on a sunny morning. Yet there was a thrill in the thought that it might be a house on fire, and that at any minute, I might see a man gallop in with the news, and perhaps have the luck to see the engines go out, led by postillions, who could take any man’s horses as they chose, as I had seen them doing, more than once.

	Most of the railway journey, being new to me, was of great interest; much of it led through beautiful country, with little rivers of delight. I was to see it often in days to come and to remember it well, for each station made a landmark. As I went, I kept thinking of my hammock and my sea-chest. Someone had told me that the ship’s company might be rather rough and ready. Years before I had slightly known a boy who was now on board; he had answered my enquiries about her in a letter containing these words. “She is all right. On Saturdays we have no school, but scrub the decks, which is fine work. Mind you bring back plenty of tuck, as it comes in useful on board.” I had brought plenty of tuck, and looked forward to no school and scrubbing the decks. If there were any roughness, it would certainly fall on a new boy, I thought. I should probably be made to sing or to dance naked or something of the kind; but even if I were, there would be a hammock, I should sleep in a hammock over my own sea-chest, which would contain not only my blacking-brushes, with which I should polish my own shoes, but my “knife, fork and spoon with name engraved”, my jack-knife with lanyard, a ditty-bag and housewife, a pair of sea boots and two pairs of sea boot hose. These matters, of which I knew not the reality, filled my mind with expectation. They were as the carrots with which the donkey is said to be lured forward; (he already having an inclination that way). If some who read, wonder that I ranked the jack-knife so low upon the scale, let them remember that most boys have had knives, and to themselves called them jack-knives, but that few have had a hammock of their own, marked with a special number, and still fewer a sea-chest, with a movable wooden till, and Raper’s Tables, no doubt ready to unfold “for all the mess to dine”.

	I kept thinking of the ship’s prospectus, and of an article about her in the Boy’s Own Paper some years before. Thinking of what these things said, I knew that I was bound for a boy’s paradise, where each little angel sat up aloft in white drill trousers, or, on Sundays, superfine uniform.

	My knowledge of the sea and ships was elementary. In the last few weeks, I had learned starboard from port, and had taught myself, from some books for boys, how to tie a bowline knot and a bowline on a bight. I was rather vain of these knots, but was soon to learn, that sailors do not tie them in the ways displayed in the diagrams.

	  

	“Alas, unconscious of their doom

	The little victims play.”

	 

	For many years, I could repeat the names of the stations at which my train stopped, and describe with some fulness the scene from both sides of the railway. It was not a very long journey. In the early afternoon, the train drew out of a cutting to a level. There, to my right, for a moment, was an estuary, with mud-flats streaked with water, a city under smoke beyond, and in the stream, in sunlight, headed to the first of the flood, were four black wooden ships of war, with white gun tiers and black ports, each fully rigged, lying at moorings in line ahead. I knew that one of these was the Conway, I saw that one of them was a frigate; the three battleships seemed to me exactly alike. In a moment, the scene was hidden by the railway cutting. I had another glimpse of a muddy bay in the River, with a big steamer at a buoy; then the train entered the partial darkness of a covered way, with gleams of light and whitewash, and a strange noise, as of clanking milk-churns, a noise such as I had never before heard, which seemed to come from above and to be connected with the gleams of light. I was to hear this noise many times. It was the racket and clatter of Lairds’ ship-building yards; men were riveting and hammering on a big ship’s frame there.

	A minute after this, the train drew up at the long platform of the terminus, and all set forward towards the sunlight of the exit.

	As I came out of the station into the light, I saw in front of me, close to, beyond the wall of a warehouse, the masts of a splendid ship, known by me to be splendid, although I knew nothing of ships or splendour. They towered there, exquisite in line, noble in rake and in style, loftier than anything near-by, daunting, in their height, yet alluring; they were pinnacles which could be climbed. Ah, if I had known, surely I should have given the afternoon to a nearer knowledge of that wonder. Seagulls were floating about, crying. She had a drooped house-flag at her truck.

	I went down a sloping, covered pier to a landing stage, and thence to a ferry steamer, which almost instantly shoved off across the River. I looked for the first time at a busy seaport, and at that highway, then one of the most crowded in the world. There were docks full of masts all along the stream in front of me; there were docks and shipyards astern. Away up the River, in the dimness I could see the wooden men-of-war. The River there was at its brightest bustle with ferries and moving shipping, tenders going to liners, tugs, launches and dredgers, mud-flats, under big red sails, and water flashing in the sun. I remember quoting some childish tale to myself: “All too soon, the journey ceased” as we reached the Liverpool Landing Stage and disembarked.

	There were then docks just behind the Landing Stage, the George’s Dock and another. As we drove past these, I had a near view of the mizen mast of a ship, and noticed closely, what had long perplexed me, how the spanker gaff was supported at peak and throat. I know now that she was an old ship, for on her fore and main yardarms she had iron fittings the use of which I could not guess. Very soon, I learned that these were studdingsail boom irons, no longer used, but not yet removed from some of the ships still plying. Soon, I was in Paradise Street (known in song), at the Sailor’s Home, and going upstairs to the outfitting department, a big place, where many seamen fitted themselves for the sea.

	Along one side of the big well-lighted room was a show case containing gold chin stays and specimen cap badges, showing in the most beautiful colours the house-flags of all the ship owners of Liverpool. These miracles of art at once caught my eye. I suppose that there were a couple of hundred of them. In the next two years, I came to know many of these flags; for I never failed to re-visit that gay case when I was near that part of Liverpool.

	In another minute, I saw my chest, with my name painted on it. I was bidden into a dressing-room, where my uniform suit was laid out ready for me to put on. I shed my own suit, and put on the uniform. I remember that the trouser buttons were arranged in a way unusual to me, but quite easy to master. The tunic or double-breasted, brass-buttoned, blue reefer coat was so beautiful, that its discomfort was not noticed. When in my uniform, I felt the pockets in coat and trousers; there was one, outer breast pocket in the tunic, none in the trousers; “only one pocket is allowed,” I was told. Into this pocket, I put my regulation coloured handkerchief, my chest key, and the usual belongings of a boy; then I put on my cap, which also bore a shining badge, and with the instinct proper to all new chums, at all times, pressed it well down over my eyes. Having thus branded myself, and having been passed as dressed, the time had come to proceed to the ship and report myself as come aboard. Now was the woodcock near the gin.

	As the Firefly took me to New Ferry, I saw the line of wooden men-of-war draw swiftly nearer. I thought that each ship had a number of boys aloft in the tops, and thought how lovely it would be, to stand on those airy platforms watching the shipping. What I saw were not boys, but the dead-eyes and laniards of topmast rigging. This I discovered for myself at once, for we passed close to the Conway, going under her stern, so that I could read her name. In a few minutes more the ferry was alongside her pier, and myself, my chest and tuck-box were bundled out. A cutter’s crew (the port fore) were lying at the pier waiting for me. I was the unmistakable new chum whom they had been sent to collect, my tuck-box was probably tuck, about which they at once made up their minds; my belongings struck them as odd. However, they hove the things into the cutter, gave me a seat in the stern-sheets, and seemed indifferent to me. As we shoved off, the starboard stroke oar politely asked me to move my foot along the stretcher, it being in the way of his own foot. I apologized for inconveniencing him, and moved my foot. I did not know at the time, that a foretopman’s stroke oar is an important person, who does not usually speak to new chums.

	I have no memory of that passage from the pier to the ship, except that as we came under the Conway’s stern, to pull up to the starboard gangway, I saw her fore and main rigging manned, and the gangway filled with officers. In a minute, the oars were tossed, the boat fast, and myself received by the Captain, who said, that there was to be a boat race between the two maintop cutter’s crews, one of whom had been waiting for the boat which brought me. In fact, even as he spoke, she was manned by her racing crew, and pushed off under tow with the steam launch for the starting-post. At this instant, the Captain perceived a first-class petty officer, known as Ambi, doing something hazardous on the top of the hammock netting. Even to me, it seemed that the boy was taking a chance. The Captain hailed him, saying: “None of that, now . . . Remember, the old sea proverb, ‘One hand for the ship, but the other for yourself’. Hold on to something.” Ambi did as he was bid, and almost at once the race began. It was the first boat race I had seen; it was a very close struggle, between two very fine crews; it was won by the starboard main by about a length. Later in the term, there being some doubt whether the boats were equally good, the same crews changed cutters and rowed the same course again, with the same result. I was much impressed by the frenzy of excitement in the ship’s crew, and the desperate efforts of the rowers at the finish.

	For about half an hour, I shared the courtesies accorded to those who bring new chums. I was shown the steward’s pantry, all neat and shining, with the mess tins, butter, jam, and bread all ready for the morning’s breakfast. The jam was offered me to taste; the Captain saying: “It’s too sweet for me.” I was taken aft upon the orlop deck, to the show hammocks, one of which was unslung and unlashed for me, so that I might see a mizen topman turn into it and make himself snug. I was shown my chest, tuck-box and tin-trunk all lying in midships near a grating. Then, the word was passed for the captain of the starboard focsle, who presently appeared to take charge of me. I was now a member of his focsle.

	This captain was a big fellow, with a pale, smiling freckled face, and red hair; he was known on board as Red Swab. For some reason, never understood by me, he was not liked on board, but to myself, then and since, he has seemed a very good-natured, patient fellow, exceedingly well-chosen to take charge of a large batch of new chums. I liked him, and could not understand why seniors liked him less, or not at all. I think they were jealous of him.

	Red Swab introduced me to the second captain of the focsle, who was known as Dick. He wore a thinner gold stripe upon his sleeve than Red Swab; he was a quieter and rather abler fellow, and like Red Swab, very well-chosen for his rate over the new chums.

	Dick told me, that that part of the after orlop deck was the focsle’s allotted home; that all their chests were there, and that at night their hammocks would be slung there. He told me that my number was 35, that I should find this number stencilled on my hammock down in the hold later on, and that I was to sling my hammock on a particular hook which he showed me. “You sling the head of the hammock to the hook,” he said, “and for the foot, you will let down this iron crank from the beams, and hitch the foot clue to it. Mind how you unhook the crank, and be very sure that you hook it up properly in the morning. You’ll get some bangs on the head from cranks before you’ve done.”

	In this, he told truth. I had some cruel bangs on the head from cranks before I was much older; at the moment, I was too full of joy (and of relief) to bother. I had thought that the hammocks were slung from the deck beams, some six feet six inches from the deck, and had wondered how I was to reach up to sling the hammock and then to turn into it. Slung as they were, not three feet from the deck, it would be easy to turn in, or so I thought.

	“Now, listen to this,” Red Swab said. “The Fire Alarm is ‘the continued ringing of the ship’s bell’. When you hear the Fire Alarm at any time, day or night, you will come at once here, fall in, and wait for orders. Your job will be to bring up hammocks and help to smother the fire, but, first, you will come here and fall in. Remember that. If we are called to Anchor Stations, supposing we are run into, or our moorings bust, you will fall in here, likewise. Remember it.” I promised to remember, and have kept my promise.

	I had been but a few minutes in this new world; I had not seen much of the ship; I knew, however, that I was on the orlop deck, and that this deck was usually well below the water-line in an old man-of-war, and seldom reached by the enemy’s shot. It seemed a vast expanse; with a clear avenue of deck on both sides of the midship hatches, coamings, gratings and staunchions. Long rows of black sea-chests, with white, painted names, lay on both sides of the clear expanses; they were neatly aligned, “dressed-up to a deck-seam,” as we called it.

	My chest, being a late-comer, had been shoved into a sort of no man’s land, amidships, just abaft the main hatch. Some P.O.’s and a lamb or two had their chests there. My nearest neighbour was a Quarter-Boy, with whom I very soon made acquaintance. He came down to his chest.

	“Ah, chum,” he said, “what’s your name?” I told him.

	“What’s your Father?”

	“I haven’t got one.”

	“What’s your Mother, then?”

	“I haven’t got one.”

	“Oh. You’re a —— orphan, then; the same as me.”

	Someone from the port side, a tough party, asked what the chum had said.

	“He says he’s a —— orphan.”

	“Well, tell the —— orphan, he’ll soon be sailor sick aboard this hooker.”

	One or two of them, attracted by the conversation, came down to look at the orphan. I had a chance to note my neighbour, and to see the state of his chest.

	I learned later, that he was the dirtiest and most untidy member of the ship’s company. I noticed at the time, that he had a look peculiar to old hands on board, of being up to every dodge, of having been battered by every possible tempest, and salted by every green sea. His uniform was as though he had been round the Horn in it. Unlike my other shipmates in that fine weather, he wore an old pair of sea boots. His chest was like a rag bag. His face was untidy, too. His mouth was out of shape, and one or two teeth were gone; he was ruddy and tanned and dirty; his hair came down under his cap. As he was chewing tobacco, he spat from time to time, with a sudden twitch of one side of his face. I had never before seen this done: it impressed me. As his chest was near mine, I saw him often during the first days, and came rather to like him, as a change. He had cleverness of a kind; it was directed to doing what he wished to do. He had a dislike of school work, and had with great skill contrived to dodge about half of all his possible lessons by going as launchee in the steam launch. Each one of us was supposed to have a week of being launchee; and those who liked the launchee life would sometimes buy the week of others, so as to avoid the lessons which the launch’s trips caused her crew to lose. It was this continual service in the launch which made the man so dirty. Oil, coal dust, and the muck of the slip at low tide always marked a launchee’s gear. This man looked like the tribal god of launchees.

	He was low in all his classes, and, although old in the ship had never been promoted, and now never would be. He was a typical old hand, such as the ship produced, always in small numbers. Most of this, I learned later, of course; at the moment, he was startling, new, and very interesting; this was a shipmate.

	(He sailed shortly after that coming Christmas, with some others of his term. His ship was lost with all hands somewhere at sea.)

	The deck was pretty busy with men; it was a free evening and some were mooching or skylarking, some sitting in their chests, reading or sewing; some were netting hammocks, or watching those who were. Everybody who spoke seemed to shout, for the enclosed decks seemed to give resonance to all voices. I felt lost and out of it. What impressed me particularly was the bearing of so many of the men; they looked so old, so easy and so salt; they had such an air of the sea. Many of them looked as if they had been pirates all their lives.

	I felt new and must have looked new. I was new.

	I asked Dick, if he would like some cake. Dick said he would, so I opened my tuck-box and gave him some. Instantly, I found myself surrounded by a party of pirates, all total strangers to me, who laid claim on my bounty. “Say, chum, your spare cake,” they said.

	“Get out of it,” Dick said. I rather liked being called chum by men so salt, though I was shocked by their asking; I thought that they might have waited for an invitation. However, I have always liked giving, so I gave. I found at once that this caused a run on the bank; instantly, I was beset. “Here, lock that box,” Dick said, “you’ll have nothing left for yourself in half a minute”; so I locked the box and the crowd dispersed. I had learned, in those few instants, that this was a community unlike any that I had known.

	“Now,” Dick said, “you had better take off that cap and those boots. You are a junior, that is, a first-year man, and can only wear that peaked cap when you go ashore. You will wear a working cap on board, and deck shoes. Let’s have a look at your chest.”

	I opened my chest; Dick searched it with a practised hand; he produced a pair of black deck shoes, such as all wore on board, and then a working cap, with two black dangling ribbons and a little ball of wool on the top. I put on the shoes, then Dick said: “We wear caps all the time, except at prayers and school; you will wear your working cap until you’re rated petty officer.”

	He left me at this point, and having looked a little at my chest, and discovered that Raper’s Tables was the name of a book full of incomprehensible figures, I put on my working cap, ribbons, top knot and all, thinking that it gave me a really marine air, and set forth to explore the ship a little while it was still light.

	“Hey, chum,” a voice shouted, “where d’ye think you’re going in that . . . rig? Come here.” A couple of toughs had got hold of me in the starboard main, near the open space of the hold. One of them took my cap. “These things aren’t allowed,” he said. With a jerk, he tore off the ribbons, and pitched them into the hold; with another twitch he tore out the top knot, and flung it at a passer-by. “There’s your cap, chum,” he said, “and another time you come into the main top just remember to ask leave.”

	The cap had now a central hole in it as big as a florin, where the knot had been. I noticed, then, that no working caps had ribbons or top knots, and that a good many had even bigger holes than mine. What was meant by coming into the main top and asking leave I did not know; I had heard or read, that the top was up aloft somewhere. I continued my journey forward towards a romantic looking curve in the bows. Two crossed ladders, leading upwards near this place tempted me to go up, to the next deck. I was in an extraordinary strange world, of interest and wonder; it was all noisy, exciting and incomprehensible. It had a strange smell, too, of fresh paint, tar, and bakery. Clean paint seemed everywhere.

	The ladder had a rope handrail, finished with a handsome knot. As I came to the top of it, to the lower deck, I found myself abreast a big pump, unlike any that I had ever seen, being violently hove round by a party of foretopmen, whose coats lay piled on the coamings. One of these instantly hailed me. “Hey, chum,” he cried, “you’re the chum who gave us that run in the cutter just now. Come and give a poor foretopman a spell. Come on, now; off saddle and at it.” I supposed that he had a right to order me. In any case, I wished to show a willing mind. I took off my tunic, and took his place on the brake (the port brake, facing aft). This was the first work I did on board. It was not very difficult in itself, but this was a very smart top, and all that they did they did with fire, and in pumping it is the pace that kills.

	“—— it, this chum can pump,” a man said. He was one of the second spell, waiting for his turn. “—— it, chum, you ought to take my place, after I helped to bring you aboard.”

	“That’s right,” another said, “give poor . . . a spell, after pretty nearly killing him in the cutter.”

	I was willing to oblige; and very sorry to think that I had nearly killed poor . . . by making him row me from New Ferry. I do not doubt that I should have pumped there until the tanks were full had not my old acquaintance, who had told me to bring back plenty of tuck, come by in search of me. “Come on, now,” he said, “let this chum go. You’ve no right to work him like this before he’s been an hour aboard.”

	“Get away with you,” they answered, “the chum volunteered.” However, I left the pump, and joined my acquaintance, who wore the broad gold stripe of a senior petty officer. He led me aft on the port side of the lower deck, where we continued to walk for a time, up and down, between the gun and the Second Officer’s cabin. All was new and strange to me. The gun shone with gleaming metal of three different kinds. “It is a naval gun,” my friend explained. “Some of the men here go into the Navy, and many go into the Naval Reserve, so they do a certain amount of gun drill.”

	In amidships on that deck near the main hatchway was a capstan, and on either side of it, still amidships, was a big old-fashioned ship’s cannon. “Twenty-four-pounders,” my friend explained. They were in the ship’s main deck battery, when she was in commission.

	I offered some of the tuck which he had advised me to bring; I never knew any Conway boy refuse tuck. He led me down to the orlop deck again, explaining the uses of things, and giving me advice. A maintopman, with a face like a big bath sponge, shouted out that my friend was forgetting all his old friends now that he had shipped his stripes. I could not see the point of the remark, because he was remembering me, whom he had known, slightly, long before. The opening of the tuck-box, as before, brought a horde of quite shameless beggars round me, all of them total strangers, all of them with strange cries of: “Your spare, chum,” or “Give a poor maintopman something, who’s been pumping his —— guts out.” While we were busy thus, Dick and Red Swab caught me, saying that in a few minutes we should be hoisting the two cutters, and that there would be work for me to do. I could walk with my friend afterwards. Almost as they spoke, a shrill pipe blew on the deck above and somebody shouted something. “That is the pipe for it,” Red Swab said, “Focslemen, reeve cutters’ falls.” I had not heard one word of the order, and knew nothing of what was meant, but Red Swab led me to the lower deck, well forward to a nook among the bitts. “This is a job you’ll have to do every evening,” he said. “These are the leading blocks for the falls.” He showed me two great blocks, with pendants on them; a port focsleman had already laid hold of one, I took the other, and at Red Swab’s bidding dragged it aft along the deck, to a point near the quarter deck, where he lashed it. He then showed me a rope, which he told me was the cutter’s fall; I had to poke the end through the block and drag it forward as far as it would go. It was beginning to be dim on board; the big battle-lanterns had been lit; and swinging copper lamps were being placed on the other decks. A man with a pipe, standing close to me, blew a blast and shouted something aloud. “That is ‘Hands, up cutter’,” Red Swab said, as a rush of men began. “You will clap on to the rope there, and haul at the order.” I caught hold of the rope, and envied Red Swab his proud post at the big leading block; but I felt that my own post was pretty fair, to be manning a rope on an old man-of-war’s deck. I was one of a ship’s company, about to haul a rope, to hoist a cutter. I gripped the rope and clutched it to me, and instantly felt a bang on my knuckles. “—— it, chum; buttons,” someone said. “You’re skinning my —— knuckles with your buttons. Don’t press against the rope like that.”

	I was abashed at the rebuke, but it had been deserved. My buttons were brass, of a bulgy make, with a raised anchor on their surface. Often enough, similar buttons were to scrape my own knuckles. I apologized for my clumsiness, held my body away from the rope, and stood there, in the dim line of the starboard watch all gently heaving at the fall, waiting for the order. It came almost at once. ‘Haul taut . . . Hoist away.’ We bent our weights to the creaking fall and started to walk away with her. On the other side of the deck, the port watch walked with the after fall. No doubt, we could have run away with her, but that was not encouraged; we walked away with her, and those who reached the forward deck laid aft, tailed on again, and again set forward. I reached a point close to the capstan, when the order and pipe came: ‘High enough.’ At this, all the haulers ceased to haul; I stood with them, holding the rope. A man just forward of me on the rope, said, in a low voice in my ear: “When he says ‘Light-to,’ haul for all you’re worth.” I nodded, thinking that this was kind instruction. When ‘Light-to’ was called, I hauled for all I was worth.

	Unfortunately, ‘Light-to’ means, fling the rope aft, so that those standing near the stoppers may have plenty of slack with which to belay the fall at the cleat. The starboard watch flung the fall aft, as always, with all the power of their bodies, and I, who was hauling hard against the strength of perhaps eighty men, went flying with it, violently banging into the double line of men, and receiving violent kicks and blows from those I hurt. I came down on to the deck with a bang, wondering what on earth had happened to me. I was more startled than hurt, and then, too, think: I had learned something. Somebody helped me up, and asked: “If the crutch of my trousers had given away.” I was glad to be able to say “No”. “Ah,” he said, “my first night on board, I went spinning like that, and my trousers went in the crutch, where they generally do go, in a fall.”

	Dick and Red Swab now showed me how to unreeve the first cutter’s fall and to reeve the second cutter’s in its place. When this was done, we hoisted the second cutter. I had now learned, not to scrape men’s knuckles with my buttons, and not to haul at light-to. The rather dim deck, the crowd, the strangeness, and to be hauling upon a rope in a ship, were all excitements which some men there meant to make more prosaic. We had lighted-to; someone had blown a peculiar blast which I knew later as a Pipe Down; the ship’s company was dispersing. Suddenly somebody gave me a shove in the chest; I tottered back, and fell over a man behind me. I came heavily down upon the deck, and was kicked and punched by the man over whom I had fallen. I thought that I had knocked him down, and was about to explain, but he slipped away chuckling. He had crouched to upset me when his accomplice shoved. Dick caught me here. “Come along,” he said, “you’ll have to unreeve the fall and stow the lead block.” One of my focsle to whom I had already taken a dislike, growled at me for not leaping to this work at Pipe Down, “leaving it all to him”. However, as he had left it all to me, no great harm had been done. I dragged the heavy lead block to the nook in which it was stowed. Dick said, that this would be my task every evening, to drag out and stow the great block.

	My friend presently came to find me and led me back to walk with him as before. New experiences were coming upon me every minute. I was not thinking of hammock, sea-chest, and the other wonders, now, but of being in a ship, close to hatchways, cables, ports, old cannon, and a brand new gun which fired a shell. In this ship, I was walking a deck in a space between real cabins. Suddenly a ship’s bell, on the deck above me, made three bells.

	“Three bells,” my friend said, “half-past seven.”

	I wonder how many thousand times I have recalled those words at half-past seven in the evening, remembering how and where he spoke them, on the port side of the lower deck, abreast the main hatchway, as we walked aft towards the gun.

	My friend was exceedingly kind and helpful. He told me much and gave me a lot of good advice. My acquaintance with him had been of the slightest and he was some years older than myself. He had been long on board and was eminent in the ship. He said that I “must expect to be put through it just at first, since they always roast new chums the first few days”. I learned, too, that he was not in my watch, and that men in different watches (and of different terms and years) seldom met much. (I never walked with him again.)

	I was then an eager swimmer, and longing to know what swimming I should have. “None from the ship,” he said, “the tides are too strong, and the currents too dangerous. As a junior you’ll get to the Liverpool Baths once a week, and as a senior, generally twice a week; and, of course, when we have a Liverpool Leave, that is, a whole holiday in Liverpool, we can have all day at the Baths.”

	“What are the Liverpool Baths like?” I asked.

	“Well,” he said, “you really would expect a place like Liverpool to have better baths. The George’s Baths, where we go, are really very small. The Cornwallis Baths are better, but they aren’t as big as you’d expect.”

	His words dashed some of my hopes, for I had been thinking that we should be swimming and diving daily from the ship. His judgments were over-harsh. I was soon to find, that the Baths of Liverpool, though not big, were beyond all my dreams of possible perfection: I have known none better anywhere.

	I was so excited by the experience of being in a ship, that “being put through it” seemed a small price to pay. But what was this, about being roasted, the first few days? I had seen on the orlop deck the ship’s furnace, now lighted to warm the sleeping deck; did he mean that I was to be roasted there? I had read how the wicked had roasted Tom Brown. My friend laughed, and said: “No, no; I mean they’ll have you on toast, if they get the chance.”

	Honest mariner’s fun, I hoped; all a jest; they would but poison in jest.

	Suddenly, in the midst of our talk, eight bells were made above us; a long call of the pipe followed, with a shout of which I distinguished not one word. My friend said: “That is eight bells. Supper-time. I go to the petty officers’ supper, in a special mess. I’ll show you where you’ll get supper, if you want any.”

	I could see, that the last pipe had caused a great commotion in the ship. Men were rushing about at speed, and already, on the deck on which we walked, men were producing rolls of fire hoses and trundling them along the deck. Other men were lifting down strong, square wooden bars from the beams, and fitting them to iron cranks; little squads of men with brooms were sweeping. My friend left me at a mess table set with hot broth and ship’s biscuits, while he went off to more delightful fare. I did not want food on that day of excitement, but . . . this was ship’s bread, the hard tack of romance; I had to taste hard tack. As I ate, bits of hard tack came at my head from various points, with well-practised aim.

	An idle lounger sauntering by stopped as he passed me. He had a rather pleasant face and manner. “Ha, chum,” he said, “I’m . . . of the port fore. I was in the cutter that brought you off this evening. Come on down and mooch a bit; we still have twenty minutes.”

	I was very glad of any friend; we went down together. He told me that the bars now fitted across parts of the lower deck were to support the maintopmen’s hammocks. “Both the maintops sling on the lower deck,” he said. “It’s much the best place to sling; they’re so near the lavatory basins in the morning. You’ll find out all about that tomorrow.”

	When we reached the orlop deck, he linked his arm into mine, in the manner of the twenty or thirty couples already slouching round the deck there. As we went slowly along, he said: “Top, please,” at intervals, and told me to remember the places where these words had to be said. He said that while I was a new chum, and perhaps, too, while I was a junior, I had better use the full request: “May I come in the top, please?” and wait for an answer.

	“It’s all right with the mizen,” he said, “but if you don’t ask leave, the main may go for you with sea boots, and the fore will go for you with brooms.”

	“Oh . . . and another thing,” he added. “Never get into one of these orlop deck ports or sit anywhere on this paint-work. This is the foretop deck, and the foretop don’t allow it. If they catch you, they’ll come down on you with brooms and you may get knocked about.”

	My heart warmed to this friendly guide. He had been one of the crew which had brought me off, yet he had put in no plea for tuck, on the ground that he had pretty nearly wrenched his guts out, shipping my —— dunnage for me. I wanted to give him some tuck; so, watching for a smooth, when there seemed to be few pirates cruising, I brought him some from my box, and we mooched on.

	Suddenly, I heard voices shouting my name. “That is a call for you,” my guide said. “You must shout: ‘Where away?’ ” I did.

	The voices answered: “Lower deck. Main hatch.” My friend said: “You must answer, ‘Orlop deck. Port main’.” Again I obeyed.

	Two young men came hurriedly down the ladder to us. “We’ve been yelling for you this last ten minutes,” they said. “Why the hell can’t you answer. The Nurse wants you in the sick bay. You’ve not been measured for bathing drawers.”

	Green as I was, I had been warned against this, and my friend gave me a pinch on the arm. “Buck up, now,” the young men said. “Nurse is waiting. Off with you.” I said, that I should not go. “All right, my joker,” they said, “Nurse will report you at Rounds. Don’t try to sneak out of it by saying that you haven’t been told; you have. You’ll look —— odd at the bathing-drawer parade on Sunday, if you haven’t got your pair.”

	When they had gone, my new friend told me, that of course it was a try-on, that new chums were often fooled in that way, and did go to the Nurse. “They’ll very likely try to send you later on, to the Master-at-Arms, to be measured for your cutlass. Don’t go to do anything, or get anything, unless your P.O.’s order you; then you will know it’s all right.”

	A few minutes brought half-past eight, and the loud (but to me incomprehensible) call of hands to Divisions. “Now we shall have to fall in, to get our hammocks,” my friend said, “you will fall in over there. Good night and remember, that if you are in trouble or want anything, you just come to me. I’m . . . of the port fore. You’ll easily find me in the port fore.”

	I was touched and charmed by his kindness; there were always many friendly men like this on board, who remembered their own first joinings. I saw him several times during that term, but we were in different watches, and that was usually a bar to friendship. Years later, when I was rowing on the Hudson, near the Palisades, he suddenly hailed me from the shore, at a time when neither of us could stay long to talk. His ship was lost with all hands soon afterwards.

	As he left me to go to his Division, I was caught in a rush of men coming down the main hatch. All hands seemed to be at skating speed, going at a rush, with calls, cries and snatches of song, about a hundred and eighty of them, now darting out and across to shake a friend’s hand and say “Good night”, now catching a chance to shove somebody into somebody else. In the friendliness of the instant, one or two total strangers shook my hand and wished me “Good night”, which I thought extremely nice of them. My head was in a whirl at the newness of everything, but I had begun to understand, that this was one of the things which had to be done quickly. My new guide and Red Swab had both told me where I should have to fall in; indeed, both Dick and Red Swab were looking out for me. Red Swab shoved me into my place between 33 and 37 and asked: “Do you know your left hand?”

	“Yes. This.”

	“You’re sure of it?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then you do know something. Well, when I give the order, ‘left turn; right-about-wheel; quick march’, mind you turn to the left, and follow your leaders down that open hatchway there into the hold, to get your hammock. Do you know what dressing-up means?”
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