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   Little Joey was a real cat in the full-rigged ship Joseph Conrad on her voyage round the world. He came from the Solomon Islands, in the Pacific. Now he lives ashore in a house in Philadelphia.









  
I. THE GINGER CAT
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  EVERY SHIP should have a cat and so the Joseph Conrad had one, too. He was a ginger kitten with a very handsome face, a long bushy tail, a bright disposition, and an endless curiosity. He was altogether different from other cats. Most cats in cities either are awfully dirty or else they look as if they owned the world, and when you look at them or talk to them they look back as if you were quite beneath their attention. Not Joey, though. Joey was a sea cat.




  He came on board in the Solomon Islands. These are islands in the Pacific named after Solomon’s gold because the Spanish sailor who discovered them a few hundred years ago thought they might be the islands where King Solomon had got his gold. But the only thing golden that the sailors of the Joseph Conrad saw was Joey the ginger cat. He was golden all over. Even his eyes were gold, and they had a softness in them that did not quite grow out of them even when he was long past kittenhood, and all grown up. His ginger coat was sleek and golden, and the tips of his whiskers were golden, too.
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  Joey became a sea cat because he happened to be born a few weeks before the sailing-ship anchored off his island. He belonged to Bongo, a big chief on Guadalcanal, which is one of the Solomon Islands. When Bongo saw a sailing-ship anchor off his island, he was surprised, because all the ships he had seen before were steamers. He went out in his canoe and took the little ginger kitten with him as a present to the crew. Bongo knew that sailors liked cats, and he picked the ginger one because he was so lively and so full of fun. Even before he could see, he staggered about on his stumpy ginger legs and pushed all his brothers and sisters out of the way, falling over and into everything.




  The day Bongo took the kitten on board was not so long after his eyes had opened on the excitement of his sunny world. How interesting it all was! He was scared a bit, when he first saw the water, but he soon became used to that, and when he came to the big ship he scampered around and poked his little nose into everything.




  The boys of the crew crowded around him and all began yelling at once, suggesting different names for the ship’s new cat.




  Some wanted to call him Ginger.


  “Hey, no!” cried a merry imp named Stormalong. “We’ve got a ginger chief mate, and that’s no name for a cat.”
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  “Call him Rufus!” shouted Twitter Thomas.




  “Erik the Red,” suggested Pete Petersen, the second mate.




  “Percy. That’s a beautiful name for a cat,” said an Australian boy.




  “Percy!” shouted the others. “Who ever heard of a cat named that! You might as well call him Claude.”




  “Or Marmaduke.”




  “Ho, ho, ho, Marmaduke the cat!” 




  “Erik the Red is not so bad,” said Karl. A second mate’s suggestions have to be considered, for second mates are important people in sailing-ships. “But what about calling him Little Joey, yes? We name ’im for de ship, no?”




  Karl always said “Yes” or “No” after everything just so the others would know what he meant. He was a big German boy with wavy brown hair, a chest like the side of a house and hands like hams. He was boatswain of the Joseph Conrad. Boatswains, after second mates, are big people in sailing-ships, and you have to listen to them, too.
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  His idea for the new kitten’s name seemed the best. The boys all spoke of the ship as Little Joey, except when the weather was bad and they called her nasty names, and to think of honoring the kitten with the ship’s own name showed that they thought a lot of the little ball of golden fluff that Bongo brought on board.




  So “Little Joey” the ginger kitten became. By that time, however, he wasn’t there to be named anything, for in the excitement of his christening he had wandered away, and was exploring the ship on his own. By the time the boys decided what to call him, he was nowhere to be seen. He slipped away between Slipey Jones’ two big feet and was on his own.




  What a lot he found to see! Never having seen anything very much before, he didn’t know quite how strange it was. He walked around to the golden masts and strained his neck looking up to where they reached into the sky, with more and more queer cross-pieces growing out of them and ropes hanging everywhere, ropes and wires and lengths of chain, and canvas neatly furled, and ladders that reached up from the ship’s iron sides higher than he could see. Whoever could understand all that confusion? the little cat wondered. Which end of this strange ship went first? He didn’t know. But he saw a long strong spar of steel and wood stretching out at one end with sails furled neatly along it, and at the other end was a wheel to steer by. So he guessed that maybe the end with the spar in front went first, and the end with the wheel on it followed along behind.




  Not that he cared. He would find out all about everything in good time.




  In the meantime he smelled food.
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  He strolled and scampered round, keen to track down this pleasant smell. He bumped his little carcass against brass guns; he rubbed his fur on a hundred ropes; he climbed up ladders of steel and down wooden ones. He found himself in strange quarters lined with bunks built one above the other, where oilskin coats hung on pegs and big rubber boots were arranged neatly in twenty pairs, in sizes from six to what looked like twelve. He climbed into one of these and it fell over with him inside so that he had a hard job to get out again, and when he was out he climbed back in and played hide-and-seek with himself for a while. There was nobody else to play with and so he tired of that, and began to chase a ball of twine. That was fun! The ball was about a mile long, and it rolled all over the place and got entangled with everything, so that long before Little Joey was done with it the boys’ quarters were snarled with tarry twine. Then he found a pot of tar, and spilled that; and after that the paint locker provided a lot of excitement. This was a good new home, thought Little Joey—better than any coral island.
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