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Herman Melville
 
1819-1891
 
Born, in New York City, 1 Aug. 1819. Went to sea, 1836.
Schoolmaster, 1837-40. To sea again Jan. 1841. Ran away
from ship on Marquesas Islands, 1842. Rescued after four
months' captivity among the Typees. For a short time clerk
at Honolulu. Returned to Boston, 1844. Married Elizabeth
Shaw, 4 Aug. 1847. Lived in New York, 1847-50; at
Pittsfield, Mass., 1850-63. Visits to Europe, 1849 and 1856.
Frequently lectured in America, 1857-60. Returned to New
York, 1863. District Officer, New York Custom House, Dec.,
1866-86. Died, in New York, 28 Sept. 1891. Works: "Typee,"
1846; "Omoo," 1847; "Mardi," 1849; "Redburn," 1849;
"White Jacket" 1850; "Moby Dick," 1851 (English edn.,
called; "The Whale," same year); "Pierre," 1852; "Israel
Potter," 1855 (in 1865 edn. called: "The Refugee"); "Piazza
Tales," 1856, "The Confidence Man," 1857; "Battle-Pieces,"
1866; "Clarel," 1876; "John Marr and Other Sailors" (priv.
ptd.), 1888; "Timoleon" (priv. ptd.), 1891.—Sharp, R.
Farquharson, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 193.
 
PERSONAL
 
Duyckinck, of the Literary World, and Herman Melville are
in Berkshire, and I expect them to call here this morning. I
met Melville the other day, and liked him so much that I
have asked him to spend a few days with me before leaving
these parts.—Hawthorne, Nathaniel, 1850, Letter to
Horatio Bridge, Personal Recollections of Nathaniel
Hawthorne, p. 123.



 
His extremely proud and sensitive nature and his studious
habits led to the seclusion of his later years. . . . This
seclusion endured to the end. He never denied himself to
his friends; but he sought no one. I visited him repeatedly
in New York, and had the most interesting talks with him.
What stores of reading, what reaches of philosophy, were
his! He took the attitude of absolute independence towards
the world. He said, "My books will speak for themselves,
and all the better if I avoid the rattling egotism by which so
many win a certain vogue for a certain time." He missed
immediate success; he won the distinction of a hermit. It
may appear, in the end, that he was right. No other
autobiographical books in our literature suggest more
vividly than "Typee," "Omoo," "White Jacket," and "Moby
Dick," the title of Goethe, "Truth and Beauty from my own
life." "Typee," at least, is one of those books that the world
cannot let die. — Coan, Titus Munson, 1891, Herman
Melville, Literary World, vol. 22, p. 493.
 
As Borrow possessed the secret of winning the confidence
of the gipsies, so Melville, by the same talisman of utter
simplicity and naturalness, was able to fraternise in perfect
good fellowship with the so-called savages of the Pacific.—
Salt, Henry S., 1892, "Marquesan Melville," Gentleman's
Magazine, vol. 272, p. 251.
 
GENERAL
 
We first examined its merits ["Omoo"] as a piece of
description, then considered it more especially with
reference to its spirit, in what it leaves us to infer of the
writer's intercourse with the natives, and what he tells us
of their religious condition. . . . "Omoo" is a book one may
read once with interest and pleasure, but with a perpetual
recoil. It is poetically written, but yet carelessly, and in a



bad spirit.— Peck, G. W., 1847, Omoo, American Review,
vol. 6, p. 45.
 
Mr. Melville lived for four months, absolutely like a
primitive man, in Noukahiva, a Polynesian island, and it is
his adventures while there that form the subject of his first
books, the narratives of his actual voyages. . . .
Unfortunately, Mr. Melville's style is so ornate, his Rubens-
like tints are so vivid and warm, and he has so strong a
predilection for dramatic effects, that one does not know
exactly how much confidence to repose in his narrative. We
do not take except cum grano salis, his florid descriptions.
—Chasles, Philarète, 1852, Anglo-American Literature and
Manners, p. 118.
 
"Typee" told nothing. It had no antecedents. It might have
been an animal, or it might have been a new game, or it
might have been a treatise on magic. Did they open the
book, and look over the chapters, they were not much
wiser. Barbarous congregations of syllables, such as Kory
Kory, Nukuheva, Moa Artua, met their eyes. The end of it
was, that the whole tribe of London and American critics
had to sit down and read it all, before they dared speak of a
book filled with such mysterious syllables. From reading
they began to like it. There was a great deal of rich, rough
talent about it. The scenes were fresh, and highly colored;
the habits and manners described had the charm of
novelty; and the style, though not the purest or most
elegant, had a fine narrative facility about it, that rendered
it very pleasurable reading. . . . "Typee," the first and most
successful of Mr. Melville's books, commands attention for
the clearness of its narrative, the novelty of its scenery, and
the simplicity of its style, in which latter feature it is a
wondrous contrast to "Mardi," "Moby Dick," and "Pierre."—
O'Brien, Fitz-James, 1853, Our Young Authors, Putnam's
Magazine, vol. 1, pp. 155, 160.



 
Melville's own adventures had been those of a modern
Captain John Smith in the Pacific islands and waters; so
that the pars magna fui of his lively books gave them the
needed fillip of personality, and duly magnified their
elements of wonder. That brilliant power of delineation
which, in Melville's conversation, so charmed his warm
friends the Hawthornes, is apparently not heightened in his
books, but would seem to be rather diminished by the
exigencies of writing. But the personal narrative or fiction
of "Typee," "Omoo," and "Moby Dick," with their
adventurous rapidity of description of Pacific seas, ships,
savages and whales, represented the restless facility which
has always been an American trait, and which occasionally
develops into some enduring literary success. —
Richardson, Charles F., 1888, American Literature, 1607-
1885, vol. n, p. 404.
 
There was a wealth of imagination in the mind of Mr.
Melville, but it was an untrained imagination, and a world
of the stuff out of which poetry is made, but no poetry,
which is creation and not chaos. He saw like a poet, felt
like a poet, thought like a poet, but he never attained any
proficiency in verse, which was not among his natural gifts.
His vocabulary was large, fluent, eloquent, but it was
excessive, inaccurate and unliterary. He wrote too easily,
and at too great length, his pen sometimes running away
with him, and from his readers. There were strange, dark,
mysterious elements in his nature, as there were in
Hawthorne's, but he never learned to control them, as
Hawthorne did from the beginning, and never turned their
possibilities into actualities.— Stoddard, Richard Henry,
1891, The Mail and Express.
 
"Typee" and "Omoo," mistaken by the public for fiction,
were, on the contrary, the most vivid truth expressed in the



most telling and poetic manner. My father, the Rev. Titus
Coan, went over Melville's ground in 1867, and while he
has criticized the topography of "Typee" as being somewhat
exaggerated in the mountain distances, a very natural
mistake, he told me that the descriptions were admirably
true and the characterizations faultless in the main. The
book is a masterpiece, the outcome of an opportunity that
will never be repeated. Melville was the first and only man
ever made captive in a valley full of Polynesian cannibals,
who had the genius to describe the situation, and who got
away alive to write his book.—Coan, Titus Munson, 1891,
Herman Melville, Literary World, vol. 22, p. 493.
 
Melville's most artistic work is to be found in "Typee," the
first blossom of his youthful genius. This idyl, which set all
the world to talking, undoubtedly will hold a permanent
position in American literature, and most people will wish
to read its sequel, "Omoo." The character of "Fayaway" and,
no less, William S. Mayo's "Kaloolah," the enchanting
dreams of many a youthful heart, will retain their charm;
and this in spite of endless variations by modern explorers
in the same domain. . . . The events of the Civil War gave a
strong lyrical movement to Melville's pen, which had rested
for nearly ten years when the volume of "Battle Pieces and
Aspects of the War" appeared in 1866. Most of these poems
originated, according to the author, "in an impulse
imparted by the fall of Richmond," but they have as
subjects all the chief incidents of the struggle. The best of
them are "The Stone Fleet," "In the Prison Pen," "The
College Colonel," "The March to the Sea," "Running the
Batteries," and "Sheridan at Cedar Creek." Some of these
had a wide circulation in the press, and were preserved in
various anthologies. Mr. Stoddard has called "Sheridan" the
"second best cavalry poem in the English language, the
first being Browning's, 'How They Brought the Good News
from Ghent to Aix.'" There are in this poem lines as lofty in



sentiment and expression as Bryant, or the author of "Lines
on a Bust of Dante," or Mr. Stoddard himself could have
written.—Stedman, Arthur, 1891, Melville of Marquesas,
Review of Reviews, American Ed., vol. 4, p. 429.
 
In spite of all the obscurities and mannerisms which
confessedly deform his later writings, it remains true that
naturalness is, on the whole, Melville's prime
characteristic, both in the tone and in the style of his
productions. His narratives are as racy and vigorous as
those of Defoe or Smollett or Marryat; his character-
sketches are such as only a man of keen observation, and
as keen a sense of humour, could have realised and
depicted. His seamen and his sea captains all, his savages
ashore and aboard, from the noble unsophisticated Mehevi
in "Typee" to the semi-civilised comical Queequeg in "The
Whale," are admirably vivid and impressive, and the reader
who shall once have made their acquaintance will
thenceforward in no wise be persuaded that they are not
real and living personages. Moreover, there is a large-
souled humanity in Melville— the direct outcome of his
generous, emotional, yet uniformly sane temperament—
which differentiates him entirely from the mere artist or
litterateur.—Salt, Henry S., 1892, "Marquesan Melville,"
Gentleman's Magazine, vol. 272, p. 254.
 
His masterpiece, "Moby Dick, or the White Whale." If it
were not for its inordinate length, its frequently inartistic
heaping up of details, and its obvious imitation of Carlylean
tricks of style and construction, this narrative of
tremendous power and wide knowledge might be perhaps
pronounced the greatest sea story in literature. The breath
of the sea is in it and much of the passion and charm of the
most venturous callings plied upon the deep. It is a cool
reader that does not become almost as eager as the terrible
Captain Ahab in his demoniacal pursuit of Moby Dick, the



invincible whale, a creation of the imagination not
unworthy of a great poet—Trent, William P., 1903, A
History of American Literature, p. 390.
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PART I
 
 
 
CHAPTER I. MY RECEPTION ABOARD
 
IT WAS the middle of a bright tropical afternoon that we
made good our escape from the bay. The vessel we sought
lay with her main-topsail aback about a league from the
land, and was the only object that broke the broad expanse
of the ocean.
 
On approaching, she turned out to be a small, slatternly-
looking craft, her hull and spars a dingy black, rigging all
slack and bleached nearly white, and everything denoting
an ill state of affairs aboard. The four boats hanging from
her sides proclaimed her a whaler. Leaning carelessly over
the bulwarks were the sailors, wild, haggard-looking
fellows in Scotch caps and faded blue frocks; some of them
with cheeks of a mottled bronze, to which sickness soon
changes the rich berry-brown of a seaman's complexion in
the tropics.
 
On the quarter-deck was one whom I took for the chief
mate. He wore a broad-brimmed Panama hat, and his spy-
glass was levelled as we advanced.
 
When we came alongside, a low cry ran fore and aft the
deck, and everybody gazed at us with inquiring eyes. And
well they might. To say nothing of the savage boat's crew,
panting with excitement, all gesture and vociferation, my
own appearance was calculated to excite curiosity. A robe
of the native cloth was thrown over my shoulders, my hair
and beard were uncut, and I betrayed other evidences of
my recent adventure. Immediately on gaining the deck,



they beset me on all sides with questions, the half of which
I could not answer, so incessantly were they put.
 
As an instance of the curious coincidences which often
befall the sailor, I must here mention that two
countenances before me were familiar. One was that of an
old man-of-war's-man, whose acquaintance I had made in
Rio de Janeiro, at which place touched the ship in which I
sailed from home. The other was a young man whom, four
years previous, I had frequently met in a sailor boarding-
house in Liverpool. I remembered parting with him at
Prince's Dock Gates, in the midst of a swarm of police-
officers, trackmen, stevedores, beggars, and the like. And
here we were again:—years had rolled by, many a league of
ocean had been traversed, and we were thrown together
under circumstances which almost made me doubt my own
existence.
 
But a few moments passed ere I was sent for into the cabin
by the captain.
 
He was quite a young man, pale and slender, more like a
sickly counting-house clerk than a bluff sea-captain.
Bidding me be seated, he ordered the steward to hand me a
glass of Pisco. In the state I was, this stimulus almost made
me delirious; so that of all I then went on to relate
concerning my residence on the island I can scarcely
remember a word. After this I was asked whether I desired
to "ship"; of course I said yes; that is, if he would allow me
to enter for one cruise, engaging to discharge me, if I so
desired, at the next port. In this way men are frequently
shipped on board whalemen in the South Seas. My
stipulation was acceded to, and the ship's articles handed
me to sign.
 



The mate was now called below, and charged to make a
"well man" of me; not, let it be borne in mind, that the
captain felt any great compassion for me, he only desired to
have the benefit of my services as soon as possible.
 
Helping me on deck, the mate stretched me out on the
windlass and commenced examining my limb; and then
doctoring it after a fashion with something from the
medicine-chest, rolled it up in a piece of an old sail, making
so big a bundle that, with my feet resting on the windlass, I
might have been taken for a sailor with the gout. While this
was going on, someone removing my tappa cloak slipped on
a blue frock in its place, and another, actuated by the same
desire to make a civilized mortal of me, flourished about my
head a great pair lie imminent jeopardy of both ears, and
the certain destruction of hair and beard.
 
The day was now drawing to a close, and, as the land faded
from my sight, I was all alive to the change in my condition.
But how far short of our expectations is oftentimes the
fulfilment of the most ardent hopes. Safe aboard of a ship—
so long my earnest prayer—with home and friends once
more in prospect, I nevertheless felt weighed down by a
melancholy that could not be shaken off. It was the thought
of never more seeing those who, notwithstanding their
desire to retain me a captive, had, upon the whole, treated
me so kindly. I was leaving them for ever.
 
So unforeseen and sudden had been my escape, so excited
had I been through it all, and so great the contrast between
the luxurious repose of the valley, and the wild noise and
motion of a ship at sea, that at times my recent adventures
had all the strangeness of a dream; and I could scarcely
believe that the same sun now setting over a waste of
waters, had that very morning risen above the mountains
and peered in upon me as I lay on my mat in Typee.



 
Going below into the forecastle just after dark, I was
inducted into a wretched "bunk" or sleeping-box built over
another. The rickety bottoms of both were spread with
several pieces of a blanket. A battered tin can was then
handed me, containing about half a pint of "tea"—so called
by courtesy, though whether the juice of such stalks as one
finds floating therein deserves that title, is a matter all
shipowners must settle with their consciences. A cube of
salt beef, on a hard round biscuit by way of platter, was
also handed up; and without more ado, I made a meal, the
salt flavour of which, after the Nebuchadnezzar fare of the
valley, was positively delicious.
 
While thus engaged, an old sailor on a chest just under me
was puffing out volumes of tobacco smoke. My supper
finished, he brushed the stem of his sooty pipe against the
sleeve of his frock, and politely waved it toward me. The
attention was sailor-like; as for the nicety of the thing, no
man who has lived in forecastles is at all fastidious; and so,
after a few vigorous whiffs to induce repose, I turned over
and tried my best to forget myself. But in vain. My crib,
instead of extending fore and aft, as it should have done,
was placed athwart ships, that is, at right angles to the
keel, and the vessel, going before the wind, rolled to such a
degree, that-every time my heels went up and my head
went down, I thought I was on the point of turning a
somerset. Beside this, there were still more annoying
causes of inquietude; and every once in a while a splash of
water came down the open scuttle, and flung the spray in
my face.
 
At last, after a sleepless night, broken twice by the
merciless call of the watch, a peep of daylight struggled
into view from above, and someone came below. It was my
old friend with the pipe.



 
"Here, shipmate," said I, "help me out of this place, and let
me go on deck."
 
"Halloa, who's that croaking?" was the rejoinder, as he
peered into the obscurity where I lay. "Ay, Typee, my king
of the cannibals, is it you I But I say, my lad, how's that
spar of your'n? the mate says it's in a devil of a way; and
last night set the steward to sharpening the handsaw: hope
he won't have the carving of ye."
 
Long before daylight we arrived off the bay of Nukuheva,
and making short tacks until morning, we then ran in and
sent a boat ashore with the natives who had brought me to
the ship. Upon its return, we made sail again, and stood off
from the land. There was a fine breeze; and
notwithstanding my bad night's rest, the cool, fresh air of a
morning at sea was so bracing, mat, as soon as I breathed
it, my spirits rose at once.
 
Seated upon the windlass the greater portion of the day,
and chatting freely with the men, I learned the history of
the voyage thus far, and everything respecting the ship and
its present condition.
 
These matters I will now throw together in the next
chapter.
 
 
CHAPTER II. SOME ACCOUNT OF THE SHIP
 
FIRST AND foremost, I must give some account of the Julia
herself; or "Little Jule," as the sailors familiarly styled her.
 



She was a small barque of a beautiful model, something
more than two hundred tons, Yankee-built and very old.
Fitted for a privateer out of a New England port during the
war of 1812, she had been captured at sea by a British
cruiser, and, after seeing all sorts of service, was at last
employed as a government packet in the Australian seas.
Being condemned, however, about two years previous, she
was purchased at auction by a house in Sydney, who, after
some slight repairs, dispatched her on the present voyage.
 
Notwithstanding the repairs, she was still in a miserable
plight. The lower masts were said to be unsound; the
standing rigging was much worn; and, in some places, even
the bulwarks were quite rotten. Still, she was tolerably
tight, and but little more than the ordinary pumping of a
morning served to keep her free.
 
But all this had nothing to do with her sailing; at that,
brave Little Jule, plump Little Jule, was a witch. Blow high,
or blow low, she was always ready for the breeze; and when
she dashed the waves from her prow, and pranced, and
pawed the sea, you never thought of her patched sails and
blistered hull. How the fleet creature would fly before the
wind! rolling, now and then, to be sure, but in very
playfulness. Sailing to windward, no gale could bow her
over: with spars erect, she looked right up into the wind's
eye, and so she went.
 
But after all, Little Jule was not to be confided in. Lively
enough, and playful she was, but on that very account the
more to be distrusted. Who knew, but that like some
vivacious old mortal all at once sinking into a decline, she
might, some dark night, spring a leak and carry us all to
the bottom. However, she played us no such ugly trick, and
therefore, I wrong Little Jule in supposing it.
 



She had a free roving commission. According to her papers
she might go whither she pleased—whaling, sealing, or
anything else. Sperm whaling, however, was what she
relied upon; though, as yet, only two fish had been brought
alongside.
 
The day they sailed out of Sydney Heads, the ship's
company, all told, numbered some thirty-two souls; now,
they mustered about twenty; the rest had deserted. Even
the three junior mates who had headed the whaleboats
were gone: and of the four harpooners, only one was left, a
wild New Zealander, or "Mowree" as his countrymen are
more commonly called in the Pacific. But this was not all.
More than half the seamen remaining were more or less
unwell from a long sojourn in a dissipated port; some of
them wholly unfit for duty, one or two dangerously ill, and
the rest managing to stand their watch though they could
do but little.
 
The captain was a young cockney, who, a few years before,
had emigrated to Australia, and, by some favouritism or
other, had procured the command of the vessel, though in
no wise competent. He was essentially a landsman, and
though a man of education, no more meant for the sea than
a hairdresser. Hence everybody made fun of him. They
called him "The Cabin Boy," "Paper Jack," and half a dozen
other undignified names. In truth, the men made no secret
of the derision in which they held him; and as for the
slender gentleman himself, he knew it all very well, and
bore himself with becoming meekness. Holding as little
intercourse with them as possible, he left everything to the
chief mate, who, as the story went, had been given his
captain in charge. Yet, despite his apparent
unobtrusiveness, the silent captain had more to do with the
men than they thought. In short, although one of your
sheepish-looking fellows, he had a sort of still, timid



cunning, which no one would have suspected, and which,
for that very reason, was all the more active. So the bluff
mate, who always thought he did what he pleased, was
occasionally made a fool of; and some obnoxious measures
which he carried out, in spite of all growlings, were little
thought to originate with the dapper little fellow in
nankeen jacket and white canvas pumps. But, to all
appearance, at least, the mate had everything his own way;
indeed, in most things this was actually the case; and it was
quite plain that the captain stood in awe of him.
 
So far as courage, seamanship, and a natural aptitude for
keeping riotous spirits in subjection were concerned, no
man was better qualified for his vocation than John Jermin.
He was the very beau-ideal of the efficient race of short,
thick-set men. His hair curled in little rings of iron gray all
over his round bullet head. As for his countenance, it was
strongly marked, deeply pitted with the small-pox. For the
rest, there was a fierce little squint out of one eye; the nose
had a rakish twist to one side; while his large mouth, and
great white teeth, looked absolutely sharkish when he
laughed. In a word, no one, after getting a fair look at him,
would ever think of improving the shape of his nose,
wanting in symmetry as it was. Notwithstanding his
pugnacious looks, however, Jermin had a heart as big as a
bullock's; that you saw at a glance.
 
Such was our mate; but he had one failing: he abhorred all
weak infusions, and cleaved manfully to strong drink.. At all
times he was more or less under the influence of it. Taken
in moderate quantities, I believe, in my soul, it did a man
like him good; brightened his eyes, swept the cobwebs out
of his brain, and regulated his pulse. But the worst of it
was, that sometimes he drank too much, and a more
obstreperous fellow than Jermin in his cups, you seldom
came across. He was always for having a fight; but the very



men he flogged loved him as a brother, for he had such an
irresistibly good-natured way of knocking them down, that
no one could find it in his heart to bear malice against him.
So much for stout little Jermin.
 
All English whalemen are bound by-law to carry a
physician, who, of course, is rated a gentleman, and lives in
the cabin, with nothing but his professional duties to attend
to; but incidentally he drinks "flip" and plays cards with the
captain. There was such a worthy aboard of the Julia; but,
curious to tell, he lived in the forecastle with the men. And
this was the way it happened.
 
In the early part of the voyage the doctor and the captain
lived together as pleasantly as could be. To say nothing of
many a can they drank over the cabin transom, both of
them had read books, and one of them had travelled; so
their stories never flagged. But once on a time they got into
a dispute about politics, and the doctor, moreover, getting
into a rage, drove home an argument with his fist, and left
the captain on the floor literally silenced. This was carrying
it with a high hand; so he was shut up in his state-room for
ten days, and left to meditate on bread and water, and the
impropriety of flying into a passion. Smarting under his
disgrace, he undertook, a short time after his liberation, to
leave the vessel clandestinely at one of the islands, but was
brought back ignominiously, and again shut up. Being set at
large for the second time, he vowed he would not live any
longer with the captain, and went forward with his chests
among the sailors, where he was received with open arms
as a good fellow and an injured man.
 
I must give some further account of him, for he figures
largely in the narrative. His early history, like that of many
other heroes, was enveloped in the profoundest obscurity;
though he threw out hints of a patrimonial estate, a nabob



uncle, and an unfortunate affair which sent him a-roving.
All that was known, however, was this. He had gone out to
Sydney as assistant-surgeon of an emigrant ship. On his
arrival there, he went back into the country, and after a few
months' wanderings, returned to Sydney penniless, and
entered as doctor aboard of the Julia.
 
His personal appearance was remarkable. He was over six
feet high—a tower of bones, with a complexion absolutely
colourless, fair hair, and a light unscrupulous gray eye,
twinkling occasionally at the very devil of mischief. Among
the crew, he went by the name of the Long Doctor, or more
frequently still, Doctor Long Ghost. And from whatever
high estate Doctor Long Ghost might have fallen, he had
certainly at some time or other spent money, drunk
Burgundy, and associated with gentlemen.
 
As for his learning, he quoted Virgil, and talked of Hobbs of
Malmsbury, beside repeating poetry by the canto,
especially Hudibras. He was, moreover, a man who had
seen the world. In the easiest way imaginable, he could
refer to an amour he had in Palermo, his lion-hunting
before breakfast among the Caffres, and the quality of the
coffee to be drunk in Muscat; and about these places, and a
hundred others, he had more anecdotes than I can tell of.
Then such mellow old songs as he sang, in a voice so round
and racy, the real juice of sound. How such notes came
forth from his lank body was a constant marvel.
 
Upon the whole, Long Ghost was as entertaining a
companion as one could wish; and to me in the Julia, an
absolute godsend.
 
 



CHAPTER III. FURTHER ACCOUNT OF THE
JULIA
 
OWING to the absence of anything like regular discipline,
the vessel was in a state of the greatest uproar. The
captain, having for some time past been more or less
confined to the cabin from sickness, was seldom seen. The
mate, however, was as hearty as a young lion, and ran
about the decks making himself heard at all hours. Bembo,
the New Zealand harpooner, held little intercourse with
anybody but the mate, who could talk to him freely in his
own lingo. Part of his time he spent out on the bowsprit,
fishing for albicores with a bone hook; and occasionally he
waked all hands up of a dark night dancing some cannibal
fandango all by himself on the forecastle. But, upon the
whole, he was remarkably quiet, though something in his
eye showed he was far from being harmless.
 
Doctor Long Ghost, having sent in a written resignation as
the ship's doctor, gave himself out as a passenger for
Sydney, and took the world quite easy. As for the crew,
those who were sick seemed marvellously contented for
men in their condition; and the rest, not displeased with the
general licence, gave themselves little thought of the
morrow.
 
The Julia's provisions were very poor. When opened, the
barrels of pork looked as if preserved in iron rust, and
diffused an odour like a stale ragout. The beef was worse
yet; a mahogany-coloured fibrous substance, so tough and
tasteless, that I almost believed the cook's story of a
horse's hoof with the shoe on having been fished up out of
the pickle of one of the casks. Nor was the biscuit much
better; nearly all of it was broken into hard, little gunflints,
honeycombed through and through, as if the worms usually



infesting this article in long tropical voyages had, in boring
after nutriment, come out at the antipodes without finding
anything.
 
Of what sailors call "small stores," we had but little. "Tea,"
however, we had in abundance; though, I dare say, the
Hong merchants never had the shipping of it. Beside this,
every other day we had what English seamen call "shot
soup"—great round peas, polishing themselves like pebbles
by rolling about in tepid water.
 
It was afterward told me, that all our provisions had been
purchased by the owners at an auction sale of condemned
navy stores in Sydney.
 
But notwithstanding the wateriness of the first course of
soup, and the saline flavour of the beef and pork, a sailor
might have made a satisfactory meal aboard of the Julia
had there been any side dishes—a potato or two, a yam, or
a plantain. But there was nothing of the kind. Still, there
was something else, which, in the estimation of the men,
made up for all deficiencies; and that was the regular
allowance of Pisco.
 
It may seem strange that in such a state of affairs the
captain should be willing to keep the sea with his ship. But
the truth was, that by lying in harbour, he ran the risk of
losing the remainder of his men by desertion; and as it was,
he still feared that, in some outlandish bay or other, he
might one day find his anchor down, and no crew to weigh
it.
 
With judicious officers the most unruly seamen can at sea
be kept in some sort of subjection; but once get them
within a cable's length of the land, and it is hard
restraining them. It is for this reason that many South Sea



whalemen do not come to anchor for eighteen or twenty
months on a stretch. When fresh provisions are needed,
they run for the nearest land—heave to eight or ten miles
off, and send a boat ashore to trade. The crews manning
vessels like these are for the most part villains of all
nations and dyes; picked up in the lawless ports of the
Spanish Main, and among the savages of the islands. Like
galley-slaves, they are only to be governed by scourges and
chains. Their officers go among them with dirk and pistol—
concealed, but ready at a grasp.
 
Not a few of our own crew were men of this stamp; but,
riotous at times as they were, the bluff drunken energies of
Jennin were just the thing to hold them in some sort of
noisy subjection. Upon an emergency, he flew in among
them, showering his kicks and cuffs right and left, and
"creating a sensation" in every direction. And as hinted
before, they bore this knock-down authority with great
good-humour. A sober, discreet, dignified officer could have
done nothing with them; such a set would have thrown him
and his dignity overboard.
 
Matters being thus, there was nothing for the ship but to
keep the sea. Nor was the captain without hope that the
invalid portion of his crew, as well as himself, would soon
recover; and then there was no telling what luck in the
fishery might yet be in store for us. At any rate, at the time
of my coming aboard, the report was, that Captain Guy was
resolved upon retrieving the past and filling the vessel with
oil in the shortest space possible.
 
With this intention, we were now shaping our course for
Hytyhoo, a village on the island of St. Christina—one of the
Marquesas, and so named by Mendanna—for the purpose
of obtaining eight seamen, who, some weeks before, had
stepped ashore there from the Julia. It was supposed that,



by this time, they must have recreated themselves
sufficiently, and would be glad to return to their duty.
 
So to Hytyhoo, with all our canvas spread, and coquetting
with the warm, breezy Trades, we bowled along; gliding up
and down the long, slow swells, the bonettas and albicores
frolicking round us.
 
 
CHAPTER IV. A SCENE IN THE FORECASTLE
 
I HAD scarcely been aboard of the ship twenty-four hours,
when a circumstance occurred, which, although noways
picturesque, is so significant of the state of affairs that I
cannot forbear relating it.
 
In the first place, however, it must be known, that among
the crew was a man so excessively ugly, that he went by the
ironical appellation of "Beauty." He was the ship's
carpenter; and for that reason was sometimes known by his
nautical cognomen of "Chips." There was no absolute
deformity about the man; he was symmetrically ugly. But ill
favoured as he was in person, Beauty was none the less
ugly in temper; but no one could blame him; his
countenance had soured his heart. Now Jermin and Beauty
were always at swords' points. The truth was, the latter
was the only man in the ship whom the mate had never
decidedly got the better of; and hence the grudge he bore
him. As for Beauty, he prided himself upon talking up to the
mate, as we shall soon see.
 
Toward evening there was something to be done on deck,
and the carpenter who belonged to the watch was missing.
"Where's that skulk, Chips?" shouted Jermin down the
forecastle scuttle.



 
"Taking his ease, d'ye see, down here on a chest, if you
want to know," replied that worthy himself, quietly
withdrawing his pipe from his mouth. This insolence flung
the fiery little mate into a mighty rage; but Beauty said
nothing, puffing away with all the tranquillity imaginable.
Here it must be remembered that, never mind what may be
the provocation, no prudent officer ever dreams of entering
a ship's forecastle on a hostile visit. If he wants to see
anybody who happens to be there, and refuses to come up,
why he must wait patiently until the sailor is willing. The
reason is this. The place is very dark: and nothing is easier
than to knock one descending on the head, before he knows
where he is, and a very long while before he ever finds out
who did it.
 
Nobody knew this better than Jermin, and so he contented
himself with looking down the scuttle and storming. At last
Beauty made some cool observation which set him half
wild.
 
"Tumble on deck," he then bellowed—"come, up with you,
or I'll jump down and make you." The carpenter begged
him to go about it at once.
 
No sooner said than done: prudence forgotten, Jermin was
there; and by a sort of instinct, had his man by the throat
before he could well see him. One of the men now made a
rush at him, but the rest dragged him off, protesting that
they should have fair play.
 
"Now come on deck," shouted the mate, struggling like a
good fellow to hold the carpenter fast.
 
"Take me there," was the dogged answer, and Beauty
wriggled about in the nervous grasp of the other like a



couple of yards of boa-constrictor.
 
His assailant now undertook to make him up into a compact
bundle, the more easily to transport him. While thus
occupied, Beauty got his arms loose, and threw him over
backward. But Jermin quickly recovered himself, when for a
time they had it every way, dragging each other about,
bumping their heads against the projecting beams, and
returning each other's blows the first favourable
opportunity that offered. Unfortunately, Jermin at last
slipped and fell; his foe seating himself on his chest, and
keeping him down. Now this was one of those situations in
which the voice of counsel, or reproof, comes with peculiar
unction. Nor did Beauty let the opportunity slip. But the
mate said nothing in reply, only foaming at the mouth and
struggling to rise.
 
Just then a thin tremor of a voice was heard from above. It
was the captain; who, happening to ascend to the quarter-
deck at the commencement of the scuffle, would gladly
have returned to the cabin, but was prevented by the fear
of ridicule. As the din increased, and it became evident that
his officer was in serious trouble, he thought it would never
do to stand leaning over the bulwarks, so he made his
appearance on the forecastle, resolved, as his best policy,
to treat the matter lightly.
 
"Why, why," he begun, speaking pettishly, and very fast,
"what's all this about?—Mr. Jermin, Mr. Jermin—carpenter,
carpenter; what are you doing down there? Come on deck;
come on deck."
 
Whereupon Doctor Long Ghost cries out in a squeak, "Ah!
Miss Guy, is that you? Now, my dear, go right home, or
you'll get hurt."
 



"Pooh, pooh! you, sir, whoever you are, I was not speaking
to you; none of your nonsense. Mr. Jermin, I was talking to
you; have the kindness to come on deck, sir; I want to see
you."
 
"And how, in the devil's name, am I to get there?" cried the
mate, furiously. "Jump down here, Captain Guy, and show
yourself a man. Let me up, you Chips! unhand me, I say!
Oh! I'll pay you for this, some day! Come on, Captain Guy!"
 
At this appeal, the poor man was seized with a perfect
spasm of fidgets. "Pooh, pooh, carpenter; have done with
your nonsense! Let him up, sir; let him up! Do you hear?
Let Mr. Jermm come on deck!"
 
"Go along with you, Paper Jack," replied Beauty; "this
quarrel's between the mate and me; so go aft, where you
belong!"
 
As the captain once more dipped his head down the scuttle
to make answer, from an unseen hand he received, full in
the face, the contents of a tin can of soaked biscuit and tea-
leaves. The doctor was not far off just then. Without waiting
for anything more, the discomfited gentleman, with both
hands to his streaming face, retreated to the quarter-deck.
 
A few moments more, and Jermin, forced to a compromise,
followed after, in his torn frock and scarred face, looking
for all the world as if he had just disentangled himself from
some intricate piece of machinery. For about half an hour
both remained in the cabin, where the mate's rough tones
were heard high above the low, smooth voice of the
captain.
 
Of all his conflicts with the men, this was the first in which
Jermin had been worsted; and he was proportionably



enraged. Upon going below—as the steward afterward told
us—he bluntly informed Guy that, for the future, he might
look out for his ship himself; for his part, he had done with
her, if that was the way he allowed his officers to be
treated. After many high words, the captain finally assured
him that, the first fitting opportunity, the carpenter should
be cordially flogged; though, as matters stood, the
experiment would be a hazardous one. Upon this Jermin
reluctantly consented to drop the matter for the present;
and he soon drowned all thoughts of it in a can of flip,
which Guy had previously instructed the steward to
prepare, as a sop to allay his wrath.
 
Nothing more ever came of this.
 
 
CHAPTER V. WHAT HAPPENED AT HYTYHOO
 
LESS than forty-eight hours after leaving Nukuheva, the
blue, looming island of St. Christina greeted us from afar.
Drawing near the shore, the grim, black spars and waspish
hull of a small man-of-war craft crept into view; the masts
and yards lined distinctly against the sky. She was riding to
her anchor in the bay, and proved to be a French corvette.
 
This pleased our captain exceedingly, and, coming on deck,
he examined her from the mizzen rigging with his glass.
His original intention was not to let go an anchor; but,
counting upon the assistance of the corvette in case of any
difficulty, he now changed his mind, and anchored
alongside of her. As soon as a boat could be lowered, he
then went off to pay his respects to the commander, and,
moreover, as we supposed, to concert measures for the
apprehension of the runaways.
 


