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PREFACE.

[ mave often been solicited, by my personal
friends, to commit the incidents of my life to
paper. It was thought that they contained suf-
ficient interest to command public attention. At
any rate, there is a novelty in the fact of an
unlettered sailor's appearance before the public,
detailing the secrets of the naval Main Deck.
The Quarter Deck has long and often told its own
story, and has given its own coloring to naval life.
Here, however, is a voice from the main deck,
revealing life in a man of war as it appears to
the sailor himself. As such, this work has some
claim on the attention of the public.

I have endeavored to state facts as they were
when I was a sailor, and in the ships to which
I belonged. My object is to give a true picture.
That, I have done, as far as a remarkably strong
memory enabled me. I kept no journals, and
consequently some slight mistakes in names, dates

and places, may be found in my book ; but I have
1%



vi PREFACE.

been careful to state nothing as facts, of which I
was not certain.

That the naval service has improved since I
belonged to it, is, I believe, universally admitted.
I rejoice atit. Still, it is not yet what it should
be. If this work should, in any degree, stir up the
public mind to amend the condition of seamen, I
shall feel gratified, and fully repaid for the labor
of placing these facts on record.

' With many prayers that the perusal of these
pages may do good, I leave the reader to pursue
his way along the track of my experience : assur-
mng him, that what may afford him pleasure to
read, has cost me much pain to suffer.

SamveL Leech.
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VOICE FROM THE MAIN DECK.

CHAPTER I.

The author’s father—An unlucky fall-—Dying expressions
of his father—The author’s birth-place—Change in his
condition—Early predilection for the sea—An orphan’s
fate—A cross aunt—A child’s home—A sailor cousin—
Visit to London—Removal to Bladeu—Home—Scenery
of Wanstead—English stage-coach described—A sleepy
passenger—A sailor’s frolivs—Woodstock park--Origin
of Blenheim house—A kind father-in-law—Bladen vil-
lage—Its moral character—Lent—Bladen feast—Dis-
content—Advice to young people—The old soldier’s
influence—Other influences—Visit to Lord Fitzroy—
High hopes—Agreeable news—Preparation—Departure
from Bladen.

WERE it not that the most common of all inqui-
ries, respecting every man who comes before the
public, is, “ who is he ? whence did he proceed ?
who were his parents?” &c., I would not detain
the reader with any account of my humble ances-
tors and their circumstances. But, since men
naturally expect this information, and would hence
consider my narrative imperfect without it, I shall
take the liberty to introduce them.

My father’s occupation was that of valet de
chambre to Lord William Fitzroy, son of the Duke

o%
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of Grafion. My recollections concerning him are
few and indistinct, as he died while I was yet
scarcely three years old. One littie incident alone
reminds me of wearing a iourning dress as a
memento of sorrow for his death. Returning from
the parish church in Walthamstow, T observed
the larger boys amusing themselves by swincing
across the rails of the fences; endeavoring to
join in their amusement, my hands slipped, and
falling into a muddy ditch, I nearly finished my
course, ere it was well begun, by a violent death.
A benevolent strancer, however, rescued me, and
once safe, my grief for the sal condition of my
little black frock was excessive and inconsolable.
A trifling cause for sorrow, to be sure, yet men
and women often grieve for causes equally con-
temptible.

Although my personal remembrances of my
father’s death are so indistinct, yet the frequent
mention made of him by my mother, has left the
pleasing impression on my mind that he died a
Christian. I have thought of my numerous sins,
but God has forgiven them all. Be not troubled,
for the Lord will provide for you and your chil-
dren. You need not fear to leave me, for I am
not alone; God is with me, though you are out of
the room,” were among his dying expressions;
when, after fourteen months’ endurance of the
pains which accompany a slow consumption, he
approached “that bourne from which no traveller
returns.” I expect to find iny honored father in
heaven.
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Wanstead, in Essex, about seven miles from the
great motropolis of England, was the town, and
1795 the year, of my birth. Were it necessary to
desionate the place more particularly, 1t might be
said that the part of Wanstead where I first strug-
gled into heine, was called Nightincale Place: a
most musical name, conlerred in honor of the
nightingales which abounded in the vicinitv

Two years subscquently to my father's demise,
my mother Lecame an inmut of the family of
Lady Franeis Npencer, dauchter of the Dulke of
Grafton, and wife of Lord Spencer. Ax a conse-
quence of this event, 1 was deprived of a mother’s
care and consicned to the charge of my aunt
Turner, whose family amounted to the very re-
spectable number of twenty-two sons and two
daughters.

The transfer of a child from the care of its pa-
rent to that of another person, may appear, at first
sicht, to be a very unimportant incident; but
trifling as 1t seewns, it often cxerts an influence
which very materially changes the destiny of the
child: it was so in my casc. Most of my cousins
were sailors, and some of them were constantly
returnine home, bringing, with true sailors’ munifi-
cence, the pleasing and curious productions of
distant climes as presents to their parents and
friends; then, seated round the bright hearth-side,
they used to tell of wild adventures and hair-
breadth escapes, spinning out the winter evenin’s
tale to the infinite delight of their willing listeners.
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Poor fellows! three of them died at sea; two more,
John and Richard, perished in the ill-fated Blen-
heim, a seventy-four gun ship of the British navy,
which went dewn off the Cape of Good Hope, with
seven hundred as brave men on board as ever trod
a plank. Notwithstanding these sad recollections,
and though none perceived it, my three years’ res-
idence among these “sailors bold” decided the
nature of my future calling; it captivated my im-
agination and begat a curiosity, which ultimately
led me to make my “home upon the bounding
deep.”

An orphan is ever exposed to changes. The
loss of either parent calls for a degree of sympathy
and kindness from others, which they are rarely
willing to expend except on their own. Such is
the almost universal selfishness of human nature.
My experience affords a verification of the truth-
fulness of the remark. For some cause or other,
it became inconvenient for me to remain with my
kind aunt Turner, and my next home was with a
widowed aunt, at Wanstead, where I did not
meet with the same kindness of treatment. The
breaking of a cup, or any of the thousand-and-one
offences found in the list of juvenile defects, was
sure to bring upon me the infliction of the rod;
and, what was equally painful, my most economi-
cal aunt exacted the full payment for all these
losses from the little pocket money I obtained by
holding a horse, running errands, or as new-year
and Christmas presents; thus gratifying her tem-
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per and her covetousness at once, besides embit-
tering, to some extent, the boyish hours of my
unfortunate self.

There is no evil in the manacement of children
to be more deprecated than that species of treat-
ment which tends to destroy their happiness.
Correction for obvious faults, in a proper manner,
is essential to their proper moral training; but a
habit of incessantly scolding them for every little
accident or offence, only serves to excite the
growth of evil pas<ions and to make them dislike
their home; things to be avoided as much as
Seylla and Charybdis by the careful mariner.
The mfluence of such mal-treatment follows the
child through life, like an evil genius, materially
affecting his views of life and the temper of his
mind. For aught that now occurs to me, but for
this unkindness, my early predilection for the sea
would have died within 1e; while, as it was, [
panted to enjoy the freedom my fancy painted in
its pictures of sailor life. To add to my sorrows,
my mother removed my sister, who had been my
cheerful companion and true friend, to a lady’s
school at Woodstock, in Oxfordshire, for the two-
fold purpose of affording her greater literary
advantages, and of being able to see her more
frequently.

Severml incidents occurred during my abode
here, which tended to increase my growing desire.
A smart, active sailor, over six feet in height and
well propottioned, one day presented himself at
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my aunt’s door. He told us he had been to
America, where he had seen a young man named
George Turner, who was her nephew and my
cousin. He proceeded to tell many fine stories
about him, and at last inquired if she should not
like to see him, and if she should know him.

“I don’t know as I should,” said my aunt, “ he
, has been away so long.”

“ Well, then,” replied he, “I am George Tur-
ner!” '

This fine, bold seaman, then, was my own
cousin, son to my aunt Turner; he had been eleven
years at sea, and, after visiting his parents, took
this method of surprising his aunt. Most likely
he has made this adventure the subject of many a
forecastle varn since then. While he remained
he was so jolly, so liberal, and so full of pleasant
stories, that I began to feel quite sure that sailors
were noble fellows.

We were also favored with a visit from an
uncle, then visiting Europe from the West Indies.
He was one of two brothers, who were educated
at Greenwich for the navy. One of them had
entered the British navy, and by dint of merit and
hard service rose to the possession of a commis-
sion 1n the service, but ultimately perished at sea.
This one had chosen the merchant service, but
afterwards settled at Antigua. He took me with
him to London, and carried me over the West
India docks; he being well acquainted with man
of the captains, they treated me with playful atten-
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tion, inquiring if I did not wish to be a cabin-bov,
and the like. When I returned to \Vanstead,'it
was with a stronger desire than ever to be a
sailor. My uncle went to Trinidad, and died
shortly after.

A very pleasant piece of intelligence greeted
me soon after these incidents; it was nothing less
thar my removal from the care of my unhmd
aunt to the roof of my moether. \VL&T}' of her
widowhood, she had again become a wife. Ily
new parent was a widower with one son; a
carpenter by occupation, in the employ of the
Duke of Marlborough. Great was my joy when
this fact was communicated to my young mind. [
hailed it as a deliverance from bondage, and with
beaming eyes and cheerful face hurried to bid
adieu to my classmates in the day and in the
Sunday school—a sad proof of the unfitness of
my aunt for her task since a child properly treated,
will love its home too well to quit it without a
tear ; and if parents and guardians wish to pre-
vent their children from being wanderers and
stragglers through the wide world, let me bid
them exert the utmost eflort to make their home
pleasant. Throw a charm round it, make it en-
chanted ground, cause it to become, in the lan-
guage of a living poet,

¢« The fairy ring of bliss ;”

and then your children will love it too well to
wander.
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But I was now about to leave Wanstead, and,
although delighted to be rid of the surveilance of
a cross old relation, there were some things
which threw an air of sadness occasionally over
my mind. There were many pleasant associa-
tions connected with the place; its beautiful park,
with herds of timid deer grazing under its tall
oaks, upon whose green old heads the sun had
shone for centuries; the venerable mansion, seated
like a queen amid the sylvan scene; the old parish
church, with its gergeously painted windows, to
which T had often walked on the Sabbath with
my fellow-scholars in the Sabbath school, and
beside whose deep-toned organ I had sat listening
to the learned priest; the annual hunt at Easter,
in which I had often joined the crew of idle lads
that gave chase to the distracted deer; and the
pleasant walks, made cheerful by the songs of
innumerable birds, in Epping forest, were all to be
left—perhaps forever. This thought made me
somewhat sad, but it was swallowed up in the joy
I felt when my mother appeared to conduct me to
Bladen, some sixty miles from London, which
was the place of her abode since her marriage.

Behold me then, gentle reader, seated with my
mother on the outside of a stage-coach, with some
ten fellow-passengers. The stage-coach of Eng-
land is quite a different vehicle from the carriage
known by that name in America. True, it is
drawn by four horses, and it runs on four wheels,
but here the likeness ends; instead of Being built
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to carry twelve persons inside, it carries but six,
while outside it has seats for twelve. Three or
four passengers ride very comfortably behind, in
what is called the basket, which is the territory
of the guard, as the boot beforc is of the coach-
man.  All mail coaches, and all others travelling
in the night, carry a guard, or an armed man, for
the purpose of protecting the coach from the
attacks of footpads or highway robbers.

The dulness of our journey was somewhat re-
lieved, after a long scason of silence, by the dis-
tress of an unfortunate passcnger, who, falling
asleep, nodded so violently, that his hat, supposing
it was receiving notice to quit, Very unceremo-
niously took leave of the skull it covered, and
plunged into the mud. The outcry of the poor
passenger, who was soon waked by the wind
sporting amid his hair, and his unavailing requests
to stop the stage, put us all into good humor with
ourselves and with each other.

We had another source of relief in the antics
of a wild, hairbrained sailor. From spinning
yarns, which” looked amazingly like new inven-
tions, he would take to dancing on the roof of the
coach ; at the foot of a hill he would leap off, and
then spring up again with the agility of a monkey,
to the no small amusement of the passengers.
The more I saw of this reckless, thouchtless tar,
the more enamored I became with the idea of a
sea life; and thus this journey to my mother’s
new abode was another link in the cha'n that de-

3
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cided my future destiny in the drama of life. How
strangely and imperceptibly do small events tend
to unexpected results. A match may firc a city
and lay desolate the work of ages; a single leak
may sink a bark and carry desolation to a hun-
dred firesides—and trifles in the daily scenes of
human life, give character to our immortality.
We cannot, therefore, too carefully watch the
influence of small events, especially on young
minds.

At Woodstock, famed in the annals of England
as the scene of the loves of King Henry and Ros-
amond Clifford, we quitted our stage companions,
and proceeded on foot to Bladen, two miles
distant. Our road lay through Blenheim or
Woodstock park, which we entered through the
triumphal arch, a spacious portal, erected to the
memory of John, Duke of Marlborough, by Sarah,
his duchess.  On entering the park, which 1is
nearly twelve miles in circumference, one of
the most beautiful prospects imaginable disclosed
itself.  Blenheim Palace, which is among the
most magnificent piles of architecture in England,
appeared in front; on the left werc to be seen a
part of the village of Woodstock, and on the right
a broad and spacious lake, crossed by a superb
bridge; * a lofty column on the rising ground,
erected in honor of John, Duke of Marlborough,

* Near this bridge is a spring, called Rosamond’s Well,
whgre Henry II. is said to have contrived a labyrinth, by
which his guilty fair one communicated with the castle.
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on which is the statue of that noble warrior; a
delightful valley, hills, plantations, herds of deer
feeding, shady groves and ancient trees, all con-
spired to render the scene enchantingly beautiful.

Blenheim Palace, or Castle, was built at the
public expense, in the reign of Queen Anne, and
was given, with its annexed demesnes, in concur-
rence with the voice of parliament, to John, Duke
of Marlborough, as a testimony of royal favor and
national gratitude for his successes over the French
and Bavarians; particularly for his victory at
Blenheim, on the banks of the Danube, on the
2d of August, 1704.

Crossing the park towards Bladen, we were
met by my father-in-law, who reccived me with a
kindness which prepossessed me at once in his
favor; he conducted us home, where, to my no
small gratification, I met my sister.

My father-in-law appeared to be in comfortable
circumstances. He resided in a very neat house,
built of stone, shaded by a noble apricot tree, and
ornamented with a small but pretty garden. This,
together with another similar tenement, was his
own property. To add to my satisfaction, I per-
ceived that he was very kind to my mother, and
also to myself. She one day expressed a desire
to have the cold stone floor of the kitchen removed,
and boarded instead; my father, at considerable
expense, gratified her wish ; this assured me of
his regard for her comfort.

With the village itself, I was equally well
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pleﬁlsed. Though containing few houses, it was
delightfully pleasant. Fine farms, with large
flocks of quiet sheep grazing on their hill-sides;
expansive fields, surrounded with fragrant haw-
thorn hedges; and old farm-houses, with their
thatched roofs, and massive wheat ricks, met the
pleased eye on all sides; while cultivated gardens
and numerous wild flowers, especially the modest
cowslip and humble violet, scented the air and
perfumed the breeze. Thus far, perhaps, Bladen
was equal to Wanstead ; but in its moral aspects it
was inferior. There was far less regard for the
Sabbath ; less attention to the moral culture of
the young, than at the latter place. That blessed
institution, which has vivified and renewed the
church, which has filled her with the vigorous pul-
sations of youth—from which, as from some pro-
lific nursery, she has obtained the plants, which
now stand on her mountain-tops like the tall
cedars of Lebanon—the modest, unassuming Sab-
bath school was not there. Consequently, the
Sabbath was spent in roaming about the fields, in
amusements, in visiting, in taking excursions to a
place called Ramsden, some seven miles distant,
True, there was a parish church, with two clergy-
men belonging to its altars, but there was service
only once every Sunday within its ancient wulls,
During Lent, however, both priests and people
were more religious; the church was better at-
tended ; the children were examined as to their
knowledge of the church catechism ! They were
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even excited to diligence in committing it to
memory by the inducement of reward. A Bible
and two prayer books were given to the lads who
excelled in answering the questions. At the first
Lent examination after my coming to Bladen, the
Bible, the highest prize, was awarded to me, and
the second year the minister assigned me the task
of hearing the others recite—a striking proof of
the benefit of Sunday school instruction; it gave
me both a moral and mental superiority over all
my compeers in the little village of Bladen. This
special attention to religion only lasted during the
term of Lent; when, with a return to the use of
meat, the people returned to the neglect of the
Sabbath.

The inhabitants of Bladen were very social in
their habits. They held an annual feast, called
Bladen feast, to which they invited their friends
from other towns; it commenced on Sabbath and
continued three days. Eating, drinking, talking,
fortune-telling, gambling, occupied three days of
wassail and jollity; after which the visitors re-
turned to their respective towns, and the people to
their occupations. The neighboring villages gave
similar feasts in their turn. They were occasions
of much evil and folly.

My time flew very rapidly and pleasantly away
for two or three years, until, like most children,
I began to sigh for deliverance from the restraints
of home. I had already left school, and for some
time, being now about thirteen years of age, had

K5
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been employed in the pleasure-grounds of Blen-
heirn Palace. This, however, was too tame a
business Tor a lad of my sp. its. I had heard tiles
of the sea from my cousins; my mother had filled
my mind with the exploits of my grandfather ; my
imagination painted a life on the great deep in
the most glowing colors; my mind grew uneasy ;
every day, my ordinary pursuits became more and
more irksome, and I was continually talking about
going to sea; indeed, I had made myself unhappy
by being so discontented.

Little do iads and young men know of the dif-
ference between the comfort of a parent’s roof
and the indifference, unkindness, and trouble they
invariably experience, who go out into the world,
until they have made the experiment. They
paint everything in bright colors; they fancy the
future to be all sunshine, all sweets, all flowers,
but are sure to be wofully disappointed, when
once away from the fireside of their infancy. Let
me advise young people, if they wish to escape
hardships, to be contented, to remain quietly at
home, abiding the openings of Providence, obeying
the wishes of their parents, who not only have
their best good at heart, but, however they may
think to the contrary, who actually know what is
most for their advantage.

My passion for a seaman’s life was not a little
increased by a soldier, who was sergeant to a
company in Lord Francis Spencer’s regiment of
cavalry. Seated by my father’s hearth-side, this
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old soldier, who had once heen a sailor, would
beguile many an evenine hour wity his endless
tale, while I sat listening in enrapt atltcntion.
My mother, too, heedlessly fanned the finne by
her descriptions of the nuble appearance of the
ships she had seen when at Brighton. Besides
this, a footman at Blenheim House used to sing a
song called *the poor little sailor boy;” which,
althoush somewhat gloomy in its descriptions,
only served to heirhten the flame of desire within
me, until I could think of nothing else, day or
night, but of going to sea.

Finding my desires so strong, my kina-hearted
mother mentioned them to Lady Spencer. Just
at that time, her brother, Lord William Fitzroy,
who was then expecting the command of a frigate,
and with whom 1y departed father had lived as
valet, happened to visit Blenheim, previously to
going to sca.  Anxious to serve my mother, Lady
Spencer mentioned me to Lord Fitzroy. He sent
for me. Trembling in every joint, I was ushered
into his presence.  He inquired if I should like to
go to sea. “Yes, my lord, I should,” was my
ready answer. He dismixsed me, after some fur-
ther questionings; but was heard to say, before he
left, that he would take me under his care, and
see to my future advancement.

These dazzling prospects not only well nigh
turned my brain, but decided my parents to send
me to sea. To have their son an officer in the
navy was an unlooked-for ho'nor; and they now
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entered into my plans and feelings with almost as
much ardor as myself. Alas! We were all
doomed to learn how little confidence can be
placed in the promises of nobles!

Not long after Lord Fitzroy’s departure, we
received a letter stating the fact of his appointment
to his majesty’s frigate Macedonian, which, being
out of dock, was rapidly preparing for sea. This
mtelligence was the signal for bustle, excitement,
preparation, and I know not what. Friends and
gossips constantly crowded in to administer their
gratuitous advice ; some predicting, to my infinite
delight, that certainly so smart a boy would make
a great man; others wore very grave counte-
nances, and gave certain expressive shrugs of the
shoulders, while they told of flogging through the
fleet, or of being  seized np” for merely a look or
a word; in short, but for a strong conviction in
my own breast that this was all said for effect, it
is doubtful whether they would not have suc-
ceeded in deterring me from my purpose.

At last, after much ado, the long-expected day
arrived when I was to bid farewell to home and
friends, to venture abroad upon an unknown future.
It would only vex the reader by its common-place
character, or I would reveal all the nice little acts
of parental, brotherly and neighborly affection
which took place. Suffice it to say, that my part-
ing was very much the same as that of all other
boys of twelve, when they leave home for the first

time—a mixture of hopes and fears, of tears and
smiles, of sunshine aad cloud
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A tended by my mother and her infant daugh-
ter, on the 12th dav of July, 1510, I turned my
back on the quiet hamlct of Bladen. Henceforth
my lot was to be cast amid noise, dissipation,
storms and danger. This, however, disturbed
my mind but little ; brushing away a tear, I leaped
gaily on to the outside of the coach, and in a few
minutes, enveloped in a cloud of dust, was on my
way to London, filled with the one absorbing idea,
“] am going to xca! Tam going tosea!” Should
the reader take the trouble to read the following
chapters, he will learn the mishaps, hardships,
pleasures and successes that befel me there; and
though my narrative may not be filled with the
witching tales, and romantic descriptions, that
abound in the works of the novelist, it shall at
least commend itself to his notice for its truthful-
ness
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Berore we sought the decks of the Macedonian
we paid a short visit to Wanstead, where we met
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with very pleasant reception, very hospitable en-
tertainment, very affectionate adieus. Returning
to London, we hired a boat and sailed down the
Thames, on whose bosom reposed the commerce
of the world, to Gravesend, where we spent the
night. The next morning I experienced a new
gratification, which was nothine less than being
arrayed in a complete suit of suilor apparel; a
tarpaulin hat, round blue jaclket and wide panta-
loons. Never did young knicht swell with I»ftier
emotion when donning for the first time his iron
dress, than I did when in sca dress I trod the
streets of Gravesend. This had always been my
highest ambition. The gaudily dressed soldier
never had charms for me; but a sailor, how nice
he looked! Well, here I stood, at last, in the
often coveted dress; it was the first luxury con-
nected with my life at sea. Pity that each suc-
cessive step had not vieldxl me equal delight.
But it was mine to learn that anticipation and
reality were not born twins; that in fact there are
scarcely any two existences so essentially different
in their characteristics. That I should not lack
the means of comfort, my good mother purchased
me a chest of clothing, and, ax her last token of
maternal care, presented me with a Bible.a prayer
book, and, strangely inconsistent companions, a
pack of cards! Thus equipped, we once more
hired a boat and descended the river two miles
below Gravesend, where lay the Macedonian, in
graceful majesty on the sparkling waters.
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The first guest we met on board was disap-
pointmert. From the promises of Lord Fitzroy,
we very strangely supposed that he felt my im-
portance nearly as much as did my mother or
father. Judge then how we felt, when we learned
that no one knew anything in particular aboui
my veritable self; yet, as his Lordship was absent,
they said I might remain on board until his re-
turn. This was rather a damper on my spirits,
but flattering myself that al! would be right on his
return, I soon rallied again, and, aided by the
presence of my mother, passed a very agreeable
day.

Towards night, my mother left me; it scarcely
need be said, she wept when we parted. What
mother would not? She did weep; she strained
me to her heart, and impressed affection’s purest
kiss upon my cheek. How like a dream that
moment fled! Now, she held me in her arms; a
moment after, she was seated in the light boat
and gliding along the turbid Thames, on her
homeward way. I leaned over the taffrail and
gazed on the departing boat, and when it disap-
peared, I turned away and wept.

The morning after my arrival, I was put into a
“mess.” The crew of a man of war is divided
into little communities of about eight, called
“ messes.” 'These eat and drink together, and are,
as 1t were, so many families. The mess to which
I was introduced, was composed of vour genuine,
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weather-beaten, old tars. But for one of its mem-
bers, it would have suited me very well ; this one, a
real gruff old * bull-dog,” named Hudson, took into
his head to hate me at first sicht. He treated me
with so much abuse and unkindness, that my
messmates soon advised me to change my mess,
a privilege which is wisely allowed, and which
tends very much to the good fellowship of a ship’s
crew; for if there are disagreeable men among
them, they can in this way be got rid of;; it is no
unfrequent case to find a few, who have been
spurned from all the messes in the ship, obliged
to mess by themselves.

This unkindness from the brutal Hudson rather
chilled my enthusiasm. The crew, too, by some
means had an impression that my mother had
brought me on board to get rid of me, and there-
fore bestowed their bitterest curses on her in
the most profuse manner imaginable. Swearing
I had heard before, but never such as I heard
there. Nor was this all; in performing the work
assigned me, which consisted in helping the
seamen take in provisions, powder, shot, &, I
felt the insults and tyranny of the mid-hipuen.
These little minions of power ordered and drove
me round like a dog, nor did I and the other boys
dare interpose a word. They were officers ; their
word was out law, and wo betide the presump-
tuous boy that dared refuse implicit obedience.

These things reminded me of what had been
said to me of the hardships of sea life mn a man

4
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of war. I began to wish myself back in my
father’s house at Bladen. This, however, was
impossible, and to add to my discouragement they
told me I was entered on the ship’s books for life.
Dreary prospect! I felt more than half disposed,
as I went to my tasks, to use the language of the
Irishman, as sung by my shipmates. Tempted and
beguiled while intoxicated, he had enlisted for a
soldier, but found the sergeant at the recruiting
office and the sergeant on the drill-field very dif-
ferent personages. He is hence made to say,

#]t was early next morning to drill I was sent,
And its och to my soul! I began to lament;
Cannot you be aisy and let me alone?
Don’t you see I’ve got arms, legs, and feet of my own ?”

But although somewhat grieved with my first
experience of sailor life, I secretly struggled
against my feelings, and with the most philo-
sophic desperation resolved to make the best of
my condition. We were kept busily at work
every day until the ship’s stores were all on
board, and our frigate was ready for sea. Then
two hundred more men, draughted from receiving
ships, came on board, to complete the number of
our crew, which, after this addition, numbered
full three hundred men. The jocularity, pleas-
antry, humor and good feeling that now prevailed
on board our frigate, somewhat softened the un-
pleasantness of my lot, and cultivated a feeling of
reconciliation to my circumstances. Various little
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friendships, which Sprang up between me and my
shipmates, threw a gleam of gladness across my
path; a habit of attention, respect and obedience
1n a short time secured me universal good will. I
began to be tolerably satisfied.

Many boys complain of ill usage at sea. I
know they are subjected to it in many instances;
yet, in most cases, they owe it to their own bold-
ness. A boy on shipboard, who is habitually
saucy, will be kicked and cuffed by all with whom
he has to do; he will be made miserable. The
reason is, I imagine, that sailors, being treated as
inferiors themselves, love to find opportunity to
act the superior over some one. They do this
over the Woys, and if they find a saucy, insolent
one, they show him no mercy. Permit me, then,
to advise boys who go to sea, to be civil and oblig-
ing to all; they will be amply repaid for the effort
it may cost them to make the trial, especially if
they gain the reputation, as I did, of being among
the best boys in the ship.

A vessel of war contains a little community of
human beings, isolated, for the time being, from
the rest of mankind. This community is governed
by laws peculiar to itself; it is arranged and di-
vided in a manner suitable to its circumstances.
Hence, when its members first come together,
each one is assigned his respective station and
duty. For every task, from getting up the anchor
to unbending the sails, aloft and below, at the
mess-tub or in the hammock, cach task has its
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man, and each man his place. A ship contains a
set of Auman machinery, in which every man is a
wheel, a band, or a crank, all moving with won-
derful regularity and precision to the will of its
machinist—the all-powerful captain.

The men are distributed in all parts of the ves-
sel; those in the tops are called fore-top-men,
main-top-men, and mizzen-top-men, with two cap-
tains to each top, one for each watch. These top-
men have to loose, take in, reef and furl the
sails aloft, such as the top-gallant sails, top-sails,
top-gallant royal, and top-sail studding-sails. Oth-
ers are called forecastle men, waisters, and the
after-guard ; these have to loose, tend, and furl
the courses, that is, the fore-sail, the m#in-sail, and
lower studding-sails; they also have to set the
jib, flying-jib, and spanker; the after-guard have
a special charge to coil up all ropes in the after
part of the ship. Others are called scavengers;
these, as their not very attractive name imports,
have to sweep and pick up the dirt that may
chance to gather through the day, and throw it
overboard. Then come the boys, who are mostly
employed as servants to the officers. Our cap-
tain had a steward and a boy; these acted as his
domestic servants in his large and stately cabin,
which, to meet the ideas of landsmen, may be
called his house. The lieutenants, purser, surgeon
and sailing-master, had each a boy ; they, together
with the two lieutenants of marines, who were
waited upon by two marines, form what *s called



SIX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 41

the ward-room officers. The ward-room is a large
cabin, (I mean large for a ship, of course,) below
the captain’s, where they all mess together ; aft
of this cabin is a smaller one, which serves as a
species of store-room. Besides these accommo-
dations, every ward-room officer has his state-
room, containing his cot, wash-stand, writing-
desk, clothes, &c. The gunner, boatswain, and
some others, are also allowed a boy; and a man
and boy are appointed to be the servants of a cer-
tain number of midshipmen.

Another arrangement is, that of forming the
ship’s company into watches. The captain, first
lieutenant, surgeon, purser, boatswain, gunner,
carpenter, armorer, together with the stewards
and boys, are excused from belonging to them,
but are liable to be called out to take in sail;
some of the last mentioned are called idlers. All
others are in watches, called the larboard and
starboard watches.

Stations are also assigned at the guns, to the
whole crew. When at sea, the drummer beats to
quarters every night. This beat, by which the
men are summoned to quarters, is a regular tune.
I have often heard the words sung which belong
to it; this is the chorus:

« Hearts of oak are our ships, jolly tars are our men,

We always are ready, steady, boys, steady,
To fight and to conquer again and again.”
At the 1oll of this evening drum, all hands hurry
to the guns. Eight men and a boy are stationed
4%
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at each gun, one of whom is captain of the gun
another sponges and loads it, the rest take hcld
of the side tackle-falls, to run the gun in and
out; while the boy is employed in handing the
cartridges, for which he is honored with the sin-
gularly euphonious cognomen of powder-monkey.

Besides these arrangements among the men,
there are from thirty to forty marines to be dis-
posed of. These do duty as sentries at the cap-
tain’s cabin, the ward-room, and at the galley
during the time of cooking. They are also sta-
tioned at the large guns at night, as far as their
numbers run. When a ship is in action, and
small arms can be brought to bear on the enemy,
they are stationed on the spar-deck; they are also
expected to assist in boarding, in conjunction with
several seamen from each gun, who are armed
with pistols and pikes, and called boarders.

The great disparity of numbers between the
crew of a merchant ship and that of a man of war,
occasions a difference in their internal arrange-
ments and mode of life, scarcely conceivable by
those who have not seen both. This is seen
throughout, from the act of rousing the hands in
the morning to that of taking in sail. In the
merchantman, the watch below is called up by a
few strokes of the handspike on the forecastle :
in the man of war, by the boatswain and his
mates. The boatswain is a petty officer, of con-
s1derable importance in his way: he and his
mates carry a small silver whistle or pipe, sus-
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perded from the neck by a small cord. He
receives word from the officer of the watch to call
the hands up. You immediately hear a sharp,
shrill whistle ; this is succeeded by another and
another from his mates. Then follows his hoarse,
rough cry of “All hands ahoy !” which is forth-
with repeated by his mates. Scarcely has this
sound died upon the ear, before the cry of “Up all
hammocks ahoy !” succeeds it, to be repeatgd in
like manner. As the first tones of the whistle
penetrate between decks, signs of life make their
appearance. Rough, uncouth forms are seen
tumbling cut of their hammocks on all sides, and
before its last sounds have died upon the air, the
whole company of sleepers are hurriedly prepar-
ing for the duties of the day. No delay is per-
mitted, for as soon as the before-mentioned officers
have uttered their imperative commands, they run
below, each armed with a rope’s-end, with which
they belabor the shoulders of any luckless wight
upon whose eyes sleep yet hangs heavily, or
whose slow-moving limbs show him to be but
half awake.

With a rapidity which would surprise a lands-
man, the crew dr2ss themselves, lash their ham-
mocks and carry them on deck, where they are
stowed for the day. There is system even in this
arrangement ; every hammock has its appropriate
place. Below, the beams are all marked; each
hammock is marked with a corresponding num-
ber, and in the darkest night, a sailor will go
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unhesitatingly to his own hammock. They are
also kept exceeding clean. Every man is pro-
vided with two, so that while he is scrubbing and
cleaning one, he may have another to use. No-
thing but such precautions could enable so many
men to live in so small a space.

A similar rapidity attends the performance of
every duty. The word of command is given in
the sagne manner, and its prompt obedience en-
forgeﬁy the same unceremonious rope’s-end.

o skulk is therefore next to impossible; the
least tardiness is rebuked by the cry of “ Hurrah
my hearty! bear a hand! heave along! heave
along!” This system of driving is far from being
agreeable; it perpetually reminds you of your
want of liberty ; it makes you feel, sometimes, as
if the hardest crust, the most ragged garments,
with the freedom of your own native hills, would
be preferable to John Bull’s “beef and duff;”?
joined as it is with the rope’s-end of the driving
boatswain.

We had one poor fellow, an Irishman, named
Billy Garvy, who felt very uneasy and unhappy.
He was the victim of that mortifying system of
impressment, prevalent in Great Britain in time
of war. He came on board perfectly unacquainted
with the mysteries of sea life. One of his first
inquiries was, where he should find his bed, sup-
posing they slept on shipboard on beds the same
as on shore. His messmates, with true sailor
roguishness, sent him to the boatswain. “ And
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where shall I find a bed, sir?” asked he of this
rugged son of the ocean.

The ’boatswain looked at him very contemptu-
ously for a moment, then, rolling his lump of
tobacco into another apartment of his ample
mouth, replied,

“Have you got a knife 2”

“ Yes, sir.” \

“ Well, stick it into the softest plank in the
ship, and take that for a bed !”

Poor fellow! what was sport for others was
pain to him. He had been used to kind treat-
ment at home. After he had received his ham-
mock, when turning out in the morning, with the
boatswain’s mates at his heels, he used to exclaim,
“ When I was at home, I would walk in my
father’s garden in the morning, until the maid
would come and say, * William, will you come to
your ta, or your coffee ta, or your chocolarata ?’
But oh! the case is altered now; it ’s nothing but
bear a hand, lash and carry. Oh dear!”

I confess that Billy Garvy was not the only
one who contrasted the present with the past, or
who found the balance to be greatly in favor of
the former. [ often looked back to the village of
Bladen, and thought how preferable would be the
bright hearth-side and pleasant voices of that quiet
home, to the profane, rough, uncomfortable life
we led on shipboard. As these reflections were
anything but pleasurable, I banished them as
quickly as possible, with a determinatica to be as
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happy as I could in my station of servant to the
surgeon of His Brittanic Majesty’s frigate Mace-
donian: a resolution which I commend to all
lads, who, like me, are foolish enough to quit the
quiet scenes of a native village, for the noisy, pro-
fane atmosphere of a man of war.

As our fare was novel and so different from
.’shore living, it was some time before I cculd get
" fully reconciled to it: it was composed of hard

sea biscuit, fresh beef while in port, but salt pork
and salt beef at sea, pea soup and burgoo. Bur-
goo, or, as it was sportively called, skillagallee, was
oatmeal boiled in water to the consistency of hasty
pudding, Sometimes we had cocoa instead of
burgoo. Once a week we had flour and raisins
served out, with which we made ¢« duff” or pud.-
ding. To prepare these articles, each mess had
its cook, who drew the provisions, made the duff,
washed the mess kids, &c. He also drew the
grog for the mess, which consisted of a gill of
rum mixed with two gills of water for each man.
This was served out at noon every day: at four
o’clock, P. M., each man received half a pint of
wine. The boys only drew half this quantity,
but were allowed pay for the remainder, a regula-
tion which could have been profitably applied to
the whole supply of grog and wine for both boys
and men. But those were not days in which
Temperance triumphed as she does now though,
I believe, the Bri:ish navy has not yet ceased to



SIX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 47

dispense the “drink that’s in the drunkard’s
bowl ” to her seamen.

Shortly after our captain came on board, his
servant died somewhat suddenly, so that I had an
early opportunity of seeing how sailors are dis-
posed of in this sad hour. The corpse was laid
out on the grating, covered with a flag; as we
were yet in the river, the body was taken on shore
and buried, without the beautiful burial-service of
the church of England being read at his grave—
a ceremony which is not omitted at the interment
of the veriest pauper in that country.

[ have purposely dwelt on these particulars, that
the reader may feel himself initiated at once into
the secrets of man-of-war usages. He has doubt-
less seen ships of war with their trim rigging
and frowning ports, and his heart has swelled with
pride as he has gazed upon these floating cities—
the representatives of his nation’s character in
foreign countries: to their internal arrangements,
however, he has been a stranger. I have endeav-
ored to introduce him into the interior: a desire
to make him feel at home there, is my apology for
dwelling so long on these descriptions.

After various delays, we were at last ready for
sea and under sailing orders. The tide and wind
were both propitious ; then came the long-expected
cry of the boatswain, « All hands up anc?lor
ahoy!” The crew manned the capstan in a trice,
and running round to the tune of a lively air
played by the fifer, the huge anchor rapidly left
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the mud of the Thames, and hung at the bows of
our taut frigate. Then came the cry of “All
hards make sail ahoy!” As if by magic, she
was immediately covered with canvass; the favor-
ing breeze at once filled our sails, and the form
that had lain for weels inert and motionless on
the waters, now bound d along the waves like a
thing of life. Rapidly we ran down the channel,
and before we had well got under weigh came to
an anchor again at Spithead, under shelter of the
garden of England—the Isle of Wight.

Short as was the period between weighing
anchor off Gravesend and our arrival at Spithead,
it gave opportunity for one of those occurrences
which are a disgrace to the naval service of any
nation, and a degradation to our common human-
ity, which the public opinion of the civilized world
should frown out of existence: I allude to the
brutal practice of flogging.

A poor fellow had fallen into the very sailor-
like offence of getting drunk. For this the captain
sentenced him to the punishment of four dozen
lashes. He was first placed in éronsall night:
the irons used for this purpose were shackles
fitting round the ankles, through the ends of
which was passed an iron bar some ten or twelve
feet it length : it was thus long because it was no
unfrequent case for half a dozen men to be ironed
at once. A padlock at the end of the bar held
the prisoner securely. Thus placed in “duress
vile.” he was guarded by a marine until the cap-
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ta.in bade the first lieutenant prepare the hands to
witness the punishment. Upon this the lieuten-
ant transmitted the order to the mastcr at arms.
He then ordered the arating or hatch full of square
holes to be rigged : it was placed accordingly be-
tween the main and spar decks, not far from the
mainmast.

While these preparations were going on, the
officers were dressing themselves in full uniform
and arming themselves with their dirks: the
prisoner’s messmates carried him his best clothes,
to make him appear in as decent a manner as
possible. This is always done, in the hope of
moving the feelings of the captain favorably
towards the prisoner.

This done, the hoarse, dreaded cry of «All
hands ahoy to witness punishment!” from the
lips of the boatswain, peals along the ship as
mournfully as the notes of a f{uneral knell. At
this signal the officers muster on the spar deck,
the men on the main deck. Next came the pris-
oner; guarded by a marme on one side and the
master at arms on the other, he was marched up
to the grating. His back was made bare and his
shirt laid loosely upon his back ; the two quarter-
masters proceeded to seize him up; that is, they
tied his hands and feet with spun-yarns, called
the seizings, to the crating. The boatswain's
mates, whose office it is to flog on board a man of
war, stood ready with their dreadful weapon of
punishment, the cat-o’-nine-tails. This instru-
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ment of torture was composed of nine cords, a
quarter of an inch round and about two feet long,
the ends whipt with fine twine. To these cords
was affixed a stock, two feet in length, covered
with red baize. The reader may be sure that it is
a most formidable instrument’in the hands of a
strong, skilful man. Indeed, any man who should
whip his horse with it would commit an outrage
on humanity, which the moral feeling of any com-
munity would not tolerate ; he would be prosecu-
ted for cruelty; yet it is used to whip MEN on
board ships of war!

The boatswain’s mate is ready, with coat off
and whip in hand. The captain gives the word.
Carefully spreading the cords with the fingers of
his left hand, the executioner throws the cat over
his right shoulder; it is brought down upon the
now uncovered herculean shoulders of the man.
His flesh creeps—it reddens as if blushing at the
indignity ; the sufferer groans; lash follows lash,
until the first mate, wearied with the cruel em-
ployment, gives place to a second. Now two
dozen of these dreadful lashes have been inflicted :
the lacerated back looks inhuman; it resembles
roasted meat burnt nearly black before a scorching
fire; yet still the lashes fall; the captain con-
tinues merciless. Vain are the cries and prayers
of the wretched man. “1 would not forgive the
Saviour,” was the blasphemous reply of one of
these naval demi-gods, or rather demi-fiends, to a
plea formercy. The executioners keep on. Four
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dozen strokes have cut up his flesh and robbed
him of all self-respect; there he hangs, a pitied,
self-despized, greaning, bleeding wretch ; and now
the captain cries, forbear!  His shirt is thrown
over his shoulders; the seizings are loosed ; he is
led away, staining his path with red drops of
blood, and the hands, “ piped down” by the boat-
swain, sullenly return to their duties.

Such was the scene witnessed on board the
Macedonian, on the passage from London to Spit-
head; such, substantially, is every punishment
scene at sea; only carried, sometimes, to a greater
length of severity. Sad and sorrowful were my
feelings on witnessing it; thoughts of the friendly
warnings of my old acquaintance filled my mind,
and I inwardly wished myself once more under
the friendly roof of my father, at Bladen. Vain
wish ! I should have believed the warning voice
when it was given. Believe me, young man,
you will often breathe that wish, if ever you
wander from a father’s house.

Flogging in the navy is more severe than in
the army, though it is too bad to be tolerated
there, or indeed anywhere. Other modes of
punishment might be successfully substituted,
which would deter from misconduct, without de-
stroying the self-respect of the man. [ hope the
day will come, when a captain will no more be
allowed to use the “cat” than he is now to use

oison. It should be an interdicted weapon.

Though I have spoken severely of the officers
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of the navy, let it not be thought that the whole
class of naval officers are lost to the finer feelings
of humanity. There are many humane, consid-
erate men among them, who deserve our highest
respect. This was the case with the first lieuten-
ant of the Macedonian, Mr. Scott. He abhorred
flogging. Once, when a poor marine was under
sentence, he plead hard and successfully with the
captain for his respite. This was a great victory ;
for the captain had a profound hatred of marines.
The poor soldier was extremely grateful for his
ntercession, and would do anything for him to
show his sense of the obligation; indeed, the
sailors, in their odd way, showed their preference
for him by describing him as a man who had a
soul to be saved, and who ought to go to heaven;
while of the captain, they whispered that if he
did not go to perdition, “the devil would be
cheated of his due.” These are, in a manner,
proverbial expressions of like and dislike, on
board a British man of war.

One of the effects of this exhibition of cruelty
was seen during the short time we lay at Spit-
head. The two boys, who were servants to the
first and second lieutenants, conceiving a special
dislike to the idea of being flogged, took it into
their heads to run away.  Being sent on shore,
they shaped their course for the country. It was
well for them that they were not retaken.

Our frigate had orders to convey between two
and three hundred troops from Portsmouth to
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Lislon, to assist the Portuguese against the
French. The soldiers were stowed on the main
decks, with very few conveniences for the voyage ;
their officers messed and berthed in the ward-
room. Having taken them on board, we again
weighed anchor, and were soon careering before
the breeze on our way to Lisbon.

As usual, we who were landsmen had our
share of that merciless, nondescript, hateful, stul-
tifying disease, ycleped sea-sickness; as usual,
we wished the foolish wixh that we had never
come to sea; as usual, we got over it, and laughed
at ourselves for our sea-sick follies. Our good
ship paid little attention, however, to our feelings;
she kept along on her bounding way, and, after a
week at sea, we were greeted with the pleasant
cry of “ Land ho!” from the mast-head. Asit was
now near night, we lay off and on until morning ;
at day-break we fired a gun for a pilot. The
wind being nearly dead ahead, we had to beat
about nearly all day. Towards night it became
fair, and we ascended the Tagus. This river is
about nine miles wide at its mouth, and is four
hundred and fifty miles in length; it has a very
rapid current, with steep, fertile banks. ~ Aided
by a fine breeze, we ascended it in splendid
style, passed a half-moon battery, then shot past
Belem Castle into the port of Lisbon, about ten
miles from its mouth. Here we found a spacious
harbor, filled with shipping. Besides numerous
merchantmen, there were two ships of a hundred

&%
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guns, several seventy-fours, frigates and sloops of
war, with a large number of transports; all de-
signed for the defence of Lisbon against the
French.

Lisbon has a fine appearance from the harbor.
A stranger, after a long sea-voyage, while stand-
ing on the deck of his vessel, and gazing on its
battlements and towers, might fancy itto be a
terrestrial paradise; but, on landing, his admira-
. tion would certainly sink below zero, as he plod-
ded his way, beset by saucy beggars at almost
every step, through its narrow, filthy streets.
Such, at least, was my impression, as [ perambu-
lated the city. Among other things, I noticed a
great variety of churches and convents, which
furnished swarms of plump, good-natured friars,
under whose spiritual domination the good people
of Lisbon were content to rest. I also counted
thirteen large squares. One of them contained
a huge black horse, standing in its centre, with
the figure of 2 man upon his back, both much
larger than life. What this monument repre-
sented, I did not learn. That square is denomi-
nated Black Horse Square.

On the day after our arrival, the Macedonian
was the scene of considerable bustle. The troops,
who seemed to forget their proximity to a field
of carnage, in the delight they felt at escaping
from the confinement on shipboard, were landed ;
several boats’ crews were also sent up the river to
assist in the defence of the place.
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While we lay here, our ship was well sup-
plied with fruits from the shore. Large bunches
of delicious grapes, abundance of sweet oranges,
water-melons, chestnu.s, and also a bountiful suy-
ply of gigautic onions, of peculiar flavor, enabled
our crew to gratify their palates in true English
style.  Poor fellows ! they feasted, laughed, and
joked, as if the future had nothing to develop
but fairy scenes of unmixed delight. Little
thought, indeed, does your true tar take of the
IMOITow.

Amid these feastings, however, there rose some-
thing to trouble Macbeth, in the shape of an order
from the admiral to prepare for a cruise. This
was peremptory ;—for a cruise therefore we pre-
pared. Our boats’ crews came on board; the
officers stored their larder with the means of
gustatory gratifications; and we stood out to sea
again.

The port of Corunna, in Spamn, was the next
place at which we anchored. While lying in this
spacious and safe harbor, our little world was
thrown into temporary confusion by the loss of
the ward-room steward, Mr. Sanders. This man
could speak in the Spanish tongue; he had accu-
mulated a considerable sum of money by long
service, prize money, and an economy little known
among sailors. For some cause or other he had
become dissatisfied ; so, one day, he engaged a
Spaniard to run his boat under the stern of our
frigate ; dropping from one of the stern ports into
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the boat, unperceived by the officers, the wily
Spaniards covered him with their loose garments
and sails, and then conveyed him to the shore.
This was running a great risk; for had he been
detected in the act, or taken afterwards, he would
have felt the cruel strokes of the lash. Fortu-
nately for himself, he escaped without detection.

From Corunna, we returned to Lisbon, where,
at the cheerful cry of * All hands bring the ship
to an anchor, ahoy!” we once more placed our
frigate, taut and trim, under the batilements of
the city.

As servant to the surgeon, it was one part of
my duty to perform the task of carrying his
clothes to be washed. As great attention to
cleanliness, in frequently changing their linen, is
observed among naval officexs, a good washerwo-
man is considered quite a desideratum. In attend-
ing to this matter for my master, I had frequent
opportunities to go on shore. This gave me
some means of observation. On one of my visits
to our pretty laundress, I saw several Portu-
guese running along, gesticulating and talking
with great earnestness. Being ignorant of their
langu.age, my washerwoman, who spoke good
Enghsh, told me that a man had been stabbed,
in consequence of some ground for jealousy,
aﬂ'f)rded by the conduct of the deceased. Hast-
ening to the spot, I saw the wounded man,
§t1'etf:hed out on a bed, with two gaping wounds
in his side—the long knife, the instrument of the
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df:ed, lying by his side. The poor sufferer soon
died. What was done to the murderer, I could
not discover.

Though very passionate, and addicted to the
use of the knife, for the purpose of taking sum-
mary vengeance, the Portuguese are nevertheless
arrant cowards. Indeed, it is a question by no
means settled, whether all classes of men, in any
country, who fly to cold steel or to fire-arms
in every petty quarrel, are not cowards at heart.
We had an evidence of Portuguese cowardice in
an affray which occurred between some of the
citizens of Lisbon and a party of our marines.
Six of the latter, ignorant of the palace or mu-
nicipal regulations, wandered into the queen’s
gardens. Some twenty of the Portuguese, on
witnessing this bold intrusion on the privacy of
the queen, rushed upon them with long knives.
The marines, though so inferior in number, faced
about with their bayonets, and, after much cursing
and chattering, their enemies, considering perhaps
that the better part of valor is discretion, took to
their heels, leaving the six marines masters of a
bloodless field. These rencontres were quite
common between them and our men; the result,
though sometimes more serious, was uniformly
the same.

As an illustration of the manners of this peo-
ple, I cannot forbear the insertion of another fact.
I was one day walking leisurely along the streets,
quite at my ease, when the gathering of a noisy
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multitude arrested my attention. Looking up, I
was shocked at seeing a human head, with a pair
of hands beneath it, nailed to a pole! They had
just been taken from the body of a barber, who,
when in the act of shaving a gentleman, wa- seized
with a sudden desire to possess a beautiful watch,
which glittered in his pocket ; to gain this brilliant
bauble, the wretched man cut his victim’s throat.
He was arrested, his hands were cut off, then his
head, and both were fastened to the pole as I
have described them. Upon inquiry, I ascertained
that this was the ordinary method of punishing
murder in Portugal ; a striking evidence that civ-
ilization had not fully completed its great work
among them. Civilization humanizes the feelings
of society, throwing a veil of refinement and mercy
over even the sterner acts of justice; at any rate,
it never tolerates such barbarism as I saw at
Lisbon.

While in port we experienced a change of offi-
cers by no means agreeable to the crew. Mr.
Scott, our first lieutenant, an amiable man, de-
cidedly hostile to the practice of flogging, left us;
for what cause, we could not ascertain. His suc-
cessor, Mr. Hope, though bearing a very pleasant
name, was an entirely different person, in manners
and conduct, from his predecessor. He was harsh,
severe, and fond of seeing the men flogged. Of
course, floggings became more frequent than be-
fore ; for, although a lieutenant cannot flog upon his
own authority, yet, such is the influence he exerts
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Over a captain, that he has the utmost opportunity
to gratify a thirst for punishment. [t may appear
strange to the reader that any gentleman—and all
officers of the navy consider themselves gentlemen
—should possess such a thirst; yet such was the
case with Mr. Hope. Nor was hixa solitary exam-
ple; many a man, who, on shore, in presence of
ladies of fashion, appeared too gentle to harm an
enemy, too kind to injure an insect, was strangely
metamorphosed into a genuine unprincipled tyrant,
upon assuming command in a man of war.

We had already witnessed a number of punish-
ments, especially at sea: in port, the officers were
more condescending, lest their men should desert ;
but at sea, when this was impossible, they flogged
without mercy. Cases of offence which occurred
while in the harbor, were looked up ; sometimes a
half dozen were flogged at once ; every man trem-
bled lest he should be a victim; the ship’s crew
were made wretched ; a sword seemed impending
over every head. Who, in such a case, could be
happy? Not even a sailor, with all his habitual
thoughtlessness. Yet it is said we must flog, to
maintain discipline among sailors. Pshaw! Flog-
ging may be needful to awe a slave writhing un-
der a sense of unmerited wrong, but never should a
lash fall on a freeman’s back, especially if he holds
the safety and honor of his country in his keeping.

Poor old Bob Hammond! Never was man
more reckless than this honest-hearted Irishman;
never was sailor more courageous under punish-
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ment. For being drunk he received four dozen
lashes ; he bore the infliction with profound silence,
uttering neither groan nor sigh; neither casting
one imploring look at his tormentors. On being
taken down, he applied himself most lustily to his
bottle, and before night was drunk again. Rush-
ing to the quarter deck, with a madness peculiar
to a phrensied drunkard, he ran up against the
captain with such force thet he nearly knocked
him down. With a boldness that seemed to strike
the great man dumb, Bob hiccupped and said,

« Halloo, Billy, my boy, is that you? You are
young and foolish ; just fit for the launch. You
are like a young lion—all your sorrows are to
come.”

The captain was excessively proud; even his
officers scarcely dared walk the quarter deck on
the same side with him. He never allowed him-
self to be addressed but by his title of “ my Lord.”
Should a sailor, through design or forgetfulness,
reply to a command, “ Yes, sir,” the lordly man
would look at him with a glance full of dignity,
and sternly reply, “ What, sir?””  This, of course,
would put the offender in mind to correct himself
by saying, “ Yes, my Lord.” Judge then of his
surprise, indignation, nay, of his lordly horror,
when poor old drunken Bob Hammond called
him «Billy, my boy!” Doubtless it stirred up
his nobility within him, for, with a voice of thun-
der, he exclaimed, “ Put this man in irons!” It
was done. The next morning, his back yet sore,
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poor Bob received five dozen more strokes of the
hated cat-o™nine-tails. Most heroically was it
borne. No sound escaped him; the most pro-
found silence was observed by all, broken only by
the dead sound of the whip, as it fell every few
moments on the wounded back. The scene was
sickening in the extreme. Let me throw a veil
over jts details, simply remarking that it is ques-
tionable which of the two appears to the best ad-
vantage ; poor drunken Bob, suffering degrading
torture with heroic firmness, or my Lord Fitzroy,
gloating on the scene with the appetite of a vul-
ture! Let the reader decide for himself.

These statements may at first sight appear
incredible. It may be asked how a man could
endure whippings which would destroy an ox or
a horse. This is a very natural question, and
but for the consciousness I feel of being supported
in my statements by the universal testimony of
old men-of-war’s-men, I should hesitate to publish
them. The worst species of this odious torture,
however, remains to be described—flogging through
the fleet.

This punishment is never inflicted without due
trial and sentence by a court-martial, for some
aggravated offence. After the offender is thus
sentenced, and the day arrives appointed by his
judges for its execution, the unhappy wretch is
conducted into the ship’s launch—a large boat—
which has been previously rigged up with polf.,'s
and grating, to which he is seized up; he is
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attended by the ship’s surgeon, whose duty it is
to decide when the power of nature’s endurance
has been taxed to its utmost. A boat from every
ship in the fleet is also present, each carrying one
or two officers and two marines fully armed.
These boats are connected by tow lines to the
launch.

These preparations made, the crew of the vic-
tim’s ship are ordered to man the rigging, while
the boatswain commences the tragedy. When he
has administered one, two or three dozen lashes,
according to the number of ships in the fleet, the
prisoner’s shirt is thrown over his gory back; the
boatswain returns on board, the hands are piped
down, the drummer beats a mournful melody,
called the rogue’s march, and the melancholy pro-
cession moves on. Arriving at the side of another
ship, the brutal scene is repeated, until every crew
in the fleet has witnessed it, and from one to three
hundred lashes have lacerated the back of the
broken-spirited tar to a bleeding pulp. He is then
placed under the surgeon’s care, to be fitted for
duty—a ruined man—broken in spirit! all sense
of self-respect gone, forever gone! If he survive,
it is only to be like his own brave bark, when
winds and waves conspire to dash her on the
pitiless strand, a wretched, hopeless wreck; a
living, walking shadow of his former self. Shame-
ful blot! most foul and disgraceful stain on the
humanity of England! How long before this
worse than barbarism will disappear before the
mild influences of civilization and Christianity ?
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No plea of necessity can be successfully urged
in behalf of whipping men; for, if subordination
or faithful adhesion to orders is expected to follow
such terrible examples, I know, from my acquaint-
ance with the suflerers themselves, that the ex-
pectation is vain. One of two results always
follows. The victim either lives on, a lone, dark-
minded, broken-spirited man, despising himself
and hating every one, because he thinks every
one hates him; or he lives with one fearful, un-
yielding purpose; a purpose on which he feeds
and nourishes his galled mind, as food affords life
and energy to his physical constitution—that pur-
pose is REVENGE. I have heard them swear—and
the wild flashing eye, the darkly frowning brow,
told how firm was that intent—that if ever they
should be in battle, they would shoot their officers.
I have seen them rejoice Bver the misfortunes of
their persecutors, but more especially at their
death. That it has frequently led to mutiny, is
well verified. I have known such severity to
result in actual murder. While we lay at Lisbon,
a sergeant of marines, on board a seventy-four,
made himself obnoxious by repeated acts of tyran-
ny. Two marines determined upon his dea'th.
One night, unperceived by any, they seized him,
hurried him to the gangway, and pitched him
overboard. The tide was running strong; the
man was drowned ! But for themselves his fate
would have remained a secret until the great day
aof judgment : it was discovered by an offizer, who
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accidentally overheard them congratulating each
other on their achievement. He betrayed them.
A court-martial sentenced them. They were
placed on deck with halters on their necks. Two
guns were fired, and, when the smoke cleared
away, two men were seen dangling from the fore-
yard-arm. Only one day previous, a letter had
brought a discharge from the service for one of
them. Poor fellow! it came too late. He was
fated to a summary discharge from all service, in
a manner appalling and repulsive to every finer
human feeling.

Such are the actual consequences of severity of
discipline on board men of war. Punishment
leads to revenge ; revenge to punishment. What
is intended to cure, only aggravates the disease;
the evil enlarges under the remedy; wvoluntary
subordination ceases ; gloom overspreads the crew ;
fear fills the breasts of the officers; the ship be-
comes a miniature of the house of fiends, While,
on the other hand, mild regulations, enforced
without an appeal to brute force, are easily carried
into operation. The sailor has a warm heart;
show him personal kindness, treat him as a man,
he will then be a man; he will do anything for a
kind officer. He will peril his life for him ; nay,
he will cheerfully rush between him and danger.
This was done at Tripoli, when the brave James
offered his own arm to receive the fell stroke of a
Turkish scimitar, aimed at the life of the bold
Decatur, on board the frigate Philadelphia. Let
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naval officers, let all ship-masters, once fairly test
the effect of kind treatment, and I am sure they
will never desire to return to severity ; unless,
indeed, they are tyrants at heart, in which case, the
sooner they lose their commands the better for
their country; for no tyrant is truly brave or
trustworthy. Cowardice and meanness lie curled
up in the heart of every tyrant. He is too des-
picable, too unsafe to be trusted with the responsi-
bilities of a naval command. Such, at least, is the
opinion of an old sailor.

One of the greatest enemies to order and hap-
piness in ships of war is drunkenness. To be
drunk is considered by almost every sailor as the
acme of sensual bliss; while many fancy that
swearing and drinking are necessary accomplish-
ments in a genuine man-of-war’s-man. Hence
it almost universally prevails. In our ship the
men would get drunk, in defiance of every restric-
tion. Were it not for the moral and physical ruin
which follows its use, one might laugh at the
various contrivances adopted to elude the vigilance
of officers in their efforts to procure rum. Some
of our men who belonged to the boats’ crews pro-
vided themselves with bladders; if left ashore by
their officers a few moments, they would slip into
the first grocery, fill their bladders, and return
with the spoil. Once by the ship’s side, the
favorable moment was seized to pass the inter-
dicted bladders into the port-holes, to some watch-
ful shipmate, by whom it was carefully secreted,

6%
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to be drunk at the first opportunity. The libetty
to go on shore, which is always granted while in
port, was sure to be abused for drunken purposes.
The Sabbath was also a day of sensuality. True,
we sometimes had the semblance of religious ser-
vices, when the men were summoned aft to hear
the captain read the morning service from the
church prayer-book ; but usually it was observed
more as a day of revelry than of worship. But at
Christmas our ship presented a scene such as I
had never imagined. The men were permitted to
have their * full swing.” Drunkenness ruled the
ship. Nearly every man, with most of the offi-
cers, were in a state of beastly intoxication at
night. Here, some were fighting, but were so
insensibly drunk, they hardly knew whether they
struck the guns or their opponents; yonder, a
party were singing libidinous or bacchanalian
songs, while all were laughing, cursing, swearing
or hallooing; confusion reigned in glorious tri-
umph ; it was the very chaos of humanity. Had
we been at sea, a sudden gale of wind must have
proved our destruction ; had we been exposed to
a sudden attack from an enemy’s vessel, we should
have fallen an easy prey to the victor ; just as the
poor Hessians, at Trenton, fell before the well-
timed blow of the sage Washington, during the
war of the revolution.

Of all places, the labors of temperance men are
most needed among sailors ; and [ am glad to know
that much has been accomplished among them
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already. From what I know of the sufferings and
difficulties growing out of intemperance at sea, I
most heartily desire to see a temperance flag float-
ing at the mast-head of every ship in the world.
When this is seen, sailors will be a happier class
than ever they have yet been, from the time when
the cautious Phenicians crept timidly round the
shores of the Mediterranean, to the present day of
bold and fearless navigation.



CHAPTER III.

An alarm—A bootless cruise—Wreck—Quarrel between
the captain and sailing-master—Its result—Change of
commanders—Mr. Hope and the boys—Our men de-
sert—Bloody Dick—Happy Jack—Attempted suicide—
A negro runs away and is retaken—Good Friday in Lis-

- bon—A perplexity on shore—Narrow escape from be-
ing flogged—The press-gang—Several Americans im-
pressed—Another cruise—A terrible storm—Loss of a
man—The author’s sickness—Black Tom’s death and
burial—Another bare escape from flogging— Another
change of commanders—Severity of Captain Carden’s
administration—A brutal sentence on an alleged thief—
A man flogged through the fleet—Our drummer de-
mands a court-martial—Its unpleasant termination—
A question—Danger of attempting mutiny—Change in
my situation—The captain’s band—Order for a new
cruise.

SHorTLY after the Christmas debauch, men-
tioned in the preceding chapter, news was brought
to the admiral that nine French frigates were
cruising on the Spanish coast: immediately, all
was excitement, bustle, preparation through the
fleet. The Hannibal and Northumberland, both
seventy-four gun ships, the Casar of eighty guns,
called by the sailors the Old Bull-dog, a gun brig,
and some others, I forget the names, and the
Macedonian, were ordered to sail in pursuit of

the French. This formidable force dropped down
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the river, EVery man composing it eagerly desiring
to meet the enemy. The enterprise however was
unsuccessful ; after cruising in vain for several
days, the admiral signalled the fleet to return
Before reaching port we fell in with a Scotch
ship from Greenock, in a most perilous condition ;
her masts and rudder were gone, while her numer-
ous leaks were fast gaining on the labors of the
already exhausted crew at the pumps. Finding
it utterly impossible to save the vessel, we took
off the crew ; and thus our cruise, though defeated
n its main design, proved the means of rescuing
several poor wretches from a watery grave. It is
a question worthy of consideration, whether this
was not a really higher result than if we had
found and beaten the French, and had returned
in a crippled state, leaving some hundreds killed
and wounded. Humanity would answer, yea.
So far as the effects of this cruise concerned
our own little frigate, they were really quite seri-
ous. We were reefing topsails one night, at sea,
when the sailing-master, Mr. Lewis, in a fit of ill-
humor, threatened to flog some of the men. The
captain overheard him. Feeling himself hurt by
this assumption of his own prerogative, he told
Mr. Lewis that he was captain in that ship, and
it was his business to flog the men. Sharp words
follgwed ; the captain was exasperated ; he ordered
the sailing-master to-be putin irons. Here, how-
ever, he exceeded his own power, for, thougb he
might place the common sailor in irons, he might
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not do so by an officer with impunity. Accord-
ingly, when we reached Lisbon, a court-martial
sat on the case, which resulted in their both being
broken or cashiered.

_This was a hard blow for Lord Fitzroy, and h.
obviously felt it most keenly. It also cut off my
expectations of being elevated to the quarter deck ;
for, althongh I had never received any direct
encouragement from his Lordship, yet I had
always nourished the hope that ultimately he
would keep the promise he made to my mother,
and do something for my advancement. Now,
however, my hopes were destroyed. I was
doomed to the forecastle for life.

Lord Fitzroy was succeeded by Captain Carson.
He however was soon removed to make way for
Captain Waldgrave, who proved to be far more
severe than Fitzroy. He and Lieutenant Hope
were kindred spirits: cruelty seemed to be their
delight, for at the presence of culprits tied to the
gratings, a gleam of savage animation stole over
their faces. Punishment was now an almost
every-day scene; even the boys were not per-
mitted to escape. A lad was appointed boatswain
over them, and they were consigned to the care of
Mr. Hope, who took especial delight in seeing
them flogged. What a mean, dastardly spirit for
a British officer! How utterly contemptible he
appears engaged in whipping a few helpless sailor
boys! Vet thus he did constantly appear, causing
thém to be flogged for every trifling offence. One
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poor little fellow, unable to tolerate the thought of
the lash, hid himself in the cable tier for several
days. He was discovered, only to be most shame-
fully punished.

These severities filled our crew with discour-
agement. A sailor dreads the dishonor of the
lash.  Some, urged by a nice sense of honer, have
preferred death to its endurance. [ have heard of
one man who actually loaded himself with shot
and deliberately walked overboard. Among our
ship’s company the effects of these severe meas-
ures showed themselves in frequent desertions,
notwithstanding the great risk run by such a bold
measure ; for, if taken, they were sure to meet
with a fearful retributionn  Still, many preferred
the chance of freedom; sume ran off when on
shore with the boais, others dropped overboard
in the night, and either swam on shore or were
drowned. Many others were kept from running
away by the strength of their attachment to their
old messmates and by the hope of better days.
Of those who escaped, some were retaken by the
Portuguese, who delighted to hunt them up for a
small sum of money. Two of my messmates,
named Robert Bell and James Stokes, were taken
in this manner. [ felt greatly affected at losing
their company, for they were pleasant fellows. I
felt a peculiar attachment to poor Stoke§; he had
taught me many things which :appertam t.o sea-
manship, and had cared for my interests w1th' the
faithfulness of a parent. O how anxiously did I
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desire they might not be detected, because I knew,
if they were, that they were doomed men. But
they were taken by a band of armed Portuguese ;
barefooted, desponding, broken in spirit, they were
brought on board, only to be put in irons immedi-
ately. By a forfunate chance they escaped with
Jifty lashes, instead of being flogged through the
fleet.

We had another man who escaped, named
Richard Suttonwood; he was very profane, and
was much in the habit of using the word “ bloody ;”
hence he was nicknamed “ Bloody Dick ” by his
shipmates. Well, Dick ran off. He succeeded
in getting on board an English brig in the mer-
chant service. But how chop-fallen was poor
Dick when he found that this brig was laden with
powder for his own frigate! Resolving to make
the best of the matter, he said nothing of his rela-
tion to our frigate, but as soon as the brig dropped
alongside of the Macedonian, he came on board
and surrendered himself; by this means he es-
caped being flogged, as it was usual to pardon a
runaway who voluntarily returned to his duty.
The crew were all delighted at his return, as he
was quite popular among them for his lively dispo-
sition and his talents as a comic singer, which last
gift is always highly prized in a man of war. So
joyous were We all at his escape from punishment,
that we insisted on his giving a concert, which
went off well. Seated on a gun surrounded by
scores of the men, he sunga variety of favorite songs,
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amid the plaudits and encores of his rough audi-
tors.

By such means as these, sailors contrive to
keep up their spirtts amidst constant causes of
depression and misery. One is a good singer,
another can spin tough forecastle varns, while a
third can cragk a joke with sufficient point to call
out roars of laughter. But for these interludes,
life in a man of war, with severc officers, would
be absolutely intolerable; mutiny or desertion
would mark the voyages of every such ship.
Hence, officers in general highly value your jolly,
merry-making, don’t-care sort of seamen. They
know the effect of their influence in keeping away
discontented thought from the minds of a ship’s
company. One of these official favorites paid
our frigate a visit while we lay at Lisbon. We
had just finished breakfast, when a number of
our men were seen running in hich glee towards
the main hatchway. Wondering what wus going
forward, I watched their proceedine~ with a curi-
ous eye. The cause of their joy soon appeared
in the person of a short, round-faced, merry-look-
ing tar, who descended the hatchway amid cries
of “ Hurrah! here’s happy Jack!” Assoon as the
iovial little man had set his foot on the bevth deck,
he began a specimen of his vural powers.  The
voice of song was as triumphant on board the
Macedonian, as it was in days of vore in the halls
of Ossian. Every voice was hushed, all work
was brought to a stand still, while the crew gath-

7
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ered round their favorite, in groups, to listen to
his unequalled performances. Happy Jack suc-
ceeded, while his visit lasted, in communicating
his own joyous feelings to our people, and they
parted from him at night with deep regret.

A casual visitor in a man of war, beholding the
song, the dance, the revelry of the crew, might
judge them to be happy. But I know that these
things are often resorted to, because they feel
miserable, just to drive away dull care. They do
it on the same principle as the slave population in
the South, to drown in sensual gratification the
voice of misery that groans in the inner man—
that lives within, speaking of the indignity offered
to its high nature by the chain that eats beyond
the flesh—discoursing of the rights of man, of
liberty on the free hills of a happier clime : while
amidst the gayest negro dance, not a heart among
the laughing gang but would beat with high
emotions, and seize the boon with indescribable
avidity, should it be offered its freedom on the
spot. So in a man of war, where severe disci-
pline prevails, though cheerfulness smiles at
times, it is only the forced merriment of minds ill
at ease; minds that would gladly escape the
thraldom of the hated service to which they are
bound.

Nor is this forced submission to circumstances
univeisal. There are individuals who cannot be
reached by these pleasantries; in spite of every-
thing, their spirits will writhe under the gripe
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of merciless authority. We had a melancholy
instance of this species of mind on board our
frigate. His naiue was Hill, the ward-room stew-
ard. This man came on board with a resolute
purpose to give satisfaction, if possible, 1o his
superiors. He tried his utmost in vain. He was
still scolded and cursed, until his condition seemed
unendurable.  One morning a boy entered the
after ward-room, when the first object that met
his astonished eye was the body of the steward,
all ghastly and bleeding. He had cut his throat,
and lay weltering in his gore. The surgeon was
called, who pronounced him to be yet alive. The
wound was sewed up, the poor sufferer carried to
the hospital-ship, which was in attendance on the
fleet, where he recovered, to be returned to his
former ship, though in another and worse capa-
city, that of common sailer.

We had on board a colored man whose name
was Nugent, who possessed a remarkably fine
person, was very intelligent, exceedingly polite in
his manners, and easy in his address. He soon
grew weary of the caprices of our officers, and ran
away. He was taken, however, in rather a curi-
ous manner. The officers frequently walked the
deck with their spy-glasses. As one of them
was spending a few leisure moments in looking
at the surrounding shipping, what should appear
within the field vi his glass, but the person of the
fugitive Nugent on the deck of an Ameri?an
vessel! Upon this, a boat was despatrhed, which
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soon returned with the crest-fallen deserter, whe
was unceremoniously thrown into irons. By
some fortunate chance, however, he escaped a
flogging.

Of course, my situation was as unpleasant as
that of any other perscn on board. | could not
witness the discomfort and ill-usage of others,
without trembling for my own back. I, too, had
thoughts of running away, as opportunities fre-
quently offered themselves. But, being ignorant
of the Portuguese language, I wisely concluded
that my condition among them, if I got clear,
would, in respect to my present state, bear about
the same analogy as the fire does to the frying-
pan. My little adventures on shore gave me full
assurance of this fact. I remember going ashore
on Good Friday. Like good Catholics, the Por-
tuguese had the masts of their vessels crossed,
with effigies of the traitor Judas hanging very
significantly at their jib-booms. On shore, they
were exhibiting the blasphemous mimicry of the
solemn scene of the crucifixion. One was bear-
ing the cross, another a sponge, a third the vine-
gar. The streets were crowded with images of
the saints, to which all reverently bowed. Wo
betide that sacrilegious wretch who refused this
tribute to their darling images. He was sure of
being knocked down; he was not sure of getting
home alive. I was fain to yield my knees to
save my skull; so for the time I was as good a
Catholic as any of them, at least in ‘he matter



SIX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 77

of bowing and CrOssIng : it wns lane, however,
with truc Protestart nental reselvudon, and with
a sincere determination to prefer my man-of-war’s
life to a life in Portugal.

On another occasion, some of our officers took
me on shore to help them attend to some pur-
chases.  After following them a considerable
distance, they gave me a small commission to
execute, with directions to return to the ship as
soon as it was attended to. This was no easy
task, however: they had conducted me to a
strange part of the city, and I knew scarcely a
word of Portuguese. There I stood, then, sur-
rounded only by foreigners, who neither understood
my language nor [ theirs. All I knew of my
destination was, that our boat lay near the Fish-
market; so, for the Fish-market I inquired.
Speaking in English, I asked the first man I met
to direct me. He looked at me with the empty
stare of an idiot, and passed on. To the next, I
said, partly in broken Portuguese and partly in
my own tongue, *“John,” (they call everybody
John, whose true name they do not know,) “do
show me the fish-market.” He could not under-
stand me ; so, shrugging his shoulders, he said,
“ No entender Englis,” and passed on. I asked
several others, but invariably received a shrug
of the shoulder, a shake of the head, and a “no
entender Englis,” for an answer. I grew des-
perate, and began to feel as l.f I h.ad lost my-
self, when, to my unutterable satisfaction, I sawan

7 *
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English soldier. I ran up to him and said, “ Good
luck to yeu; do tell me where the fish-market is,,
for these stupid Portuguese, bad luck to them,
can’t understand a word 1 say; but it is all, no
entenler Englis.”” DMy countryman laughed at
seeing my English temper ruffled, and placed me
in the way of reaching the fish-market. I hurried
thither, when, to my chagrin, the boats were all
gone. Here, then, was another difficulty; for,
though there were plenty of Portuguese boatmen,
they could not understand which ship I wished
to reach. Here, however, my fingers did what
my tongue refused; our ship had its mainmast
out, so, holding up two fingers and pointing to
the mast, they at last comprehended me and con-
veyed me on board. Coming alongside, I gave
them what I thought was right; but they and 1
differed in opinion on that point; they demanded
more, with considerable bluster, but the sentry
shouted, “ Shove off there!” and pointed his mus-
ket at them. Whether they thought a reasonable
fee, and a timely retreat, better than a contest
which might give them the taste of a musket-ball,
I cannot determine; at all events, I know that
boat never left ship faster than theirs, when they
beheld the gleam of the sentry’s musket flashing
on their dark faces.

Just after this adventure, I came very near
being flogged, to my no small alarm. Happening
on shore with two more of the officers’ servants,
named- Yates and Skinner, we stayed so late, the
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8bip’s boats had all gone off. Finding the boats
gone, we strayed back into the city ; night came
on, and our return until morring was impossible.
We had to wander about the city all night, in con-
stant fear of Leing apprehended by the Portuguese
as deserters. To prevent this no very desirable
result, my comrades made me a milshipman; for
the satisfactory reason, that if an officer was sup-
posed to be in our company, no one would trouble
us.  The summary process by which I was
inducted into my new station, was by means of
a stripe carefully marked on my collar with a
piece of chalk, to imitate the silver lace on a
middy's coat. Thus exalted, I marched my com-
pany about Lisbon until dawn, when I again
found myself the self-same Samuel Leech, ser-
vant to the surgeon of H. M. Irigate Macedonian,
that I was the previous evening, with this addi-
tional fact, however, I was now liable to be flog-
ged. So, in the true spirit of a Jeremy Sneak,
we went on board, where, with due ceremony, we
were parted for separate examinations. What
tale my fellow-wanderers invented, I know not;
for my own part, 1 told the truth of the matter,
excepting that I suppressed that part of it which
related to my transformation into an officer.
Luckily for us all, one of the party was the first
lieutenant’s servant; if he flogged one, he must
flog the whole. To save the back of his own

boy, he let us all escape. ‘ .
We were now ordered on another cruise. Being
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in want of men, we resorted to the press-gang
which was made up of our most loyal men, armed
to the teeth; by their aid we obtained our full
numbe..;. Amonc them were a few Americans;
they were taken without respect to their protec-
tions, which were often taken from them and
destroyed. Some were released through the
influence of the American consul; others, less
fortunate, were carried to sea, to their no small
chagrin.*

The duties of the press-gang completed, we
once more weighed anchor, and were soon ca-
reering before the gales of the bay of Biscay. Our
reception in this proverbially stormy bay was by
no means a civil one. We met with an extraor-
dinarily severe gale, in which we came very near
foundering. We had just finished dinner, when
a tremendous sea broke over us, pouring down
the batchway, sweeping the galley of all its half-
cooked contents, then being prepared for the offi-
cers’ dinner, and covering the berth deck with a
perfect flood. It seemed as if old Neptune really
intended that wave to sink us to Davy Jones’
locker. As the water rolled from side to side
within, and the rude waves without beat against
her, our good ship trembled from stem to stern,

* To prevent the recovery of these men by their consul,
the press-gang usually went ashore on the night previous
to our going to sea; so that before they were missed they
were beyond his protection. Sometimes they were cleared
on our return to port.
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and seemed like a human being gasping for breath
in a struggle with death. The women (there
were several on board) set up a shriek, a thing
they had never done before; some of the men
turned pale; others cursed and tried to say witty
things ; the officers started ; orders ran along the
ship to man the chain-pumps, and to cut holes
through the berth deck to let the water into the
hold. These orders being rapidly obeyed, the
ship was freed from her danger. The confusion
of the moment was followed by laughing and
pleasantries. That gale was long spoken of as
one of great danger.

It is strange that sailors, who see so much peril,
should treat religion with such neglect as it is
usual for them to do. 'When danger is imminent,
they send up a cry for help; when it is past, they
rarely return a grateful thank-offering. Yet how
truly and eloquently has the Psalmist shown, in
the 107tk Psalm, what should be the moral effect
of the wonders of the deep. What but a deep-
rooted spiritual perversity prevents such an effect?

The next incident that disturbed the monotony
of our sea-life, was of a melancholy character.
We had been giving chase to two West Indiamen
the whole of one Sabbath afternoon; at night it
blowed so hard we had to reef top-sails; when a
poor fellow, named John Thomson, was knocked
from the yard. In falling, he struck some pact of
the ship, and the wave which opened to receive
him, never disclosed his form again. He was a
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Pressed man, an American by birth, greatly be-
loved by his messmates, by whom his death was
as severely felt as when a member of a famil
dies on shore. His loss created a dull and gloomy
atmosphere throughout the ship: it was several
days before the hands regained their wonted elase
ticity of mind and appearance.

My recollections of this cruise are very feeble
and indistinct, owing to a severe mjury which
confined me to my hammock nearly the whole
period. The accident which ended in a severe
illness had its origin in the following manner.
The duty of cleaning knives, plates, dish-covers,
&c., for the ward-room, devolved alternately on
the boys employed in the ward-room. Having
finished this task, one day, in my regular turn,
the ward-room steward, a little hot-headed Malay,
came to me at dinner time to inquire for the
knives. Not recollecting for the moment, I made
no reply; when he angrily pushed me over a
sack of bread. In falling, my head came in con-
tact with the corner of a locker. Feeling much
pain, and the blood flowing freely, I went to Mr.
Marsh, the surgeon’s mate, who dressed it, and
bade me take care of it. Probably it would have
healed speedily but for the freak of a sailor a few
days after, while holy-stoning the decks. By
holy-stoning, I mean cleaning them with stones.
which are used for this purpose in men of war.
These stones are, some of them, large, with a rin.g
at each end with a rope attached, by which it is
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pulled backwards and forwards on the wet decks.
These large stones are called holy bibles; the
smaller hand ones are also called holy-stones, or
prayer-books, their shape being something like a
book. After the decks are well rubbed with these
stones, they are wiped dry with swabs made of
rope-yarns. By this means the utmost clJeanliness
is preserved in the ship. It was customary in
our ship, during this scrubbing process, for the
boys to wash themselves in a large tub provided
for the purpose on the main deck. The men de.
lighted in sousing us with water during this ope-
ration. After being wounded, as just mentioned, I
endeavored to avoid their briny libations; but one
morning, one of the sailors, seeing my anxiety,
crept slily up behind me, and emptied a pail of
water directly over my head. That night I began
both to look and to feel sick. My messmates
said I was sea-sick, and laughed at me. Feeling
violent pains in my head, ears and neck, I felt
relieved when it was time to turn in. The next
morning, being rather behind my usual time in
waiting upon the surgeon, he began to scold me.
I told him I was unwell. He felt my pulse, ex-
amined my tongue, and excused me. Growing
worse, my messmates ¢ot down my hammock.
I entered it very sick ; my head and face swelling
very large, and my eyes so sunken I could scarcely
see.

I remained in this sad situation several weeks,
carefully attended by the surgeon. and watched by
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the men as tenderly as their rough hands could
perform the office of nurse. My destiny was
considered as being sealed, both by the crew and
by myself. I was much troubled at the thought
of dying: it seemed dark and dreary to enter the
valley of the shadow of death without the pres-
ence of a Saviour. To relieve my feelings, 1
frequently repeated the Lord's prayer, taught me
by my indulgent mother in my earlier and brighter
years. But my mind was dark and disconsolate ;
there were none among that kind-hearted but
profligate crew to point my soul to its proper rest.

While lying in this state, my life hancing in a
doubtful balance, one of the crew, named Black
Tom, an African, was taken sick. His hammock
was hung up in the sick bay, a part of the main
deck appropriated to hospital purposes. Poor
Tom, having a constitution already undermined
by former excesses, soon fell under the attack of
disease. He was then sewed up in his hammock,
with some shot at his feet: at sundown the ship’s
bell pealed a melancholy note, the ship was « hove
to,” all hands mustered on deck, but myself;
and, amid the most profound silence, the body of
the departed sailor was laid upon the grating and
launched into the great deep, the resting-place.of
many 2 bold head. A plunge, a sudden opening
in the water, followed by an equally sudden
return of the disparted waves, and Black Tom
was gone forever from his shipmates! In a few
moments the yards were braced round, and our

8
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frigate was cutting her way nagain through the
wide ocean vaste. It seemed to me that she was
soon destined to heave to again, that I might also
be consigned to an ocean grave. But in this I was
happily disappointed. By the blessing of a watch-
ful Providence, the aid of a sound constitution,
assisted by the skill of our surgeon and the kind-
ness of my shipmates, I was at last able to leave
my hammock. Shortly after our return to Lisbon,
I was pronounced fit for duty, and the surgeon
having obtained another boy, I was placed on the
quarter deck, in the capacity of messenger, or
errand boy for the captain and his officers.

With my return to active life, came my expos-
ure to hardships, and, what I dreaded still more,
to punishment. Some of the boys were to be
punished on the main deck; the rest were ordered
forward to witness it, as usual. Being so far aft
that I could not hear the summons, as a matter
of course, I remained at my post. The hawk-eye
of the lieutenant missed me, and in a rage he
ordered me to be sent for to receive a flogging for
my absence. Excuse was vain; for, such was the
fiendish temper of this brutal officer, he only
wanted the shadow of a reason for dragging the poor
helpless'boys of his charge to the grating. While
I stood in trembling expectation of being degraded
by t?le hfited cat, a summons from the captain
providentially called off our brave boy-flogger, and

I escaped. The offence was never mentioned
afterwards. The reader can easily perceive how



8IX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 87

such a constant exposure to the lash must em-
bitter a seaman’s life.

Already, since the Macedonian had been in
c9mmi*~:<ion, hal she changed ciptains twice.
Why it so happened, it is not in ;my power to
explain; but while at Lisbon, after the cruise Jast
mentioned, our present captain was superseded by
Captain John S. Carden. His arrival excited a
transitory hope of a brighter lot, as he was an
older man than the others, and, as we vainly
trusted, a kinder one. Here, however, we were
mistaken; he was like all the rest, the same
heartless, unfeeling lover of whip discipline. At
first the men under sentence tried their powers at
flattery with the grave old man; but he was too
experienced a sea-dog to be cajoled by a long-
faced sailor under sentence : when, therefore, they
told him he was a kind-hearted futkerly gentle-
man, he only replied by a most provoking lauch,
and by saying, they were a set of very undutiful
sons. ‘ ‘

Captain Carden was mercilessly severe in pun-
ishing theft. He would on no account forgive
any man for this crime, but would flog the thief
almost to death. Of this, we soon had a cruel
instance. A midshipman named Gale, a most
rascally, unprincipled fellow, found his pocket
handkerchief in possession of one of the crew.
He charged the man with stealing it. It was in
vain that the poor wretch asserted that he found
it under his hammock. He was reported as a
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thief; a court-martial sat upon him, and retarned
the shamefully disproportionate sentence of three
hundred lashes through the fleet, and one year’s
imprisonment!  Any of my shipmates who are
living, will certify to the truth of this statement,
brutal and improbable as it may appear.

Nor was that sentence a dead letter; the un-
happy man endured it to the letter. Fifty were
laid on alongside of the Macedonian, in conformity
with a common practice of inflicting the most
strokes at the first ship, in order that the gory
back of the criminal may strike the more terror
into the crews of the other ships. This poor
tortured man bore two hundred and twenty, and
was pronounced by the attending surgeon unfit to
receive the rest. Galled, bruised, and-agonized
as he was, he besought him to suffer the infliction
of the remaining eighty, that he might not be
called 1o pass through the degrading scene again ;
but this prayer was denied! He was brought on
board, and when his wounds were healed, the
captain, Shylock-like, determined to have the
whole pound of flesh, ordered him to receive the
remainder !

But for my desire to present the reader with a
true exhibition of life on board a British man of
war, it would be my choice to suppress these dis-
gusting details of cruelty and punishment. But
this is impossible; I must either draw a false
picture or describe them. I choose the latter, in
the hope that giving publicity to these facts will



SIX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 89

exert a favorable influence on the already improv-
ing discipline of ships of war.

The case ~f our ship’s drummer will illustrate
the hopelessnizs - our situation under such
oificers as commanded our ship ; it will show
that implicit, uncomplaining submission was our
only resource. This drummer, being seized up
for some petty offence, demanded, what no captain
can refuse, to be tried by a court-martial ; in the
hope, probably, of escaping altogether. The
oflicers laughed among each other, and when, a
few days afterwards, the poor, affrighted man
offered to withdraw the demand and take six
dozen lashes, they coolly remarked, « The drum-
mer is sick of his bargain.” He would have
been a wiser man had he never made it; for the
court-martial sentenced him to receive two hun-
dred lashes through the fleet:—a punishment
ostensibly for his first offence, but really for his
msolence (?) in demanding a trial by court-mar-
tial.  Such was the administration of justice (?)
on board the Macedonian.

“ Why did not your crew rise in resistance to
such cruelty?” is a question which has often
been proposed to me, when relating these facts to
my American friends. To talk of mutiny on
shore is an easy matter; but to excite it on ship-
board is to rush on certain death. Let it be
known that a man has dared to breathe the idea,
and he is sure to swing at the yard-arm. Some
of our men once saw six mutineers hanging at

Shl
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the yard-arm at once, in a ship whose crew exhibe
ited the incipient beginnings of mutiny. Let
mutiny be successful, the government will employ
its whole force, if needful, in hunting down the
mutineers ; their blood, to the last drop, is the
terrible retribution it demands for this offence.
That demand is sure to be met, as was the case
with the crew of the Hermion* frigate, and with
the crew of the ill-fated Bounty, whose history is
imprinted on the memory of the whole civilized
world. With such tragedies flitting before our
eyes, who need ask why we did not resist ?

Just before we left Lisbon for another cruise,
my position was once more changed by my ap-
pointment to the post of servant to the sailing-
master ; whose boy, for some offence or other, was
flogged and turned away. Here, too, the captain
procured a fine band, composed of Frenchmen,
Italians and Germans, taken by the Portuguese
from a French vessel. These musicians con-
sented to serve, on condition of being excused from
fighting, and on a pledge of exemption from being
flogged. They used to play to the captain during
his dinner hour; the party to be amused usually
consisting of the captain and one or two invited

*The crew of this vessel mutinied, killed their officers,
and run the ship into a Spanish port, where she fell into
the hands of the Spaniards, then at war with England.
Large rewards were offered for these mutineers ; many

were taken, and all who were taken suffered the It
of death. Py
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guests from the ward-room; except on Sundays,
when he chose to honor the ward-room with his
august presence. The band then played for the
ward-room. They also played on deck whenever
we entered or left a port. On the whole, their
presence was an advantage to the erew, since
their spirit-stirring strains served to spread an
occasional cheerful influence over them. Soon
after they came on board, we had orders to pro-
ceed to sea again on another cruise.



CHAPTER 1IV.

A man overbcard—A false alarm—Arrive at Madeira—
Cruise to St. Michael’'s—Birth of two children—Reture
to Lisbon—Short cruises why liked—Bob Hammond
in trouble again—Jack Sadler attempts to desert—Sad-
ler and Hammond placed in irons—Bob's defence—The
Broomers—Bob Hammond runs away—Rumor of war
with America—The Macedonian sails with despatches
to America—Sufferings through cold—Anecdote of a
tyrannical lieutenant—Reach Hampton Roads—Good
fare—Refusal to let the crew go ashore—Reason—
Exchange of courtesies between Captain Carden 4nd
Commodore Decatur—The Leopard and the Chesa-
peake—Departure from Virginia—At Lisbon—The
mail-bag—Advantage of a little education—DMacedo-
nian sails for England.

A rEw days after we had fairly got out to sea,
the thrilling cry of “ A man overboard!” ran
through the ship with electrical effect; it was
followed by another cry of, “ Heave out a rope!”
then by still another, of “ Cut away the life
buoy!” Then came the order, “ Lower a boat'”
Notwithstanding the rapidity of these commands,
and the confusion occasioned by the anticipated
loss of a man, they were rapidly obeyed. The
ship was then hove to.  But that time, however,
the cause of all this excitement wes at a consider-

L%y
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able distance from the ship. It was a poor Swede,
named Logholm, who, while engaged in lashing
the larboard anchor stock, lost his hold and fell
into the sea. He could not swim ; but, somehow,
he managed to keep afloat until the boat reached
him, when he began to sink. The man at the
bow ran his boat hook down, and caught the
drowning man by his clothes: his clothes tear-
mg, the man lost his hold, and the Swede once
more sunk. Again the active bowsman ran the
hook down, leaning far over the side ; fortunately,
he got hold of his shirt collar: dripping, and
apparently lifeless, they drew him into the boat.
He was soon under the surgeon’s care, whose
skill restored him to animation and to life. It
was a narrow escape !

Rising one morning, I heard the men talking
about having been called to quarters during the
night. They said a strange vessel having ap-
peared, the drums beat to quarters, the guns were
got ready, those great lanterns, which are placed
on the main deck, called battle lanterns, were got
out, and the officers began to muster the men at
each division ; when they discovered the supposed
vessel of war to be nothing more than a large
merchant ship. Upon this the hands were sent
below. All this was news to me; I had slept
through all the noise, confusion and bustle of the
night, utterly ignorant of the whole matter. It
was fortunate for me that the real character of the
strange ship was discovered before my name was
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called, otherwise the morning would have found
me at the gratings under puni<hment. Never was
boy happier than myself, when made acquainted
with my hair-breadth escape from the lach.

We had now reached the island of Madeira,
occupied by the Portuguese, and producing fine
oranges, grapes and wine. It is some sixty miles
in length, about forty in breadth ; the climate is
hot, but salubrious; its harbor, or rather roadstead,
is by no means commodious or safe—so that our
stay was short. Here, the Portuguese lad who
had supplied my place as servant to the surgeon,
was sent on shore, for attempting a crime unfit to
be mentioned in these pages, but quite common
among the Spaniards and Portuguese. My old
master made an effort to obtain me again, but did
not succeed.

Sailing from Madeira, we next made St. Mi-
chael’s. At this place we had an increase to our
crew, in the person of a fine, plump hoy—born to
the wife of one of our men. The captain chris-
tened the new comer, Michael, naming him after
the island. This birth was followed by another.
Whether the captain did not like the idea of such
interesting episodes in sea life, or whether any
other motive inspired him, I cannot tell ; but when,
shortly after, we returned to Lisbon, he ordered
all the women home to England, by a ship just
returning thither. Before this, however, one of
our little Tritons had died, and found a grave un-
der the billows, leaving its disconsola‘e mother in
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a state little short of distraction. A man of war
1s no place for a woman.

Short cruises are very popular with man-of-
war’s-men.  On many accounts they love being
in harbor ; on others they prefer being at sea. In
harbor they have to work all day, but in return for
this they have the whole night for sleep. At sea,
the whole time is divided into five watches of four
hours each, and two shorter ones, called dog
watches, of two hours each, or from four to six
and from six to eight, P. M. The design of these
dog watches is to alternate the time, so that each’
watch may have a fair proportion of every night
below.

While at our station this time, our old friend,
Bob Hammond, met with some little difficulty,
which we will here make matter of record. He
was below, and one of his messmates did some-
thing that vexed him exceedingly. Now Bob was
not a man to bear vexations tamely, where he had
the power to resist them ; so, lifting his-huge fist,
he struck at the offender; missing his real oppo-
nent, the blow fell upon another who stood near
him. Bob was too much of a bully to offer any
apology ; he merely laughed, and remarked that
he had «killed two birds with one stone.”

Whether the bird, who, in Bob's figurative lan-
guage, was killed, did not like being called a bird,
or whether he conceived a strong dislike to being
a mark for Bob to shoot at, is not for me to say;
but he certainly disliked the one or the other, for
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the next morning he reported the matter to the
officers, which complaint was considered a most
unsailor-like act by the whole crew.

Fighting was a punishable offence, so Bob was
called up the next morning. The captain men-
tioned what was reported concerning him. He
acknowledged it was all true, and without any
signs of contrition said, “I only killed two birds
with one stone.” The angry captain ordered two
dozen lashes to be laid on; it was done without
extorting a sigh or a groan. He was then loosed
from the grating, and questioned ; but he merely
replied, in a gruff tone, that « the man who report-
ed him was a blackguard!” For this, he was
seized up again and another dozen lashes inflicted ;
he bore them with the same dogged and imper-
turbable air. Finding it impossible to extort any
acknowledgment from the stubborn tar, the cap-
tain ordered him below.

About the same time one of our crew, named
Jack Sadler, a fine, noble-hearted seaman, growing
weary of the service, determined to desert. Drop-
ping into the water, he began swimming towards
the shore. It was not very dark, and he was dis-
covered ; the sentry was ordered to fire at him,
which he did, but missed his prey. A boat was
next lowered, why:h soon overtook and dragged
him on board. The officer commanding the boat
said, “ Well, Mr. Sadler, you thought you had got
away, did you?” “ You are not so sure that you
have me now,” replied Sadler, as he sprung over
the side of the boat. Nor would they have cap-
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tured him, had not another ship’s boat arrived to
their assistance.

The next day, he was seized up and received
three dozen lashes, which, considering his offence,
was a very light punishment. 1 suppose that his
noble bearing, his lion-hearted courage, and his
undaunted manner, produced a favorable feeling in
the captain’s mind; especially as he afterwards
became his favorite—a fancy man—as those men
are called who win the favor of their superior
officer.

One of Sadler’s failings was that too prevalent
evil among seamen, drunkenness. Soon after the
above affair, he got drunk. Being secn by the
captain, he was ordered to be put in irons. Sad-
ler was Bob Hammond's messmate ; this worthy,
finding his comrade in trouble, made himself drunk,
and purposely placed himself in the way of the
officers, that he might be put in irons also, to keep
his friend Sadler company. The plan succeeded.
Bob had his wish, and the two fearless tars were
soon ironed together. Nothing daunted, they
began to sing, and through the whole night they
kept up such a hallooing, shouting and singing as
might have served for a whole company of idle
roysterers. Being near the ward-room, they pre-
vented the officers from sleeping nearly all night.

As usual, after being in irons, they were brought
up for punishment the next morning. * Well, Mr.
Sadler,” said the captain, ¢ you were drunk, were

you, last night ?”
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«] was, sir,” replied the offender.

Had he been any other man, he would have
been ordered to strip: as it was, the captain pro-
ceeded,—

“ Do you feel sorry for it, sir?”

«I do, sir.”

« Will you try to keep sober if I forgive you?”
continued Captain Carden.

“I will try, sir.”

“ Then, sir, I forgive you:” and no doubt he
was glad to witness that contrition in his favorite
which made it consistent to forgive him. Having
dismissed Sadler, he turned to Hammond: as-
suming a sterner look and a harsher voice, he
said, in a tone of irony, *“ Well, Mr. Hammond,
you got drunk last night, did you, sir?2”

Bob shrugged up his shoulders, and removed
his enormous quid into a convenient position for
speaking, and then replied, “I can’t say but that
I had a horn of malt.”

The captain looked thunder at the stalwort man,
as he answered, “ A horn of malt, you rascal!
what do you call a horn of malt2”

“ When I was in Bengal, Madras, and Bata-
via,” said he, “I used to get some stuff called
arrack—we used to call it a horn of malt; but this
was some good rum.”

Bob’s manner was so exquisitely ridiculous
while delivering this harangue, that both officers
and men broke out into an involuntary laugh.
The captain looked confounded, but recovering
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himself, he said to Mr. Hope, the first lieutenant,
“ Put that rascal in irons; it is of no use to flog
him.”

One of the peculiarities of Captain Carden was
an ardent desire to have a crew of picked, first-
rate men. The shiftless, slovenly seaman was
his abhorrence. Had he dared, he would gladly
have given all such their discharge ; as it was,
he never attempted their recovery, by offering
a reward for their detection, if they ran away;
while he spared no pains to catch an able, active,
valuable man like Sadler. He even gave these
drones opportunity to escape, by sending them on
shore at Lisbon, to cut stuff to make brooms for
sweeping the deck. The men sent out on these
expeditions were nicknamed * broomers.” Now,
although Bob Hammond was as expert a sailor as
any man in the ship, yet his unconquerable au-
dacity made the captain fear his influence, and
wish to get rid of him; hence, a few days after
this drunken spree, Bob was called on deck to go
with the broomers. “ You may go, Mr. Ham-
mond,” said the captain, eyeing him in a very
expressive manner, “ with these fellows to cut
broom.”

Bob understood the hint perfectly, and replied,
“ Aye, aye, sir, and I will cut a long handle to
it.” I scarcely need remark that the broomers
returned without Bob. Whether he remained on
shore to cut the long handle, or for some oth_er
purpose, he never informed us: certain it is,
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however, that the presence of Bob Hammond
never darkened the decks of the Macedonian
again.

About this time the prevailing topic of conver-
sation among oar men and officers was the proba-
bility of a war with America. The prevailing
feeling through the whole fleet was that of confi-
dence in our own success, and of contempt for
the inferior naval force of our anticipated ene-
mies. Every man, and especially the officers,
predicted, as his eye glanced proudly on the fine
fleet which was anchored off Lisbon, a speedy and
successful issue to the approaching conflict.

We now received orders to sail to Norfolk,
Virginia, with despatches. The voyage was ac-
complished without any occurrence of note. We
found ourselves on the American coast, with no
very pleasant impressions. It was late in the fall,
and the transition from the mild, soft climate of
Spain and Portugal, to the bleak, sharp atmos-
phere of the coast of Virginia, was any thing but
delightful.

The most disagreeable duty in the ship was
that of holy-stoning the decks on cold, frosty morn-
ings. Our movements were never more elastic
Fhan when at.this really severe task. As usual,
1t gave occasion to a variety of forecastle yarns
about cold stations. Among these was one which
was attested by many witnesses, and there can be

+ no doubt of its truth.

A British frigate was once stationed in a cold
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climate. The first lieutenant was a complete ty-
rant, delighting in everything that caused the
crew to suflfer. Among other things, he took
especial cure to make the work of holy-stoning as
painful as possible, by forcing them to continue at
it much longer than was necessary.  Although
he had no watch on deck, he would contrive to
be up in season to annoy the men with his hated
presence. One morning, the weather being un-
usally severe, the men sprang to their task with
anwonted agility, and contrived to finish it before
the appearance of their persecutor. To their vex-
ation, however, just as they had completed their
work, he bounced on deck, with a peremptory
order to wash the decks all over a second time.

The men dropped on their knees with the holy-
stones, and prayed, as the tyrant went below,
that he might never come on deck again alive.
Whether God heard the cry of the oppressed
crew, or whether it was the action of the ordinary
natural laws, the reader must determine for him-
self; but when the lieutenant again appeared on
deck, he was brought up “feet foremost,” to be
buried. He was taken sick that morning: his
disease baffled the skill of the surgeon, and in a
few days he was a corpse. The opinion that. he
died a monument of the divine displeasure against
cruel, hard-hearted men of power, and of disregard
for the miseries and tears of the oppressed poor,
1s at least worthy of serious consideration.

Soon after we had descried land, an American

g%
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pilot came on board to pilot us into Hampton
Roads. The sound of our own familiar tongue
from a stranger, was very agreeable to men who
had been accustomed to hear the semi-barbarous
lingo of the Portuguese, and a thrill of home re-
membrances shot through our hearts, as, stepping
on deck, the pilot exclaimed, “It is very cold !”

While at anchor in Hampton Roads, we fared
well. Boats were alongside every day with plenty
of beef and pork, which was declared, by univer-
sal consent, to be infinitely superior to what we
obtained from Portugal. QOur men said that the
Yankee pork would swell in the pot, which they
very sagely accounted for on the supposition that
the pigs were killed at the full of the moon. But
I suppose that Virginia corn had more to do in
this matter than lunar influences; though our
men most doggedly maintained the contrary and
more mystical opinion.

The principal draw-back on the enjoyment of
our stay at Norfolk, was the denial of liberty to
go on shore. The strictest care was taken to
‘prevent all communication with the shore, either
personally or by letter. The reason of this pro-
hibition was a fear lest we should desert. Many
of our crew were Americans: some of these were
pressed men; others were much dissatisfied with
the severity, not to say cruelty, of our discipline ;
so that a multitude of the crew were ready to give
“leg bail,” as they termed it, could they have
planted their feet on Amerisan soil. Hence our
liberty was restrained.
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Our officers never enjoyed better cheer than
during our stay at this port. Besides feasting
among themselves on the fine fat beef, geese and
turkeys, which came alongside in abundance,
they exchanged visits with Commodore Decatur
and his officers, of the United States frigate, then
lying at Norfolk. These visits were seasons of
much wassail and feasting. I remember over-
hearing Commodore Decatur and the captain of
the Macedonian joking about taking each other’s
ship, in case of a war; and some of the crew said
that a bet of a beaver hat passed between them on
the issue of such a conflict. They probably little
thought that this joking over a wine-cup, would
afterwards be cracked in earnest, in a scene of
blood and carnage.

It was at this port that the difficulty between
the British ship Leopard and the American fri-
gate Chesapeake took place. Several American
seamen, having escaped from the former, took
refuge on board the latter. The captain of the
Leopard demanded their restoration; the captain
of the Chesapeake refused submission to the
demand. The Leopard fired into the frigate,
which, being of inferior force, struck to her oppo-
nent. As it was a time of peace, the Chesapeake
was not kept as a prize; the claimed men were
taken from her, and she was restored. This was
among the circumstances which led to the war

of 1812. .
The despatches delivered, and the object of the
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voyage accomplished, we once more put to sea;
having first laid in a liberal store of our favorite
beef, tocether with a quantity of Virginia beans,
called Calavances, which were in high favor with
our men. To those of our crew who were Amer-
icans, this was rather an unpleasant event. Like
the fabled Tantalus, they had the cup at their
mouths, but it receded before they could taste its
contents. They had been at the threshold of
«“ home, sweet home,” but had not been permitted
to step within its doors. Some of them felt this
very keenly, especially a boy, who belonged to
New York, named Jesse Lloyd. In truth, it
was a hard lot.

A quick winter passage brought us to Lisbon,
where the arrival of the English mail-bag, and
orders to proceed to England with a convoy of mer-
chantmen, put us all into a tolerably good humor.

The arrival of the mail-bag is a season of pecu-
liar interest on board a man of war. It calls the
finer feelings of human nature into exercise. It
awakens conjugal, fraternal, and filial affection in
almost every breast. The men crowd around, as
the letters are distributed, and he was pronounced
a happy fellow whose name was read off by the
distributor ; while those who had none, to hide
their disappointment, would jocularly offer to buy
those belonging to their more fortunate mess-
Ioates. _

D.ining the two years of our absence I had
received several letters from my mother, which



S1IX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 105

afforded me much satisfaction. To these I had
faithfully replied. I now experienced the advan-
tage of the primary education I had received
when a boy. Many of my shipmates could nei-
ther read nor write, and were, in consequence,
either altogether deprived of the privilege of inter-
course with their friends, or were dependent on
the kindness of others, to read and write for them.
For these I acted as a sort of scribe. I also
solaced many weary hours by reading such works
as could be obtained from the officers; and some- -
times I perused the Bible and prayer book which
my mother so wisely placed in my chest, on the
eve of my departure. The pack of cards, which
so inappropriately accompanied them, I had loaned
to one of the officers, who took the liberty to keep
them. This was, perhaps, more fortunate than
otherwise, since their possession might have led
to their use, and their use might have excited a
propensity to gambling, which would have ended
in my ruin.

After remaining a very short time at Lisbon,
we one morning fired a gun to give notice to
our convoy to get under weigh. Immediately
the harbor was alive with noise and activity.
The song of the sailors weighing anchor, the
creaking of pulleys, the flapping of the sails, .the
loud, gruff voices of the officers, and the splashing
of the waters, created what was to us, now that
we were * homeward bound,” a sweet harmony
of sounds. Amid all this animation, our own
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stately frigate spread her bellying sails to a light
but favoring breeze ; with colors flying, our band
playing lively airs, and the captain with his speak-
ing trumpet urging the lagging merchant-ships to
more activity, we passed gaily through the large
fleet consigned to our care. In this gallant style
we scudded past the straggling ruins of old Lis-
bon, which still bore marks of the earthquake that
destroyed it. Very soon the merry fishermen,
who abound in the Tagus, were far at our stern.
Next, we glided past the tall granite pinnacles of
towering mount Cintra; the high-lands passed
from our vision like the scenes in a panorama,
and in a few hours, instead of the companionship
of the large flocks of gulls, which abound in this
river, we were attended by only here and there
one of these restless wanderers of the deep. We
were fairly at sea, and, what was the more inspir-
iting, we were enjoying the luxury of fond an-
ticipation.  Visions of many an old fire-side, of
many a humble hearth-stone, poor, but precious,
flitted across the visions of our crew that night.
Hardships, severe discipline, were for the time
forgotten in the dreams of hope. Would that I
could say that everything in every mind was
thus absorbed in pleasure! There were minds
that writhed under what is never forgotten. Like
the scar, that time may heal, but not remove,
the flogged man forgets not that he has been
degraded ; the whip, when 1t scarred the flesh,
went farther; it wounded the spirit; it struck the
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man it begat a sense of degradation he must
carry with him to his grave. We had many such
on board our frigate; their laugh sounded empty,
and sometimes their look became suddenly vacant
in the midst of hilarity. It was THE WHIP ENTER-
ING THE soUL ANEW. But the most of our crew
were, for the time, happy. They were homeward
bound !



CHAPTER V.

Delight at seeing my native land—Plymouth—Use made
of shore-liberty by sailors—A Sabbath ashore—Good
effects of temperance illustrated—Desire and oppertu-
nity to run away—-I resolve to remain—A man of war
a bad place for a boy—Licentiousness in port—Danger
follows the sailor everywhere—The loss of the Royal
George—Extract from Cowper—The Macedonian is
hauled up—Repaired—Sailing orders-—A bad practice
—Getting under weigh—Engaged in the blockade of
Brest—Ordered to Plymouth-—Order countermanded—
Unlucky adventurers—A prize.

AFTER running a few days before a fair wind,
the delightful cry of “ Land ho!” was heard from
the mast-head; a cry always pleasant to the
inhabitant of a ship, but most especially so
when the distant hills are these of his native land.
Soon after the cry of the man aloft, the land
became dimly visible from the deck, and our eyes
glistened, as the bright, emerald fields of old Eng-
land, in all the glory of their summer beauty, lay
spread out before us. Ascending the British
Channel, we soon made the spacious harber of
Plymouth, where we came to an anchor. One of
our convoy, however, by some unskilful manage-

ment, ran ashore at the mouth of the harbor,
where she went to pieces.
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We found Plymouth to be a naval station of
considerable impottance, well fortified, possessing
extensive barracks for the accoinmodation of the
military, and having a magnificent dock-yard,
abundantly supplied with the means of building
and refitting the wooden walls.

Nothing would have afforded me a higher grati-
fication, than a trip to the pleasant fields and quiet
hearth-sides of dear old Bladen. I longed to pour
out my pent-up griefs into the bosom of my
mother, and to find that sympathy which is sought
in vain in the cold, unfeeling world. This privi-
lege was, however, denied to all. No one could
obtain either leave of absence or money, since a
man of war is never “paid ofl” until just before
she proceeds to sea. But, feeling heartily tired of
the service, I wrote to my mother, requesting her
to endeavor to procure my discharge. This, with
the promptitude of maternal affection, she pledged
herself to do at the earliest possible opportunity.
How undying is a mother’s love !

When a man of war is in port, it is usual to
grant the crew occasional liberty to go on shore.
These indulgences are almost invariably abused
for purposes of riot, drunkenness and debauchery ;
rarely does it happen, but that these shore sprees
end in bringing “poor Jack” into difficulty of
some sort; for, once on shore, he is like an un-
caged bird, as gay and quite as thoughtless. He
will then follow out the dictates of passions and
appetites, let them lead him whither they may.

10
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Still, there are exceptions; there are a few who
spend their time more rationally. Were the prin-
ciples of modern temperance fully triumphant
among sailors, they would all do so.

I resolved not to abuse my liberty as I saw
others doing; so when, one fine Sabbath morning,
I had obtained leave from our.surly first lieuten-
ant, I chose the company of a brother to a mess-
mate, named Rowe, who lived at Plymouth. At
the request of my messmate, I called to see him.
He received me very kindly, and took me in com-
pany with his children into the fields, where the
merry notes of the numerous birds, the rich per-
fume of the blooming trees, the tall, green hedges,
and the modest primroses, cowslips and violets,
which adorned the banks on the road-side, filled
me with inexpressible delight. True, this was
not the proper manner of spending a Sabbath day,
but it was better than it would have been to follow
the example of my shipmates generally, who were
carousing in the tap-rooms of the public houses.

At sunset I went on board and walked aft to
the lieutenant, to report myself. He appeared sur-
prised to see me on board so early and so perfectly
sober, and jocosely asked me why I did not get
drunk and be like a sailor. Merely smiling, I
retired’ to my berth, thinking it was very queer for
an officer to laugh at a boy for doing right, and
feeling .happy within myself because I had escaped
temptation.

By and by, three other boys, who had been
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ashore, returned, in a state which a sailor would
call “three sheets in the wind.” They blustered,
boasted of the high time they had enjoyed, and
roundly laughed at me for being so unli.ce a man-
of-war’s-man ; while they felt as big as zny man
on board. The next morning, however, they
looked rather chop-fallen, when the captain, who
had accidentally seen their drunken follies on
shore, ordered them to be flogged, and forbade their
masters to send them ashore while we remained
at Plymouth. Now, then, it was pretty evident
who had the best cruise; the joke was on the
other side; for while their drunken behavior cost
them a terrible whipping and a loss of liberty, my
temperance gained me the real approbation of my
officers, and more liberty than ever, since after that
day I had to go on shore to do errands for their
masters, as well as for my own. The young sailor
may learn from this fact the benefit of temperance,
and the folly of getting drunk, for the sake of
being called a fine fellow.

My frequent visits to the shore gave me many op-
portunities to run away; while my dislike of every-
thing about the Macedonian, inspired me with the
disposition to improve them. ~Against this meas-
ure my judgment wisely remonstrated, and, happily
for my well being, succeeded. Such an attempt
would inevitably have been followed hy my recov-
ery, since a handsome bounty was paid for the
delivery of every runaway. There are always a
sufficient number to be found who will engage in
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pursuit for the sake of money—such men as the
Canadian landlord, described by Rev. Wm. Ligh-
ton, in his interesting narrative, a work with
which, no doubt, most of my readers are acqnainted,
since it has enjoyed an immense circulation. En-
durance, therefore, was the only rational purpose
I could form.

Perhaps the hope of a speedy discharge, through
my mother’s efforts, tended somewhat to this result
in my case; besides, my situation had become
somewhat more tolerable from the fact, that by
dint of perseverance in a civil and respectful be-
havior, I had gained the good will both of the
officers and crew. Yet, with this advantage, it was
a miserable situation.

There are few worse places than a man of war,
for the favorable development of the moral charac-
ter in a boy. Profanity, in its most revolting
aspect; licentiousness, in its most shameful and
beastly garb; vice, in the worst of its Proteus-like
shapes, abound there. While scarcely a moral
restraint is thrown round the victim, the meshes
of temptation are spread about his path in every
direction. Bad as things are at sea, they are worse
in port. There, boat-loads of defiled and defiling
women are permitted to come alongside; the
men, looking over the side, select whoever best
pleases his lustful fancy, and by paying her fare,
he is allowed to take and keep her on board as
his paramour, until the ship is once more ordered
to sea. Many of these lost, unfortunate creatures
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are in the springtime of life, some of them are
not without pretensions to beauty. The ports of
Plymouth and Portsmouth are crowded with these
iallen beings. How can a boy be expected to
escape pollution, surrounded by such works of
darkness? Yet, some parents send their children
to sea because they are ungovernable ashore!
Better send them to the house of correction.

There is one aspect in which life at sea and
life in port materially differ. At sea, a sense of
danger, an idea of insecurity, is ever present to
the mind ; in harbor, a sense of security lulls the
sailor into indulgence. He feels perfectly safe.
Yet, even in harbor, danger sometimes visits the
fated ship, stealing upon her like the spirit of
evil. This remark was fearfully illustrated in
the loss of the Royal George, which sunk at Spit-
head, near Portsmouth, on the 29th of August,
1782.

This splendid line of battle ship, of one hun-
dred and eight guns, had arrived at Spithead.
Needing some repairs, she was * heeled down,” or
inclined on one side, to allow the workmen to
work on her sides. Finding more needed to be
done to the copper sheathing than was expected,
the sailors were induced to Aeel her too much.
While in this state, she was struck by a slight
squall; the cannon rolled over to the depressed
side ; her ports were open, she filled with water,
and sunk to the bottom!

This dreadful catastrophe occurred about ten

10%
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o'clock in the morning. The brave admiral Keme
penfeldt was writing in his cabin; most of the
crew, together with some three hundred women,
were between decks: these nearly all perished.
Captain Waghorne, her commander, was saved ;
his son, one of her lieutenants, was lost. Those
who were on the upper deck were picked up by
the boats of the fleet, but nearly one thousand
souls met with a sudden and untimely end. The
poet Cowper has celebrated this melancholy event
in the following beautiful lines:

Toll for the brave!
The brave that are no more!
All sunk beneath the wave,
Fast by their native shore.

Eight hundred of the brave,
Whose courage well was tried,
Had made the vessel heel,
And laid her on her side.

A land breeze shook the shrouds,
And she was overset ;

Down went the Royal George,
With all her crew complete.

Toll for the brave—
Brave Kempenfeldt is gone,
His last sea fight is fought—
. His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle ;

No tempest gave the shock
She sprang no fatal leak ;

She ran upon no rock.
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His sword was in its sheath ;
His fingers held the pen,

When Kempenfeldt went down,
With twice four hundred men.

Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes!
And mingle with our cup

The tear that England owes

Her timbers yet are sound,
And she may float again,

Full charged with England’s thunder,
And plough the distant main.

But Kempenfeldt is gone,
His victories are o'er;

And he, and his eight hundred,
Shall plough the wave no more.

To return to my narrative. Our ship, having
been at sea two years, needed overhauling. She
was therefore taken into one of the splendid dry
docks in the Plymouth dock-yard, while the crew
were placed, for the time being, on board an old
hulk. A week or two sufficed for this task, when
we retr.rned to our old quarters. She looked like
a new ship, having been gaily painted within and
without. We, too, soon got newly rigged; for
orders had reached us from the admiralty office
to prepare for sea, and we were paid off. Most
of the men laid out part of their money in getting
new clothing; some of it went to buy pictures,
looking-glasses, crockery ware, &c., to ornament
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our berths, so that they bore some resemblance to
a cabin. The women were ordered ashore, and
we were once more ready for sea.

The practice of paying seamen at long inter-
vals, is the source of many evils. Among these,
is the opportunity given to pursers to practise ex-
tortion on the men—an opportunity they are not
slow in improving. The spendthrift habits of
most sailors leave them with a barely sufficient
quantity of clothing, for present purposes, when
they ship. If the cruise is long, they are, conse-
quently, obliged to draw from the purser. This
gentleman is ever ready to supply them, but at
ruinous prices. Poor articles with high prices are
to be found in his hands; these poor Jack must
take of necessity, because he cannot get his wages
until he is paid offt Hence, what with poor arti-
cles, high charges and false charges, the purser
almost always has a claim which makes Jack’s
actual receipts for two or three years’ service,
wofully small. Were he paid at stated periods,
he could make his own purchases as he needed
them. The sailor is aware of this evil, but he
only shows his apprehension of it in his usually
good-humored manner. If he sees a poor, ill-cut
garment, he will laugh, and say it “looks like a
purser’s shirt on a handspike.” These are small
matters, but they go to make up the sum total of
a seaman’s life, and should therefore be remedied
as far as possible.

Our preparations all comyleted, the hoarse
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voice of the boatswain rang through the ship,
crying, “ All hands up anchor, ahoy!” In a
trice, the capstan bars were shipped, the fifer was
at his station playing a lively tune, the boys were
on the main deck holding on to the « nippers,”
ready to pass them to the men, who put them
round the “ messenger” and cable ; then, amid the
cries of “ Walk round! heave away, my lads!”
accompanied by the shrill music of the fife, the
anchor rose from its bed, and was soon dangling
under our bows. The sails were then shaken
out, the ship brought before the wind, and we
were once more on our way to sea. We were
directed to cruise off the coast of France this
time ; where, as we were then at war with the
French, we were likely to find active service.

We first made the French port of Rochelle;
from thence, we sailed to Brest, which was closely
blockaded by a large British fleet, consisting of
one three-decker, with several seventy-fours, be-
sides frigates and small craft. We joined this
fleet, and came to an anchor in Basque Roads,
to assist in the blockade. Our first object was to
bring a large French fleet, greatly superior to us
in size and numbers, to an engagement. With
all our mancuvring, we could net succeed in
enticing them from their snug berth in the harbor
of Brest, where they were safely moored. de-
fended by a heavy fort, and by a chain crossing
the harbor, to prevent the ingress of any force that
might be bold enough to attempt to cut them out.
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Sometimes we sent a frigate or two as near their
fort as they dared to venture, in order to entice
them out; at_other times, the whole fleet would
get under weigh and stand out to sea; but with-
out success. The Frenchmen were either afraid
we had a larger armament than was visible to
them, or they had not forgotten the splendid
victories of Nelson at the Nile and Trafalgar.
Whatever they thought, they kept their ships
beyond the reach of our guns  Semetimes, how-
ever, their frigates would creep outside the forts,
when we gave them chase, but seldom went
beyond the exchange of a few harmless shots.
'This was what our men called “ boy’s play;” and
they were heartily glad when we were ordered to
return to Plymouth.

After just looking into Plymouth harbor, our
orders were countermanded, and we returned to
the coast of France. Having accomplished about
one half the distance, the man at the mast-head
cried out, ¢ Sail ho!”

“ Where away ?2” (what direction ?) responded
the officer of the deck. The man having re-
plied, the officer again asked, “ What does she
look like 2"

¢ She looks small; I cannot tell, sir.”

In a few minutes the officer hailed again, by
shouting, “ Mast-head, there! what does she look
like 27

“ She looks like a small sail-boat, sir.”

This was rather a novel announcement; for
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what could a small sail-boat do out on the wide
ocean? But a few minutes convinced us that it
was even so; for, from the deck, we could see a
small boat, with only a man and a boy on board.
They proved to be two French prisoners of war,
who had escaped from an English prison, and,
having stolen a small boat, were endeavoring to
make this perilous voyage to their native home.
Poor fellows! they looked sadly disappointed at
finding themselves once more in British hands.
They had already been in prison for some time;
they were now doomed to go with us, in sight of
their own sunny France, and then be torn away
again, carried to England, and imprisoned unti}
the close of the war. No wonder they looked
sorrowful, when, after having hazarded life for
home and liberty, they found both snatched from
them in a moment, by their unlucky rencontre
with our frigate. I am sure we should all have
been glad to have missed them. But this is only
one of the consequences of war.

Having joined the blockading fleet again, we
led the same sort of life as before: now at an-
chor, then giving chase; now standing in shore,
and anon standing out to sea; firing, and being
fired at, without once coming into action.

Determined to accomplish some exploit or other,
our captain ordered an attempt to be made at
cutting out some of the French small craft that
lay in shore. We were accustomed to send out
our barges almost every night, in search of what-
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ever prey they might capture. But on this occa-
sion the preparations were more formidable than
usual. The oars were muffled ; the boat’s crew
increased, and every man was armed to the teeth.
The cots were got ready on board, in case any of
the adventurers should return wounded. Cots
are used to sleep in by ward-room officers and
captains ; midshipmen and sailors using ham-
mocks. But a number of cots are always kept
in a vessel of war, for the benefit of wounded
men ; they differ from a hammock, in being
square at the bottom, and consequently more
easy. The service on which the barge was sent
being extremely dangerous, the cots were got
ready to receive the wounded, should there be
any ; but notwithstanding these expressive prepa-
rations, the brave fellows went off in as fine spirits
as if they had been going on shore for a drunken
spree. Such is the contempt of danger that
prevails among sailors.

We had no tidings of this adventure until
morning, when I was startled by hearing three
cheers from the watch on deck ; these were an-
swered by three more from a party that seemed
approaching us. I ran on deck just as our men
came alongside with their bloodless prize—a lug-
ger, laden with French brandy, wine and Castile
soap. They had made this capture without
difficulty ; for the crew of the lugger made their
escape in a boat, on the first intimation of danger.
As this was our first prize, we christened her the
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Young Macedonian.  She was sent 10 the admi-
ral ; but what became of her, I never heard.
Before sending her away, however, the officers,
having a peculiar itching for some of the brandy,
took the liberty of replenishing their empty bottles
from the hold. This, with true aristocratic liber-
ality, they kept to themselves, without offering
the smallest portion to the crew. Some of them
showed, by their conduct afterwards, that this
brandy possessed considerable strength. We had
no further opportunity to signalize either ourselves
or our frigate by our heroism at Brest; for we
were soon after ordered back to Plymouth, where,
for a short time, we lay at our old anchorage

ground.
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CHAPTER VI

Bumor of war—A great mistake—Departure from Torbay
with a convoy—A strict look-out—Sabbath at sea—A
sail-—Hands beat to quarters—Battle between the Mace-
donian and the United States—Awful destruction of
life—Surrender of the Macedonian—Copy of a letter
from Captain Carden, to the British admiralty office,
describing the action, with a list of the killed and
wounded.

At Plymouth we heard some vague rumors of
a declaration of war against America. More than
this, we could not learn, since the utmost care was
taken to prevent our being fully informed. The
reason of this secrecy was, probably, because we
had several Americans in our crew, most of whom
were pressed men, as before stated. These men,
had they been certain that war had broken out,
would have given themselves up as prisoners of
war, and claimed exemption from that unjust ser-
vice, which compelled them to act with the ene-
mies of their country. This was a privilege
which the magnanimity of our officers ought to
have offered them. They had already perpetrated
a grievous wrong upon them in impressing them ;
it was adding cruelty to injustice, to compel their
service in a war against their own nation. But



SIX YEARS IN A MAN OF WAR. 123

the difficulty with naval officers is, that they do
not treat with a sailor as with a man. They
know what is fitting between each other as offi-
cers; lmt _rey treat their crews on another prin-
ciple, they are apt to look at them as pieces of
living mechanism, born to serve, to obey their
orders, and administer to their wishes without
complaint. This is alike a bad morality and a bad
philosophy. There is often more real manhood
in the forecastle than in the ward-room ; and until
the common sailor is treated as a man, until every
feeling of human nature is conceded to him in
naval discipline—perfect, rational subordination
will never be attained in ships of war, or in mer-
chant vessels. It is needless to tell of the intel-
lectual degradation of the mass of seamen. *A
man’s a man for a’ that;” and it is this very sys-
tem of discipline, this treating them as automatons,
which keeps them degraded. When will human
nature put more confidence in itself?

Leaving Plymouth, we next anchored, for a
brief space, at Torbay, a small port in the British
Channel. We were ordered thence to convoy a
huge East India merchant vessel, much larger
than our frigate, and having five hundred troops
on board, bound to the East Indies, with money to
pay the troops stationed there. We set sail in a
tremendous gale of wind. Both ships stopped
two days at Madeira to take in wine and a few
other articles  After leaving this island, we kept
her company two days more; and then, according
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to orders, having wished her success, we left her
to pursue her voyage, while we returned to finish
our cruise.

Though withont any positive information, we
now felt pretty certain that our government was
at war with America. Among other things, our
captain appeared more anxious than usual ; he was
on deck almost all the time ; the “look-out” aloft
was more rigidly observed’; and every little while
the cry of « Mast-head there‘” arrested our at-
tention.

It is customary in men of war to keep men at
the fore and main mast-heads, whose duty it is to
give notice of every new object that may appear.
‘They are stationed in the royal yards, if they are
up, but if not, en the top-gallant yards: at nighta
look-out is kept on the fore yard enly.

Thus we passed several days; the captain run-
ning up and down, and constantly hailing the man
at the mast-head : early in the morning he began
his charge “ to keep a good look-qut,” and contin-
uved to repeat it until night. Indeed, he seemed
almost crazy with some pressing anxiety. The
men felt there was something anticipated, of which
they were ignorant ; and had the captain heard all
their remarks upen his cenduct, he would not
have felt very highly flattered. Still, everything
went on as usual ; the day was spent in the ordi-
nary duties of man-of-war life, and tl.e eve:ing
in telling stories of things most rare and wonder-
ful; for your genuine old tar is an adept in spin-
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ning yarns, and some of them, in respect to variety
and length, might safely aspire to a place beside
the ereat magician of the north, Sir Walter Scett,
or any of those prolific heads that now bring forth
such abundance of fiction to feed a greedy public,
who read as eagerly as our men used to listen.
To this yarn-spinning was added the most humor-
ous singing, sometimes dashed with a streak of
the pathetic, which I assure my readers was most
touching; especially one very plaintive melody,
with a chorus beginning with,

. “Now if our ship should be cast away,
It would be our lot to see old England no more,”

which made rather a melancholy impression on
my boyish mind, and gave rise to a sort of presen-
timent that the Macedonian wculd never return
home again; a presentiment which had its fulfil-
ment in a manner totally unexpected to us all.
The presence of a shark for several days, with its
attendant pilot fish, tended to strengthen this prev-
alent 1dea.

The Sabbath came, and it brought with it a
stiff breeze. We usually made a sort of holiday of
this sacred day. After breakfast it was common
to muster the entire crew on the spar deck, dressed
as the fancy of the captain might dictate; some-
times in blue jackets and white trowsers, or blue
jackets and blue trowsers; at other times in blue
jackets, scarlet vests, and blue or white trowsers;
with our bright anchor buttons glancing m the

11%
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sun, and our black, glossy hats, ornamented wita
black ribbons, and with the name of our ship
painted on them. After muster, we frequently had
church service read by the captain ; the rest of the
day was devoted to idleness. But we were des-
tined to spend the Sabbath, just introduced to the
reader, in a very different manner. p

We had scarcely finished breakfast, before the
man at the mast-head shouted, « Sail ho!”

The captain rushed upon deck, exclaiming,
“ Mast-head there!”

“Sir!”

“ Where away is the sail 2”7

The precise answer to this question I do not
recollect, but the captain proceeded to ask, « What
does she look like 27

“A square-rigged vessel, sir,” was the reply
of the look-out.

After a few minutes, the captain shouted agaitf,
« Mast-head there !”

“Sir!”

“ What does she look like 2”

“ A large ship, sir. standing toward us!”

By this time, most of the crew were on deck,
eagerly straining their eyes to obtain a glimpse
of the approaching ship, and murmuring their
opinions to each other on her probable character.
Then came the voice of the captain, shouting,
“Keep silence, fore and aft!” Silence being
secured, he hailed the look-out, who, to his ques-
tion of “ What does she look like 2” replied, “ A
large frigate, bearing down upon us, sir'’
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A whisper ran along the crew that the stran-
ger ship was a Yankee frigate. The thought
was confirmed by the command of «“ All hands
clear the ship for action, ahoy!” The drum and
fife bent to quarters; bulk-heads were kuu-ked
away; the guns were released from their con-
finement ; the whole dread paraphernalia of battle
was produced; and after the lapse of a few min-
utes of hurry and confusion, every man and boy
was at his post, ready to do his best service for
his country, except the band, who, claiming ex-
emption from the affray, safely stowed themselves
away in the cable tier. We had only one sick
man on the list, and he, at the cry of battle, hur-
ried from his cot, feeble as he was, to take his
post of danger. A few of the junior midshipmen
were stationed below, on the berth deck, with
orders, given in our hearing, to shoot any man
who attempted to run from his quarters.

Our men were all in good spirits; though they
did not scruple to express the wish that the com-
ing foe was a Frenchman rather than a Yankee,
We had been told, by the Americans on board,
that frigates in the American service carried more
and heavier metal than ours. This, together with
our consciousness of superiority over the French
at sea, led us to a preference for a French antag-
onist.

The Americans among our number felt quite
disconcerted, at the necessity which compelled
them to fight against their own countrymen
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One of them, named John Card, as brave a sea-
man as ever trod a plank, ventured to present
himself to the captain, as a prisoner, frankly
declaring his objections to fight. That officer,
very ungenerously, ordered him to his quarters,
threatening to shoot him if he made the request
again. Poor fellow! He obeyed the unjust com
mand, and was killed by a shot from his own
countrymen. This fact is more disgraceful to the
captain of the Macedonian, than even the loss of
his ship. It was a gross and a palpable violation
of the rights of man.

As the approaching ship showed American
colors, all doubt of her character was at an end.
“ We must fight her,” was the conviction of every
“breast. Every possible arrangement that could
insure success, was accordingly made. The guns
were shotted ; the matches lighted; for, although
our guns were all furnished with first-rate locks,
they were also provided with matches, attached
by lanyards, in case the lock should miss fire. A
lieutenant then passed through the ship, directing
the marines and boarders, who were furnished
with pikes, cutlasses, and pistols, how to proceed
if it should be necessary to board the enemy. He
was followed by the captain, who exhorted the
men to fidelity and courage, urging upon their
consideration the well-known motto of the brave
Nelson, “ England expects every man to do his
duty.” In addition to all these preparations on
deck, some men were stationed in the tops with
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small-arms, whose duty it was to attend to trim-
ming the sails, and to use their muskets, provided
we came to close action. There were others also
below, called ail trimmers, to assist in working the
ship, should it be necessary to shift her position
during the battle.

My station was at the fifth gun on the main
deck. It was my duty to supply my gun with
powder, a boy being appointed to each gun in the
ship on the side we engaged, for this purpose. A
woollen screen was placed before the entrance to
the magazine, with a hole in it, through which the
cartridges were passed to the boys; we received
them there, and covering them with our jackets,
hurried to our respective guns. These precau-
tions are observed to prevent the powder taking
fire before it reaches the gun.

Thus we all stood, awaiting orders, in motion-
less suspense. At last we fired three guns from
the larboard side of the main deck; this was fol-
lowed by the command, “ Cease firing; you are
throwing away your shot!”

Then came the order to * wear ship,” and pre-
pare to attack the enemy with our starboard guns.
Soon after this I heard a firing from some other
quarter, which I at first supposed to be a dis-
charge from our quarter deck guns; though it
proved to be the roar cf the enemy’s cannen.

A strange noise, such as 1 had never heard
before, next arrested my attention; it sounded
like the tearing of soils, just over our heads. This
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I soon ascertained to be the wind of the enemy’s
shot. The firing, after a few minutes’ cessation,
recommenced. The roaring of cannon could now
be heard from all parts of our trembling ship, and,
mingling as it did with that of our foes, it made
a most hideous noise. By-and-by I heard the shot
strike the sides of our ship; the whole scene grew
indescribably confused and horrible; it was like
some awfully tremendous thunder-storm, whose
deafening roar is attended by incessant streaks
of lightning, carrying death in every flash, and
strewing the ground with the victims of its wrath:
only, in our case, the scene was rendered more
horrible than that, by the presence of torrents of
blood which dyed our decks.

Though the recital may be painful, yet, as it
will reveal the horrors of war, and show at what a
fearful price a victory is won or lost, I will pre-
sent the reader with things as they met my eye
during the progress of this dreadful fight. I was
busily supplying my gun with powder, when I
saw blood suddenly fly from the arm of a man
stationed at our gun. I saw nothing strike him;
the effect alone was visible; in an instant, the
third lieutenant tied his handkerchief round the
wounded arm, and sent the groaning wretch below
to the surgeon.

The cries of the wounded now rang'through all
parts of the ship. These were carried to the
cockpit as fast as they fell, while those more for-
tunate men, who were killed outright, were imme-
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diately thrown overboard. As I was stationed
but a short distance from the main hatchway, I
could catch a glance at all who were carried
below. A glance was all I could indulge in, for
the boys belonging to the guns next to mine were
wounded in the early part of the action, and I had
to spring with all my might to keep three or four
guns supplied with cartridges. I saw two of these
lads fall nearly together. One of them was
struck in the leg by a large shot; he had to suffer
amputation above the wound. The other had a
grape or canister shot sent through his ancle. A
stout Yorkshireman lifted him in his arms, and
hurried him to the cockpit. He had his foot cut
off, and was thus made lame for life. Two of the
boys stationed on the quarter deck were killed.
They were both Portuguese. A man, who saw one
of them killed, afterwards told me that his powder
caught fire and burnt the flesh almost off his face.
In this pitiable situation, the agonized boy lifted
up both hands, as if imploring relief, when a
passing shot instantly cut him in two.

I was an eye-witness to a sight equally revolting.
A man named Aldrich had one of his hands cut
off by a shot, and almost at the same moment he
received another shot, which tore open his bowels
in a terrible manner. As he fell, two or three
men caught him in their arms, and, as he could
not live, threw him overboard.

One of the officers in my division also fell in
my sight. He was a noble-hearted fellow, named
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Nan Kivell. A grape or canister shot struck him
near the heart: exclaiming, “ Oh! my God!” ie
fell, and was carried below, where he shortly after
died.

Mr. Hope, our first lieutenant, was also slightly
wounded by a grummet, or small iron ring, prob-
ably torn from a hammock clew by a shot. He
went below, shouting to the men to fight on.
Having had his wound dressed, he came up again,
shouting to us at the top of his voice, and bidding
us fight with all our might. There was not a
man in the ship but would have rejoiced had he
been in the place of our master’s mate, the unfor-
tunate Nan Kivell.

The battle went on. Our men kept cheering
with all their might. I cheered with them,
though I confess I scarcely knew for what. Cer-
tainly there was nothing very inspiriting in the
aspect of things where I was stationed. So ter-
rible had been the work of destruction round us,
it was termed the slaughter-house. Not only had
we had several boys and men killed or wounded,
but several of the guns were disabled. The one
I belonged to had a piece of the muzzle knocked
out: and when the ship rolled, it struck a beam
of the upper deck with such force as to become
Jammed and fixed in that position. A twenty-
four pound shot had also passed through the
screen of the magazine, immediately over the ori-
fice through which we passed our powder. The
schoolmaster received a death wound. The brave
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boatswain, who came from the sick bay to the din
of battle, was fastening a stoprer on a back-stay
which had been shot away, when his Lead was
smashed to pieces by a cannon-ball ; another man,
going to complete the unfinished task, was also
struck down. Another of our midshipmen also
received a severe wound. The unfortunate ward-
room steward, who, the reader will recollect, at-
tempted to cut his throat on a former occasion,
was killed. A fellow named John, who, for some
petty offence, had been sent on board as a punish-
ment, was carried past me, wounded. I distinctly
heard the large blood-drops fall pat, pat, pat, on
the deck ; his wounds were mortal. Even a poor
goat, kept by the officers for her milk, did not
escape the general carnage; her hind legs were
shot off, and poor Nan was thrown overboard.
Such was the terrible scene, amid which we
kept on our shouting and firing. Our men fought
like tigers. Some of them pulled off their jackets,
others their jackets and vests; while some, still
more determined, had taken off their shirts, and,
with nothing but a handkerchief tied round the
waistbands of their trowsers, fought like heroes.
Jack Sadler, whom the reader will recollect, was
one of these. [ also observed a boy, named Cooper,
stationed at a gun some distance from the maga-
zine. He came to and fro on the full run, and
appeared to be as “ merry as a cricket."’ The
third lieutenant cheered him along, occasionally,
12
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by saying, “ Well done, my boy, you are worth
your weight in gold.”

I have often been asked what were my feelings
during this fight. I felt pretty much as I suppose
every one does at sucha time. Thatmen are with-
out thought when they stand amid the dying and the
dead, is too absurd an idea to be entertained a mo-
ment. We all appeared cheerful, but I know that
many a serious thought ran through my mind: still,
what could we do but keep up a semblance, at least,
of animation? To run from our quarters would
have been certain death from the hands of our own
officers; to give way to gloom, or to show fear,
would do no good, and might brand us with the
name of cowards,and ensure certain defeat. Our
only true philosophy, therefore, was to make the
best of our situation, by fighting bravely and cheer-
fully. Ithoughta great deal, however, of the other
world ; every groan, every falling man, told me that
the next instant I might be before the Judge of all
the earth. For this, I felt unprepared; but being
without any particular knowledge of religious
truth, I satisfied myself by repeating©again and
again the Lord’s prayer, and promising that if
spared I would be more attentive to religious duties
than ever before. This promise I had no doubt, at
the time, of keeping ; but I have learned since that
it is easier to make promises amidst the roar of the
battle’s thunder, or in the horrors of shipwreck,
than to keep them when danger is absent, and
safety smiles upon our path.
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While these thoughts secretly agitated my
bosom, the din of battle continued. Grape and
canister shot were pouring throneh our port-
holes like leaden rain, carrying death in their
trail. The large shot came against the ship’s
side like iron hail, shaking her to the very keel,
or passing through her timbers, and scattering
terrific splinters, which did a more appalling work
than even their own death-giving blows. The
reader may form an idea of the effect of grape
and canister, when he is told that grape shot is
formed by seven or eight balls confined to an iren
and tied in a cloth. These balls are scattered by
the explosion of the powder. Canister shot is
made by filling a powder canister with balls, each
as large as two or three musket balls; these also
scatter with direful effect when discharged. What
then with splinters, cannon balls, grape and can-
ister poured incessantly upon us, the reader may
be assured that the work of death went on in a man-
ner which must have been satisfactory even to the
King of Terrors himself.

Suddenly, the rattling of the iron hail ceased.
We were ordered to cease firing. A profound
silence ensued, broken only by the stifiled groans
of the brave sufferers below. It was soon ascer-
tained that the enemy had shot ahead to repair
damages, for she was not so disabled but she could
sail without difficulty; while we were so cut up
that we lay utterly helpless. Our head braces
were shot away; the fore and main top-masts
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were gone; the mizzen mast hung over the stern,
having carried several men over in its fall: we
were in the state of a complete wreck.

A council was now held among the officers on
the quarter deck.  QOur condition was perilous in
the extreme: victory or escape was alike hope-
less. Our ship was disabled ; many of our men
were killed, and many more wounded. The
enemy would without doubt bear down upon us
in a few moments, and, as she could now choose
her own position, would without doubt rake us
fore and aft. Any further resistance was there-
fore folly. So, in spite of the hot-brained lieu-
tenant, Mr. Hope, who advised them not to strike,
but to sink alongside, it was determined to strike
our bunting. This was done by the hands of a
brave fellow named Watson, whose saddened
brow told how severely it pained 1#s lion heart to
do it. To me it was a pleasing sight, for I had
seen fighting enough for one Sabbath ; more than
I wished to see again on a ‘week day. His
Britannic Majesty’s frigate Macedonian was now
the prize of the American frigate United States.

Before detailing the subsequent occurrences in
my history, I will present the curious reader with
a copy of Captain Carden’s letter to the govern-
ment, describing this action. It will serve to show
how he excused himself for his defeat, as well as
throw some light on those parts of the contest
which were invisible to me at my station. My
mother presented me with this document, on my
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return to England. She had received it from
Lord Churchill, and had carefully preserved it
for twenty years.

“ ApMIRALTY OFFIcE, Dec. 29, 1812.

“ Copy of a letter from Captain John Surman
Carden, late commander of His Majesty’s ship
the Macedonian, to John Wilson Croker, Esq.,
dated on board the American ship United States,
at sea, the 28th October, 1812 :—

“ Sir: It is with the deepest regret, I have to
acquaint you, for the information of my Lords
Commissioners of the Admiralty, that His Majes-
ty's late ship Macedonian was captured on the
25th instant, by the United States ship United
States, Commodore Decatur commander. The
detail is as follows:

« A short time after daylight, steering N. W. by
W., with the wind from the southward, in latitude
29° N., and longitude 29° 30" W., in the execu-
tion of their Lordships’ orders, a sail was seen
on the lee beam, which I immediately stood for,
and made her out to be a large frigate, under
American colors. At nine o’clock I closed with
her, and she commenced the action, which we
returned ; but from the enemy keeping two points
off the wind, I was not enabled to get as close to
her as I could have wished. After an hour’s
action, the enemy backed and came to the wind,
and I was then enabled to bring her to close
battle. In this situation I soon found the enemy’s

12%
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force too superior to expect success, unless some
very fortunate chance occurred in our favor; and
with this hope I continued the battle to two hours
and ten minutes; when, having the mizzen mast
shot away by the board, topmasts shot away by the
caps, main yard shot in pieces, lower masts badly
wounded, lower rigging all cut to pieces, a small
proportion only of the fore-sail left to the fore-
yard, all the guns on the quarter deck and fore-
castle disabled but two, and filled with wreck, two
also on the main deck disabled, and several shot
between wind and water, a very great proportion
of the crew killed and wounded, and the enemy
comparatively in good order, who had now shot
ahead, and was about to place himself in a raking
position, without our being enabled to return the
fire, being a perfect wreck and unmanageable log ;
I deemed it prudent, though a painful extremity,
to surrender His Majesty’s ship; nor was this
dreadful alternative resorted to till every hope of
success was removed, even beyond the reach of
chance; nor till, I trust their Lordships will be
aware, every effort had been made against the
enemy by myself, and my brave officers and men,
nor should she have been surrendered whilst a
man lived on board, had she been manageable.
T'am sorry to say our loss is very severe; I find
by this day’s muster, thirty-six killed, three of
whom lingered a short time after the battle ; thirty-
six severely wounded, many of whom cannot
recover, and thirty-two slightly wounded, who
may all do well; total, one hundl:ed and four
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“The truly noble and animating conduct of my
officers, and the steady bravery of 11y crew, to the
last moment of the baitle, must ev.r render them
dear to their country.

“ My first hieutenant, David Hope, vas severely
wounded in the head, towards the close of the
battle, and taken below ; but was soon again on
deck, displaying that greatness of mind and exer-
tion, which, though it may be equalled, can never
be excelled. The third lieutenant, John Bulford,
was also wounded, but not obliged to quit his
quarters ; second lieutenant, Samuel Mottley, and
he deserves my highest acknowledgments.  The
cool and steady conduct of Mr. Walker, the mas-
ter, was very great during the battle, as also
that of Lieutenants Wilson and Magill, of the
marines.

“ On being taken on board the enemy’s ship, [
ceased to wonder at the result of the battle.
The United States is built with the scantling
of a seventy-four gun-ship, mounting thirty long
twenty-four pounders (English ship-guns) on her
main deck, and twenty-two forty-two pounders,
carronades, with two long twenty-four pounders,
on her quarter deck and forecastle, howitzer guns
in her tops, and a travelling carronade on her
upper deck, with a complement of four hundred
and seventy-eight picked men. . '

“ The enemy has suffered much in masts, rig-
ging, and hull, above and below water. Her loss
in killed and wounded I am not aware of;.but I
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know a lieutenant and six men have been thrown
overboard. Jno. S. CarbEN.
“To J. W. CrokEr, Esq., Admiralty.”

Lord Churchill sent the above letter, with a list
of the killed and wounded annexed, to inform
my mother that the name of her son was not
among the number. The act shows how much
he could sympathize with a mother’s feelings.
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I Now went below, to see how matters appeared
there. The first object I met was a man bearing
a limb, which had just been detached from some
suffering wretch. Pursuing my way to the ward-
room, I necessarily passed through the steerage,
which was strewed with the wounded: it was a
sad spectacle, made more appallirg by the groans
and cries which rent the air. Some were groan-
ing, others were swearing most bitterly, a few
were praying, while those last arrived were beg-
ging most piteously to have their wounds dressed
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next. The surgeon and his mate were smeared
with blood from head to foot: they locked more
like butchers than doctors. Having so many
patients, they had once shifted their quarters from
the cockpit to the steerage; they now remeoved
to the ward-room, and the long table, round which
the officers had sat over many a merry feast, was
soon covered with the bleeding forms of maimed
and mutilated seamen.

While looking round the ward-room, I heard
a noise above, occasioned by the arrival of the
boats from the conquering frigate. Very soon a
lieutenant, I think his name was Nicholson, came
into the ward-room, and said to the busy surgeon,
“ How do you do, doctor ?”

“I have enough to do,” replied he, shaking
his head thoughtfully ; « you have made wretched
work for us!” These officers were not strangers
to each other, for the reader will recollect that the
commanders and officers of these two frigates, had
exchanged visits when we were lying at Norfolk,
some months before.

I now set to work to render all the aid in my
power to the sufferers. OQur carpenter, named
Reed, had his leg cut off. I helped to carry him
to the after ward-room; but he soon breathed out
his life there, and then I assisted in throwing his
mangled remains overboard. We got out the
cots as fast as possible; for most of them were
stretched out on the gory deck. One poor fellow
who lay with a broken thigh, begged me to give



SIX YEARS IN A MAN GF WAR. 143

him water. [ gave him some. He looked unut-
terable gratitude, drank, and died. [t was with
.exceeding difficulty I moved through the steerage,
it was so covered with mangled men, and so
slippery with streams of blood. There was a
poor boy there crying as if his heart would break.
He had been servant to the bold boatswain, whose
head was dashed to picces. Poor boy ! he felt
that he had lost a friend. I tried to comfort him
by reminding hun that he ought to be thankful
for having escaped death himself,

Here, also, I met one of my messmates, who
showed the utinost joy at seeing me alive, for, he
said, he had heard that I was killed. He was
looking up his messmates, which he said was
always done by sailors. We found two of our
mess wounded. One was the Swede, Locholm,
who fell overboard. as wr-utioned in a former
chapter, and was nearly lost. We held him
while the surgeon cut oft’ Lis leg above the knec.
The task was most paiuful to behold, the suravon
using his knife and saw on huwwan flesh and
bones, as freely as the butcher at the shambles
does on the carcass of the beast! Our other
messmate suffered still more than the Swede; he
was sadly mutilated about the legs and thighs
with spiinters.  Such scenes of suftering as I saw
in that ward-room, I hope never to witness again.
Could the civilized world behold them as they
were, and as they often are, infinitely worse than
on that occasion, it seems to me they would for-
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ever put down the barbarous practices of war, by
universal consent.

Most of our officers and men were taken on
board the victor ship. 1 was left, with a few
others, to take care of the wounded. My master,
the sailing-master, was also among the officers,
who continued in their ship. Most of the men
who remained were unfit for any service, having
broken into the spirit-room and made themselves
drunk; some of them broke into the purser’s
room and helped themselves to clothing; while
others, by previous agreement, took possession of
their dead messmates’ property. For my own
part, I was content to help myself to a little of the
officers’ provisions, which did me more good than
could be obtained from rum. What was worse
than all, however, was the folly of the sailors in
giving spirit to their wounded messmates, since
it only served to aggravate their distress.

Among the wounded, was a brave fellow named
Wells.  After the surgeon had amputated and
dressed his arm, he walked about in fine spirits,
as if he had received only a slight injury. In-
deed, while under the operation, he manifested a
similar heroism—observing to the surgeon, 1
have lost my arm in the service of my country ;
but I don’t mind it, doctor, it’s the fortune of
war.” Cheerful and gay as he was, he soon
died. His companions gave him rum; he was
attacked by fever and died. Thus his messmates
actually killed him with kindness.
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We had all sorts of dispositions and tempera-
ments among our crew. 'To me it was a matter
of .great interest to watch their various manifes-
tations. Some who had lost their niessmates
appeared to care nothing about it, while others
were grieving with all the tenderness of women.
Of these, was the survivor of two seamen, who
had formerly been soldiers in the samec regiment;
he bemoaned the loss of his comrade with expres-
sions of profoundest grief. There were, also, two
boatswain’s mates, named Adams and Brown, whe
had been messmates for scveral years in the same
ship. Brown was killed, or so wounded that he
died soon after the battle. It was really a touch-
ing spectacle to see the rough, hardy features of
the brave old sailor streaming with tears, as he
picked out the dead body of his friend from among
the wounded, and gently carried it to the ship's
side, saying to the inanimate form he bore, O
Bill, we have sailed together in a mwmber of
ships, we have been in many gales and =ome bat-
tles, but this is the worst day I have seen! We
must now part!” Here he dropped the body into
the deep, and then, a fresh torrent of tears stream-
ing over his weather-beaten face, he added, «1
can do no more for you. Farewell! God be
with you!” Here was an instance of genuine
friendship, worth more than the heartless profejs-
sions of thousands, who, in the fancied super.onty
of their elevated position in the social circle, will

13
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deign nothing but a silly sneer at this record of a
sailor’s grief. N

The circumstance was rather a singular one,
that in both the contending frigates the second
boatswain’s mate bore the name of William Brown,
and that they both were killed ; yet such was the
fact.

The great number of the wounded kept our
surgeon and his mate busily employed at their
horrid work until late at night; and it was a long
time before they had much leisure. I remember
passing round the ship the day after the battle.
Coming to a hammock, I found some one in it
apparently asleep. I spoke; he made no answer.
I looked into the hammock; he was dead. My
messmated coming up, we threw the corpse over-
board; that was no time for useless ceremony.
The man had probably crawled to his hammock
the day before, and, not being perceived in the
general distress, bled to death! O War! who
can reveal thy miseries!

When the crew of the United States first
boarded our frigate, to take possession of her as
their prize, our men, heated with the fury of the
battle, exasperated with the sight of their dead
and wounded shipmates, and rendered furious by
the rum they had obtained from the spirit-room,
felt and exhibited some disposition to fight their
captors. But after the confusion had subsided,
and part of our men were snugly stowed away in
the American ship, and the remainder found
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themselves kindly used in their own, the utmost
good feeling began to prevail. 'We took hold and
cleansed the ship, using hot vinegar to take out
the scent of the blood that had dyed the white of
our planks with crimson. We also took hold
and aided in fitting our disabled frigate for her
voyage. This being accomplished, both ships
sailed in company toward the American coast.

I soon felt myself perfectly at home with the
American seamen; so much so, that I chose to
mess with them. My shipmates also participated
i similar feelings in both ships. All idea that
we had been trying to shoot out each other’s
brains so shortly before, seemed forgotten. We
eat together, drank together, joked, sung, laughed,
told yarns; in short, a perfect union of ideas,
feelings, and purposes, seemed to exist among all
hands.

A corresponding state of unanimity existed, I
was told, among the officers. Commodore Deca-
tur showed himself to be a gentleman as well as
a hero in his treatment of the officers of the Mace-
donian. When Captain Carden offered his sword
to the commodore, remarking, as he did so,“I am
an undone man. I am the first British naval
officer that has struck his flag to an American:”
the noble commodore either refused to receive the
sword, or immediately returned it, smiling as he
said, « You are mistaken, sir; your Guerriere has
been taken by us, and the flag of a frig?.te was
struck before yours.” This somewhat revived the
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spirits of the old captain; but, no doubt, he still
felt his soul stung with shame and mortification
at the loss of his ship. Participating as he did in
the haughty spirit of the British aristocracy, it was
natural for him to fee! galled and wounded to the
quick, in the position of a conquered man.

We were now making the best of our way to
America. Notwithstanding the patched-up condi-
tion of the Macedonian, she was far superior, in a
sailing capacity, to her conqueror. The United
States had always been a dull sailer, and had
been christened by the name of the Old Wagon.
Whenever a boat came alongside of our frigate,
and the boatswain’s mate was ordered to “ pipe
away ” the boat’s crew, he used to sound his
shrill call on the whistle, and bawl out, “ Away,
Wagoners, away,” instead of “away, United
States men, away.” This piece of pleasantry
used to be rebuked by the officers, but in a man-
ner that showed they enjoyed the joke. They
usually replied, “ Boatswain’s mate, you rascal,
pipe away United States men, not Wagoners.
We have no wagoners on board of a ship.”  Still,
in spite of rebuke, the joke went on, until it grew
stale by repetition. One thing was made certain
however by the sailing qualities of the Macedo-
nian; which was, that if we had been disposed
to escape from our foe before the action, we could
have done so with all imaginable ease. This,
however, would have justly exposed us to dis-
grace, while our capture did not. There was
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every reason why the United States should beat
us. Sh: was larger in size, heavier in metal,
more numerous in men, and stronger built than
the Macedonian. Another fact in her favor was,
that our captain at first mistook her for the
Essex, which carried short carronades, hence he
engaged her at long shot at first; for, as we had
the weather gage, we could take what position
we pleased. But this manceuvre only wasted our
shot, and gave her the advantage, as she actually
carried larger metal than we did. When we
came to close action, the shot from the United
States went *through and through™ our ship,
while ours struck her sides, and fell harmlessly
into the water. This is to be accounted for both
by the superiority of the metal and of the ship.
Her guns were heavier and her sides thicker than
ours. Some have said that her sides were stuffed
with cork. Of this, however, I am not certain.
Her superiority, both in number of men and guns,
may easily be seen by the following statistics.
We carried forty-nine guns; long eighteen-pound.
ers on the main deck, and thirty-two pound car-
ronades on the quarter deck and forecastle. Our
whole number of hands, including officers, men
and boys, was three hundred. The United States
carried four hundred and fifty men and fifty-four
guns: long twenty-four pounders on the main
deck, and forty-two pound carronades on the
quarter deck and forecastle. So .that in actual
force she was immensely our superior.
13%
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To these should be added the consideration that
the men in the two ships fought under the influ-
ence of different motives. Many of our hands
were in the scrvice against their will; some of
them were Americans, wrongfully impressed, and
inwardly hoping for defeat: while nearly every
man in our ship sympathized with the great prin-
ciple for which the American nation so nobly
contended in the war of 1812.- What that was,
I suppose all my readers understand. The Brit-
ish, at war with France, had denied the Ameri-
cans the right to trade thither. She had impressed
American seamen, and forcibly compelled their
service in her navy; she had violated the Ameri-
can flag by insolently searching their vessels for
her runaway seamen. Free trade and sailors’
rights, therefore, were the objects contended for
by the Americans. With these objects