GO TO LIST OF PEOPLE INVOLVED IN HARPERS FERRY
VARIOUS PERSONAGES INVOLVED
IN THE

FOMENTING OF RACE WAR (RATHER THAN CIVIL WAR)
IN THE

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

RICHARD HENRY DANA, JR.
It is clear that Henry Thoreau was not trusted with any of the secrets of the
conspiracy we have come to know as the Secret “Six,” to the extent that his
future editor and biographer Franklin Benjamin Sanborn confided to him nothing
whatever about the ongoing meetings which he was having with the Reverend Thomas
Wentworth “Charles P. Carter” Higginson, the Reverend Theodore Parker, Gerrit
Smith, Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, and George Luther Stearns. For Thoreau commented
in his JOURNAL in regard to Captain John Brown, “it would seem that he had not
confidence enough in me, or in anybody else that I know [my emphasis], to
communicate his plans to us.” –And, Thoreau could not have believed this and
could not have made such an entry in his journal had any member of the Secret
Six been providing him with any clues whatever that there was something going
on behind the scenes, within their own private realm of scheming! Had it been
the case, that Thoreau had become aware that there was in existence another,
parallel, universe of scheming, rather than writing “or in anybody else that I
know,” he would most assuredly have written something more on the order of
(perhaps) “it would seem that they had not confidence enough in me, to provide
me any insight into their plans.”
Treason being punished as what it is, why would the downtown Boston lawyer Richard Henry Dana, Jr. allow himself
to become legal counsel to a “Secret Six” committee that was funding the activities of Captain John Brown, as that
loose cannon prepared to raid the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, Virginia? He was going to be implicated as having
obviously had guilty prior knowledge, and was obviously making himself of necessity a prime candidate for the noose.
As the going got hot he would make himself unavailable for prosecution –by venturing on a luxury trip around the
globe– but the issue is not how he might extricate himself from this, but why he would have so endangered himself.
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The Reverend Thomas Wentworth “Charles P. Carter” Higginson of the Secret “Six” believed that “Never in history
was there an oppressed people who were set free by others” (it was therefore up to American black people to
demonstrate their courage, and their worthiness to be free — basically by getting themselves exterminated). After
Harpers Ferry he would attempt to organize an expedition to raid the Charles Town lockup and rescue the accused —
this was an expedition Henry Thoreau would oppose, asserting that to the contrary Captain Brown’s highest and best
purpose was to be hung.

Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe and others of the Massachusetts State Kansas Committee raised $5,000 in one day, to buy
enough Sharp’s rifles to arm 200 men to the teeth in “Bleeding Kansas.” He, as well as the Reverend Theodore Parker,
Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, Gerrit Smith, and George Luther Stearns, fully grasped from the earliest moment the fact
that the probable result of their attempt to incite a race war (black Americans against white), would be, at least initially,
a defeat of the black forces of servile insurrection. These 5 of the white conspirators of the Secret “Six” finance
committee clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies in order to foment sectional civil war
between Northern and Southern white Americans.
The Reverend Theodore Parker, a stone racist, declared from his pulpit that while he ordinarily spent $1,500 a year on
books, the equivalent of 4 or 5 men’s annual wages, for the time being he was going to restrict himself to spending less
than one man’s annual wage on books per year, and devote the remaining moneys to the purchase of guns and
ammunition for the white people going to the Kansas Territory. Sharps rifles, the very latest in deadliness, cost $25
apiece when had in sufficient quantity:
“I make all my pecuniary arrangements with the expectation of civil war.”
He would take to marking the boxes of new Sharps rifles he shipped illegally to “Bleeding Kansas” with the word
BOOKS, and he would take to referring to these firearms as so many copies of RIGHTS OF THE PEOPLE as in “The right
of the people to keep and to bear arms shall not be infringed.” He, as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, Franklin
Benjamin Sanborn, Gerrit Smith, and George Luther Stearns of the Secret “Six”, fully grasped from the earliest
moment the fact that the probable result of their attempt to incite a race war, of black Americans against white
Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of the black forces of servile insurrection. These 5 of the white
conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their allies among the Northern and Southern black
Americans slave and free, in order to foment a rectification of the Southern white Americans.
Franklin Benjamin Sanborn of Concord, as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the Reverend Theodore Parker, Gerrit
Smith, and George Luther Stearns, fully grasped from the earliest moment the fact that the probable result of their
attempt to incite a race war, of black Americans against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of their
black forces. These 5 of the white Secret “Six” conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black
allies for servile insurrection in order to foment sectional civil war between Northern and Southern white Americans.
(John Brown, who had himself buried a wife and promptly recruited another one, once commented to Sanborn,
in regard to the young man’s grief over the prompt death of his young bride Ariana Walker, that he was too young
to be married to a gravestone.)
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The immensely wealthy “H. Ross Perot” political figure of that era was a former Millerite millennialist: Gerrit Smith.
In this American’s mansion outside Syracuse, New York, standing in the center of his study, was an ornate mahogany
desk. Rumor had it that this had once been the desk of the emperor Napoleon Bonaparte himself. The millennium of
William Miller not having arrived on schedule, Smith had become determined to, as he put it, “make himself a colored
man” –he desired to explore his inner blackness– and thus he befriended Frederick Douglass (Smith would be
Douglass’s friend, that is, up to the point at which he would discover that black Americans were inherently racially
inferior to white Americans and thus unworthy of consideration). He, as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the
Reverend Theodore Parker, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, and George Luther Stearns of the Secret “Six” fully grasped
from the earliest moment that the probable result of their attempt to incite a servile insurrection of black Americans
against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of the black forces. These 5 of the white conspirators
clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies, in order to disrupt relations between Northern and
Southern white Americans, toward the generation of a sectional civil war.
George Luther Stearns, a Boston manufacturer of lead pipe and the secretary of the Boston Emancipation League, as
well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the Reverend Theodore Parker, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, and Gerrit Smith of
the Secret “Six,” fully grasped from the earliest moment the fact that the probable result of their attempt to incite a race
war, of black Americans against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of their black forces. These 5 of
the white conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies in servile insurrection in order
to foment a sectional civil war between Northern and Southern white Americans.
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DICK “MY GREAT SUCCESS WAS A BOYS’ BOOK” DANA
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“NARRATIVE HISTORY” AMOUNTS TO FABULATION,
THE REAL STUFF BEING MERE CHRONOLOGY

Not Civil War

“Stack of the Artist of
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A Note on Sources: In the index to Raymond R. Borst’s 653-page chronology of Thoreau’s life THE THOREAU
LOG: A DOCUMENTARY LIFE OF HENRY DAVID THOREAU 1817-1862 (NY: G.K. Hall, 1992), the entry for
“Richard Henry Dana” on page 631 fails to reference whether it is Richard Henry Dana, Richard Henry Dana,
Jr., or Richard Henry Dana III who is being thus indexed. Three page references are given: to page 53, to page
106, and to page 149:
•

On page 53 it is indeed Richard Henry Dana, Jr. who is being referred to, where Henry Thoreau
invites him to give a lyceum lecture in Concord, but there is no indication of the nature of the lecture
or of whether or not Dana actually gave this lecture, let alone of Thoreau’s response to it. This is
indeed curious since it has been asserted that in very particular respects A WEEK ON THE CONCORD
AND MERRIMACK RIVERS echoes Dana’s TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST.

•

On page 106 it is not at all Richard Henry Dana, Jr. who is being referred to, but one C.A. Dana,
who is not present in my short list of members of The Danas of Boston (is it possible that this was
Charles Anderson Dana, 1819-1897, Transcendentalist, a journalist, author, and government official,
author of the poem “Eternity”?).

•

On page 149 it is not at all Richard Henry Dana, Jr. who is being referred to, but C. Dana, which is
to say, someone unidentified who may or may not be the same person who has been referenced on
page 106.

This very clearly indicates that to utilize book technology for the preservation of such chronology data can only
be utterly wrongheaded from the word go. Paper books are too expensive to publish, and therefore inevitably
represent one-shot deals the errors and inadequacies of which of necessity become cast in concrete. There is
simply no way to win this game — if one attempts wrongheadedly to rely upon published paper books.
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SECRET “SIX”

—WHO CONSPIRED TO HAVE
RACE WAR IN AMERICA
RATHER THAN CIVIL WAR—
ACTUALLY WAS MERELY THE
OF THAT

FINANCE COMMITTEE

CONSPIRACY,

ONE COMMITTEE OUT OF ANY NUMBER OF COMMITTEES
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THOSE INVOLVED, ARRANGED ALPHABETICALLY

SECRET “SIX”
Person’s Name
Charles Francis Adams, Sr.

On Raid?

Shot Dead?

Hanged?

No

No

No

His Function

Age

Finance

Race
white

Charles Francis Adams, Sr. subscribed to the racist agenda of Eli Thayer’s and Amos Lawrence’s New England
Emigrant Aid Company, for the creation of an Aryan Nation in the territory then well known as “Bleeding Kansas”,
to the tune of $25,000.
Jeremiah Goldsmith Anderson

Yes

Yes

Captain or Lt.

26

white

Jeremiah Goldsmith Anderson, one of Captain Brown’s lieutenants, was born April 17, 1833, in Indiana, the son
of John Anderson. His maternal grandfather, Colonel Jacob Westfall of Tygert Valley VA, had been a soldier in the
revolution and a slaveholder. He went to school at Galesburg IL and Kossuth IA and worked as a peddler, farmer,
and sawmill laborer before settling a mile from Fort Bain on the Little Osage in Bourbon County in “Bleeding
Kansas” in August 1857. He was twice arrested by the proslavery activists, and for ten weeks was held at Fort Scott.
He then became a lieutenant of Captain Montgomery and was with him in the attack on Captain Anderson’s troop
of the First US Cavalry. He witnessed a murder on his own doorstep by border ruffians, of a Mr. Denton. He went
with John Brown on the slave raid into Missouri and remained with him thereafter. On July 5, 1859 he wrote of his
determination to continue to fight for freedom: “Millions of fellow-beings require it of us; their cries for help go
out to the universe daily and hourly. Whose duty is it to help them? Is it yours? Is it mine? It is every man’s, but
how few there are to help. But there are a few who dare to answer this call and dare to answer it in a manner that
will make this land of liberty and equality shake to the centre.” He was killed by a bayonet-thrust of one of the
Marines at Harpers Ferry. “One of the prisoners described Anderson as turning completely over against the wall
[to which he was pinned by the bayonet] in his dying agony. He lived a short time, stretched on the brick walk
without, where he was subjected to savage brutalities, being kicked in body and face, while one brute of an armed
farmer spat a huge quid of tobacco from his vile jaws into the mouth of the dying man, which he first forced open.”
John Anderson

?

?

Private

< 30

of color

John Anderson, a free black youth from Boston allegedly killed at Harpers Ferry. Nothing is known as to who he
was, other than that he was young, or where he came from, other than from Boston — and it is even possible that
actually there had been no such person as this in John Brown’s company. (The John Anderson we do know about
had an entirely different life trajectory, in Canada.)
Osborn Perry Anderson

Yes

No

No

Private

29

of color
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Osborn Perry Anderson, “O.P. Anderson, or as we used to call him Chatham Anderson,” the only participant of
color to survive Harpers Ferry and elude capture, had been born free on July 27, 1830 in West Fallowfield PA. He
had learned the printing trade in Canada, where he had met John Brown in 1858. He would write later of the fight
at Harpers Ferry and his escape in A VOICE FROM HARPER’S FERRY: “We were together eight days before [John
Edwin Cook and Albert Hazlett were] captured, which was near Chambersburg, and the next night Meriam [Francis
Jackson Meriam] left us and went to Shippensburg, and there took cars for Philadelphia. After that there were but
three of us left [Brown’s son Owen Brown, Barclay Coppoc, and Charles Plummer Tidd], and we kept together,
until we got to Centre County, Pennsylvania, where we bought a box and packed up all heavy luggage, such as
rifles, blankets, etc., and after being together three or four weeks we separated….” Anderson, Coppoc, and Meriam
had journeyed separately to safe exile in the area of St. Catharines, Canada. Anderson enlisted in the US Army in
1864, becoming a noncommissioned officer, and mustered out in Washington DC at the close of the war, to die a
pauper of TB and lack of care in Washington on December 13, 1872.
John Albion Andrew

No

white

Despite the fact that John Albion Andrew was a prominent Massachusetts politician, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn
of the Secret “Six” would indicate long after the raid on Harpers Ferry, John Brown’s “general purpose of attacking
slavery by force, in Missouri or elsewhere, was known in 1857-8-9” to Governor Andrew.
Henry Ward Beecher

No

No

No

Propaganda

white

The Reverend Henry Ward Beecher induced the congregation of his Plymouth Church to procure a crate of 25 rifles
to ship illegally to “Bleeding Kansas” and to stamp upon that crate the term of art BIBLES. The Reverend’s
personal attitude toward American blacks was that although those like Frederick Douglass whose blood had
become partly mingled with the blood of whites were worthy of consideration as human beings, those who yet
remained of pure African stock were still in such a “low animal condition” (his category, his words) of pure blackness
that such consideration as human beings would be inappropriate.
Ann Brown

No

No

No

Supporter

white

Ann Brown, a daughter of Captain John Brown, was with the conspirators at the Kennedy farm until shortly before
the attack upon Harpers Ferry. In the aftermath she would move to the West Coast.
Frederick Brown

No

No

No

Supporter

white

Frederick Brown was fanatically religious to the extent that he attempted to sever his sexual organs when he was
attracted to a young lady. He would have been 28 at the time of the Harpers Ferry raid, but in 1856 had been killed
in the fighting in “Bleeding Kansas”.
Jason Brown

No

No

No

Supporter

38

white
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Jason Brown, one of the elder sons of Captain John Brown, was a gentle sort of person who actually was trying to
become an inventor. He took part in the battle at Black Jack in “Bleeding Kansas”, and in the killings on the
Osawatomie Creek, but was not at Harpers Ferry. He and his brother Owen Brown would become grape growers
in the mountains above Pasadena, California.
John Brown

Yes

Multiple
wounds

Yes

Commander

white

John Brown, “Captain” John “Shubel Morgan” “Isaac Smith” Brown.
John Brown, Jr.

No

No

No

Supporter

38

white

John Brown, Jr., 38 at the time of the Harpers Ferry raid and Captain John Brown’s eldest son, had trained as a
phrenologist. After the raid he would go into hiding in Ohio and, when summoned to appear before the
investigatory committee of the US Senate, would refuse to appear. During the Civil War he served as Captain of
Company K of the 7th Kansas Cavalry. He and his family would then find permanent safe haven on South Bass
Island in Lake Erie.
Martha Brewster Brown

No

No

No

Supporter

white

Martha Brewster Brown, wife of Oliver Brown and daughter-in-law of Captain John Brown, was with the
conspirators at the Kennedy farm until shortly before the attack upon Harpers Ferry.
Oliver Brown

Yes

Yes

Captain

20

white

Oliver Brown, the youngest of John Brown’s sons to reach adulthood, was born in Franklin OH on March 9, 1839.
He was a bookish lad. He went to “Bleeding Kansas” in 1855, with his father, and returned to North Elba in October
1856, where he married Martha E. Brewster (Martha Brewster Brown) in 1858. She was sent back north just before
the raid on Harpers Ferry and he was shot dead at the age of 20 while serving as a sentinel at the river bridge.
Owen Brown

Yes

No

No

Captain

35

white
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Owen Brown, 3d of John Brown’s sons and his stalwart aid both in “Bleeding Kansas” and at Harper’s Ferry, was
born November 4, 1824, at Hudson OH. He had been attempting to make a career of writing humor articles for
newspapers. He was 35 at the time of the Harpers Ferry raid. He escaped from Harpers Ferry on foot toward the
northwestern part of Pennsylvania. It was due largely to his psychological grit, and physical endurance despite a
withered arm, that the little group of survivors of which he was the leader did reach safety. He and Charles Plummer
Tidd found work and safety under assumed names, on an oil well crew in Crawford County PA. He never married.
After the civil war he would grow grapes for some time in Ohio in association with two of his brothers, before
migrating to California. He was the only one of the five escaped raiders not to participate in the civil war, and was
the last of the raiders when he died on January 9, 1891 near Pasadena at his mountain home “Brown’s Peak.”
A marble monument marked the mountain grave until in July 2002 it mysteriously disappeared — since the site is
not a registered historical landmark or cemetery, there is not going to be an investigation.
Salmon Brown

No

23

white

Salmon Brown, 23 at the time of the Harpers Ferry raid, was said to have been exactly like his father, Captain John
Brown, in every particular. He would once comment to a newspaper reporter that “The tannery business, farming,
wool buying and the raising of blooded stock were my father’s life occupations, though all of them were
subordinated to his one consuming passion — freeing the slaves.” Salmon would die in Portland, Oregon in 1919.
Watson Brown

Yes

Yes

Captain

24

white

Watson Brown, born at Franklin OH on October 7, 1835, married Isabella M. Thompson in September 1856.
His son by this marriage would live only to his 5th year but would nevertheless survive him. He was sent out by
his father John Brown to negotiate and was shot down by the citizens of Harpers Ferry. He managed to crawl back
to the shelter of the engine house and lived on, groaning, his head cradled in Edwin Coppoc’s lap, for a considerable
period. He expired on October 18th. Recovering his body, his mother Mary Ann Day Brown eventually would be
able to rebury it in the Adirondacks before heading off to her retirement in California.
John E. Cook

Yes

No

Yes

Captain

29

white
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John Edwin Cook, a well-connected 5'7" gentleman with blue eyes and long, curly blond hair, born in Summer
1830 to a well-to-do family in Haddam, Connecticut, had been a law clerk in Brooklyn and Manhattan after being
expelled from Yale College for some indiscretion, and had in 1855 become a member of the guerrilla force operated
out of Lawrence in “Bleeding Kansas” by Charles Lenhart and had made himself an excellent shot. He had been
dispatched by John Brown to Harpers Ferry more than a year before the raid to work out the details on the ground,
and had secured employment as a lock tender on the Chesapeake & Ohio Canal, as a schoolteacher, and as a
bookseller. He married a Chambersburg PA woman, Mary V. Kennedy, on April 18, 1859. After having escaped by
climbing into a tree and watching after Brown had sent him out to collect weapons, and after evading capture for
some months, against the advice of his comrades he became reckless in his search for food, was captured on
October 25th eight miles from Chambersburg PA. As an incessant and compulsive communicator he had always
been considered by the Brown operatives to be indiscreet. In a confession which would be published as a pamphlet
at Charles Town in the middle of November 1859 for the benefit of a man who had been crippled for life in the
fighting at Harper’s Ferry (Samuel C. Young), Cook would detail for his captors all his movements from the point
of his 1st meeting with Brown after the battle of Black Jack in June 1856 until after his capture. At the last moment
he would seek to save his life by representing that he had been deceived through false promises. For this revelation
Cook would be severely censured at the time, being termed “Judas” by the friends of Brown. Despite his confession
and despite his brother-in-law A.P. Willard being the governor of Indiana, he would in the end be also hanged for
the treason and murder at Harpers Ferry, one of the last, on December 16th.
John Anderson Copeland, Jr.

Yes

No

Yes

Private

< 30

of color

John Anderson Copeland, Jr. was trapped along with his uncle Lewis Sheridan Leary and John Henry Kagi in
“Hall’s Rifle Works” at the Harpers Ferry armory. When the three men made a run for the Shenandoah River they
were trapped in a crossfire, but after Kagi had been killed and Leary had been shot several times and placed under
arrest, Copeland was able to surrender without having been wounded. He refused to speak during his trial and was
hanged with too short a drop and thus strangled slowly. On December 29, when a crowd of 3,000 would attend his
funeral in his hometown of Oberlin, Ohio, there would be no body to bury, for after his cadaver had been
temporarily interred in Charles Town it had been dug up and was in service in the instruction of students at the
medical college in Winchester, Virginia. A monument was erected by the citizens of Oberlin in honor of their three
fallen free citizens of color, Copeland, Leary, and Shields Green (the 8-foot marble monument would be moved to
Vine Street Park in 1971). Judge Parker stated in his story of the trials (St. Louis Globe Democrat, April 8, 1888)
that Copeland had been “the prisoner who impressed me best. He was a free negro. He had been educated, and there
was a dignity about him that I could not help liking. He was always manly.” Andrew Hunter at the same time was
quoted as saying– “Copeland was the cleverest of all the prisoners ... and behaved better than any of them. If I had
had the power and could have concluded to pardon any man among them, he was the man I would have picked
out.” (Paul Finkelman avers on page 49 of HIS SOUL GOES MARCHING ON: RESPONSES TO JOHN BROWN AND THE
HARPERS FERRY RAID that his middle name was Anthony rather than Anderson.)
Barclay Coppoc

Yes

No

No

Private

< 21

white
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Barclay Coppoc, from the Quaker settlement of Springdale, Iowa, was born in Salem OH on January 4, 1839, and
had not attained his majority at the time of the raid on Harpers Ferry. This Quaker escaped, although his adopted
brother Edwin Coppoc surrendered and was tried and hanged. “We were together eight days before [John Edwin
Cook and Albert Hazlett were] captured, which was near Chambersburg, and the next night Meriam [Francis
Jackson Meriam] left us and went to Shippensburg, and there took cars for Philadelphia. After that there were but
three of us left [John Brown’s son Owen Brown, Barclay Coppoc, and Charles Plummer Tidd], and we kept
together, until we got to Centre County, Pennsylvania, where we bought a box and packed up all heavy luggage,
such as rifles, blankets, etc., and after being together three or four weeks we separated and I went on through with
the box to Ohio on the cars.” Osborn Perry Anderson, Barclay Coppoc, and Francis Jackson Meriam would travel
separately to safe exile in the area of St. Catharines, Canada. Barclay then went to his family home in Iowa, with
Virginia agents in close pursuit. There a band of young men armed themselves to defend him, and the Religious
Society of Friends disowned him for bearing arms. He was back in “Bleeding Kansas” in 1860, helping to run off
some Missouri slaves, and nearly lost his life in a second undertaking of this kind. He became a 1st Lieutenant in
Colonel Montgomery’s regiment, the 3d Kansas Infantry. Soon he was killed by the fall of a train into the Platte
river from a trestle 40 feet high, the supports of which had been burned away by Confederates.
Edwin Coppoc

Yes

Unwounded

Yes

Lieutenant

< 30

white

Edwin Coppoc, who had been born on June 30, 1835 and orphaned and adopted at the age of 6 into a nonresistantabolitionist Quaker farm family first of Salem, Ohio and then of Springdale IA. On March 6, 1857 he was disowned
by the Religious Society of Friends and in the spring of 1858 went to “Bleeding Kansas” as a settler — but did not
take part in the fighting. It was during a visit to Springdale in the fall of 1858 that he met John Brown. He would
surrender with Captain Brown in the engine house at Harpers Ferry, and would be tried by a jury of his white male
peers immediately after the conclusion of the trial of Captain Brown while his still-Quaker brother Barclay Coppoc
was eluding capture. He was sentenced on November 2. From prison before his hanging, he wrote his adoptive
mother that he was
“sorry to say that I was ever induced to raise a gun.”
He was hung with John Edwin Cook on December 16, 1859 and a day later his brother turned up at home in Iowa
(he also would soon be disowned). The body of Edwin Coppoc was buried in Winona, Iowa after a funeral attended
by the entire town (later the body would be reburied in Salem, Ohio).
Richard Henry Dana, Jr.

No

No

No

Enabler

white

Treason being punished as what it is, why would the downtown Boston lawyer Richard Henry Dana, Jr. allow
himself to become legal counsel to a “Secret Six” committee that was funding the activities of Captain John Brown,
as that loose cannon prepared to raid the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, Virginia? He was going to be implicated
as having obviously had guilty prior knowledge, and was obviously making himself of necessity a prime candidate
for the noose. As the going got hot he would make himself unavailable for prosecution –by venturing on a luxury
trip around the globe– but the issue is not how he might extricate himself from this, but why he would have so
endangered himself.
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Dr. Martin Robison Delany. At a meeting of the conspirators in Chatham in Canada West in May 1858, Doctor
Delany, the Reverend William Charles Munroe of Detroit, and several other leaders of the large black expatriate
community approved something termed the “Provisional Constitution and Ordinances for the people of the United
States,” as the charter for the pike-wielding fugitive society of raiders which was to be created in the remote
fastness of the Allegheny Mountains by Captain John Brown subsequent to his raid on the federal arsenal at Harpers
Ferry, Virginia.
Frederick Douglass

No

No

No

Supporter

41

of color

Waldo Emerson urged Frederick Douglass early on, to make himself into the General Toussaint Louverture of the
North American continent. When Captain John Brown made a speech offering himself as the leader for the forces
of freedom in “Bleeding Kansas”, Douglass stood in the audience and endorsed Brown and his mission despite the
unpleasant fact that the plan of the abolitionists was to permanently exclude all persons of color, whether free or
enslaved, from that new state. When the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry was raided, his role was intended to be
the raising aloft of the sword of General George Washington and the generaling of the black forces. His
involvement in this raid was acceptable to such personages as the Reverend Henry Ward Beecher only because his
blood had been mixed with white it was removed to a degree from its original “low animal condition” (the
Reverend’s category, the Reverend’s words) of blackness. At the very last moment Douglass perceived that the
prospects of the raid were for either failure or betrayal, and fled by way of Canada to England.
Ralph Waldo Emerson

No

No

No

Supporter

white

Waldo Emerson, acting as an agent provocateur of race war, recommended to Frederick Douglass in 1844 that he
become the liberator of his people on the North American continent, modeling himself upon the leader of the
successful Haitian revolution of the turn of the century, Toussaint Louverture. “Let me hold your coat while some
white man kills you,” or something to that effect. We only know about this because Henry Thoreau rushed down
to Boston right after the lecture, and had the lecture printed up as a pamphlet — after which there was no lying
about the provocation that had been made and so all Emerson could do was pretend that Douglass hadn’t been
present.
Hugh Forbes

No

No

No

Lieutenant

white
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Captain John Brown’s scheme, which he referred to as the “Subterranean Pass Way,” was that the escaped, armed
slaves were to “swarm” into and set up a center of resistance in the Alleghenies from which they could liberate
Virginia and then invade Tennessee and northern Alabama. Such a scoping of the situation never met with much
respect from other of the other schemers. In particular, the Scottish adventurer Hugh Forbes, Brown’s onetime
principal lieutenant, regarding blacks as inherently childlike, credulous, and cowardly, believed such a scheme to
be doomed to failure from its inception. The scenario preferred by Forbes would have involved the herding of the
slaves together by armed bands of white men and the driving of such herds of humans up the mountain chain toward
Canada, neatly disposing of America’s entire race problem — by simple relocation of it to another country.
Evidently the two planners parted company over issues such as this after Forbes had functioned in Tabor, Iowa as
the leader of military training for the recruits, and then Forbes attempted blackmail. When not offered a payoff, he
wrote long, detailed letters to congressmen and to others, and it is one of the unresolved issues, how anyone in high
office in Washington DC could have avoided knowing in advance that Brown was plotting a strike of some sort
against slavery.
George B. Gill

George B. Gill had come to “Bleeding Kansas” in 1857 after whaling in the Pacific Ocean, and had there been
recruited by John Brown. During the year before the raid, Captain Brown sent Gill to visit a black “mumper” (con
artist) named Mr. Reynolds who persuaded Gill that he had gone through the South organizing and had brought
into existence in areas of the South a militant organization of black men and women. Pointing out to Gill that
Southern newspapers carried numerous references to the death of a favorite slave, he alleged that these were leaders
of liberation plots who were being discovered and offed. Southern blacks were ready and needed only to be given
a cue. There is evidence that several slaves from the Harpers Ferry area did participate in the raid itself, but returned
hastily to their plantations when it became obvious that the raid was a failure. Several fires were set in the vicinity
of Harpers Ferry in the week after the raid, probably by slaves and free Negroes. Richard Hinton estimates that
$10,000,000 was lost in the sale of Virginia slaves in the year 1859. Census figures show that between 1850 and
1860 there was almost a 10% decline in blacks in the three counties surrounding Harpers Ferry while the total
number of blacks in Maryland and Virginia was increasing by about 4%.
Reverend James Gloucester

No

Financial support

of color

The Reverend James Newton Gloucester of Brooklyn.
Shields Green

Yes

No

Yes

Private

< 30

of color
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Shields Green was an escapee from South Carolina who had served as clothes cleaner in Rochester, New York (his
business card there declared “I make no promise that I am unable to perform”) and acted as a bodyguard for
Frederick Douglass. He was known as “Emperor,” although how he obtained this nickname is not now known. He
decided to go with John Brown when Douglass turned back at the stone quarry prior to the Harpers Ferry raid,
saying to his boss “I believe I’ll go with the old man.” He took part in the raid and then refused to speak during his
trial. At the time of his hanging he was about 23 years of age. His cadaver would be dug up and used for the
instruction of students at the medical college in Winchester, Virginia. He, like John Anderson Copeland, Jr. and
Lewis Sheridan Leary, had been a resident of Oberlin, Ohio. A monument was erected by the citizens of Oberlin
in honor of their 3 fallen free citizens of color (the 8-foot marble monument would be moved to Vine Street Park
in 1971).
James H. Harris

James H. Harris
Lewis Hayden

Lewis Hayden, a black leader in downtown Boston whose escape from Kentucky had been aided by Delia Webster
in 1844. Eight years after escaping from slavery, he raised, as an act of gratitude and duty, a sum of $650, in order
to ransom the Reverend Calvin Fairbanks out of the Kentucky State Prison at Frankfort, where the Reverend had
been languishing under the accusation that he had assisted 47 slaves in their escape, and had served 14 years, and
had been whipped and beaten. Just before the raid on Harpers Ferry, Hayden helped recruit Francis Jackson Meriam
to carry a message and cash money to the hideout of John Brown, and take part in that struggle.
Albert Hazlett

Yes

No

Yes

Capt. or Lt.

< 30

white

Albert Hazlett, born in Pennsylvania on September 21, 1837, did not take part in the fight at Harpers Ferry but,
with John Edwin Cook who had escaped from that fight by climbing a tree and who later identified him to the
prosecutors, would be belatedly hanged. Before the raid he had worked on his brother’s farm in western
Pennsylvania, and he had joined the others at Kennedy Farm in the early part of September 1859. He was arrested
on October 22d in Carlisle, Pennsylvania, near Chambersburg, where he was using the name “William Harrison,”
was extradited to Virginia, was tried and sentenced at the spring term of the Court, and was hanged on March 16,
1860. George B. Gill said that “I was acquainted with Hazlett well enough in Kansas, yet after all knew but little
of him. He was with Montgomery considerably, and was with [Aaron D. Stevens] on the raid in which Cruise was
killed. He was a good-sized, fine-looking fellow, overflowing with good nature and social feelings.... Brown got
acquainted with him just before leaving “Bleeding Kansas”.” To Mrs. Rebecca B. Spring he wrote on March 15,
1860, the eve of his execution, “Your letter gave me great comfort to know that my body would be taken from this
land of chains.... I am willing to die in the cause of liberty, if I had ten thousand lives I would willingly lay them
all down for the same cause.”
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The Reverend Thomas Wentworth “Charles P. Carter” Higginson of the Secret “Six” believed that “Never in
history was there an oppressed people who were set free by others” (it was therefore up to American black people
to demonstrate their courage, and their worthiness to be free — basically by getting themselves exterminated).
After Harpers Ferry he would attempt to organize an expedition to raid the Charles Town lockup and rescue the
accused — this was an expedition Henry Thoreau would oppose, asserting that to the contrary Captain Brown’s
highest and best purpose was to be hung.
Richard J. Hinton

Richard J. Hinton, abolitionist journalist whose opposition to slavery led him to transform himself into a gunslinger.
Refer to: Richard J. Hinton, JOHN BROWN AND HIS MEN (NY: Funk & Wagnalls, 1894; Reprint NY: The Arno
Press, 1968).
WHAT TO TAKE: Let your trunk, if you have to buy one,
be of moderate size and of the strongest make. Test it
by throwing it from the top of a three-storied house;
if you pick it up uninjured, it will do to go to Kansas.
Not otherwise.
— James Redpath and Richard J. Hinton, HAND-BOOK TO
KANSAS TERRITORY, 1859, as quoted on page 3

Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe

Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe and others of the Massachusetts State Kansas Committee raised $5,000 in one day, to
buy enough Sharp’s rifles to arm 200 men to the teeth in “Bleeding Kansas.” He, as well as the Reverend Theodore
Parker, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, Gerrit Smith, and George Luther Stearns, fully grasped from the earliest
moment the fact that the probable result of their attempt to incite a race war (black Americans against white), would
be, at least initially, a defeat of the black forces of servile insurrection. These 5 of the white conspirators of the
Secret “Six” finance committee clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies in order to foment
sectional civil war between Northern and Southern white Americans.
Julia Ward Howe

No

White

Julia Ward Howe was a racist and, because she carried out errands for her husband Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe who
was on the Secret “Six” finance committee (such as having a surreptitious meeting in their home with Captain John
Brown), must surely have been aware of and must surely have approved of that committee’s agendas.
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Thaddeus Hyatt was a businessman and financier involved in the preparation of “Bleeding Kansas” as a “free soil”
or “Aryan Nation” enclave. Summoned to give testimony before the congressional committee investigating the raid
on the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, he would refuse to appear — and would be imprisoned for a period but
ultimately would get away with this refusal.
John Jones

No

Support

white

John Jones was a Chicago businessman of color (John Brown stayed at his home). He and his wife Mary
Richardson Jones were active abolitionists, agitating for the repeal of the Illinois Black Laws. (Not only did these
laws obligate black Americans to prove that they were free in order to enter the state, but once they were in state
these laws barred them not only from visiting white homes, but from owning any property or merchandise, or
entering into any contracts.)
John Henry Kagi

Yes

Yes

Secretary of War,
adjutant

24

white

Although John Henry Kagi, the best educated of the raiders, was largely self-taught, his letters to the New-York
Tribune, the New-York Evening Post, and the National Era testify to his grounding. A debater, public speaker,
stenographer, wannabee writer, and total abstainer from alcohol, he was cold in manner and rough in appearance.
A nonparticipant in organized religion, he was an able man of business. He had been born on March 15, 1835, a
son of the blacksmith for Bristolville OH in a family of Swiss descent (the name originally having been Kagy). In
1854-1855 he had taught school at Hawkinstown VA but had indicated an objection to the system of slavery there
and had been compelled to return to Ohio under a pledge never to return. He had gone to Nebraska City in 1856
and been admitted to the bar. He then entered Kansas with one of General James H. Lane’s parties and enlisted in
Aaron D. Stevens’s (“Colonel Whipple’s”) 2d Kansas Militia. In fighting in the town of Tecumseh in “Bleeding
Kansas” he proved himself by killing at least one man, who had been coming after him with a club. After being
captured by US troops he had been imprisoned at Lecompton and at Tecumseh, but was finally released. On January
31, 1857 he had been struck on the head with a gold-headed cane by a proslavery judge, drew his revolver and shot
the judge in the groin, but Judge Elmore got off three shots and one struck Kagi over the heart, the bullet being
stopped by a memorandum-book. He was long in recovering from these wounds, with his family in Ohio, he then
returned to Kansas and joined John Brown. He bore the title of Secretary of War in the provisional government and
was next in command to John Brown; he was also the adjutant. When in Chambersburg as agent for the raiders, he
boarded with Mrs. Mary Rittner. At Harpers Ferry he was trapped along with John Anderson Copeland, Jr. and
Lewis Sheridan Leary in the armory called Hall’s Rifle Works. When the three men made a run for it, heading down
to the Shenandoah River, they got themselves trapped in a crossfire and John Henry Kagi was the first killed, his
body being left to float in the river. [Eyal J. Naveh in CROWN OF THORNS: POLITICAL MARTYRDOM IN AMERICA FROM
ABRAHAM LINCOLN TO MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. (NY: New York UP, 1990) described Kagi as black (Page 31: “Even though
black followers of Brown, such as John Henry Kagi, were also executed in Virginia, for blacks, John Brown became the most
famous martyr for their freedom.”), but this was just another of the long series of tendentious but uncontested errors which make
such literature so unreliable.]
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Amos Lawrence provided the large bulk of the investment capital needed by Eli Thayer’s New England Emigrant
Aid Company for the purchase land in the new territory then well known as “Bleeding Kansas”, needed in order to
encourage the right sort of black-despising poor white Americans to settle there as “decent antislavery”
homesteaders. The idea was to send entire communities in one fell swoop, increasing the value of the properties
owned by this company. If political control over this territory could be achieved, they would be able to set up a real
Aryan Nation, from which slaves would of course be excluded because they were enslaved, and from which free
blacks Americans would of course be excluded because as human material they were indelibly inferior.
Lewis Sheridan Leary

Yes

Yes

Private

25

of color

Lewis Sheridan “Shad” Leary was a mulatto citizen of Oberlin, Ohio. He was descended from an Irishman,
Jeremiah O’Leary, who had fought in the Revolution under General Nathanael Greene of Rhode Island, who had
married a woman of mixed blood, partly African, partly of that Croatan Indian stock of North Carolina, which is
believed by some to be lineally descended from the “lost colonists” left by John White on Roanoke Island in 1587.
Leary was born at Fayetteville NC on March 17, 1835, and was therefore in his 25th year when killed during the
raid upon the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry. Like his father, he was a saddler and harness-maker. In 1857 he had
gone to Oberlin to live, marrying there and making the acquaintance of John Brown in Cleveland. To go to Harper’s
Ferry, he left his wife with a 6-month-old child at Oberlin, his wife being in ignorance of the purpose of his trip.
He was given funds to go from Oberlin to Chambersburg in the company of his nephew John Anderson Copeland,
Jr. He was isolated along with his nephew and John Henry Kagi in the armory called Hall’s Rifle Works. When the
three men made a run for it, heading down to the Shenandoah River, they got themselves caught in a crossfire, and
after Kagi had been killed and Leary shot several times, he was taken, his wounds so severe that he would die the
following morning. He was able to dictate messages to his family and is reported as saying “I am ready to die.” A
monument was erected by the citizens of Oberlin in honor of their three fallen free men of color, Leary, Copeland,
and Shields Green (the 8-foot marble monument would be moved to Vine Street Park in 1971). The Leary child
would subsequently be educated by James Redpath and Wendell Phillips.
William H. Leeman

Yes

Yes

Captain

< 21

white
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William H. Leeman was born on March 20, 1839 and was recruited in Maine as a 17-year-old very impressed with
John Brown. Being of a rather wild disposition, he had early left his home in Maine. Educated in the public schools
of Saco and Hallowell ME, he was working in a shoe factory in Haverhill MA at the age of 14. In 1856 he entered
“Bleeding Kansas” with the second Massachusetts colony of that year, and became a member of Captain Brown’s
“Volunteer Regulars” on September 9, 1856. He fought well at Osawatomie when but 17 years old. Owen Brown
found him hard to control at Springdale, Iowa. George B. Gill said of him that he had “a good intellect with great
ingenuity.” By the raid upon Harpers Ferry he had reached the age of 20. On October 17, 1859, the youngest of the
raiders, he made a mad dash out of the relative safety of the armory to swim down the Potomac River but two
militiamen caught up with him and shot him down on an islet in the river. His body would be used for target practice
for hours by the drunken citizenry, until the hail of bullets pushed it into the current and it was carried downstream.
Mrs. Annie Brown Adams would write of him: “He was only a boy. He smoked a good deal and drank sometimes;
but perhaps people would not think that so very wicked now. He was very handsome and very attractive.”
Francis Jackson Merriam

Yes

No

No

Private

< 30

white

Francis Jackson Meriam, grandson and namesake of the Garrisonian abolitionist and Boston historian Francis
Jackson, was a young manic-depressive with but one good eye. He helped James Redpath collect materials in Haiti
and across the American South for use in a book dedicated to John Brown and Redpath arranged for Meriam to join
Brown’s guerrillas. He was not captured or killed at Harpers Ferry because he had been left in one of his fits of
despair at the Kennedy farmhouse during the raid. After escaping through Shippensburg, Philadelphia, Boston,
Concord, and the area of St. Catharines, Canada he served as a captain in the 3rd South Carolina Colored Infantry.
Erratic and unbalanced, he urged wild schemes upon his superiors and sometimes attempt them. In an engagement
under General Grant he received a serious leg wound. He died suddenly on November 28, 1865 in New-York.
Charles Moffett

Yes

Charles Moffett, a drifter from Iowa about whom little is known.
Edwin Morton

No

The very tall Franklin Benjamin Sanborn’s intimate college friend Edwin Morton of Plymouth, a descendant of one
of the prominent Founding Fathers, was about as deeply involved in the Harpers Ferry raid as any member of the
Secret “Six”. He was Gerrit Smith’s private secretary and resided with his family, and after the raid, while the
congressional investigation was going on, he fled overseas and chummed around at Shrewsbury and Hodnet with
Henry Thoreau’s very tall friend Thomas Cholmondeley.
Dangerfield Newby

Yes

Yes

bridge sentinel

39

light
mulatto
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Dangerfield Newby, a free light mulatto, very tall and with a splendid physique, was serving as a sentinel at the
Harpers Ferry bridge and was shot to death as he and the two white men with him retreated before the charge of
the Jefferson Guards of Charles Town VA, coming across the Potomac from the Maryland side. He was not brought
down by ball or bullet, but by a 6-inch spike being used as a musket projectile, which caught him in the throat and
ripped him severely. Since neither of the two white men were shot, it appears that as a mulatto he was targeted.
The body was beaten savagely, and its ears snipped off as trophies, and then a herd of hogs was driven up to root
on it.
The Reverend Theodore
Parker

No

White

The Reverend Theodore Parker, a stone racist, declared from his pulpit that while he ordinarily spent $1,500 a year
on books, the equivalent of 4 or 5 men’s annual wages, for the time being he was going to restrict himself to
spending less than one man’s annual wage on books per year, and devote the remaining moneys to the purchase of
guns and ammunition for the white people going to the Kansas Territory. Sharps rifles, the very latest in deadliness,
cost $25 apiece when had in sufficient quantity:
“I make all my pecuniary arrangements with the expectation of civil war.”
He would take to marking the boxes of new Sharps rifles he shipped illegally to “Bleeding Kansas” with the word
BOOKS, and he would take to referring to these firearms as so many copies of RIGHTS OF THE PEOPLE as in “The
right of the people to keep and to bear arms shall not be infringed.” He, as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe,
Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, Gerrit Smith, and George Luther Stearns of the Secret “Six”, fully grasped from the
earliest moment the fact that the probable result of their attempt to incite a race war, of black Americans against
white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of the black forces of servile insurrection. These 5 of the white
conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their allies among the Northern and Southern black
Americans slave and free, in order to foment a rectification of the Southern white Americans.
Luke F. Parsons

Luke F. Parsons, 22 years old and already a mercenary fighter seasoned in “Bleeding Kansas”, a petty thief in need
of a paycheck and a legitimating excuse.
Richard Realf
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Richard Realf was a 23-year-old Englishman, the son of a rural constable. In 1852 he had put out a collection of
poetry, GUESSES AT THE BEAUTIFUL, and in 1854, after giving up being the lover of Lady Noell Byron, widow of
George Gordon, Lord Byron, he was led to the United States of America by “instincts” which he characterized as
“democratic and republican, or, at least, anti-monarchical.” He had been introduced to John Brown at the end of
November 1857 in Lawrence in “Bleeding Kansas” while working as a correspondent for the Illinois State Gazette.
It has been John Edwin Cook who had persuaded him to sign up with Brown’s god-squad.
James Redpath

James Redpath, crusading journalist out to make a buck in the best way.
G.J. Reynolds

George J. Reynolds, a light mulatto blacksmith or coppersmith of Sandusky, Ohio, from Virginia although saying
he was from Vermont, with native American as well as black African heritage, age 35 at the time of the raid on the
federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, and active in the Underground Railroad.
Richard Richardson

of color

Richard Richardson, a fugitive slave from Lexington, Missouri who had joined John Brown in southern Iowa, was
going through that unfortunate but now-well-understood initial period of reaction to freedom in which a former
slave, accustomed to servitude and unaccustomed to self-origination, attaches himself to some authoritative white
man who is able with courtesy to make use of him.
Judge Thomas Russell

No

White

Mary Ellen Russell visited John Brown in jail a few weeks before his execution. She said that although she had
never approved of his violent methods, she admired him as a man of vision and idealism. Brown had been friends
with the Russells for years, and had stayed at their home on several occasions despite the fact that Thomas Russell
was a prominent member of the Massachusetts judiciary. Franklin Benjamin Sanborn of the Secret “Six” would
allege long after the raid on Harpers Ferry that “Brown’s general purpose of attacking slavery by force, in Missouri
or elsewhere, was known in 1857-8-9” to Judge Russell.
Franklin Benjamin Sanborn

No

White
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Franklin Benjamin Sanborn of Concord, as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the Reverend Theodore Parker,
Gerrit Smith, and George Luther Stearns, fully grasped from the earliest moment the fact that the probable result
of their attempt to incite a race war, of black Americans against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a
defeat of their black forces. These 5 of the white Secret “Six” conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the
lives of their black allies for servile insurrection in order to foment sectional civil war between Northern and
Southern white Americans.
(John Brown, who had himself buried a wife and promptly recruited another one, once commented to Sanborn,
in regard to the young man’s grief over the prompt death of his young bride Ariana Walker, that he was too young
to be married to a gravestone.)
Gerrit Smith

No

White

The immensely wealthy “H. Ross Perot” political figure of that era was a former Millerite millennialist: Gerrit
Smith. In this American’s mansion outside Syracuse, New York, standing in the center of his study, was an ornate
mahogany desk. Rumor had it that this had once been the desk of the emperor Napoleon Bonaparte himself.
The millennium of William Miller not having arrived on schedule, Smith had become determined to, as he put it,
“make himself a colored man” –he desired to explore his inner blackness– and thus he befriended Frederick
Douglass (Smith would be Douglass’s friend, that is, up to the point at which he would discover that black
Americans were inherently racially inferior to white Americans and thus unworthy of consideration). He, as well
as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the Reverend Theodore Parker, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, and George Luther
Stearns of the Secret “Six” fully grasped from the earliest moment that the probable result of their attempt to incite
a servile insurrection of black Americans against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of the black
forces. These 5 of the white conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies, in order
to disrupt relations between Northern and Southern white Americans, toward the generation of a sectional civil war.
Stephen Smith

Stephen Smith, lumber dealer of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.
Lysander Spooner

The anarchist Boston attorney Lysander Spooner, who was well aware of John Brown’s plans for the raid on the
federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, wrote to Gerrit Smith in January 1859 warning that Brown had neither the men
nor the resources to succeed. After the raid he would plot the kidnapping of Governor Henry A. Wise of Virginia,
the idea being to take him at pistol point aboard a tug and hold him off the Atlantic coast, at threat of execution
should Brown be executed.
George Luther Stearns
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George Luther Stearns, a Boston manufacturer of lead pipe and the secretary of the Boston Emancipation League,
as well as Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, the Reverend Theodore Parker, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, and Gerrit Smith
of the Secret “Six,” fully grasped from the earliest moment the fact that the probable result of their attempt to incite
a race war, of black Americans against white Americans, would be, at least initially, a defeat of their black forces.
These 5 of the white conspirators clearly had been willing to sacrifice the lives of their black allies in servile
insurrection in order to foment a sectional civil war between Northern and Southern white Americans.
Aaron Dwight Stevens

Yes

Badly
wounded

Yes

Captain

28

white

Aaron Dwight Stevens, John Brown’s drillmaster, born in Lisbon, Connecticut on March 15, 1831, had run away
from home in 1847 at the age of 16 to serve with a Massachusetts volunteer regiment in Mexico. He made himself
proficient with the sword. At Taos in May 1855, he received a sentence of death for “mutiny, engaging in a drunken
riot, and assaulting Major George A.H. Blake” of the 1st US Dragoons. This was commuted by President Franklin
Pierce to 3 years hard labor but he escaped from Fort Leavenworth in 1856, 1st finding refuge with the Delaware
tribe and then joining the Kansas Free State militia of James Lane under the name “Whipple.” He became Colonel
of the 2d Kansas Militia and met Brown on August 7, 1856 at the Nebraska line when Lane’s Army of the North
marched into “Bleeding Kansas”. He became a devoted follower. He was a spiritualist. At Harpers Ferry, when
Brown sent this middleaged man out along with his son Watson Brown to negotiate under a flag of truce, he
received four bullets and was taken alive. The never-married Stevens was of old Puritan stock, and his greatgrandfather had been a captain in the Revolutionary army. Because of a relationship with Rebecca B. Spring of the
Eagleswood social experiment near Perth Amboy, New Jersey, after his execution on March 16th he would be
buried there alongside Albert Hazlett. According to George B. Gill, writing after his death, “Stevens — how
gloriously he sang! His was the noblest soul I ever knew. Though owing to his rash, hasty way, I often found
occasion to quarrel with him more so than with any of the others, and though I liked [John Henry Kagi] better than
any man I ever knew, our temperaments being adapted to each other, yet I can truly say that Stevens was the most
noble man that I ever knew.”
Stewart Taylor

Yes

Yes

Private

23

white

Stewart Taylor, the only raider not of American birth, had been born on October 29, 1836 at Uxbridge in Canada.
He became a wagonmaker and in 1853 he went to Iowa, where in 1858 he became acquainted with John Brown
through George B. Gill. He was a spiritualist. A relative, Jacob L. Taylor of Pine Orchard, Canada West, wrote to
Richard J. Hinton on April 23, 1860 that he had been “heart and soul in the anti-slavery cause. An excellent debater
and very fond of studying history. He stayed at home, in Canada, for the winter of 1858-1859, and then went to
Chicago, thence to Bloomington IL, and thence to Harper’s Ferry. He was a very good phonographer
[stenographer], rapid and accurate. He was overcome with distress when, getting out of communication with the
John Brown movement, he thought for a time that he was to be left out.”
Eli Thayer

No
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Eli Thayer, an entrepreneur who believed in “doing well by doing good,” formed the New England Emigrant Aid
Company, to purchase land in the new territory then well known as “Bleeding Kansas” and encourage the right sort
of black-despising poor white Americans to settle there by providing information, cheapening transportation, and
setting up saw mills and flour mills to give work and incomes to such “decent antislavery” homesteaders. The idea
was to send entire communities in one fell swoop, increasing the value of the properties owned by this company.
If political control over this territory could be achieved, they would be able to set up a real Aryan Nation, from
which slaves would of course be excluded because they were enslaved, and from which free blacks Americans
would of course be excluded because as human material they were indelibly inferior. Thayer would comment in
retrospect, about the antebellum abolitionists with whom he had been affiliated, that they had constituted “a mutual
admiration society possessed by an unusual malignity towards those who did not belong to it.” He would instance
that there was never “any diffidence or modesty in sounding their own praises.”
Dauphin Adolphus Thompson

Yes

Yes

Lieutenant

< 30

white

Dauphin Adolphus Thompson, brother of William Thompson and a North Elba neighbor of the family of John
Brown, was born April 17, 1838. He was “very quiet, with fair, thoughtful face, curly blonde hair, and baby-blue
eyes.” His sister Isabella M. Thompson married Watson Brown and his elder brother Henry Thompson married
Captain Brown’s daughter Ruth. The two brothers were shot dead at Harpers Ferry.
William Thompson

Yes

Yes

Captain?

< 30

white

William Thompson was born in New Hampshire in August 1833, the son of Roswell Thompson. In Fall 1858 he
married a Mary Brown who was not related to the family of John Brown. His sister Isabella M. Thompson married
Watson Brown; his elder brother Henry Thompson married Captain Brown’s daughter Ruth. He had started for
“Bleeding Kansas” in 1856 but upon meeting the Brown sons returned with them to North Elba. Along with his
brother Dauphin Adolphus Thompson, he took part in the raid on the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry, and the two
of them were shot dead. When Captain Brown sent him out from the engine house to negotiate under flag of truce,
the mob of citizens placed him under arrest, took him to the local hotel barroom, discussed what to do, dragged him
into the street, executed him by shooting him in the head, and dumped his body into the Potomac River.
Henry David Thoreau

No

white

When, in 1844, Waldo Emerson, acting as an agent provocateur, recommended to Frederick Douglass’s face that,
modeling himself upon the leader of the successful Haitian revolution of the turn of the century, Toussaint
Louverture, he fashion himself into the liberator of his people and initiate on the North American continent a servile
insurrection or race war, it was Henry Thoreau who after the lecture rushed this information right down to Boston,
and had a pamphlet printed up, after which there was no way to dissimulate about the provocation that had been
made — and so all Emerson was able to do was pretend that Douglass hadn’t been present. (We, of course, have
credited Emerson’s cover story, not because there is any corroboration for it but because ... well, he’s Mr. Emerson
and wouldn’t lie to us.)
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On Raid?

Shot Dead?

Hanged?

Yes

No

No

His Function
Captain

Age
25

Race
white

Charles Plummer Tidd was born in Palermo ME in 1834 and had emigrated to Kansas in 1856 with the party of Dr.
Calvin Cutter of Worcester in search of excitement. After joining John Brown’s party at Tabor in 1857 he became
one of the followers of “Shubel Morgan” who returned to “Bleeding Kansas” in 1858 to raid into Missouri. During
the Winter 1857-1858 encampment of the Brown forces in the Iowa Territory, he “ruined” a Quaker girl and the
other members of the team had to sneak him away from Springdale, Iowa during the night. Nevertheless, the group
obtained some recruits not overly impressed with the Peace Testimony of George Fox from among the residents of
this town, such as the brothers Barclay Coppoc and Edwin Coppoc. He and John E. Cook were particularly warm
friends. He opposed the attack on Harpers Ferry but nevertheless took part both in the raid on the planter
Washington’s home and on the federal arsenal itself, escaped, and made his way on foot toward the northwestern
part of Pennsylvania. He and John Brown’s son Owen Brown would find work and safety, under assumed names,
on an oil well in the vicinity of Crawford County PA. He visited Massachusetts, Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Canada
and took part in the planning for the rescue of Aaron D. Stevens and Albert Hazlett while the Mason Commission
of the Congress was presuming that he had been killed in the fighting at Harpers Ferry. On July 19, 1861 he was
able to enlist under the name “Charles Plummer” and would become a 1st Sergeant of the 21st Massachusetts
Volunteers. On February 8, 1862 he died of fever aboard the transport Northerner during the battle of Roanoke
Island. (This was a battle he had particularly wished to take part in because ex-Governor Henry A. Wise of Virginia,
the nemesis of the Harpers Ferry raiders, was in command of the Confederates.) Charles Plummer Tidd’s grave is
#40 in the National Cemetery in New Berne NC.
THE QUAKER PEACE TESTIMONY
Harriet Tubman

No

of color

Harriet Tubman was negotiated with by John Brown for participation in the raid on the federal arsenal. She
mistrusted these men and had persistent dreams in which Brown and his sons appeared as serpents. The attack had
been scheduled to occur on the 4th of July, symbolic of national birth. At the last moment she alleged she was ill,
and for this reason as well as delays in the deliveries of supplies, the attack needed to be postponed for months. On
the day of the actual attack at Harpers Ferry she had a premonition that it would fail.
Henry Watson

No

of color

Henry Watson, barber of Chambersburg, Pennsylvania involved both with John Brown and with Frederick
Douglass.
etc.
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1813
May 11, Tuesday: Richard Henry Dana got married with Ruth Charlotte Smith in the St. John’s Church of
Providence, Rhode Island.1
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
3rd day 11 of 5 M 1813 / My Mind has this morng been dipt into
sweetness & several subjects have been ruminated upon which have
been pleasant, & at such times the language is ‘Lord evermore
give us of this bread,[’] but such is the propensity of frail
human nature that it is not at all times food convenient for us,
from our repeated errings we are brought to Povery & allmost
ready to conclude that we have past the day of grace & this
Poverty is designed to bring us to a sense of our dependance &
to chastise us for omissions & comissions, offensive in the
Divine sight, but my heart has been made thankful this morning
under a fresh evidence that the good hand is yet with me & will
continue with me unto the end if faithful to what is from season
to season manifested by the Witness of truth in the heart —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

1. They would create Richard Henry Dana, Jr., Ruth Charlotte Dana, Edmund “Ned” Trowbridge Dana, and Susan Dana.
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1815
August 1, Tuesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was born in Cambridge, Massachusetts, 2d of 4 children
of Richard Henry Dana, Sr. and Ruth Charlotte Smith Dana. The other children of this marriage:
• Ruth Charlotte Dana (1814-1901)
• Edmund “Ned” Trowbridge Dana (1818-1869)
• Susan Dana (1820-1822)
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
3rd day 1st of 8th M 1815 / This morning recd information from
NYork Caty Wickham that Niobe had been sick two days & an half
when she left their & her situation considered dangerous - this
information has affected my mind with much seriousness having
felt forebodings while I was there that when she came to be sick
her case would be hard, & the increased nearness which is felt
toward her at that time creates no small anxiety on her acct.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

NOBODY COULD GUESS WHAT WOULD HAPPEN NEXT
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1820

“LONE WOMAN”

It would be during this decade that a Russian whaler stopped by San Nicolàs Island off the California coast.
The crew, made up of Inuit from the Kodiak Islands, would of course slaughter as many of the native
Americans there as they could. In this year an adobe trading post was being constructed overlooking the ocean
at a cliff near Mission San Juan Capistrano, and this station would become the headquarters for an extensive
trade in hide and other commodities between the mission and various Boston schooners.

But in this year and the next, there would be drought in California.2 In this year, also, a “shoe factory” was
being started up in Concord, Massachusetts. At least some of the leather utilized in the construction of these
Concord shoes would be coming from the coast of Alta California, where the town of Los Angeles would be
becoming Boston’s “shadow city” of the West Coast.3 At that time shoemaking was a skill-intensive and laborintensive trade that required little capital investment. It was quite common in Lynn MA for a home to have a
“ten-footer,” that is, a ten-foot-square shed, in its side or back yard, in which you could find a male shoemaker
sitting with a lapstone resting on his leather apron, cutting and shaping shoes. Binders, usually women, would
sit in the main house, stitching the inner and outer soles to the uppers. The plan was, therefore, that the
handicrafted articles made in such ten-footers in Concord yards, almost finished, would be carried to this
central processing building for packing and shipping to wholesalers.

2. According to Mike Davis (a bestselling truckdriver as famous in LA as is that bestselling taxi-driver in Boston whose book is on
all the newstands), the urbanization of the Greater Los Angeles Metropolitan Area seems to have taken place during one of the most
unusual episodes of climatic and seismic benignity of our Holocene era. There have been two megadroughts in Los Angeles’s
prehistory dwarfing anything within our experience. During the past couple of centuries, the longest drought in Southern California
has lasted a mere six years, but these megadroughts, which occurred during the “Middle Ages” of Europe, held sway respectively
for 140 years and for 220 years. (Generally, abundant rainfall in the Los Angeles region correlates with the El Niño ENSO
phenomenon, extended drought with the La Niña ENSO phenomenon.)
3. Significantly, hides to cure, to manufacture these Lynn shoes, came from Boston’s “shadow city” on the Pacific Ocean:
Los Angeles. Influential citizens of this West Coast region, Aryan sons-in-law using the señoritas of the latifundistas and/as
breeding stock, were, very often, consumptive junior males of rich families, seeking relief from the Boston climate. The Richard
Henry Dana, Jr. of the TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST narrative noticed that these Bostonians had seemed to have left their
morals behind, when they became citizens of what was in actuality the most violent region of the Old West. So, when you think of
Lynn shoes, think not only of the local cottage labor, think also of the cowhides of the American frontier, and of the slave auction
block of downtown “El Pueblo de la Reina de Los Angeles de la Porciunucula.” It is by no accident that one of Thoreau’s best
friends was named “HGO” Blake, and that the LA Times newspaper was founded by General Harrison Gray Otis. Dana Jr. was not
the only young Bostonian to visit Los Angeles, he was simply one of the few of these men who visited Los Angeles and returned.
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Largest Scale Global Weather Oscillations around 1820
1814
1815
1816
1817
1818
1819
1820
1821
1822
1823

Southern
Oscillation

South Pacific
current reversal

strong

warm El Niño strong

absent

cold La Niña

absent

cold La Niña

moderate +

warm El Niño moderate +

absent

cold La Niña

moderate +

warm El Niño moderate +

absent

cold La Niña

moderate

warm El Niño moderate

absent

cold La Niña

absent

cold La Niña

The southern ocean / atmosphere “seesaw” links to periodic
Indonesian east monsoon droughts, Australian droughts,
deficient Indian summer monsoons, and deficient
Ethiopian monsoon rainfall causing weak annual Nile
floods. This data is presented from Tables 6.2-6.3 of Quinn,
William H. “A study of Southern Oscillation-related
climatic activity for AD 622-1900 incorporating Nile River
flood data,” pages 119-49 in Diaz, Henry F. and Vera
Markgraf, eds. EL NIÑO: HISTORICAL AND PALEOCLIMATIC
ASPECTS OF THE SOUTHERN OSCILLATION. Cambridge:
Cambridge UP, 1992.
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The cabin Henry Thoreau would eventually construct on Walden Pond would in many respects resemble one
of these familiar “ten-footers” used by the Lynn and Concord cobblers:

REPLICA OF CABIN
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1823
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to attend various schools in Cambridgeport, Westford, and Cambridge,
in preparation for his entering Harvard College in 1831.

While “Dickie” was 8 years old, a “thoroughly enraged” teacher grabbed him by the ear and “dragged him
over the bench on which he was sitting and back again.” The skin tore between ear and head. The Boston
attorney Richard Henry Dana, Sr. would protest and the school would respond by specifically prohibiting the
pulling of student ears (while retaining the application of the “ferule” to the palms of students).

LIFE IS LIVED FORWARD BUT UNDERSTOOD BACKWARD?
— NO, THAT’S GIVING TOO MUCH TO THE HISTORIAN’S STORIES.
LIFE ISN’T TO BE UNDERSTOOD EITHER FORWARD OR BACKWARD.
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1825
Johann Heinrich Pestalozzi’s boarding school near Neuchâtel, Switzerland, the “Yverdon Institute,” collapsed
during an intense struggle among the members of his teaching staff as to which one was going to become his
2d-in-command and then inherit the mantle of his authority. Pestalozzi had to go back to his earlier
establishment at Burgdorf, taking only a few of his pupils with him.

Pestalozzi’s four-volume novel LEONARD AND GERTRUDE, OR, A BOOK FOR THE PEOPLE, written in the 1780s
in German about the ordinary lives of German “people,” with the author’s ideas as to moral, social, and
political reform developing out of the inspirational example set by the devoted and self-sacrificing mother,
was at this point translated into English and published as two volumes in London by J. Mawman.4
Again “Dickie” Dana, at the age of 10, was subjected to corporal punishment by a schoolmaster:
He had placed me in the middle of the floor for some offense or
other, and my station being near the stove, and the room very
hot, I became faint and asked to be allowed to go out and gave
my reason, but to no purpose. In a few minutes we had our usual
recess of a quarter of an hour, and I went out. Here I came very
near fainting again, looked very pale, and asked leave to go
home. This was refused. As I was really sick, at the suggestion
of the boys, I went home, which was but a few minutes’ walk, to
get a written excuse. My father saw that I was ill and kept me
at home, and sent me the next morning with a written excuse for
my non-appearance, alleging faintness and sickness. Mr. W. was
mortified and angry at this and said that the excuse only covered
my not returning, while the chief offense was my going home
without leave, which he could not excuse, and calling me out,
took his ferule and ordered me to put out my left hand. (He also
4. Bronson Alcott’s signature in these volumes, still in the Alcott Library, is in a hand he used during his early years.
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intimated that my sickness was all a sham.) Upon this hand he
inflicted six blows with all his strength, and then six upon the
right hand. I was in such a frenzy of indignation at his
injustice and his insulting insinuations that I could not have
uttered a word for my life. I was too small and slender to
resist, and could show my spirit only by fortitude. He called
for my right hand again, and gave six more blows in the same
manner and then six more upon the left. My hands were swollen
and in acute pain, but I did not flinch nor show a sign of
suffering. He was determined to conquer me and gave six more
blows upon each hand, with full force. Still there was no sign
from me of pain or submission. I could have gone to the stake
for what I considered my honor. The school was in an uproar of
hissing and scraping and groaning, and the master turned his
attention to the other boys and left me alone. He said not
another word to me through the day. If he had I could not have
answered, for my whole soul was in my throat and not a word could
get out.

THE FUTURE IS MOST READILY PREDICTED IN RETROSPECT
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1826
Early in this year the newly minted Reverend Waldo Emerson would be preaching his first sermon, while
later on, in mid-October, he would be borrowing for that purpose the pulpit of his great-uncle the Reverend
Samuel Ripley.

However, during the spring and summer, there would be less grand things that needed to be accomplished: at
his mother’s home near Harvard College he would be occupied in teaching boys (one of these lads was Richard
Henry Dana, Jr.).

THE FUTURE CAN BE EASILY PREDICTED IN RETROSPECT
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1830
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. analyzed the religious culture of his day in his edition of Taylor’s NATIONAL
HISTORY OF ENTHUSIASM.
The failed minister Sylvester Graham attempted to become a professional reformer on the lecture circuit. At
first he lectured primarily against the evils of alcohol. (He would, however, allow his wife to drink wine and
gin, for strength, when she was ill or when she was nursing.)

During the 1830s many people would be attending such lectures and taking a pledge to live healthy lives and
eat right. Baker’s bread made from finely milled white flour was being recognized as injurious to health.
One should have no need for stimulants such as coffee and tea, whiskey and tobacco, spices, which only cause
a bothersome and excessive sexual appetite that distracted otherwise decent people from “civilized
endeavors.” To avoid masturbation, one should rise as soon as one awakes, and take a cold-water bath.
One should exercise regularly. Married couples could have sex once a month, and should not violate this rule
even on a honeymoon, because any energy given to sex would be energy taken away from the more serious
things in life. Tight corsets were unnatural. Meat was to be eaten only sparingly, and thus there would arise
vegetarian “Graham boardinghouses” at which no pepper, mustard, oil, vinegar or “other garbage” would be
provided.
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Our sailor-boy Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would comment extensively on the vegetarian aspect of this regimen,
and of course fail entirely to comment upon its sexual aspect, in TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST:
… The work was as hard as it could well be. There was not a moment’s cessation from Monday
morning till Saturday night, when we were generally beaten out, and glad to have a full night’s rest,
a wash and shift of clothes, and a quiet Sunday. During all this times,– which would have startled
Dr. Graham– we lived upon almost nothing but fresh beef; fried beefsteaks, three times a day,–
morning, noon, and night. At morning and night we had a quart of tea to each man; and an
allowance of about a pound of hard bread a day; but our chief article of food was the beef. A mess,
consisting of six men, had a large wooden kid piled up with beefsteaks, cut thick, and fried in fat,
with the grease poured over them. Round this we sat, attacking it with our jack-knives and teeth,
and with the appetite of young lions, and sent back an empty kid to the galley. This was done three
times a day. How many pounds each man ate in a day, I will not attempt to compute. A whole
bullock (we ate liver and all) lasted us but four days. Such devouring of flesh, I will venture to say,
was seldom known before. What one man ate in a day, over a hearty man’s allowance, would make
a Russian’s heart leap into his mouth. Indeed, during all the time we were upon the coast, our
principal food was fresh beef, and every man had perfect health; but this was a time of especial
devouring; and what we should have done without meat, I cannot tell. Once or twice, when our
bullocks failed and we were obliged to make a meal upon dry bread and water, it seemed like
feeding upon shavings. Light and dry, feeling unsatisfied, and, at the same time, full, we were glad
to see four quarters of a bullock, just killed, swinging from the fore-top. Whatever theories may be
started by sedentary men, certainly no men could have gone through more hard work and exposure
for sixteen months in more perfect health, and without ailings and failings, than our ship’s crew, let
them have lived upon Hygela’s own baking and dressing.

WHAT I’M WRITING IS TRUE BUT NEVER MIND
YOU CAN ALWAYS LIE TO YOURSELF
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1831
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe noticed that:
[I]t is expected that a person who has distinguished himself
in one field ... will not ... venture into one entirely unrelated.
Should an individual attempt this, no gratitude is shown.

An individual who failed to follow Goethe’s advice, becoming not only a man of literature but also an attorney
at law: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. As a 15-year-old he had been attending a private school in which the teachers
frequently and severely flogged the students: “There was never a half-day without a good deal of flogging.”
During this year he matriculated at Harvard College. Quite unlike Henry Thoreau in temperament, he would
make poor use of his abundant scholarly free time while enrolled. Evidence of this is that in all of this first
three-year period of education he would check out from the library only a total of 10 books. Toward the end
of this first year he would be rusticated for his part in the Harvard Rebellion, and during this period of
rustication he would be tutored by the conservative professor religion at Andover Theological Seminary, the
Reverend Leonard Woods (1807-1878).

After his dropping out of school in his junior year because his eyesight had been temporarily impaired by
measles, and after his famous period of recuperation and adventure in California, he would be significantly
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older and more disciplined and yet he would do only slightly better in the study department: he would check
out only 11 more books from the college library. Although Professor Edward Tyrrell Channing had both Dana
(who was his cousin) and Thoreau as students, clearly Thoreau learned better about writing from Professor
Channing than did Dana — all his life this sailor/lawyer/author would preserve a sloppy tendency to leave
danglers in his prose.
Another individual who failed to follow Goethe’s advice, becoming not only a medical doctor but also a man
of literature: Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes in this year published a series of essays, in the New England
Magazine, entitled “The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.”

(A quarter of a century later, this series would continue, in The Atlantic Monthly.)

CHANGE IS ETERNITY, STASIS A FIGMENT
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1832
In Providence, Rhode Island, the legally incorporated entity “The Charitable Baptist Society” obtained the
authority to place a tax on meetinghouse pews for the support of the ministry. At some points during this
society’s existence, it had tended toward the mindset of the Six Principle and General Baptists, at other points
toward the Five Principle and Particular Baptists. By this point in time it was tending toward the latter. Earlier
in the society’s existence, music in church had been frowned upon, but by this point, an organ had been
installed. Earlier, the baptisms had been performed in the Moshassuck and Wanasquatucket streams, but by
this point there was a baptistery.
Nathaniel Ames commented, in his NAUTICAL REMINISCENCES published by William Marshall in Providence,
that:
I do not know that I ever sailed in an American ship with an
individual before the mast that was a married man with the
exception of one Negro cook of Boston.
This offers an interesting point of comparison because TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST would instance the
black cook of the Pilgrim to have been a married man whose family lived in Robinson’s Lane in Boston’s
North End between Hanover and Unity Streets. Might this be the same married black cook from Boston who
had been met earlier by Nathaniel Ames?
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TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: After landing our hides, we next sent
ashore all our spare spars and rigging; all the stores which we
did not want to use in the course of one trip to windward; and, in
fact, everything which we could spare, so as to make room for
hides: among other things, the pig-sty, and with it “old Bess.”
This was an old sow that we had brought from Boston, and which
lived to get around Cape Horn, where all the other pigs died from
cold and wet. Report said that she had been a Canton voyage before.
She had been the pet of the cook during the whole passage, and he
had fed her with the best of everything, and taught her to know
his voice, and to do a number of strange tricks for his amusement.
Tom Cringle says that no one can fathom a negro’s affection for a
pig; and I believe he is right, for it almost broke our poor
darky’s heart when he heard that Bess was to be taken ashore, and
that he was to have the care of her no more during the whole voyage.
He had depended upon her as a solace, during the long trips up and
down the coast. “Obey orders, if you break owners!” said he. “Break
hearts,” he meant to have said; and lent a hand to get her over
the side, trying to make it as easy for her as possible. We got a
whip up on the main-yard, and hooking it to a strap around her
body, swayed away; and giving a wink to one another, ran her chock
up to the yard. “’Vast there! ’vast!” said the mate; “none of your
skylarking! Lower away!” But he evidently enjoyed the joke. The
pig squealed like the “crack of doom,” and tears stood in the poor
darky’s eyes; and he muttered something about having no pity on a
dumb beast. “Dumb beast!” said Jack; “if she’s what you call a dumb
beast, then my eyes a’n’t mates.” This produced a laugh from all
but the cook. He was too intent upon seeing her safe in the boat.
He watched her all the way ashore, where, upon her landing, she
was received by a whole troop of her kind, who had been sent ashore
from the other vessels, and had multiplied and formed a large
commonwealth. From the door of his galley, the cook used to watch
them in their manoeuvres, setting up a shout and clapping his hands
whenever Bess came off victorious in the struggles for pieces of
raw hide and half-picked bones which were lying about the beach.
During the day, he saved all the nice things, and made a bucket of
swill, and asked us to take it ashore in the gig, and looked quite
disconcerted when the mate told him that he would pitch the ’I
overboard, and him after it, if he saw any of it go into the boats.
We told him that he thought more about the pig than he did about
his wife, who lived down in Robinson’s Alley; and, indeed, he could
hardly have been more attentive, for he actually, on several
nights, after dark, when he thought he would not be seen, sculled
himself ashore in a boat with a bucket of nice swill, and returned
like Leander from crossing the Hellespont.
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We must not attempt to evade what Harvard Man Dana is suggesting here. In the Greek myth, every night
Leander was swimming across the Hellespont from Abydos in order to have sexual congress with the priestess
of Aphrodite at Sestus. To put this in the Queen’s English, in TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST Dana is
describing the old black married cook of his vessel, the Pilgrim on the California coast under Captain Edward
H. Faucon, as a pig fucker. The purpose of the bucket of swill with which the old black man is described as
furtively rowing ashore in the dark in the 4th week of February 1835
is to keep the sow preoccupied
while it is being sexually used. This is a semi-concealed “just between us good-ol’-boys” joke worthy to be
retailed at your next Ku Klux Klan rally. This sort of insinuation must have made Dana most exquisitely

popular among the Harvard College BMOCs when he returned as Mr. Sailorboy in tight pants to complete his
studies in Cambridge in 1837. In fact Dana has set this story up in such a manner that anyone who has the
stomach to do so is able to fathom “our poor darky’s” strange nighttime “affection for a pig.”
The author would come to describe his best-seller as a “boy’s story.” Actually, this part of it is a good ol’ boy’s
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story of the sort you might hear at your local KKK meeting out in the shack behind the town lumberyard.

For a comparison pig story in which it is not a black man, but the Devil, who is husbanding the sow,
follow this arrow:
The pig story works at a number of levels. It works at the level of racism, of course, because it is being told
by a certified white boy about the one black man on the ship. It works at the level of speciesism because there
is something of a barnyard hierarchy at work, with the fact that the animal in question is the ship’s sow, rather
than a horse or cow or chicken, in effect further intensifying the already utterly inflammatory nature of the tale.
Notice that the story works also at the level of ageism, for the man being accused by one of the younger men
on the ship just happens to be the oldest, and that the story works also as a homosexual animadversion against
the person who just happens to be the only married man before the mast. In fact there just isn’t any level at
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which Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s “boy’s story” derogation might be further intensified — without, of course,
the addition of the sort of crude drawing which one could find inscribed on the wall of a 19th-Century jake.
And, it would be not TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST but HUCKLEBERRY FINN that would be banned (possibly
at the insistence of Louisa May Alcott among others) in 1885
from the Concord Free Public Library!
If Mr. Clemens cannot think of something better to tell
our pure-minded lads and lasses, he had best stop
writing for them.
— From Nat Hentoff’s FREE SPEECH FOR ME – BUT NOT FOR THEE:
HOW THE AMERICAN LEFT AND RIGHT RELENTLESSLY CENSOR
EACH OTHER (HarperCollins/Harry Asher Books)

March: At Harvard College, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was rusticated for his part in the Rebellion. During this
period of rustication, until September rolled around again, he would be being privately tutored by the Reverend
Leonard Woods (1807-1878), the conservative professor of theology at Andover Theological Seminary.

DO I HAVE YOUR ATTENTION? GOOD.
September: Toward the end of his 1st year at Harvard College Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had been rusticated
for his part in the Harvard Rebellion. During this period of rustication he had been being tutored by the
Reverend Leonard Woods of Andover Theological Seminary — and at this point he was allowed to return
to the college.
An anonymous little book was printed by Marsh, Capen and Lyon at the author Marshall Tufts’s expense in
Boston and Cambridge. Tufts was a Harvard man, Class of 1827, and he had titled his anonymous 129-page
screed A TOUR THROUGH COLLEGE: CONTAINING SOME REMARKS FROM EXPERIENCE ON THE NATURE OF
THE LEARNING THERE ACQUIRED, THE FUTILITY OF THE LANGUAGES & MATHEMATICS, VARIOUS ERRORS
AND SUPPRESSIONS IN NATURAL & METAPHYSICAL PHILOSOPHY, & THE EASY MEANS OF ACQUIRING A
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LIBERAL EDUCATION WITHOUT THE COST .... One of the recommendations he issued in this book was that
students should renounce the college rank system and turn from routine studies to independent reading. He
asserted the study of ancient languages such as Greek and Latin, a core component of the current educational
plan, to be without any redeeming social significance.
We have not been able to evaluate the above 1832 self-publication! However, Tufts did self-publish another
book in the following year, 1833, which is available for our evaluation. This is the book he entitled SHORES
OF VESPUCCI: OR, ROMANCE WITHOUT FICTION, and perhaps by inspecting this 1833 production we might be
able to infer roughly what his 1832 production had been like: we might even be allowed to infer that it must
have been incoherent and diffuse and that that explains the fact that it has “not fossilized well.”

SHORES OF VESPUCCI
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1833
October: The government of Mejico declared a plan to secularize the missions of Alta California. Governor
José Figueroa announced a plan to emancipate the natives in the custody of the Franciscans of Mission San
Juan Capistrano and recognize them as a pueblo, a civilian town, near the site. He commented, further, that as
far as he was concerned the Juaneños were quite as civilized and quite as intelligent as the local white folk.5

5. In an entirely unrelated bit of news, on the East Coast of the continent during this period a Harvard College youth named Richard
Henry Dana, Jr. was being forced, by failing eyesight following measles at the beginning of his junior year, to interrupt his studies.

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

1834

Largest Scale Global Weather Oscillations 1800-1864
1834
1835
1836

Southern
Oscillation

South Pacific
current reversal

Indonesian Australian
monsoon
droughts

absent

cold La Niña

adequate

moderate

cold La Niña

drought

moderate

cold La Niña

adequate

adequate
adequate
adequate

Indian
monsoon

Annual Nile flood

adequate
adequate
adequate

adequate
extremely poor
2d year, very low

The southern ocean / atmosphere “seesaw” links to periodic Indonesian east monsoon droughts, Australian droughts, deficient Indian summer monsoons,
and deficient Ethiopian monsoon rainfall causing weak annual Nile floods. This data is presented from Tables 6.2-6.3 of Quinn, William H. “A study of
Southern Oscillation-related climatic activity for AD 622-1900 incorporating Nile River flood data,” pages 119-49 in Diaz, Henry F. and Vera Markgraf,
eds. EL NIÑO: HISTORICAL AND PALEOCLIMATIC ASPECTS OF THE SOUTHERN OSCILLATION. Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1992.

August: HOMĒROU ILIAS. THE ILIAD OF HOMER, FROM THE TEXT OF WOLF. GR. WITH ENGLISH NOTES AND
FLAXMAN’S ILLUSTRATIVE DESIGNS. EDITED BY C.C. FELTON (2d edition. Boston: Hilliard, Gray, and Co.).
This would be a required text at Harvard College and would be found in the personal library of Henry Thoreau.
When a plank on a Concord bridge gave way, two girls drowned.
TIMELINE OF ACCIDENTS

One or two incidents of these schools are fresh to my memory.
Sitting at the north window of the school room one summers
afternoon, I was curious to know the cause of the rapid driving
& running up the main road, and impatiently waited to find out
after school, that two girls of about half my age had fallen
through a loose plank in the south bridge and were drowned
clinging to each other and the piles under water — I knew one
of them very well, Esq Joseph Barretts daughter. It was a great
shock, and the whole town turned out the funeral of the victims
I with other boys of my age was asked to be one of the bearers,
and attended first at Dea. Elijah Woods house, the services of
the Orthodox minister over one child, and then in the old Lee
house where Squire Joe lived the two were placed side by side,
and another service was performed by the Unitarian preacher It
was an awfully hot day, and while this service was proceeding a
fearful thunder shower came up, the worst I can recall. The roomy
old mansion was full of people men women and children for the
schools were dismissed for the occasion, and the rain poured the
wind howled and the thunder rattled till women fainted, children
screamed and men were panic stricken, while the lightening
struck several times on the farm one setting into a blaze and
burning up a large pine tree in plain sight of the door where I
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stood. I recall the remark of the old stage driver Stuart at the
sight, that they burned the Charlestown convent last night so
that was safe from the lighting, and that news that was whispered
about did not allay the excitement or the strain After a long
long hour of waiting the rain stopped, and in the muddy washed
out and badly gullied streets under the broken clouds and
muttering thunder we bore the bodies on the bier to the graveyard
& were dismissed after sunset worn out, exhausted and in a
frightened state. This was August 16 1834— After this experience
I had a great fear of thunder showers that lasted till a boy
came to stay at our house and got to school whom I did not like
and who was even more of a coward about lightening. Laughing and
plaguing him on the matter cured me so entirely that I hardly
remember any more showers till recent years.

J.S. KEYES AUTOBIOGRAPHY
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Previously Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had for some reason turned down an offer to become “companion to the
supercargo” aboard the sailing ship Japan, which would have meant an all-expenses-paid visit to Calcutta.
While Ellery Channing II waited in the Dana home on Ellery Street in Cambridge, Massachusetts, his distant

cousin Dick Dana, eyesight temporarily damaged by measles, asked his father Richard Henry Dana, Sr. for
permission to leave Harvard College and signed on the Pilgrim, a ship bound to pick up a cargo of cowhides
in the Los Angeles area6, for use in the manufacturing of shoes in the Boston area. That is, to take up for a
period the life of a common seaman.7

6. Visit a replica of the Pilgrim at moorings next to the Orange County Marine Institute in Dana Point Harbor, south of Disneyland.
7. The narrative he would write would take no notice of the common homosexuality of sailor life during this period. It would be
made to appear as if this were something with which this particular attractive young man never had to deal.

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

August 15, Friday: John Anderson Copeland, Jr. was born in Raleigh, North Carolina.

Aboard the Pilgrim in Boston Harbor, the sailor Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to appreciate how very much
he had to learn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next day we were employed in preparations for sea, reeving studding-sail gear, crossing royal yards,
putting on chafing gear, and taking on board our powder. On the following night, I stood my first watch.
I remained awake nearly all the first part of the night from fear that I might not hear when I was called;
and when I went on deck, so great were my ideas of the importance of my trust, that I walked regularly fore
and aft the whole length of the vessel, looking out over the bows and taffrail at each turn, and was not a little
surprised at the coolness of the old salt whom I called to take my place, in stowing himself snugly away
under the long boat, for a nap. That was a sufficient look-out, he thought, for a fine night, at anchor in a safe
harbor.
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August 16, Saturday: Charles Darwin was clambering up Mount Campana in Chile.
In Canton, Viceroy Lu K’un restricted trade with foreigners.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sailed away on his excellent adventure as a common seaman.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next morning was Saturday, and a breeze having sprung up from the southward, we took a pilot on
board, hove up our anchor, and began beating down the bay. I took leave of those of my friends who came
to see me off, and had barely opportunity to take a last look at the city, and well-known objects, as no time
is allowed on board ship for sentiment. As we drew down into the lower harbor, we found the wind ahead
in the bay, and were obliged to come to anchor in the roads. We remained there through the day and a part
of the night. My watch began at eleven o’clock at night, and I received orders to call the captain if the wind
came out from the westward. About midnight the wind became fair, and having called the captain, I was
ordered to call all hands. How I accomplished this I do not know, but I am quite sure that I did not give the
true hoarse, boatswain call of “A-a-ll ha-a-a-nds! up anchor, a-ho-oy!” In a short time every one was in
motion, the sails loosed, the yards braced, and we began to heave up the anchor, which was our last hold
upon Yankee land. I could take but little part in all these preparations. My little knowledge of a vessel was
all at fault. Unintelligible orders were so rapidly given and so immediately executed; there was such a
hurrying about, and such an intermingling of strange cries and stranger actions, that I was completely
bewildered. There is not so helpless and pitiable an object in the world as a landsman beginning a sailor’s
life. At length those peculiar, longdrawn sounds, which denote that the crew are heaving at the windlass,
began, and in a few moments we were under weigh. The noise of the water thrown from the bows began to
be heard, the vessel leaned over from the damp night breeze, and rolled with the heavy ground swell, and
we had actually begun our long, long journey. This was literally bidding “good night” to my native land.

August 17, Sunday: Charles Darwin reached the top of Mount Campana in Chile.
Birth of Edward Fisher Nott.

An instrument for force feeding
should a slave attempt to
escape through self-starvation:
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August 20, Wednesday: In 1777 Friend Moses Brown had gone into his harvest field and called his laborers
together, and offered to pay them extra wages if they would be willing to dispense with the usual allowance of
distilled spirits that employers of that period provided to their laborers. At this point he confided to his journal
that “I have never Since being now 57 years furnished Any Spirits in Harvest or Hay Time, & I have My
business done better and the Laborers come in and go out More Quiet and Satisfactory to them & their Family
than they used to do when Spirits were freely Given and Used by them.”
Aboard the Pilgrim, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to learn the ropes, but some of these “ropes,” such as the
rope known as race relations, Dana already knew with sufficient precision. For instance, at numerous points
in his nautical narrative there would be references to “the cook” by occupational title, and he would repeatedly
be characterized as simple-hearted and as old and as African, but one thing we will never learn is that for our
adventurous author a black person has a name.
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Wednesday, Aug. 20th. We had the watch on deck from four till eight, this morning. When we came on deck
at four o’clock, we found things much changed for the better. The sea and wind had gone down, and the
stars were out bright. I experienced a corresponding change in my feelings; yet continued extremely weak
from my sickness. I stood in the waist on the weather side, watching the gradual breaking of the day, and
the first streaks of the early light. Much has been said of the sun-rise at sea; but it will not compare with the
sun-rise on shore. It wants the accompaniments of the songs of birds, the awakening hum of men, and the
glancing of the first beams upon trees, hills, spires, and house-tops, to give it life and spirit. But though the
actual rise of the sun at sea is not so beautiful, yet nothing will compare with the early breaking of day upon
the wide ocean.
There is something in the first grey streaks stretching along the eastern horizon and throwing an
indistinct light upon the face of the deep, which combines with the boundlessness and unknown depth of
the sea around you, and gives one a feeling of loneliness, of dread, and of melancholy foreboding, which
nothing else in nature can give. This gradually passes away as the light grows brighter, and when the sun
comes up, the ordinary monotonous sea day begins.
From such reflections as these, I was aroused by the order from the officer, “Forward there! rig the headpump!” I found that no time was allowed for day-dreaming, but that we must “turn to” at the first light.
Having called up the “idlers,” namely, carpenter, cook, steward, etc., and rigged the pump, we commenced
washing down the decks. This operation, which is performed every morning at sea, takes nearly two hours;
and I had hardly strength enough to get through it. After we had finished, swabbed down, and coiled up the
rigging, I sat down on the spars, waiting for seven bells, which was the sign for breakfast. The officer, seeing
my lazy posture, ordered me to slush the main-mast from the royal-mast-head, down. The vessel was then
rolling a little, and I had taken no sustenance for three days, so that I felt tempted to tell him that I had rather
wait till after breakfast; but I knew that I must “take the bull by the horns,” and that if I showed any sign of
want of spirit or of backwardness, that I should be ruined at once. So I took my bucket of grease and climbed
up to the royal-mast-head. Here the rocking of the vessel, which increases the higher you go from the foot
of the mast, which is the fulcrum of the lever, and the smell of the grease, which offended my fastidious
senses, upset my stomach again, and I was not a little rejoiced when I got upon the comparative terra firma
of the deck. In a few minutes seven bells were struck, the log hove, the watch called, and we went to
breakfast. Here I cannot but remember the advice of the cook, a simple-hearted African. “Now,” says he,
“my lad, you are well cleaned out; you haven’t got a drop of your ’long-shore swash aboard of you. You
must begin on a new tack,– pitch all your sweetmeats overboard, and turn-to upon good hearty salt beef and
sea bread, and I’ll promise you, you’ll have your ribs well sheathed, and be as hearty as any of ’em, afore
you are up to the Horn.” This would be good advice to give to passengers, when they speak of the little
niceties which they have laid in, in case of sea-sickness.
I cannot describe the change which half a pound of cold salt beef and a biscuit or two produced in me.
I was a new being. We had a watch below until noon, so that I had some time to myself; and getting a huge
piece of strong, cold, salt beef from the cook, I kept gnawing upon it until twelve o’clock. When we went
on deck I felt somewhat like a man, and could begin to learn my sea duty with considerable spirit. At about
two o’clock we heard the loud cry of “Sail ho!” from aloft, and soon saw two sails to windward, going
directly athwart our hawse. This was the first time that I had seen a sail at sea. I thought then, and have
always since, that it exceeds every other sight in interest and beauty. They passed to leeward of us, and out
of hailing distance; but the captain could read the names on their sterns with the glass. They were the ship
Helen Mar, of New York, and the brig Mermaid, of Boston. They were both steering westward, and were
bound in for our “dear native land.”
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Thursday, Aug. 21st. This day the sun rose clear, we had a fine wind, and everything was bright and
cheerful. I had now got my sea legs on, and was beginning to enter upon the regular duties of a sea-life.
About six bells, that is, three o’clock P.M., we saw a sail on our larboard bow. I was very anxious, like every
new sailor, to speak her. She came down to us, backed her main-topsail, and the two vessels stood “head
on,” bowing and curvetting at each other like a couple of war-horses reined in by their riders. It was the first
vessel that I had seen near, and I was surprised to find out how much she rolled and pitched in so quiet a
sea. She plunged her head into the sea, and then, her stern settling gradually down, her huge bows rose up,
showing the bright copper, and her stern, and breast-hooks dripping, like old Neptune’s locks, with the
brine. Her decks were filled with passengers who had come up at the cry of “sail ho,” and who by their dress
and features appeared to be Swiss and French emigrants. She hailed us at first in French, but receiving no
answer, she tried us in English. She was the ship La Carolina, from Havre, for New York. We desired her
to report the brig Pilgrim, from Boston, for the north-west coast of America, five days out. She then filled
away and left us to plough on through our waste of waters. This day ended pleasantly; we had got into
regular and comfortable weather, and into that routine of sea-life which is only broken by a storm, a sail,
or the sight of land.
As we had now a long “spell” of fine weather, without any incident to break the monotony of our lives, there
can be no better place to describe the duties, regulations, and customs of an American merchantman, of
which ours was a fair specimen.
The captain, in the first place, is lord paramount. He stands no watch, comes and goes when he pleases,
and is accountable to no one, and must be obeyed in everything, without a question, even from his chief
officer. He has the power to turn his officers off duty, and even to break them and make them do duty as
sailors in the forecastle. Where there are no passengers and no supercargo, as in our vessel, he has no
companion but his own dignity, and no pleasures, unless he differs from most of his kind, but the
consciousness of possessing supreme power, and, occasionally, the exercise of it.
The prime minister, the official organ, and the active and superintending officer, is the chief mate. He is
first lieutenant, boatswain, sailing-master, and quarter-master. The captain tells him what he wishes to have
done, and leaves to him the care of overseeing, of allotting the work, and also the responsibility of its being
well done. The mate (as he is always called, par excellence) also keeps the log-book, for which he is
responsible to the owners and insurers, and has the charge of the stowage, safe keeping, and delivery of the
cargo. He is also, ex-officio, the wit of the crew; for the captain does not condescend to joke with the men,
and the second mate no one cares for; so that when “the mate” thinks fit to entertain “the people” with a
coarse joke or a little practical wit, every one feels bound to laugh.
The second mate’s is proverbially a dog’s berth. He is neither officer nor man. The men do not respect
him as an officer, and he is obliged to go aloft to reef and furl the topsails, and to put his hands into the tar
and slush, with the rest. The crew call him the “sailors’ waiter,” as he has to furnish them with spun-yarn,
marline, and all other stuffs that they need in their work, and has charge of the boatswain’s locker, which
includes serving-boards, marline-spikes, etc., etc. He is expected by the captain to maintain his dignity and
to enforce obedience, and still is kept at a great distance from the mate, and obliged to work with the crew.
He is one to whom little is given and of whom much is required. His wages are usually double those of a
common sailor, and he eats and sleeps in the cabin; but he is obliged to be on deck nearly all his time, and
eats at the second table, that is, makes a meal out of what the captain and chief mate leave.
The steward is the captain’s servant, and has charge of the pantry, from which every one, even the mate
himself, is excluded. These distinctions usually find him an enemy in the mate, who does not like to have
any one on board who is not entirely under his control; the crew do not consider him as one of their number,
so he is left to the mercy of the captain.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
then the standing rigging is to be overhauled, replaced, and repaired, in a thousand different ways; and
wherever any of the numberless ropes or the yards are chafing or wearing upon it, there “chafing gear,” as
it is called, must be put on. This chafing gear consists of worming, parcelling, rounding, battens, and service
of all kinds– both rope-yarns, spun-yarn, marline and seizing-stuffs. Taking off, putting on, and mending
the chafing gear alone, upon a vessel, would find constant employment for two or three men, during
working hours, for a whole voyage.
The next point to be considered is, that all the “small stuffs” which are used on board a ship– such as
spun-yarn, marline, seizing-stuff, etc., etc.– are made on board. The owners of a vessel buy up incredible
quantities of “old junk,” which the sailors unlay, after drawing out the yarns, knot them together, and roll
them up in balls. These “rope-yarns” are constantly used for various purposes, but the greater part is
manufactured into spun-yarn. For this purpose every vessel is furnished with a “spun-yarn winch”; which
is very simple, consisting of a wheel and spindle. This may be heard constantly going on deck in pleasant
weather; and we had employment, during a great part of the time, for three hands in drawing and knotting
yarns, and making, spun-yarn.
Another method of employing the crew is, “setting up” rigging. Whenever any of the standing rigging
becomes slack, (which is continually happening,) the seizing and coverings must be taken off, tackles got
up, and after the rigging is bowsed well taught, the seizings and coverings replaced; coverings which is a
very nice piece of work. There is also such a connection between different parts of a vessel, that one rope
can seldom be touched without altering another. You cannot stay a mast aft by the back stays, without
slacking up the head stays, etc., etc. If we add to this all the tarring, greasing, oiling, varnishing, painting,
scraping, and scrubbing which is required in the course of a long voyage, and also remember this is all to
be done in addition to watching at night, steering, reefing, furling, bracing, making and setting sail, and
pulling, hauling and climbing in every direction, one will hardly ask, “What can a sailor find to do at sea?”
If, after all this labor– after exposing their lives and limbs in storms, wet and cold,
“Wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch:
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their furs dry;-”

the merchants and captains think that they have not earned their twelve dollars a month, (out of which they
clothe themselves,) and their salt beef and hard bread, they keep them picking oakum– ad infinitum. This
is the usual resource upon a rainy day, for then it will not do to work upon rigging; and when it is pouring
down in floods, instead of letting the sailors stand about in sheltered places, and talk, and keep themselves
comfortable, they are separated to different parts of the ship and kept at work picking oakum. I have seen
oakum stuff placed about in different parts of the ship, so that the sailors might not be idle in the snatches
between the frequent squalls upon crossing the equator. Some officers have been so driven to find work for
the crew in a ship ready for sea, that they have set them to pounding the anchors (often done) and scraping
the chain cables. The “Philadelphia Catechism” is,
“Six days shalt thou labor and do all thou art able,
And on the seventh– holystone the decks and scrape the cable.”

This kind of work, of course, is not kept up off Cape Horn, Cape of Good Hope, and in extreme north and
south latitudes; but I have seen the decks washed down and scrubbed, when the water would have frozen if
it had been fresh; and all hands kept at work upon the rigging, when we had on our pea-jackets, and our
hands so numb that we could hardly hold our marline-spikes.
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September 5, Friday: Great Britain and Russia agreed to respect the independence of Persia.
At the end of the first week in September, the “Institute of 1770” resolved to ask “the poet of last year,” Jones
Very, to deliver a poem at their next meeting.8 David Henry Thoreau was among those delegated to deliver
this request at his room on the top floor of Holworthy Hall.9
Question selected for debate at the next meeting: “Ought there
to be any restrictions on the publication of opinions?” “A vote of
thanks was passed to Mr. Lane for his donation of voting balls.
Declaimers, Holmes 2d, Hale, Davis 2d, Clapp, Barnes, Allen.
Debaters: Vose, Wheeler, Treat, Thoreau. Treat and Clarke were
chosen to constitute a committee to request the poet of last year
[Jones Very] to deliver his poem before this society on the next
evening.... Voted to adjourn to Wednesday evening Sept. 17th to
the South Inner dining hall.
Aboard ship, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. gazed as they passed another ship.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
After speaking the Carolina, on the 21st August, nothing occurred to break the monotony of our life until–
Friday, September 5th, when we saw a sail on our weather (starboard) beam. She proved to be a brig under
English colors, and passing under our stern, reported herself as forty-nine days from Buenos Ayres, bound
to Liverpool. Before she had passed us, sail ho!” was cried again, and we made another sail, far on our
weather bow, and steering athwart our hawse. She passed out of hail, but we made her out to be an
hermaphrodite brig, with Brazilian colors in her main rigging. By her course, she must have been bound
from Brazil to the south of Europe, probably Portugal.

8. Active member Freshmen and Sophomores automatically became honorary members when, as Jones Very had, they reached their
Junior year.
9. I don’t show Holworthy Hall on my map of Harvard. Where was it?
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September 7, Sunday: Two Royal Navy vessels forced their way up the Pearl River at Canton, putting three
Chinese forts out of commission (amicable relations would be speedily re-established).
During his initial week back in St. Petersburg, Mikhail Ivanovich Glinka met his future wife Maria Ivanovna
Petrovna for the first time.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. discovered that what the Sabbath amounted to, aboard many a ship, was pudding day.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, September 7th. Fell in with the north-east trade-winds. This morning we caught our first dolphin,
which I was very eager to see. I was disappointed in the colors of this fish when dying. They were certainly
very beautiful, but not equal to what had been said of them. They are too indistinct. To do the fish justice,
there is nothing more beautiful than the dolphin when swimming a few feet below the surface, on a bright
day. It is the most elegantly formed, and also the quickest fish, in salt water; and the rays of the sun striking
upon it, in its rapid and changing motions, reflected from the water, make it look like a stray beam from a
rainbow.
This day was spent like all pleasant Sabbaths at sea. The decks are washed down, the rigging coiled up,
and everything put in order; and throughout the day only one watch is kept on deck at a time. The men are
all dressed in their best white duck trowsers, and red or checked shirts, and have nothing to do but to make
the necessary changes in the sails. They employ themselves in reading, talking, smoking, and mending their
clothes. If the weather is pleasant, they bring their work and their books upon deck, and sit down upon the
forecastle and windlass. This is the only day on which these privileges are allowed them. When Monday
comes, they put on their tarry trowsers again, and prepare for six days of labor.
To enhance the value of the Sabbath to the crew, they are allowed on that day a pudding, or, as it is called,
a “duff.” This is nothing more than flour boiled with water, and eaten with molasses. It is very heavy, dark,
and clammy, yet it is looked upon as a luxury, and really forms an agreeable variety with salt beef and pork.
Many a rascally captain has made friends of his crew by allowing them duff twice a week on the passage
home.
On board some vessels this is made a day of instruction and of religious exercises; but we had a crew of
swearers, from the captain to the smallest boy; and a day of rest and of something like quiet, social
enjoyment, was all that we could expect.

September 22, Monday: The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr. aboard, encountered an armed ship
displaying no flag and, by the sailors wetting its sails constantly, was making a successful run for it.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
We continued running large before the north-east trade winds for several days, until Monday–
September 22d, when, upon coming on deck at seven bells in the morning, we found the other watch aloft,
throwing water upon the sails; and looking astern, we saw a small clipper-built brig with a black hull
heading directly after us. We went to work immediately, and put all the canvas upon the brig which we could
get upon her, rigging out oars for studding-sail yards; and continued wetting down the sails by buckets
of water whipped up to the mast-head, until about nine o’clock, when there came on a drizzling rain.
The vessel continued in pursuit, changing her course as we changed ours to keep before the wind. The
captain, who watched her with his glass, said that she was armed, and full of men, and showed no colors.
We continued running dead before the wind, knowing that we sailed better so, and that clippers are fastest
on the wind. We had also another advantage. The wind was light, and we spread more canvas than she did,
having royals and sky-sails fore and aft, and ten studding-sails; while she, being an hermaphrodite brig,
had only a gaff top-sail, aft. Early in the morning she was overhauling us a little, but after the rain came on
and the wind grew lighter, we began to leave her astern. All hands remained on deck throughout the day,
and we got our arms in order; but we were too few to have done anything with her, if she had proved to be
what we feared. Fortunately there was no moon, and the night which followed was exceedingly dark, so that
by putting out all the lights on board and altering our course four points, we hoped to get out of her reach.
We had no light in the binnacle, but steered by the stars, and kept perfect silence through the night.
At daybreak there was no sign of anything in the horizon, and we kept the vessel off to her course.
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October 1, Wednesday: Death of Waldo’s brother Edward Bliss Emerson at age 29 due to tuberculosis, at San
Juan, Puerto Rico (he left a diary, which is now at the Houghton Library of Harvard University).10

Records of the “Institute of 1770”:
Routine.

10. It had been Edward Emerson who had once commented that “the arrow of the angel had gone too deep.”
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. crossed the equator for the first time, becoming thereby a “son of Neptune.”
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Wednesday, October 1st. Crossed the equator in long. 24 24W. I now, for the first time, felt at liberty,
according to the old usage, to call myself a son of Neptune, and was very glad to be able to claim the title
without the disagreeable initiation which so many have to go through. After once crossing the line you can
never be subjected to the process, but are considered as a son of Neptune, with full powers to play tricks
upon others. This ancient custom is now seldom allowed, unless there are passengers on board, in which
case there is always a good deal of sport.
It had been obvious to all hands for some time that the second mate, whose name was F______, was an
idle, careless fellow, and not much of a sailor, and that the captain was exceedingly dissatisfied with him.
The power of the captain in these cases was well known, and we all anticipated a difficulty. F______
(called Mr. by virtue of his office) was but half a sailor, having always been short voyages and remained at
home a long time between them. His father was a man of some property, and intended to have given his son
a liberal education; but he, being idle and worthless, was sent off to sea, and succeeded no better there; for,
unlike many scamps, he had none of the qualities of a sailor– he was “not of the stuff that they make ’lors
of.” He was one of that class of officers who are disliked by their captain and despised by the crew. He used
to hold long yarns with the crew, and talk about the captain, and play with the boys, and relax discipline in
every way. This kind of conduct always makes the captain suspicious, and is never pleasant, in the end, to
the men; they preferring to have an officer active, vigilant, and distant as may be, with kindness. Among
other bad practices, he frequently slept on his watch, and having been discovered asleep by the captain, he
was told that he would be turned off duty if he did it again. To prevent it in every way possible the hen-coops
were ordered to be knocked up, for the captain never sat down on deck himself, and never permitted an
officer to do so.

NO-ONE’S LIFE IS EVER NOT DRIVEN PRIMARILY BY HAPPENSTANCE
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October 2, Thursday: All clergymen appointed under the former King Miguel were removed from their posts.
While in Leipzig, Felix Mendelssohn visited Friedrich Wieck who presented his daughter Clara. She played
some of her own music, some Chopin, and some music by a student of Wieck, Robert Schumann. Mendelssohn
was favorably impressed by Clara.
Aboard Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s Pilgrim, the second mate, Mr. Foster, was caught asleep on watch by
Captain F. Thompson and removed from his position.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The second night after crossing the equator, we had the watch from eight till twelve, and it was
“my helm” for the last two hours. There had been light squalls through the night, and the captain told
Mr. F______, who commanded our watch, to keep a bright lookout. Soon after I came to the helm, I found
that he was quite drowsy, and at last he stretched himself on the companion and went fast asleep.
Soon afterwards, the captain came very quietly on deck, and stood by me for some time looking at the
compass. The officer at length became aware of the captain’s presence, but pretending not to know it,
began humming and whistling to himself, to show that he was not asleep, and went forward, without looking
behind him, and ordered the main royal to be loosed. On turning round to come aft, he pretended surprise
at seeing the master on deck. This would not do. The captain was too “wide awake” for him, and beginning
upon him at once, gave him a grand blow-up, in true nautical style– “You’re a lazy, good-for-nothing rascal;
you’re neither man, boy, soger, nor sailor! you’re no more than a thing aboard a vessel! you don’t earn your
salt; you’re worse than a Mahon soger!” and other still more choice extracts from the sailor’s vocabulary.
After the poor fellow had taken this harangue, he was sent into his stateroom, and the captain stood the rest
of the watch himself.
October 3, Friday: Aboard Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s Pilgrim, the seaman Jim Hall from the Kennebec region
of Maine was promoted to second mate.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
At seven bells in the morning, all hands were called aft and told that F______ was no longer an officer
on board, and that we might choose one of our own number for second mate. It is usual for the captain to
make this offer, and it is very good policy, for the crew think themselves the choosers and are flattered by
it, but have to obey, nevertheless. Our crew, as is usual, refused to take the responsibility of choosing a man
of whom we would never be able to complain, and left it to the captain. He picked out an active and
intelligent young sailor, born near the Kennebec, who had been several Canton voyages, and proclaimed
him in the following manner: “I choose Jim Hall– he’s your second mate. All you’ve got to do is to obey
him as you would me; and remember that he is Mr. Hall.” F______ went forward into the forecastle as a
common sailor, and lost the handle to his name, while young foremast Jim became Mr. Hall, and took up
his quarters in the land of knives and forks and tea-cups.

October 5, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 5 of 10 M / Our Morning Meeting was silent In the
Afternoon Wm Almy was here & preached an animated sermon - after
which Lydia Breed prayed. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. on the Pilgrim discovered himself as close to the coast of South America.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, October 5th. It was our morning watch; when, soon after the day began to break, a man on the
forecastle called out, “Land ho!” I had never heard the cry before, and did not know what it meant, (and few
would suspect what the words were, when hearing the strange sound for the first time,) but I soon found,
by the direction of all eyes, that there was land stretching along on our weather beam. We immediately took
in studding-sails and hauled our wind, running in for the land. This was done to determine our longitude;
for by the captain’s chronometer we were in 25 W., but by his observations we were much farther, and he
had been for some time in doubt whether it was his chronometer or his sextant which was out of order.
This land-fall settled the matter, and the former instrument was condemned, and, becoming still worse, was
never afterwards used.
As we ran in towards the coast, we found that we were directly off the port of Pernambuco, and could
see with the telescope the roofs of the houses, and one large church, and the town of Olinda. We ran along
by the mouth of the harbor, and saw a full-rigged brig going in. At two, P.M., we again kept off before the
wind, leaving the land on our quarter, and at sun-down, it was out of sight. It was here that I first saw one
of those singular things called catamarans. They are composed of logs lashed together upon the water; have
one large sail, are quite fast, and, strange as it may seem, are trusted as good sea boats. We saw several, with
from one to three men in each, boldly putting out to sea, after it had become almost dark. The Indians go
out in them after fish, and as the weather is regular in certain seasons, they have no fear. After taking a new
departure from Olinda, we kept off on our way to Cape Horn.
CHRONOMETRY
LONGITUDE
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October 6, Monday-November 3: The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr., sailed south along the west
coast of South America.11

11. Dana explained that the word “lay,” which is in such general use on board ship, being used in giving orders instead of “go;” as,
“Lay forward!” “Lay aft!” “Lay aloft!” etc., he did not understand to be the neuter verb lie, mispronounced, but to be the active verb
lay, with the objective case understood; as, “Lay yourselves forward!” “Lay yourselves aft!” etc.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
We met with nothing remarkable until we were in the latitude of the river La Plata. Here there are violent
gales from the southwest, called Pamperos, which are very destructive to the shipping in the river, and are
felt for many leagues at sea. They are usually preceded by lightning. The captain told the mates to keep a
bright lookout, and if they saw lightning at the south-west, to take in sail at once. We got the first touch of
one during my watch on deck. I was walking in the lee gangway, and thought that I saw lightning on the lee
bow. I told the second mate, who came over and looked out for some time. It was very black in the southwest, and in about ten minutes we saw a distinct flash. The wind, which had been south-east, had now left
us, and it was dead calm. We sprang aloft immediately and furled the royals and top-gallant-sails, and took
in the flying jib, hauled up the mainsail and trysail, squared the after yards, and awaited the attack. A huge
mist capped with black clouds came driving towards us, extending over that quarter of the horizon, and
covering the stars, which shone brightly in the other part of the heavens. It came upon us at once with a
blast, and a shower of hail and rain, which almost took our breath from us. The hardiest was obliged to turn
his back. We let the halyards run, and fortunately were not taken aback. The little vessel “paid off” from the
wind, and ran for some time directly before it, tearing through the water with everything flying. Having
called all hands, we closereefed the topsails and trysail, furled the courses and jib, set the fore-topmast
staysail, and brought her up nearly to her course, with the weather braces hauled in a little, to ease her.
This was the first blow, that I had seen, which could really be called a gale. We had reefed our topsails
in the Gulf Stream, and I thought it something serious, but an older sailor would have thought nothing of it.
As I had now become used to the vessel and to my duty, I was of some service on a yard, and could knot
my reef-point as well as anybody. I obeyed the order to lay aloft with the rest, and found the reefing a very
exciting scene; for one watch reefed the fore-topsail, and the other the main, and every one did his utmost
to get his topsail hoisted first. We had a great advantage over the larboard watch, because the chief mate
never goes aloft, while our new second mate used to jump into the rigging as soon as we began to haul out
the reef-tackle, and have the weather earing passed before there was a man upon the yard. In this way we
were almost always able to raise the cry of “Haul out to leeward” before them, and having knotted our
points, would slide down the shrouds and back-stays, and sing out at the topsail halyards to let it be known
that we were ahead of them. Reefing is the most exciting part of a sailor’s duty. All hands are engaged upon
it, and after the halyards are let go, there is no time to be lost– no “sogering,” or hanging back, then. If one
is not quick enough, another runs over him. The first on the yard goes to the weather earing, the second to
the lee, and the next two to the “dog’s ears;” while the others lay along into the bunt, just giving each other
elbow-room. In reefing, the yard-arms (the extremes of the yards) are the posts of honor; but in furling, the
strongest and most experienced stand in the slings, (or, middle of the yard,) to make up the bunt. If the
second mate is a smart fellow, he will never let any one take either of these posts from him; but if he is
wanting either in seamanship, strength, or activity, some better man will get the bunt and earings from him;
which immediately brings him into disrepute.
We remained for the rest of the night, and throughout the next day, under the same close sail, for it
continued to blow very fresh; and though we had no more hail, yet there was a soaking rain, and it was quite
cold and uncomfortable; the more so because we were not prepared for cold weather, but had on our thin
clothes. We were glad to get a watch below, and put on our thick clothing, boots, and south-westers.
Towards sundown the gale moderated a little and it began to clear off in the south-west. We shook our reefs
out, one by one, and before midnight had top-gallant sails upon her.
We had now made up our minds for Cape Horn and cold weather, and entered upon every necessary
preparation.
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November 4, Tuesday: In his annual address to the state legislature, Governor Wilson Lumpkin proposed that
Georgia establish a state mental hospital. (No action would be taken until a building appropriation would be
passed in 1837. The Georgia State Sanatarium at Milledgeville would open during December 1842. The
hospital would be renamed the Milledgeville State Hospital and has become Central State Hospital.)12
PSYCHOLOGY
At William College, formation of the Delta Upsilon fraternity.
The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr., passed the Falkland Islands.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Nov. 4th. At day-break saw land upon our larboard quarter. There were two islands, of different
size but of the same shape; rather high, beginning low at the water’s edge, and running with a curved ascent
to the middle. They were so far off as to be of a deep blue color, and in a few hours we sank them in the
northeast. These were the Falkland Islands. We had run between them and the main land of Patagonia. At
sunset the second mate, who was at the mast-head, said that he saw land on the starboard bow. This must
have been the island of Staten Land; and we were now in the region of Cape Horn, with a fine breeze from
the northward, top-mast and top-gallant studding-sails set, and every prospect of a speedy and pleasant
passage round.

November 10, Monday: The new Zurich Theater opened with a performance of Die Zauberflote.
The HMS Beagle with Charles Darwin sailed from Valparaiso.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described the weather at Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Monday, Nov. 10th. During a part of this day we were hove to, but the rest of the time were driving on, under
close-reefed sails, with a heavy sea, a strong gale, and frequent squalls of hail and snow.

12. Street, W.R. A CHRONOLOGY OF NOTEWORTHY EVENTS IN AMERICAN PSYCHOLOGY. Washington DC: American
Psychological Association, 1994
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November 11, Tuesday: Clara Wieck began a concert tour of Hamburg, Hanover and Magdeburg.
Fantaisie et variations brillantes sur des motifs de L’Opera La Norma de Bellini op.25 for piano and strings by
Otto Nicolai was performed for the initial time, in Leipzig.
David Henry Thoreau checked out, from Harvard Library, either Benjamin Morrell’s A NARRATIVE OF FOUR
VOYAGES TO THE SOUTH SEA, NORTH AND SOUTH PACIFIC OCEAN, CHINESE SEA, ETHIOPIC AND SOUTHERN
ATLANTIC OCEAN, INDIAN AND ANTARCTIC OCEAN, FROM THE YEAR 1822 TO 1831 (NY: J. Harper, 1832), or
Abby Jane Morrell’s NARRATIVE OF A VOYAGE TO THE ETHIOPIC AND SOUTH ATLANTIC OCEAN, CHINESE
SEA, NORTH AND SOUTH PACIFIC OCEAN, IN THE YEARS 1829, 1830, 1831 (NY: J. Harper, 1833).

“There is no Frigate like a Book
To take us Lands away”
— Emily Dickinson
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Thoreau also checked out Enoch Cobb Wines’s TWO YEARS AND A HALF IN THE NAVY (2 volumes,
Philadelphia, 1832).

Records of the “Institute of 1770”:
”Is novel-reading beneficial?”
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described the weather of Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Nov. 11th. The same.

LIFE IS LIVED FORWARD BUT UNDERSTOOD BACKWARD?
— NO, THAT’S GIVING TOO MUCH TO THE HISTORIAN’S STORIES.
LIFE ISN’T TO BE UNDERSTOOD EITHER FORWARD OR BACKWARD.
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November 12, Wednesday: George Barrell Emerson remarried with Mary Rotch Fleming, a widowed sister
of Sarah Rotch Arnold, wife of James Arnold, and began to integrate himself into the extended Rotch/Arnold
family.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described the weather of Cape Horn (you can tell that he so wanted for this to be over):
“Wednesday. The same.”
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November 13, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. experienced Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday. The same.
We had now got hardened to Cape weather, the vessel was under reduced sail, and everything secured
on deck and below, so that we had little to do but to steer and to stand our watch. Our clothes were all wet
through, and the only change was from wet to more wet. It was in vain to think of reading or working below,
for we were too tired, the hatchways were closed down, and everything was wet and uncomfortable, black
and dirty, heaving and pitching. We had only to come below when the watch was out, wring out our wet
clothes, hang them up, and turn in and sleep as soundly as we could, until the watch was called again. A
sailor can sleep anywhere– no sound of wind, water, wood or iron can keep him awake– and we were always
fast asleep when three blows on the hatchway, and the unwelcome cry of “All starbowlines ahoy! Eight bells
there below’ do you hear the news?” (the usual formula of calling the watch,) roused us up from our berths
upon the cold, wet decks. The only time when we could be said to take any pleasure was at night and
morning, when we were allowed a tin pot full of hot tea, (or, as the sailors significantly call it “water
bewitched,”) sweetened with molasses. This, bad as it was, was still warm and comforting, and, together
with our sea biscuit and cold salt beef, made quite a meal. Yet even this meal was attended with some
uncertainty. We had to go ourselves to the galley and take our kid of beef and tin pots of tea, and run the risk
of losing them before we could get below. Many a kid of beef have I seen rolling in the scuppers, and the
bearer lying at his length on the decks. I remember an English lad who was always the life of the crew, but
whom we afterwards lost overboard, standing for nearly ten minutes at the galley, with his pot of tea in his
hand, waiting for a chance to get down into the forecastle; and seeing what he thought was a “smooth spell,”
started to go forward. He had just got to the end of the windlass, when a great sea broke over the bows, and
for a moment I saw nothing of him but his head and shoulders; and at the next instant, being taken off his
legs, he was carried aft with the sea, until her stern lifting up and sending the water forward, he was left high
and dry at the side of the long-boat, still holding on to his tin pot, which had now nothing in it but salt water.
But nothing could ever daunt him, or overcome, for a moment, his habitual good humor. Regaining his legs,
and shaking his fist at the man at the wheel, he rolled below, saying, as he passed, “A man’s no sailor, if he
can’t take a joke.” The ducking was not the worst of such an affair, for, as there was an allowance of tea,
you could get no more from the galley; and though the sailors would never suffer a man to go without, but
would always turn in a little from their own pots to fill up his, yet this was at best but dividing the loss among
all hands.
Something of the same kind befell me a few days after. The cook had just made for us a mess of hot
“scouse”– that is, biscuit pounded fine, salt beef cut into small pieces, and a few potatoes, boiled up together
and seasoned with pepper. This was a rare treat, and I, being the last at the galley, had it put in my charge
to carry down for the mess. I got along very well as far as the hatchway, and was just getting down the steps,
when a heavy sea, lifting the stern out of water, and passing forward, dropping it down again, threw the steps
from their place, and I came down into the steerage a little faster than I meant to, with the kid on top of me,
and the whole precious mess scattered over the floor. Whatever your feelings may be, you must make a joke
of everything at sea; and if you were to fall from aloft and be caught in the belly of a sail, and thus saved
from instant death, it would not do to look at all disturbed, or to make a serious matter of it.

November 14, Friday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
6th day 11M 14 1834 / After a residence of Six Years lacking
8 days My wife left the Institution today in the Steam Boat
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President for Newport where we expect to reside for a time I expect to follow her in a few days & join in the cares of our
family
Aunt Nancy Carpenter having requested in her life time that we
would keep her family together & also left me one of the
Executors of her Will renders it necessary we should be in
Newport - we therefore resigned our Standing in the Institution
at Providence at the last Meeting of the General Committee
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

Hughes Bernard Maret, duc de Bassano replaced Etienne Maurice, comte Gerard as prime minister of France.
In Parma, Nicolò Paganini played his 1st concert in Italy since he left in 1828.
The Pilgrim entered the Pacific Ocean and began to turn toward the north:
Friday, Nov. 14th. We were now well to the westward of the Cape,
and were changing our course to the northward as much as we
dared, since the strong south-west winds, which prevailed then,
carried us in towards Patagonia. At two, P.M., we saw a sail on
our larboard beam, and at four we made it out to be a large ship
steering our course, under single-reefed topsails. We at that
time had shaken the reefs out of our topsails, as the wind was
lighter, and set the main top-gallant sail. As soon as our
captain saw what sail she was under, he set the fore top-gallant
sail and flying jib; and the old whaler– for such, his boats and
short sail showed him to be– felt a little ashamed, and shook
the reefs out of his topsoils, but could do no more, for he had
sent down his top-gallant masts off the Cape. He ran down for
us, and answered our hail as the whale-ship, New England, of
Poughkeepsie, one hundred and twenty days from New York. Our
captain gave our name, and added ninety-two days from Boston.
They then had a little conversation about longitude, in which
they found that they could not agree. The ship fell astern, and
continued in sight during the night. Toward morning, the wind
having become light, we crossed our royal and skysail yards, and
at daylight, we were seen under a cloud of sail, having royals
and skysails fore and aft. The “spouter,” as the sailors call a
whaleman, had sent out his main top-gallant mast and set the
sail, and made signal for us to heave to. About half-past seven
their whale-boat came alongside, and Captain Job Terry sprang
on board, a man known in every port and by every vessel in the
Pacific ocean. “Don’t you know Job Terry? I thought everybody
knew Job Terry,” said a green-hand, who came in the boat, to me,
when I asked him about his captain. He was indeed a singular
man. He was six feet high, wore thick cowhide boots, and brown
coat and trowsers, and, except a sun-burnt complexion, had not
the slightest appearance of a sailor; yet he had been forty years
in the whale trade, and, as he said himself, had owned ships,
built ships, and sailed ships. His boat’s crew were a pretty raw
set, just set out of the bush, and, as the sailor’s phrase is,
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“hadn’t got the hayseed out of their hair.” Captain Terry
convinced our captain that our reckoning was a little out, and,
having spent the day on board, put off in his boat at sunset for
his ship, which was now six or eight miles astern. He began
a “yarn” when he came aboard, which lasted, with but little
intermission, for four hours. It was all about himself, and the
Peruvian government, and the Dublin frigate, and Lord James
Townshend, and President Jackson, and the ship Ann M’Kim of
Baltimore. It would probably never have come to an end, had not
a good breeze sprung up, which sent him off to his own vessel.
One of the lads who came in his boat, a thoroughly countrifiedlooking fellow, seemed to care very little about the vessel,
rigging, or anything else, but went round looking at the live
stock, and leaned over the pig-sty, and said he wished he was
back again tending his father’s pigs.
At eight o’clock we altered our course to the northward, bound
for Juan Fernandez.
This day we saw the last of the albatrosses, which had been our
companions a great part of the time off the Cape. I had been
interested in the bird from descriptions which I had read of it,
and was not at all disappointed. We caught one or two with a
baited hook which we floated astern upon a shingle. Their long,
flapping wings, long legs, and large staring eyes, give them a
very peculiar appearance. They look well on the wing; but one
of the finest sights that I have ever seen, was an albatross
asleep upon the water, during a calm, off Cape Horn, when a heavy
sea was running. There being no breeze, the surface of the water
was unbroken, but a long, heavy swell was rolling, and we saw
the fellow, all white, directly ahead of us, asleep upon the
waves, with his head under his wing; now rising on the top of a
huge billow, and then falling slowly until he was lost in the
hollow between. He was undisturbed for some time, until the
noise of our bows, gradually approaching, roused him, when,
lifting his head, he stared upon us for a moment, and then spread
his wide wings and took his flight.

November 19, Wednesday: A setting of Psalm 115 for solo voices, chorus and orchestra by Felix
Mendelssohn was performed for the initial time, in Frankfurt.
Franklin Pierce got married with Jane Means Appleton Pierce of Amherst.

In a shipboard accident, the Pilgrim lost an English crewman, George Ballmer, overboard:
Monday, Nov. 19th. This was a black day in our calendar. At seven
o’clock in the morning, it being our watch below, we were aroused
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from a sound sleep by the cry of “All hands ahoy! a man
overboard!” This unwonted cry sent a thrill through the heart
of every one, and hurrying on deck, we found the vessel hove
flat aback, with all her studding-sails set; for the boy who was
at the helm left it to throw something overboard, and the
carpenter, who was an old sailor, knowing that the wind was
light, put the helm down and hove her aback. The watch on deck
were lowering away the quarter-boat, and I got on deck just in
time to heave myself into her as she was leaving the side; but
it was not until out upon the wide Pacific, in our little boat,
that I knew whom we had lost. It was George Ballmer, a young
English sailor, who was prized by the officers as an active and
willing seaman, and by the crew as a lively, hearty fellow, and
a good shipmate. He was going aloft to fit a strap round the
main top-masthead, for ringtail halyards, and had the strap and
block, a coil of halyards, and a marline-spike about his neck.
He fell from the starboard futtock shrouds, and not knowing how
to swim, and being heavily dressed, with all those things round
his neck, he probably sank immediately. We pulled astern, in the
direction in which he fell, and though we knew that there was
no hope of saving him, yet no one wished to speak of returning,
and we rowed about for nearly an hour, without the hope of doing
anything, but unwilling to acknowledge to ourselves that we must
give him up. At length we turned the boat’s head and made towards
the vessel.
Death is at all times solemn, but never so much so as at sea. A
man dies on shore; his body remains with his friends, and “the
mourners go about the streets;” but when a man falls overboard
at sea and is lost, there is a suddenness in the event, and a
difficulty in realizing it, which give to it an air of awful
mystery. A man dies on shore– you follow his body to the grave,
and a stone marks the spot. You are often prepared for the event.
There is always something which helps you to realize it when it
happens, and to recall it when it has passed. A man is shot down
by your side in battle, and the mangled body remains an object,
and a real evidence; but at sea, the man is near you– at your
side– you hear his voice, and in an instant he is gone, and
nothing but a vacancy shows his loss. Then, too, at sea– to use
a homely but expressive phrase– you miss a man so much. A dozen
men are shut up together in a little bark, upon the wide, wide
sea, and for months and months see no forms and hear no voices
but their own and one is taken suddenly from among them, and
they miss him at every turn. It is like losing a limb. There are
no new faces or new scenes to fill up the gap. There is always
an empty berth in the forecastle, and one man wanting when the
small night watch is mustered. There is one less to take the
wheel and one less to lay out with you upon the yard. You miss
his form, and the sound of his voice, for habit had made them
almost necessary to you, and each of your senses feels the loss.
All these things make such a death peculiarly solemn, and the
effect of it remains upon the crew for some time. There is more
kindness shown by the officers to the crew, and by the crew to
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one another. There is more quietness and seriousness. The oath
and the loud laugh are gone. The officers are more watchful, and
the crew go more carefully aloft. The lost man is seldom
mentioned, or is dismissed with a sailor’s rude eulogy– “Well,
poor George is gone! His cruise is up soon! He knew his work,
and did his duty, and was a good shipmate.” Then usually follows
some allusion to another world, for sailors are almost all
believers; but their notions and opinions are unfixed and at
loose ends. They says– “God won’t be hard upon the poor fellow,”
and seldom get beyond the common phrase which seems to imply
that their sufferings and hard treatment here will excuse them
hereafter,– “To work hard, live hard, die hard, and go to hell
after all, would be hard indeed!” Our cook, a simple-hearted old
African, who had been through a good deal in his day, and was
rather seriously inclined, always going to church twice a day
when on shore, and reading his Bible on a Sunday in the galley,
talked to the crew about spending their Sabbaths badly, and told
them that they might go as suddenly as George had, and be as
little prepared.
Yet a sailor’s life is at best but a mixture of a little good
with much evil, and a little pleasure with much pain. The
beautiful is linked with the revolting, the sublime with the
commonplace, and the solemn with the ludicrous.
We had hardly returned on board with our sad report, before an
auction was held of the poor man’s clothes. The captain had
first, however, called all hands aft and asked them if they were
satisfied that everything had been done to save the man, and if
they thought there was any use in remaining there longer. The
crew all said that it was in vain, for the man did not know how
to swim, and was very heavily dressed. So we then filed away and
kept her off to her course.
The laws regulating navigation make the captain answerable for
the effects of a sailor who dies during the voyage, and it is
either a law or a universal custom, established for convenience,
that the captain should immediately hold an auction of his
things, in which they are bid off by the sailors, and the sums
which they give are deducted from their wages at the end of the
voyage. In this way the trouble and risk of keeping his things
through the voyage are avoided, and the clothes are usually sold
for more than they would be worth on shore. Accordingly, we had
no sooner got the ship before the wind, than his chest was
brought up upon the forecastle, and the sale began. The jackets
and trowsers in which we had seen him dressed but a few days
before, were exposed and bid off while the life was hardly out
of his body, and his chest was taken aft and used as a storechest, so that there was nothing left which could be called his.
Sailors have an unwillingness to wear a dead man’s clothes
during the same voyage, and they seldom do so unless they are
in absolute want.
As is usual after a death, many stories were told about George.
Some had heard him say that he repented never having learned to
swim, and that he knew that he should meet his death by drowning.
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Another said that he never knew any good to come of a voyage
made against the will, and the deceased man shipped and spent
his advance, and was afterwards very unwilling to go, but not
being able to refund, was obliged to sail with us. A boy, too,
who had become quite attached to him, said that George talked
to him during most of the watch on the night before about his
mother and family at home, and this was the first time that he
had mentioned the subject during the voyage.
The night after this event, when I went to the galley to get a
light, I found the cook inclined to be talkative, so I sat down
on the spars, and gave him an opportunity to hold a yarn. I was
the more inclined to do so, as I found that he was full of the
superstitions once more common among seamen, and which the
recent death had waked up in his mind. He talked about George’s
having spoken of his friends, and said he believed few men died
without having a warning of it, which he supported by a great
many stories of dreams, and the unusual behavior of men before
death. From this he went on to other superstitions, the Flying
Dutchman, etc., and talked rather mysteriously, having something
evidently on his mind. At length he put his head out of the
galley and looked carefully about to see if any one was within
hearing, and being satisfied on that point, asked me in a low
tone–
“I say! you know what countryman ’e carpenter be?”
“Yes,” said I, “he’s a German.”
“What kind of a German?” said the cook.
“He belongs to Bremen,” said I.
“Are you sure o’ dat?” said he.
I satisfied him on that point by saying that he could speak no
language but the German and English.
“I’m plaguy glad o’ dat,” said the cook. “I was mighty ’fraid
he was a Fin. I tell you what, I been plaguy civil to that man
all the voyage.
I asked him the reason of this, and found that he was fully
possessed with the notion that Fins are wizards, and especially
have power over winds and storms. I tried to reason with him
about it, but he had the best of all arguments, that from
experience, at hand, and was not to be moved. He had been in a
vessel to the Sandwich Islands, in which the sail-maker was a
Fin, and could do anything he was of a mind to. This sail-maker
kept a junk bottle in his berth, which was always just half full
of rum, though he got drunk upon it nearly every day. He had
seen him sit for hours together, talking to this bottle, which
he stood up before him on the table. The same man cut his throat
in his berth, and everybody said he was possessed.
He had heard of ships, too, beating up the gulf of Finland
against a head wind and having a ship heave in sight astern,
overhaul and pass them, with as fair a wind as could blow, and
all studding-sails out, and find she was from Finland.
“Oh, no!” said he; “I’ve seen too much of them men to want to
see ’board a ship. If they can’t have their own way, they’ll
play the d---l with you.”
As I still doubted, he said he would leave it to John, who was
the oldest seaman aboard, and would know, if anybody did. John,
to be sure, was the oldest, and at the same time the most
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ignorant, man in the ship; but I consented to have him called.
The cook stated the matter to him, and John, as I anticipated,
sided with the cook, and said that he himself had been in a ship
where they had a head wind for a fortnight, and the captain found
out at last that one of the men, whom he had had some hard words
with a short time before, was a Fin, and immediately told him
if he didn’t stop the head wind he would shut him down in the
fore peak. The Fin would not give in, and the captain shut him
down in the fore peak, and would not give him anything to eat.
The Fin held out for a day and a half, when he could not stand
it any longer, and did something or other which brought the wind
round again, and they let him up.
“There,” said the cook, “what you think o’ dat?”
I told him I had no doubt it was true, and that it would have
been odd if the wind had not changed in fifteen days, Fin or no
Fin.
“Oh,” says he, “go ’way! You think, ’cause you been to college,
you know better than anybody. You know better than them as has
seen it with their own eyes. You wait till you’ve been to sea
as long as I have, and you’ll know.”
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November 25, Tuesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr., aboard the Pilgrim, reached the island of Juan Fernandez
(next screen).
We continued sailing along with a fair wind and fine weather until–
Tuesday, Nov. 25th, when at daylight we saw the island of Juan Fernandez, directly ahead, rising like a deep
blue cloud out of the sea. We were then probably nearly seventy miles from it; and so high and so blue did
it appear, that I mistook it for a cloud, resting over the island, and looked for the island under it, until it
gradually turned to a deader and greener color, and I could mark the inequalities upon its surface. At length
we could distinguish trees and rocks; and by the afternoon, this beautiful island lay fairly before us, and we
directed our course to the only harbor. Arriving at the entrance soon after sun-down, we found a Chilian
man-of-war brig, the only vessel, coming out. She hailed us, and an officer on board, whom we supposed
to be an American, advised us to run in before night, and said that they were bound to Valparaiso. We ran
immediately for the anchorage, but, owing to the winds which drew about the mountains and came to us in
flaws from every point of the compass, we did not come to an anchor until nearly midnight. We had a boat
ahead all the time that we were working in, and those aboard were continually bracing the yards about for
every puff that struck us, until about 12 o’clock, when we came-to in 40 fathoms water, and our anchor
struck bottom for the first time since we left Boston– one hundred and three days. We were then divided
into three watches, and thus stood out the remainder of the night.
I was called on deck to stand my watch at about three in the morning, and I shall never forget the peculiar
sensation which I experienced on finding myself once more surrounded by land, feeling the night breeze
coming from off shore, and hearing the frogs and crickets. The mountains seemed almost to hang over us,
and apparently from the very heart of them there came out, at regular intervals, a loud echoing sound, which
affected me as hardly human. We saw no lights, and could hardly account for the sound, until the mate, who
had been there before, told us that it was the “Alerta” of the Chilian who were soldiers, who were stationed
over some convicts confined in caves nearly half way up the mountain. At the expiration of my watch I went
below, feeling not a little anxious for the day, that I might see more nearly, and perhaps tread upon, this
romantic, I may almost say, classic island.
When all hands were called it was nearly sunrise, and between that time and breakfast, although quite
busy on board in getting up water-casks, etc., I had a good view of the objects about me. The harbor was
nearly landlocked, and at the head of it was a landing place, protected by a small breakwater of stones, upon
which two large boats were hauled up, with a sentry standing over them. Near this was a variety of huts or
cottages, nearly an hundred in number, the best of them built of mud and whitewashed, but the greater part
only Robinson Crusoe like– of posts and branches of trees. The governor’s house, as it is called, was the
most conspicuous, being large, with grated windows, plastered walls, and roof of red tiles; yet, like all the
rest, only of one story. Near it was a small chapel, distinguished by a cross; and a long, low brown-looking
building, surrounded by something like a palisade, from which an old and dingy-looking Chilian flag was
flying. This, of course, was dignified by the title of Presidio. A sentinel was stationed at the chapel, another
at the governor’s house, and a few soldiers armed with bayonets, looking rather ragged, with shoes out at
the toes, were strolling about among the houses, or waiting at the landing place for our boat to come ashore.
The mountains were high, but not so overhanging as they appeared to be by starlight. They seemed to
bear off towards the centre of the island, and were green and well wooded, with some large, and, I am told,
exceedingly fertile valleys, with mule-tracks leading to different parts of the island.
I cannot here forget how my friend S______ and myself got the laugh of the crew upon us by our
eagerness to get on shore. The captain having ordered the quarter-boat to be lowered, we both sprang down
into the forecastle, filled our jacket pockets with tobacco to barter with the people ashore, and when the
officer called for “four hands in the boat,” nearly broke our necks in our haste to be first over the side,
and had the pleasure of pulling ahead of the brig with a tow-line for a half an hour, and coming on board
again to be laughed at by the crew, who had seen our manoeuvre.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
After breakfast the second mate was ordered ashore with five hands to fill the water-casks, and to my
joy I was among the number. We pulled ashore with the empty casks; and here again fortune favored me,
for the water was too thick and muddy to be put into the casks, and the governor had sent men up to the head
of the stream to clear it out for us, which gave us nearly two hours of leisure. This leisure we employed in
wandering about among the houses, and eating a little fruit which was offered to us. Ground apples, melons,
grapes, strawberries of an enormous size, and cherries, abound here. The latter are said to have been planted
by Lord Anson. The soldiers were miserably clad, and asked with some interest whether we had shoes to
sell on board. I doubt very much if they had the means of buying them. They were very eager to get tobacco,
for which they gave shells, fruit, etc. Knives also were in demand, but we were forbidden by the governor
to let any one have them, as he told us that all the people there, except the soldiers and a few officers, were
convicts sent from Valparaiso, and that it was necessary to keep all weapons from their hands. The island,
it seems, belongs to Chili, and had been used by the government as a sort of Botany Bay for nearly two
years; and the governor– an Englishman who had entered the Chilian navy– with a priest, half a dozen taskmasters, and a body of soldiers, were stationed there to keep them in order. This was no easy task; and only
a few months before our arrival, a few of them had stolen a boat at night, boarded a brig lying in the harbor,
sent the captain and crew ashore in their boat, and gone off to sea. We were informed of this, and loaded our
arms and kept strict watch on board through the night, and were careful not to let the convicts get our knives
from us when on shore. The worst part of the convicts, I found, were locked up under sentry in caves dug
into the side of the mountain, nearly half way up, with mule-tracks leading to them, whence they were taken
by day and set to work under task-masters upon building an aqueduct, a wharf, and other public works;
while the rest lived in the houses which they put up for themselves, had their families with them, and seemed
to me to be the laziest people on the face of the earth. They did nothing but take a paseo into the woods,
a paseo among the houses, a the houses, a paseo at the landing-place, looking at us and our vessel, and too
lazy to speak fast; while the others were driving– or rather, driven– about, at a rapid trot, in single file, with
burdens on their shoulders, and followed up by their task-masters, with long rods in their hands, and broadbrimmed straw hats upon their heads. Upon what precise grounds this great distinction was made, I do not
know, and I could not very well know, for the governor was the only man who spoke English upon the
island, and he was out of my walk.
Having filled our casks, we returned on board, and soon after, the governor, dressed in a uniform like
that of an American militia officer, the Padre, in the dress of the grey friars, with hood and all complete, and
the Capitan, with big whiskers and dirty regimentals, came on board to dine. While at dinner, a large ship
appeared in the offing, and soon afterwards we saw a light whale-boat pulling into the harbor. The ship lay
off and on, and a boat came alongside of us, and put on board the captain, a plain young Quaker, dressed all
in brown. The ship was the Cortes, whaleman, of New Bedford, and had put in to see if there were any
vessels from round the Horn, and to hear the latest news from America. They remained aboard a short time
and had a little talk with the crew, when they left us and pulled off to their ship, which, having filled away,
was soon out of sight.
A small boat which came from the shore to take away the governor and suite– as they styled themselves–
brought, as a present to the crew, a large pail of milk, a few shells, and a block of sandal wood. The milk,
which was the first we had tasted since leaving Boston, we soon despatched; a piece of the sandal wood
I obtained, and learned that it grew on the hills in the centre of the island. I have always regretted that I did
not bring away other specimens of the products of the island, having afterwards lost all that I had with me–
the piece of sandal wood, and a small flower which I plucked and brought on board in the crown of my
tarpaulin, and carefully pressed between the leaves of a book.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
About an hour before sun-down, having stowed our water-casks, we commenced getting under weigh,
and were not a little while about it; for we were in thirty fathoms water, and in one of the gusts which came
from off shore had let go our other bow anchor; and as the southerly wind draws round the mountains and
comes off in uncertain flaws, we were continually swinging round, and had thus got a very foul hawse. We
hove in upon our chain, and after stoppering and unshackling it again and again, and hoisting and hauling
down sail, we at length tipped our anchor and stood out to sea. It was bright starlight when we were clear
of the bay, and the lofty island lay behind us, in its still beauty, and I gave a parting look, and bid farewell,
to the most romantic spot of earth that my eyes had ever seen. I did then, and have ever since, felt an
attachment for that island, altogether peculiar. It was partly, no doubt, from its having been the first land that
I had seen since leaving home, and still more from the associations which every one has connected with it
in their childhood from reading Robinson Crusoe. To this I may add the height and romantic outlines of its
mountains, the beauty and freshness of its verdure, and the extreme fertility of its soil, and its solitary
position in the midst of the wide expanse of the South Pacific, as all concurring to give it its peculiar charm.
When thoughts of this place have occurred to me at different times, I have endeavored to recall more
particulars with regard to it. It is situated in about 33 30S., and is distant a little more than three hundred
miles from Valparaiso, on the coast of Chili, which is in the same latitude. It is about fifteen miles in length
and five in breadth. The harbor in which we anchored (called by Lord Anson, Cumberland bay) is the only
one in the island; two small heights of land on each side of the main bay (sometimes dignified by the name
of bays) being little more than landing-places for boats. The best anchorage is at the western side of the bay,
where we lay at about three cables’ lengths from the shore, in a little more than thirty fathoms water. This
harbor is open to the N.N.E., and in fact nearly from N. to E., but the only dangerous winds being the southwest, on which side are the highest mountains, it is considered very safe. The most remarkable thing perhaps
about it is the fish with which it abounds. Two of our crew, who remained on board, caught in a few minutes
enough to last us for several days, and one of the men, who was a Marblehead man, said that he never saw
or heard of such an abundance. There were cod, breams, silverfish, and other kinds whose names they did
not know, or which I have forgotten.
There is an abundance of the best of water upon the island, small streams running through every valley,
and leaping down from the sides of the hills. One stream of considerable size flows through the centre of
the lawn upon which the houses are built, and furnishes an easy and abundant supply to the inhabitants.
This, by means of a short wooden aqueduct, was brought quite down to our boats. The convicts had also
built something in the way of a breakwater, and were to build a landing-place for boats and goods, after
which the Chilian government intended to lay port charges.
Of the wood I can only say, that it appeared to be abundant; the island in the month of November, when
we were there, being in all the freshness and beauty of spring, appeared covered with trees. These were
chiefly aromatic, and the largest was the myrtle. The soil is very loose and rich, and wherever it is broken
up, there spring up presently radishes, turnips, ground apples, and other garden fruits. Goats, we were told,
were not abundant, and we saw none, though it was said we might if we had gone into the interior. We saw
a few bullocks winding about in the narrow tracks upon the sides of the mountains, and the settlement was
completely overrun with dogs of every nation, kindred, and degree. Hens and chickens were also abundant,
and seemed to be taken good care of by the women. The men appeared to be the laziest people upon the face
of the earth; and indeed, as far as my observation goes, there are no people to whom the newly invented
Yankee word of “loafer” is more applicable than to the Spanish Americans. These men stood about doing
nothing, with their cloaks, little better in texture than an Indian’s blanket, but of rich colors, thrown over
their shoulders with an air which it is said that a Spanish beggar can always give to his rags; and with great
politeness and courtesy in their address, though with holes in their shoes and without a sou in their pockets.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The only interruption to the monotony of their day seemed to be when a gust of wind drew round between
the mountains and blew off the boughs which they had placed for roofs to their houses, and gave them a few
minutes’ occupation in running about after them. One of these gusts occurred while we were ashore, and
afforded us no little amusement at seeing the men look round, and if they found that their roofs had stood,
conclude that they might stand too, while those who saw theirs blown off, after uttering a few Spanish oaths,
gathered their cloaks over their shoulders, and started off after them. However, they were not gone long, but
soon returned to their habitual occupation of doing nothing.
It is perhaps needless to say that we saw nothing of the interior; but all who have seen it, give very
glowing accounts of it. Our captain went with the governor and a few servants upon mules over the
mountains, and upon their return, I heard the governor request him to stop at the island on his passage home,
and offer him a handsome sum to bring a few deer with him from California, for he said that there were none
upon the island, and he was very desirous of having it stocked.
A steady, though light south-westerly wind carried us well off from the island, and when I came on deck
for the middle watch I could just distinguish it from its hiding a few low stars in the southern horizon, though
my unpractised eye would hardly have known it for land. At the close of the watch a few trade-wind clouds
which had arisen, though we were hardly yet in their latitude, shut it out from our view, and the next day,

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

November 27, Thursday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
On the 27th was Monthly Meeting held in Newport at which I saw
many of my old friends & Acquaintance. - The first Meeting was
a time of favour, Father Rodman, Hannah Dennis & Elizabeth Wing
were lively pertinent & solemn in testimony - In the last Meeting
the buisness was conducted solidly & regularly. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr., sailed north along the East coast of South America, day after day
in waters without islands, entirely out of sight of the continent.
Thursday, Nov. 27th, upon coming on deck in the morning, we were
again upon the wide Pacific, and saw no more land until we
arrived upon the western coast of the great continent of
America.
As we saw neither land nor sail from the time of leaving Juan
Fernandez until our arrival in California, nothing of interest
occurred except our own doings on board. We caught the southeast trades, and ran before them for nearly three weeks, without
so much as altering a sail or bracing a yard. The captain took
advantage of this fine weather to get the vessel in order for
coming upon the coast. The carpenter was employed in fitting up
a part of the steerage into a trade-room; for our cargo, we now
learned, was not to be landed, but to be sold by retail from on
board; and this trade-room was built for the samples and the
lighter goods to be kept in, and as a place for the general
business. In the mean time we were employed in working upon the
rigging. Everything was set up taut, the lower rigging rattled
down, or rather rattled up, (according to the modern fashion,)
an abundance of spun-yarn and seizing-stuff made, and finally,
the whole standing rigging, fore and aft, was tarred down. This
was my first essay at this latter business, and I had enough of
it; for nearly all of it came upon my friend S______ and myself.
The men were needed at the other work, and M______, the other
young man who came out with us, was laid up with the rheumatism
in his feet, and the boy Sam was rather too young and small for
the business; and as the winds were light and regular, he was
kept during most of the daytime at the helm; so that nearly all
the tarring came upon us. We put on short duck frocks, and taking
a small bucket of tar and a bunch of oakum in our hands, went
aloft, one at the main royal-masthead and the other at the fore,
and began tarring down. This is an important operation, and is
usually done about once in six months in vessels upon a long
voyage. It was done in our vessel several times afterwards, but
by the whole crew at once, and finished off in a day; but at
this time, as most of it came upon two of us, and we were new
at the business, it took us several days. In this operation they
always begin at the mast-head and work down, tarring the
shrouds, back-stays, standing parts of the lifts, the ties,
runners, etc., and go out to the yard-arms, and come in, tarring,
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as they come, the lifts and footropes. Tarring the stays is more
difficult, and is done by an operation which the sailors call
“riding down.” A long piece of rope– topgallant–studding–sail
halyards, or something of the kind– is taken up to the masthead
from which the stay leads, and rove through a block for a girtline, or, as the sailors usually call it, a gant-line; with the
end of this a bowline is taken round the stay, into which the
man gets with his bucket of tar and a bunch of oakum, and the
other end being fast on deck, with some one to tend it, he is
lowered down gradually, and tars the stay carefully as he goes.
There he “swings aloft ’twixt heaven and earth,” and if the rope
slips, breaks, or is let go, or if the bowline slips, he falls
overboard or breaks his neck. This, however, is a thing which
never enters into a sailor’s calculation. He only thinks of
leaving no holydays, (places not tarred,) for in case he should,
he would have to go over the whole again; or of dropping no tar
upon the deck, for then there would be a soft word in his ear
from the mate. In this manner I tarred down all the headstays,
but found the rigging about the jib-booms, martingale, and
spritsail yard, upon which I was afterwards put, the hardest.
Here you have to hang on with your eyelids and tar with your
hands.
This dirty work could not last forever, and on Saturday night
we finished it, scraped all the spots from the deck and rails,
and, what was of more importance to us, cleaned ourselves
thoroughly, rolled up our tarry frocks and trowsers and laid
them away for the next occasion, and put on our clean duck
clothes, and had a good comfortable sailor’s Saturday night. The
next day was pleasant, and indeed we had but one unpleasant
Sunday during the whole voyage, and that was off Cape Horn, where
we could expect nothing better. On Monday we commenced painting,
and getting the vessel ready for port. This work, too, is done
by the crew, and every sailor who has been on long voyages is a
little of a painter, in addition to his other accomplishments.
We painted her, both inside and out, from the truck to the
water’s edge. The outside is painted by lowering stages over the
side by ropes, and on those we sat, with our brushes and paintpots by us, and our feet half the time in the water. This must
be done, of course, on a smooth day when the vessel does not
roll much. I remember very well being over the side painting in
this way, one fine afternoon, our vessel going quietly along at
the rate of four or five knots, and a pilot-fish, the sure
precursor of a shark, swimming alongside of us. The captain was
leaning over the rail watching him, and we went quietly on with
our work.
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December 19, Friday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. found that the weather varied from point to point on the
surface of this planet.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
In the midst of our painting, on–
Friday, Dec. 19th, we crossed the equator for the second time. I had the feeling which all have when,
for the first time, they find themselves living under an entire change of seasons; as, crossing the line under
a burning sun in the midst of December, and, as I afterwards was, beating about among ice and snow on the
Fourth of July.

December 25, Thursday, Christmas: All liberals in Spain received a general amnesty.
Franz Liszt and Frédéric François Chopin appeared jointly in at Stoepel’s Music School, Paris, playing
Moscheles Grand Duo for piano four hands and Liszt’s own Grosses Konzertstuck uber Mendelssohns Lieder
ohne Worte.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 25th of 12th M 1834 / Rode to Portsmouth in the Stage &
attended Moy [Monthly] Meeting - The Day was cold & some Snow
falling which made the Meeting small — The Meeting was silent
excepting a few words from Hannah Dennis towards the close. it was also a low & hard time to me & I thought the same feeling
was prevalent — In the last Waterman Chase & Elizabeth Anthony
daughter of Job published their intentions of Marriage, a
certificate granted to the Widow Whiting & her daughter & a
complaint noticed against Wm T. Potter for his departure in
dress & Address & also for Sufferning Music & dancing in his
House. — After meeting dined at Asa Shermans & hired his Chaise
& son to bring me home, as it looked like a Storm & not wishing
to wait for the evening Stage or be obliged to stay from home
all night.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
Charles Darwin spent this Christmas Day aboard the HMS Beagle in an unnamed harbor of the peninsula of
Tres Montes in Patagonia.
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Christmas was becoming, at this point, an American national holiday. Frederick Douglass recounted that the
contract his owner had made with the farmer Mr. Edward “The Snake” Covey, in accordance with the holiday
convention of that period, was complete as of Christmas Day, but that the institution of slavery was so
contaminated that even traditional generosity could easily be placed at the service of impure and base motives:

Frederick Douglass’s NARRATIVE
The days between Christmas and New Year’s day are allowed as holidays; and, accordingly,
we were not required to perform any labor, more than to feed and take care of the stock.
This time we regarded as our own, by the grace of our masters; and we therefore used or
abused it nearly as we pleased. Those of us who had families at a distance, were generally
allowed to spend the whole six days in their society. This time, however, was spent in
various ways. The staid, sober, thinking and industrious ones of our number would employ
themselves in making corn-brooms, mats, horse-collars, and baskets; and another class of
us would spend the time in hunting opossums, hares, and coons. But by far the larger part
engaged in such sports and merriments as playing ball, wrestling, running foot-races,
fiddling, dancing, and drinking whisky; and this latter mode of spending the time was by
far the most agreeable to the feelings of our masters. A slave who would work during the
holidays was considered by our masters as scarcely deserving them. He was regarded as one
who rejected the favor of his master. It was deemed a disgrace not to get drunk at
Christmas; and he was regarded as lazy indeed, who had not provided himself with the
necessary means, during the year, to get whisky enough to last him through Christmas.

Meanwhile, half a world away and on ’tother side of several cultural divides, our sailor boy Richard Henry
Dana, Jr. was finding that on Christmas Day Captain F. Thompson of the Pilgrim was somewhat more
interested in the discipline and control of his crew than in the good of his crew.
[next screen]

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, Dec. 25th. This day was Christmas, but it brought us no holiday. The only change was that we
had a “plum duff” for dinner, and the crew quarrelled with the steward because he did not give us our usual
allowance of molasses to eat with it. He thought the plums would be a substitute for the molasses, but we
were not to be cheated out of our rights in this way.
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Such are the trifles which produce quarrels on shipboard. In fact, we had been too long from port.
We were getting tired of one another, and were in an irritable state, both forward and aft. Our fresh
provisions were, of course, gone, and the captain had stopped our rice, so that we had nothing but salt beef
and salt pork throughout the week, with the exception of a very small duff on Sunday. This added to the
discontent; and a thousand little things, daily and almost hourly occurring, which no one who has not
himself been on a long and tedious voyage can conceive of or properly appreciate– little wars and rumors
of wars,– reports of things said in the cabin,– misunderstanding of words and looks– apparent abuses,–
brought us into a state in which everything seemed to go wrong. Every encroachment upon the time allowed
for rest, appeared unnecessary. Every shifting of the studding-sails was only to “haze”13 the crew.
In the midst of this state of things, my messmate S______ and myself petitioned the captain for leave to
shift our berths from the steerage, where we had previously lived, into the forecastle. This, to our delight,
was granted, and we turned in to bunk and mess with the crew forward. We now began to feel like sailors,
which we never fully did when we were in the steerage. While there, however useful and active you may
be, you are but a mongrel,– a sort of afterguard and “ship’s cousin.” You are immediately under the eye
of the officers, cannot dance, sing, play, smoke, make a noise, or growl, (i.e. complain,) or take any other
sailor’s pleasure; and you live with the steward, who is usually a go-between; and the crew never feel as
though you were one of them. But if you live in the forecastle, you are “as independent as a wood-sawyer’s
clerk,” (nautice,) and are a sailor. You hear sailors’ talk, learn their ways, their peculiarities of feeling as
well as speaking and acting; and moreover pick up a great deal of curious and useful information in
seamanship, ship’s customs, foreign countries, etc., from their long yarns and equally long disputes.
No man can be a sailor, or know what sailors are, unless he has lived the forecastle with them– turned in
and out with them, eaten of their dish and drank of their cup. After I had been a week there, nothing would
have tempted me to go back to my old berth, and never afterwards, even in the worst of weather, when in a
close and leaking forecastle off Cape Horn, did I for a moment wish myself in the steerage. Another thing
which you learn better in the forecastle than you can anywhere else, is to make and mend clothes, and this
is indispensable to sailors. A large part of their watches below they spend at this work, and here I learned
that art which stood me in so good stead afterwards.
But to return to the state of the crew. Upon our coming into the forecastle, there was some difficulty
about the uniting of the allowances of bread, by which we thought we were to lose a few pounds. This set
us into a ferment. The captain would not condescend to explain, and we went aft in a body, with a Swede,
the oldest and best sailor of the crew, for spokesman. The recollection of the scene that followed always
brings up a smile, especially the quarter-deck dignity and eloquence of the captain. He was walking the
weather side of the quarter-deck, and seeing us coming aft, stopped short in his walk, and with a voice and
look intended to annihilate us, called out, “Well, what the d—-l do you want now?” Whereupon we stated
our grievances as respectfully as we could, but he broke in upon us, saying that we were getting fat and lazy,
didn’t have enough to do, and that made us find fault. This provoked us, and we began to give word for
word.
This would never answer. He clenched his fist, stamped and swore, and sent us all forward, saying, with
oaths enough interspersed to send the words home,– “Away with you! go forward every one of you! I’ll haze
you! I’ll work you up! You don’t have enough to do! If you a’n’t careful I’ll make a hell of the ship!….
You’ve mistaken your man! I’m F______ T______, all the way from ‘down east.’ I’ve been through the
mill, ground, and bolted, and come out a regular-built down-east johnny-cake, good when it’s hot, but when
it’s cold, sour and indigestible;– and you’ll find me so! The latter part of this harangue I remember well, for
13. Haze is a word of frequent use on board ship, and never, I believe, used elsewhere. It is very expressive to a sailor, and means
to punish by hard work. Let an officer once say, “I’ll haze you,” and your fate is fixed. You will be “worked up,” if you are not a
better man than he is.
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it made a strong impression, and the “downeast johnny-cake” became a by-word for the rest of the voyage.
So much for our petition for the redress of grievances. The matter was however set right, for the mate, after
allowing the captain due time to cool off, explained it to him, and at night we were all called aft to hear
another harangue, in which, of course, the whole blame of the misunderstanding was thrown upon us.
We ventured to hint that he would not give us time to explain; but it wouldn’t do. We were driven back
discomfited. Thus the affair blew over, but the irritation caused by it remained; and we never had peace or
a good understanding again so long as the captain and crew remained together.
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Largest Scale Global Weather Oscillations 1800-1864
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The southern ocean / atmosphere “seesaw” links to periodic Indonesian east monsoon droughts, Australian droughts, deficient Indian summer monsoons,
and deficient Ethiopian monsoon rainfall causing weak annual Nile floods. This data is presented from Tables 6.2-6.3 of Quinn, William H. “A study of
Southern Oscillation-related climatic activity for AD 622-1900 incorporating Nile River flood data,” pages 119-49 in Diaz, Henry F. and Vera Markgraf,
eds. EL NIÑO: HISTORICAL AND PALEOCLIMATIC ASPECTS OF THE SOUTHERN OSCILLATION. Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1992.
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A coastal vessel, the Peor es Nada (Worse Than Nothing), stopped by San Nicolàs Island off the California
coast, because a mountain man named Bill Williams needed a squaw. As an act of mercy the vessel transported
to the mainland those native Americans who had survived the massacre of the 1820s (by the Inuit crew of a
Russian whaling vessel). One mother, however, stayed behind, looking for a lost child. She would become
known as the “Lone Woman” of San Nicolàs Island. Thus we can know that when a personage such as Richard
Henry Dana, Jr., in his journal which became TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST, recording an incident of late in
this year of 1835, informs us that
The second day after our arrival, a full-rigged brig came round the
point from the northward, sailed leisurely through the bay, and
stood off again for the south-east, in the direction of the large
island of Catalina. The next day the Avon got under weigh, and stood
in the same direction, bound for San Pedro. This might do for
marines and Californians, but we knew the ropes too well. The brig
was never again seen on the coast, and the Avon arrived at San Pedro
in about a week, with a full cargo of Canton and American goods.
This was one of the means of escaping the heavy duties the Mexicans
lay upon all imports. A vessel comes on the coast, enters a moderate
cargo at Monterey, which is the only custom-house, and commences
trading. In a month or more, having sold a large part of her cargo,
she stretches over to Catalina, or other of the large uninhabited
islands which lie off the coast, in a trip from port to port, and
supplies herself with choice goods from a vessel from Oahu, which
has been lying off and on the islands, waiting for her. Two days
after the sailing of the Avon, the Loriotte came in from the
leeward, and without doubt had also a snatch at the brig’s cargo.
what this temporary sailor means by “the large uninhabited islands which lie off the coast” is islands
uninhabited by people worth taking into consideration, which is to say, white people in significant quantity.
HERMITS
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In this year and the next, Professor Thomas Nuttall, having taken leave from Harvard College, would explore
the flora of the California coast. Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would meet up with him out there.

BOTANIZING
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January 13, Tuesday: Aboard the Pilgrim, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sighted Point Conception.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
We continued sailing along in the beautiful temperate climate of the Pacific. The Pacific well deserves
its name, for except in the southern part, at Cape Horn, and in the western parts, near the China and Indian
oceans, it has few storms, and is never either extremely hot or cold. Between the tropics there is a slight
haziness, like a thin gauze, drawn over the sun, which, without obstructing or obscuring the light, tempers
the heat which comes down with perpendicular fierceness in the Atlantic and Indian tropics. We sailed well
to the westward to have the full advantage of the northeast trades, and when we had reached the latitude of
Point Conception, where it is usual to make the land, we were several hundred miles to the westward of it.
We immediately changed our course due east, and sailed in that direction for a number of days. At length
we began to heave-to after dark, for fear of making the land at night on a coast where there are no lighthouses and but indifferent charts, and at daybreak on the morning of
Tuesday, Jan. 13th, 1835, we made the land at Point Conception, lat. 34 32N., long. 120 06W. The port
of Santa Barbara, to which we were bound, lying about fifty miles to the southward of this point, we
continued sailing down the coast during the day and following night, and on the next morning,
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“HISTORICAL PERSPECTIVE” BEING A VIEW FROM A PARTICULAR
POINT IN TIME (JUST AS THE PERSPECTIVE IN A PAINTING IS A VIEW
FROM A PARTICULAR POINT IN SPACE), TO “LOOK AT THE COURSE OF
HISTORY MORE GENERALLY” WOULD BE TO SACRIFICE PERSPECTIVE
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ALTOGETHER. THIS IS FANTASY-LAND, YOU’RE FOOLING YOURSELF.
THERE CANNOT BE ANY SUCH THINGIE, AS SUCH A PERSPECTIVE.

January 14, Wednesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Pilgrim reached the bay of Santa Barbara.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Jan. 14th, 1835, we came to anchor in the spacious bay of Santa
Barbara, after a voyage of one hundred and fifty days from
Boston.
California extends along nearly the whole of the western coast
of Mexico, between the gulf of California in the south and the
bay of Sir Francis Drake on the north, or between the 22d and
38th degrees of north latitude. It is subdivided into two
provinces – Lower or Old California, lying between the gulf and
the 32d degree of latitude, or near it; (the division line
running, I believe, between the bay of Todos Santos and the port
of San Diego;) and New or Upper California, the southernmost
port of which is San Diego, in lat. 32 39’, and the
northernmost, San Francisco, situated in the large bay
discovered by Sir Francis Drake, in lat. 37 58’, and called
after him by the English, though the Mexicans call it Yerba
Buena. Upper California has the seat of its government at
Monterey, where is also the custom-house, the only one on the
coast, and at which every vessel intending to trade on the coast
must enter its cargo before it can commence its traffic. We were
to trade upon this coast exclusively, and therefore expected to
go to Monterey at first; but the captain’s orders from home were
to put in at Santa Barbara, which is the central port of the
coast, and wait there for the agent who lives there, and
transacts all the business for the firm to which our vessel
belonged.
The bay, or, as it was commonly called, the canal of Santa
Barbara, is very large, being formed by the main land on one
side, (between Point Conception on the north and Point St. Buena
Ventura on the south,) which here bends in like a crescent, and
three large islands opposite to it and at the distance of twenty
miles. This is just sufficient to give it the name of a bay,
while at the same time it is so large and so much exposed to the
south-east and north-west winds, that it is little better than
an open roadstead; and the whole swell of the Pacific ocean rolls
in here before a south-easter, and breaks with so heavy a surf
in the shallow waters, that it is highly dangerous to lie near
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in to the shore during the south-easter season, that is, between
the months of November and April.
This wind (the south-easter) is the bane of the coast of
California. Between the months of November and April, (including
a part of each,) which is the rainy season in this latitude, you
are never safe from it, and accordingly in the ports which are
open to it, vessels are obliged, during these months, to lie at
anchor at a distance of three miles from the shore, with slipropes on their cables, ready to slip and go to sea at a moment’s
warning. The only ports which are safe from this wind are San
Francisco and Monterey in the north, and San Diego in the south.
As it was January when we arrived, and the middle of the
southeaster season, we accordingly came to anchor at the
distance of three miles from the shore, in eleven fathoms water,
and bent a slip-rope and buoys to our cables, cast off the yardarm gaskets from the sails, and stopped them all with ropeyarns. After we had done this, the boat went ashore with the
captain, and returned with orders to the mate to send a boat
ashore for him at sundown. I did not go in the first boat, and
was glad to find that there was another going before night; for
after so long a voyage as ours had been, a few hours is long to
pass in sight and out of reach of land. We spent the day on board
in the usual avocations; but as this was the first time we had
been without the captain, we felt a little more freedom, and
looked about us to see what sort of a country we had got into,
and were to spend a year or two of our lives in.
In the first place, it was a beautiful day, and so warm that we
had on straw hats, duck trowsers, and all the summer gear; and
as this was mid-winter it spoke well for the climate; and we
afterwards found that the thermometer never fell to the freezing
point throughout the winter, and that there was very little
difference between the seasons, except that during a long period
of rainy and south-easterly weather, thick clothes were not
uncomfortable.
The large bay lay about us, nearly smooth, as there was hardly
a breath of wind stirring, though the boat’s crew who went ashore
told us that the long ground swell broke into a heavy surf on
the beach. There was only one vessel in the port– a long, sharp
brig of about 300 tons, with raking masts and very square yards,
and English colors at her peak.
Coming aboard, we hoisted up all the boats, and diving down into
the forecastle, changed our wet clothes, and got our supper.
After supper the sailors lighted their pipes, (cigars, those of
us who had them,) and we had to tell all we had seen ashore.
Then followed conjectures about the people ashore, the length
of the voyage, carrying hides, etc., etc., until eight bells,
when all hands were called aft, and the “anchor watch” set. We
were to stand two in a watch, and as the nights were pretty long,
two hours were to make a watch. The second mate was to keep the
deck until eight o’clock, and all hands were to be called at
daybreak, and the word was passed to keep a bright look-out, and
to call the mate if it should come on to blow from the south-
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east. We had also orders to strike the bells every half hour
through the night, as at sea. My watchmate was John, the Swedish
sailor, and we stood from twelve to two, he walking the larboard
side, and I the starboard. At daylight all hands were called,
and we went through the usual process of washing down, swabbing,
etc., and got breakfast at eight o’clock. In the course of the
forenoon, a boat went aboard of the Ayacucho and brought off a
quarter of beef, which made us a fresh bite for dinner. This we
were glad enough to have, and the mate told us that we should
live upon fresh beef while we were on the coast, as it was
cheaper here than the salt. While at dinner, the cook called,
“Sail ho!” and coming on deck, we saw two sails coming round the
point. One was a large ship under top-gallant sails, and the
other a small hermaphrodite brig. They both backed their top
sails and sent boats aboard of us. The ship’s colors had puzzled
us, and we found that she was from Genoa, with an assorted cargo,
and was trading on the coast. She filled away again, and stood
out; being bound up the coast to San Francisco. The crew of the
brig’s boat were Sandwich Islanders, but one of them, who spoke
a little English, told us that she was the Loriotte, Captain
Nye, from Oahu, and was engaged in this trade. She was a lump
of a thing– what the sailors call a butter-box. This vessel, as
well as the Ayacucho, and others which we afterwards saw engaged
in the same trade, have English or Americans for officers, and
two or three before the mast to do the work upon the rigging,
and to rely upon for seamanship, while the rest of the crew are
Sandwich Islanders, who are active, and very useful in boating.
The three captains went ashore after dinner, and came off again
at night. When in port, everything is attended to by the chief
mate; the captain, unless he is also supercargo, has little to
do, and is usually ashore much of his time. This we thought would
be pleasanter for us, as the mate was a good-natured man and not
very strict. So it was for a time, but we were worse off in the
end; for wherever the captain is a severe, energetic man, and
the mate is wanting in both these qualities, there will always
be trouble. And trouble we had already begun to anticipate. The
captain had several times found fault with the mate, in presence
of the crew; and hints had been dropped that all was not right
between them. When this is the case, and the captain suspects
that his chief officer is too easy and familiar with the crew,
then he begins to interfere in all the duties, and to draw the
reins taughter, and the crew has to suffer.
This night, after sundown, it looked black at the southward and
eastward, and we were told to keep a bright look-out. Expecting
to be called up, we turned in early. Waking up about midnight,
I found a man who had just come down from his watch striking a
light. He said that it was beginning to puff up from the southeast, and that the sea was rolling in, and he had called the
captain; and as he threw himself down on his chest with all his
clothes on, I knew that he expected to be called. I felt the
vessel pitching at her anchor, and the chain surging and
snapping, and lay awake, expecting an instant summons. In a few
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minutes it came– three knocks on the scuttle, and “All hands
ahoy! bear-a-hand up and make sail.” We sprang up for our
clothes, and were about half way dressed, when the mate called
out, down the scuttle, “Tumble up here, men! tumble up! before
she drags her anchor.” We were on deck in an instant. “Lay aloft
and loose the topsails!” shouted the captain, as soon as the
first man showed himself. Springing into the rigging, I saw that
the Ayacucho’s topsails were loosed, and heard her crew singingout at the sheets as they were hauling them home. This had
probably started our captain; as “old Wilson” (the captain of
the Ayacucho) had been many years on the coast, and knew the
signs of the weather. We soon had the topsails loosed; and one
hand remaining, as usual, in each top, to overhaul the rigging
and light the sail out, the rest of us came down to man the
sheets. While sheeting home, we saw the Ayacucho standing
athwart our hawse, sharp upon the wind, cutting through the head
seas like a knife, with her raking masts and sharp bows running
up like the head of a greyhound. It was a beautiful sight. She
was like a bird which had been frightened and had spread her
wings in flight.
Finding that the captain did not come immediately, we put our
oars in the boat, and leaving one to watch it, walked about the
beach to see what we could, of the place. The beach is nearly a
mile in length between the two points, and of smooth sand. We
had taken the only good landing-place, which is in the middle;
it being more stony toward the ends. It is about twenty yards
in width from high-water mark to a slight bank at which the soil
begins, and so hard that it is a favorite place for running
horses. It was growing dark, so that we could just distinguish
the dim outlines of the two vessels in the offing; and the great
seas were rolling in, in regular lines, growing larger and
larger as they approached the shore, and hanging over the beach
upon which they were to break, when their tops would curl over
and turn white with foam, and, beginning at one extreme of the
line, break rapidly to the other, as a long cardhouse falls when
the children knock down the cards at one end. The Sandwich
Islanders, in the mean time, had turned their boat round, and
ran her down into the water, and were loading her with hides and
tallow. As this was the work in which we were soon to be engaged,
we looked on with some curiosity. They ran the boat into the
water so far that every large sea might float her, and two of
them, with their trowsers rolled up, stood by the bows, one on
each side, keeping her in her right position. This was hard work;
for beside the force they had to use upon the boat, the large
seas nearly took them off their legs. The others were running
from the boat to the bank, upon which, out of the reach of the
water, was a pile of dry bullocks’ hides, doubled lengthwise in
the middle, and nearly as stiff as boards. These they took upon
their heads, one or two at a time, and carried down to the boat,
where one of their number, stowed them away. They were obliged
to carry them on their heads, to keep them out of the water, and
we observed that they had on thick woolen caps. “Look here, Bill,
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and see what you’re coming to!” said one of our men to another
who stood by the boat. “Well, D______,” said the second mate to
me, “this does not look much like Cambridge college, does it?
This is what I call ’head work.’” To tell the truth it did not
look very encouraging.
After they had got through with the hides, they laid hold of the
bags of tallow, (the bags are made of hide, and are about the
size of a common meal bag,) and lifting each upon the shoulders
of two men, one at each end, walked off with them to the boat,
and prepared to go aboard. Here, too, was something for us to
learn. The man who steered, shipped his oar and stood up in the
stern, and those that pulled the after oars sat upon their
benches, with their oars shipped, ready to strike out as soon
as she was afloat. The two men at the bows kept their places;
and when, at length, a large sea came in and floated her, seized
hold of the gunwales, and ran out with her till they were up to
their armpits, and then tumbled over the gunwale into the bows,
dripping with water. The men at the oars struck out, but it
wouldn’t do; the sea swept back and left them nearly high and
dry. The two fellows jumped out again; and the next time they
succeeded better, and, with the help of a deal of outlandish
hallooing and bawling, got her well off. We watched them till
they were out of the breakers, and saw them steering for their
vessel, which was now hidden in the darkness.
The sand of the beach began to be cold to our bare feet; the
frogs set up their croaking in the marshes, and one solitary
owl, from the end of the distant point, gave out his melancholy
note, mellowed by the distance, and we began to think that it
was high time for “the old man,” as the captain is generally
called, to come down. In a few minutes we heard something coming
towards us. It was a man on horseback. He came up on the full
gallop, reined up near us, addressed a few words to us, and
receiving no answer, wheeled round and galloped off again. He
was nearly as dark as an Indian, with a large Spanish hat,
blanket cloak or serapa, and leather leggins, with a long knife
stuck in them. “This is the seventh city that ever I was in, and
no Christian one neither,” said Bill Brown. “Stand by!” said
Tom, “you haven’t seen the worst of it yet.” In the midst of
this conversation the captain appeared; and we winded the boat
round, shoved her down, and prepared to go off. The captain, who
had been on the coast before and “knew the ropes,” took the
steering oar, and we went off in the same way as the other boat.
I, being the youngest, had the pleasure of standing at the bow,
and getting wet through. We went off well, though the seas were
high. Some of them lifted us up, and sliding from under us,
seemed to let us drop through the air like a flat plank upon the
body of the water. In a few minutes we were in the low, regular
swell, and pulled for a light, which, as we came up, we found
had been run up to our trysail gaff. After the topsails had been
sheeted home, the head yards braced aback, the fore-top-mast
staysail hoisted, and the buoys streamed, and all ready forward,
for slipping, we went aft and manned the slip-rope which came
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through the stern port with a turn round the timber-heads. “All
ready forward?” asked the captain. “Aye, aye, sir; all ready,”
answered the mate. “Let go!” “All gone, sir;” and the iron cable
grated over the windlass and through the hawse-hole, and the
little vessel’s head swinging off from the wind under the force
of her backed head sails, brought the strain upon the slip-rope.
“Let go aft!” Instantly all was gone, and we were under weigh.
As soon as she was well off from the wind, we filled away the
head yards, braced all up sharp, set the foresail and trysail,
and left our anchorage well astern, giving the point a good
berth. “Nye’s off too,” said the captain to the mate; and looking
astern we could just see the little hermaphrodite brig under
sail standing after us.
It now began to blow fresh; the rain fell fast, and it grew very
black; but the captain would not take in sail until we were well
clear of the point. As soon as we left this on our quarter, and
were standing out to sea, the order was given, and we sprang
aloft, double reefed each topsail, furled the foresail, and
double reefed the trysail, and were soon under easy sail. In
these cases of slipping for south-easters, there is nothing to
be done, after you have got clear of the coast, but to lie-to
under easy sail, and wait for the gale to be over, which seldom
lasts more than two days, and is often over in twelve hours; but
the wind never comes back to the southward until there has a
good deal of rain fallen. “Go below the watch,” said the mate;
but here was a dispute which watch it should be, which the mate
soon however settled by sending his watch below, saying that we
should have our turn the next time we got under weigh. We
remained on deck till the expiration of the watch, the wind
blowing very fresh and the rain coming down in torrents. When
the watch came up, we wore ship, and stood on the other tack,
in towards land. When we came up again, which was at four in the
morning, it was very dark, and there was not much wind, but it
was raining as I thought I had never seen it rain before. We had
on oilcloth suits and south-wester caps, and had nothing to do
but to stand bolt upright and let it pour down upon us. There
are no umbrellas, and no sheds to go under at sea.
While we were standing about on deck, we saw the little brig
drifting by us, hove to under her fore topsoil double reefed;
and she glided by like a phantom. Not a word was spoken, and we
saw no one on deck but the man at the wheel. We afterwards
learned that she was built at Guayaquil, and named the Ayacucho,
after the place where the battle was fought that gave Peru her
independence, and was now owned by a Scotchman named Wilson, who
commanded her, and was engaged in the trade between Callao, the
Sandwich Islands, and California. She was a fast sailer, as we
frequently afterwards perceived, and had a crew of Sandwich
Islanders on board. Beside this vessel there was no object to
break the surface of the bay. Two points ran out as the horns
of the crescent, one of which– the one to the westward– was low
and sandy, and is that to which vessels are obliged to give a
wide berth when running out for a southeaster; the other is high,
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bold, and well wooded, and, we were told, has a mission upon it,
called St. Buenaventura, from which the point is named. In the
middle of this crescent, directly opposite the anchoring ground,
lie the mission and town of Santa Barbara, on a low, flat plain,
but little above the level of the sea, covered with grass, though
entirely without trees, and surrounded on three sides by an
amphitheatre of mountains, which slant off to the distance of
fifteen or twenty miles. The mission stands a little back of the
town, and is a large building, or rather collection of
buildings, in the center of which is a high tower, with a belfry
of five bells; and the whole, being plastered, makes quite a
show at a distance, and is the mark by which vessels come to
anchor. The town lies a little nearer to the beach– about half
a mile from it– and is composed of one-story houses built of
brown clay– some of them plastered– with red tiles on the roofs.
I should judge that there were about an hundred of them; and in
the midst of them stands the Presidio, or fort, built of the
same materials, and apparently but little stronger. The town is
certainly finely situated, with a bay in front, and an
amphitheatre of hills behind. The only thing which diminishes
its beauty is, that the hills have no large trees upon them,
they having been all burnt by a great fire which swept them off
about a dozen years before, and they had not yet grown up again.
The fire was described to me by an inhabitant, as having been a
very terrible and magnificent sight. The air of the whole valley
was so heated that the people were obliged to leave the town and
take up their quarters for several days upon the beach.
Just before sundown the mate ordered a boat’s crew ashore, and
I went as one of the number. We passed under the stern of the
English brig, and had a long pull ashore. I shall never forget
the impression which our first landing on the beach of
California made upon me. The sun had just gone down; it was
getting dusky; the damp night wind was beginning to blow, and
the heavy swell of the Pacific was setting in, and breaking in
loud and high “combers” upon the beach. We lay on our oars in
the swell, just outside of the surf, waiting for a good chance
to run in, when a boat, which had put off from the Ayacucho just
after us, came alongside of us, with a crew of dusky Sandwich
Islanders, talking and hallooing in their outlandish tongue.
They knew that we were novices in this kind of boating, and
waited to see us go in. The second mate, however, who steered
our boat, determined to have the advantage of their experience,
and would not go in first. Finding, at length, how matters stood,
they gave a shout, and taking advantage of a great comber which
came swelling in, rearing its head, and lifting up the stern of
our boat nearly perpendicular, and again dropping it in the
trough, they gave three or four long and strong pulls, and went
in on top of the great wave, throwing their oars overboard, and
as far from the boat as they could throw them, and jumping out
the instant that the boat touched the beach, and then seizing
hold of her and running her up high and dry upon the sand. We
saw, at once, how it was to be done, and also the necessity of
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keeping the boat “stern on” to the sea; for the instant the sea
should strike upon her broad-side or quarter, she would be
driven up broad-side on, and capsized. We pulled strongly in,
and as soon as we felt that the sea had got hold of us and was
carrying us in with the speed of a racehorse, we threw the oars
as far from the boat as we could, and took hold of the gunwale,
ready to spring out and seize her when she struck, the officer
using his utmost strength to keep her stern on. We were shot up
upon the beach like an arrow from a bow, and seizing the boat,
ran her up high and dry, and soon picked up our oars, and stood
by her, ready for the captain to come down.
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January 15, Thursday: According to the records of the “Institute of 1770” there was a unscheduled meeting at
which David Henry Thoreau and Henry Vose were absent.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described life in Monterey, California:

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:14
Toward morning the captain put his head out of the companion-way and told the second mate, who commanded our
watch, to look out for a change of wind, which usually followed a calm and heavy rain; and it was well that he did; for
in a few minutes it fell dead calm, the vessel lost her steerage-way, and the rain ceased. We hauled up the trysail and
courses, squared the after yards, and waited for the change, which came in a few minutes, with a vengeance, from the
northwest, the opposite point of the compass. Owing to our precautions, we were not taken aback, but ran before the wind
with square yards. The captain coming on deck, we braced up a little and stood back for our anchorage. With the change
of wind came a change of weather, and in two hours the wind moderated into the light steady breeze, which blows down
the coast the greater part of the year, and, from its regularity, might be called a trade-wind. The sun came up bright,
and we set royals, skysails, and studding-sails, and were under fair way for Santa Barbara. The little Loriotte was astern
of us, nearly out of sight; but we saw nothing of the Ayacucho. In a short time she appeared, standing out from Santa Rosa
Island, under the lee of which she had been hove to, all night. Our captain was anxious to get in before her, for it would
be a great credit to us, on the coast, to beat the Ayacucho, which had been called the best sailer in the North Pacific, in
which she had been known as a trader for six years or more. We had an advantage over her in light winds, from our royals
and skysails which we carried both at the fore and main, and also in our studding-sails; for Captain Wilson carried nothing
above top-gallant-sails, and always unbent his studding-sails when on the coast. As the wind was light and fair, we held
our own, for some time, when we were both obliged to brace up and come upon a taught bowline, after rounding the
point; and here he had us on fair ground, and walked away from us, as you would haul in a line. He afterwards said that
we sailed well enough with the wind free, but that give him a taught bowline, and he would beat us, if we had all the
canvas of the Royal George.
The Ayacucho got to the anchoring ground about half an hour before us, and was furling her sails when we came up
to it. This picking up your cables is a very nice piece of work. It requires some seamanship to do it, and come to at your
former moorings, without letting go another anchor. Captain Wilson was remarkable, among the sailors on the coast, for
his skill in doing this; and our captain never let go a second anchor during all the time that I was with him. Coming a little
to the windward of our buoy, we clewed up the light sails, backed our main top-sail, and lowered a boat, which pulled
off, and made fast a spare hawser to the buoy on the end of the slip-rope. We brought the other end to the capstan, and
hove in upon it until we came to the slip-rope, which we took to the windlass, and walked her up to her chain, the captain
helping her by backing and filling the sails. The chain is then passed through the hawse-hole and round the windlass, and
bitted, the slip-rope taken round outside and brought into the stern port, and she is safe in her old berth. After we had got
through, the mate told us that this was a small touch of California, the like of which we must expect to have through the
winter.
After we had furled the sails and got dinner, we saw the Loriotte nearing, and she had her anchor before night. At sundown we went ashore again, and found the Loriotte’s boat waiting on the beach. The Sandwich Islander, who could speak
English, told us that he had been up to the town; that our agent, Mr. R______, and some other passengers, were going to
Monterey with us, and that we were to sail the same night. In a few minutes Captain T______, with two gentlemen and
a lady, came down, and we got ready to go off. They had a good deal of baggage, which we put into the bows of the boat,
and then two of us took the senora in our arms, and waded with her through the water, and put her down safely in the
stern. She appeared much amused with the transaction, and her husband was perfectly satisfied, thinking any arrangement
good which saved his wetting his feet. I pulled the after oar, so that I heard the conversation, and learned that one of the
men, who, as well as I could see in the darkness, was a young-looking man, in the European dress, and covered up in a
large cloak, was the agent of the firm to which our vessel belonged; and the other, who was dressed in the Spanish dress
of the country, was a brother of our captain, who had been many years a trader on the coast, and had married the lady
who was in the boat. She was a delicate, dark complexioned young woman, and of one of the best families in California.
I also found that we were to sail the same night. As soon as we got on board, the boats were hoisted up, the sails loosed,
the windlass manned, the slip-ropes and gear cast off; and after about twenty minutes of heaving at the windlass, making
sail, and bracing yards, we were well under weigh, and going with a fair wind up the coast to Monterey.
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14. The Royal George, a huge British ship of the line carrying an enormous spread of canvas, in 1782 unexpectedly and suddenly
sank with all hands. When this ship of the line went down, it had taken to its watery fate also some 300 women who had been allowed
aboard to service the sailors — ship captains being very careful in those days to avoid the perilous crew condition known as
“Buggery Island.”
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January 16, Friday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Pilgrim passed Point Conception on the coast of
California.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The Loriotte got under weigh at the same time, and was also bound up to Monterey, but as she took a
different course from us, keeping the land aboard, while we kept well out to sea, we soon lost sight of her.
We had a fair wind, which is something unusual when coming up, as the prevailing wind is the north, which
blows directly down the coast; whence the northern are called the windward, and the southern the leeward
ports.
We got clear of the island before sunrise the next morning, and by twelve o’clock were out of the canal, and
off Point Conception, the place where we first made the land upon our arrival. This is the largest point on
the coast, and is uninhabited headland, stretching out into the Pacific, and has the reputation of being very
windy. Any vessel does well which gets by it without a gale, especially in the winter season. We were going
along with studding-sails set on both sides, when, as we came round the point, we had to haul our wind, and
take in the lee studding-sails. As the brig came more upon the wind, she felt it more, and we doused the skysails, but kept the weather studding-sails on her, bracing the yards forward so that the swinging-boom nearly
touched the spritsail yard. She now lay over to it, the wind was freshening, and the captain was evidently
“dragging on to her.” His brother and Mr. R______, looking a little squally, said something to him, but he
only answered that he knew the vessel and what she would carry. He was evidently showing off his vessel,
and letting them know how he could carry sail. He stood up to windward, holding on by the backstays, and
looking up at the sticks, to see how much they would bear; when a puff came which settled the matter. Then
it was “haul down,” and “clew up,” royals, flying-jib, and studding-sails, all at once. There was what the
sailors call a “mess”– everything let go, nothing hauled in, and everything flying. The poor Spanish woman
came to the companion-way, looking as pale as a ghost, and nearly frightened to death. The mate and some
men forward were trying to haul in the lower studding-sail, which had blown over the spritsail yard-arm and
round the guys; while the topmast-studding-sail boom, after buckling up and springing out again like a piece
of whalebone, broke off at the boom-iron. I sprang aloft to take in the main top-gallant studding-sail, but
before I got into the top, the tack parted, and away went the sail, swinging forward of the top-gallant-sail,
and tearing and slatting itself to pieces. The halyards were at this moment let go by the run; and such a piece
of work I never had before, in taking in a sail. After great exertions I got it, or the remains of it, into the top,
and was making it fast, when the captain, looking up, called out to me, “Lay aloft there, D______, and furl
that main royal.” Leaving the studding-sail, I went up to the cross trees; and here it looked rather squally.
The foot of the top-gallant-mast was working between the cross and trussel trees, and the royal-mast lay
over at a fearful angle with the mast below, while everything was working, and cracking, strained to the
utmost.
There’s nothing for Jack to do but to obey orders, and I went up upon the yard and there was a worse
“mess,” if possible, than I had left below. The braces had been let go, and the yard was swinging about like
a turnpike — ate, and the whole sail having blown over to leeward, the lee leach was over the yard-arm, and
the skysail was all adrift and flying over my head. I looked down, but it in vain to attempt to make myself
heard, for every one was busy below, and the wind roared, and sails were flapping in every direction.
Fortunately, it was noon and broad daylight, and the man at the wheel, who had his eyes aloft, soon saw my
difficulty, and after numberless signs and gestures, got some one to haul the necessary ropes taught. During
this interval I took a look below. Everything was in confusion on deck; the little vessel was tearing through
the water if she were mad, the seas flying over her, and the masts leaning over at an angle of forty-five
degrees from the vertical. At the other royal-mast-head was S______, working away at the sail, which was
blowing from him as fast as he could gather it in. The top-gallant-sail below me was soon clewed up, which
relieved the mast, and in a short time I got my sail furled, and went below; but I lost overboard a new
tarpaulin hat, which troubled me more than anything else. We worked for about half an hour with might and
main; and in an hour from the time the squall struck us, from having all our flying kites abroad, we came
down to double-reefed top-sails and the storm-sails.
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January 17-21: The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr., beat north against the wind, up the coast of
California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The wind had hauled ahead during the squall, and we were standing directly in for the point. So, as soon
as we had got all snug, we wore round and stood off again, and had the pleasant prospect of beating up to
Monterey, a distance of an hundred miles, against a violent head wind. Before night it began to rain; and we
had five days of rainy, stormy weather, under close sail all the time, and were blown several hundred miles
off the coast. In the midst of this, we discovered that our fore topmast was sprung, (which no doubt
happened in the squall,) and were obliged to send down the fore top-gallant-mast and carry as little sail as
possible forward. Our four passengers were dreadfully sick, so that we saw little or nothing of them during
the five days. On the sixth day it cleared off, and the sun came out bright, but the wind and sea were still
very high. It was quite like being at sea again: no land for hundreds of miles, and the captain taking the sun
every day at noon. Our passengers now made their appearance, and I had for the first time the opportunity
of seeing what a miserable and forlorn creature a sea-sick passenger is. Since I had got over my own
sickness, the third day from Boston, I had seen nothing but hale, hearty men, with their sea legs on, and able
to go anywhere, (for we had no passengers;) and I will own there was a pleasant feeling of superiority in
being able to walk the deck, and eat, and go about, and comparing one’s self with two poor, miserable, pale
creatures, staggering and shuffling about decks, or holding on and looking up with giddy heads, to see us
climbing to the mast-heads, or sitting quietly at work on the ends of the lofty yards. A well man at sea has
little sympathy with one who is seasick; he is too apt to be conscious of a comparison favorable to his own
manhood. After a few days we made the land at Point Pinos, (pines,) which is the headland at the entrance
of the bay of Monterey. As we drew in, and ran down the shore, we could distinguish well the face of the
country, and found it better wooded than that to the southward of Point Conception. In fact, as I afterwards
discovered, Point Conception may be made the dividing line between two different faces of the country. As
you go to the northward of the point, the country becomes more wooded, has a richer appearance, and is
better supplied with water. This is the case with Monterey, and still more so with San Francisco; while to
the southward of the point, as at Santa Barbara, San Pedro, and particularly San Diego, there is very little
wood, and the country has a naked, level appearance, though it is still very fertile.
The bay of Monterey is very wide at the entrance, being about twenty-four miles between the two points,
Ano Nuevo at the north, and Pinos at the south, but narrows gradually as you approach the town, which is
situated in a bend, or large cove, at the southeastern extremity, and about eighteen miles from the points,
which makes the whole depth of the bay. The shores are extremely well wooded, (the pine abounding upon
them,) and as it was now the rainy season, everything was as green as nature could make it,– the grass, the
leaves, and all; the birds were singing in the woods, and great numbers of wild-fowl were flying over our
heads. Here we could lie safe from the south-easters. We came to anchor within two cable lengths of the
shore, and the town lay directly before us, making a very pretty appearance; its houses being plastered,
which gives a much better effect than those of Santa Barbara, which are of a mud-color. The red tiles, too,
on the roofs, contrasted well with the white plastered sides and with the extreme greenness of the lawn upon
which the houses– about an hundred in number– were dotted about, here and there, irregularly. There are in
this place, and in every other town which I saw in California, no streets, or fences, (except here and there a
small patch was fenced in for a garden,) so that the houses are placed at random upon the green, which, as
they are of one story and of the cottage form, gives them a pretty effect when seen from a little distance.

January 21, Wednesday: In Newport, Rhode Island, Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
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4th day 21st of 1st M 1835 / To day the Select Meeting was held
at Portsmouth - being quite unwell I did not go. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

January 22, Thursday: In Newport, Rhode Island, Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 22 of 1st M 1835 / Attended Preparative Meeting in
Newport. - The first meeting was a time of some favour & in the
last we had some evidence of the continuation of a right concern
among the brethren. The remarks of my cousin Henry Giuld on the
reading of the Queries was pleasant & in accordance with my own
feelings. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. arrived in the bay of Monterey, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
It was a fine Saturday afternoon when we came to anchor, the sun about an hour high, and everything
looking pleasantly. The Mexican flag was flying from the little square Presidio, and the drums and trumpets
of the soldiers, who were out on parade, sounded over the water, and gave great life to the scene. Every one
was delighted with the appearance of things. We felt as though we had got into a Christian (which in the
sailor’s vocabulary means civilized) country. The first impression which California had made upon us was
very disagreeable:– the open roadstead of Santa Barbara; anchoring three miles from the shore; running out
to sea before every south-easter; landing in a high surf; with a little darklooking town, a mile from the beach;
and not a sound to be heard, or anything to be seen, but Sandwich Islanders, hides, and tallow-bags. Add to
this the gale off Point Conception, and no one can be at a loss to account for our agreeable disappointment
in Monterey. Beside all this, we soon learned, which was of no small importance to us, that there was little
or no surf here, and this afternoon the beach was as smooth as a duck-pond.
We landed the agent and passengers, and found several persons waiting for them on the beach, among
whom were some, who, though dressed in the costume of the country, spoke English; and who, we
afterwards learned, were English and Americans who had married and settled in the country.
I also connected with our arrival here another circumstance which more nearly concerns myself; viz.,
my first act of what the sailors will allow to be seamanship– sending down a royal-yard. I had seen it done
once or twice at sea, and an old sailor, whose favor I had taken some pains to gain, had taught me carefully
everything which was necessary to be done, and in its proper order, and advised me to take the first
opportunity when we were in port, and try it. I told the second mate, with whom I had been pretty thick
when he was before the mast, that I would do it, and got him to ask the mate to send me up the first time
they were struck. Accordingly I was called upon, and went up, repeating the operations over in my mind,
taking care to get everything in its order, for the slightest mistake spoils the whole. Fortunately, I got through
without any word from the officer, and heard the “well done” of the mate, when the yard reached the deck,
with as much satisfaction as I ever felt at Cambridge on seeing a “bene” at the foot of a Latin exercise.
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January 23, Sunday: Waldo Emerson wrote his former student Benjamin Hunt to advise him “If you have not
seen it [SARTOR RESARTUS by Thomas Carlyle] pray make inquiry after it.”

SARTOR RESARTUS

STUDY THIS STRANGENESS
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. went fishing in Monterey bay.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next day being Sunday, which is the liberty-day among merchantmen, when it is usual to let a part of
the crew go ashore, the sailors had depended upon a day on land, and were already disputing who should
ask to go, when, upon being called in the morning, we were turned-to upon the rigging, and found that the
topmast, which had been sprung, was to come down, and a new one to go up, and top-gallant and royalmasts, and the rigging to be set up. This was too bad. If there is anything that irritates sailors and makes
them feel hardly used, it is being deprived of their Sabbath. Not that they would always, or indeed generally,
spend it religiously, but it is their only day of rest. Then, too, they are often necessarily deprived of it by
storms, and unavoidable duties of all kinds, that to take it from them when lying quietly and safely in port,
without any urgent reason, bears the more hardly. The only reason in this case was, that the captain had
determined to have the custom-house officers on board on Monday, and wished to have his brig in order.
Jack is a slave aboard ship; but still he has many opportunities of thwarting and balking his master. When
there is danger, or necessity, or when he is well used, no one can work faster than he; but the instant he feels
that he is kept at work for nothing, no sloth could make less headway. He must not refuse his duty, or be in
any way disobedient, but all the work that an officer gets out of him, he may be welcome to. Every man who
has been three months at sea knows how to “work Tom Cox’s traverse”– “three turns round the long-boat,
and a pull at the scuttled-butt.” This morning everything went in this way. “Sogering” was the order of the
day. Send a man below to get a block, and he would capsize everything before finding it, then not bring it
up till an officer had called him twice, and take as much time to put things in order again. Marline-spikes
were not to be found; knives wanted a prodigious deal of sharpening, and, generally, three or four were
waiting round the grindstone at a time. When a man got to the mast-head, he would come slowly down again
to get something which he had forgotten; and after the tackles were got up, six men would pull less than
three who pulled “with a will.” When the mate was out of sight, nothing was done. It was all uphill work;
and at eight o’clock, when we went to breakfast, things were nearly where they were when we began.
During our short meal, the matter was discussed. One proposed refusing to work; but that was mutiny,
and of course was rejected at once. I remember, too, that one of the men quoted “Father Taylor,” (as they
call the seamen’s preacher at Boston,) who told them that if they were ordered to work on Sunday, they must
not refuse their duty, and the blame would not come upon them. After breakfast, it leaked out, through the
officers, that if we would get through our work soon, we might have a boat in the afternoon and go fishing.
This bait was well thrown, and took with several who were fond of fishing; and all began to find that as we
had one thing to do, and were not to be kept at work for the day, the sooner we did it, the better.
Accordingly, things took a new aspect; and before two o’clock this work, which was in a fair way to last
two days, was done; and five of us went a fishing in the jolly-boat, in the direction of Point Pinos; but leave
to go ashore was refused. Here we saw the Loriotte, which sailed with us from Santa Barbara, coming
slowly in with a light sea-breeze, which sets in towards afternoon, having been becalmed off the point all
the first part of the day. We took several fish of various kinds, among which cod and perch abounded, and
F______ (the ci-devant second mate,) who was of our number, brought up with his hook a large and
beautiful pearl-oyster shell. We afterwards learned that this place was celebrated for shells, and that a small
schooner had made a good voyage, by carrying a cargo of them to the United States.
We returned by sun-down, and found the Loriotte at anchor, within a cable’s length of the Pilgrim.
The next day we were “turned-to” early, and began taking off the hatches, overhauling the cargo, and getting
everything ready for inspection. At eight, the officers of the customs, five in number, came on board, and
began overhauling the cargo, manifest, etc.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The Mexican revenue laws are very strict, and require the whole cargo to be landed, examined, and taken
on board again; but our agent, Mr. R______, had succeeded in compounding with them for the two last
vessels, and saving the trouble of taking the cargo ashore. The officers were dressed in the costume which
we found prevailed through the country. A broad-brimmed hat, usually of a black or dark-brown color, with
a gilt or figured band round the crown, and lined inside with silk; a short jacket of silk or figured calico, (the
European skirted body-coat is never worn;) the shirt open in the neck; rich waistcoat, if any; pantaloons
wide, straight, and long, usually of velvet, velveteen, or broadcloth; or else short breeches and white
stockings. They wear the deer-skin shoe, which is of a dark-brown color, and, (being made by Indians,)
usually a good deal ornamented. They have no suspenders, but always wear a sash round the waist, which
is generally red, and varying in quality with the means of the wearer. Add to this the never-failing cloak,
and you have the dress of the Californian. This last garment, the cloak, is always a mark of the rank and
wealth of the owner. The “gente de razon,” or aristocracy, wear cloaks of black or dark blue broadcloth, with
as much velvet and trimmings as may be; and from this they go down to the blanket of the Indian; the middle
classes wearing something like a large table-cloth, with a hole in the middle for the head to go through.
This is often as coarse as a blanket, but being beautifully woven with various colors, is quite showy at
a distance. Among the Mexicans there is no working class; (the Indians being slaves and doing all the hard
work;) and every rich man looks like a grandee, and every poor scamp like a broken-down gentleman.
I have often seen a man with a fine figure, and courteous manners, dressed in broadcloth and velvet, with
a noble horse completely covered with trappings; without a real in his pocket, and absolutely suffering
for something to eat.
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January 24, Monday: The Reverend Waldo Emerson of Concord, Massachusetts sent a letter to Miss Jackson
of Plymouth, Massachusetts.
I puritani, a meldramma serio by Vincenzo Bellini to words of Pepoli after Ancelot and Xavier, was performed
for the initial time, at the Theatre-Italien of Paris. Gioachino Rossini, who was present, reported that the work
was “a brilliant success.” The composer would write that by the end of the duet (Il rival salvar tu dei) “the
French had all gone crazy.”
CHARLES I

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. got an idea of the value of money in California.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next day, the cargo having been entered in due form, we began trading. The trade-room was fitted up
in the steerage, and furnished out with the lighter goods, and with specimens of the rest of the cargo; and
M______, a young man who came out from Boston with us, before the mast, was taken out of the forecastle,
and made supercargo’s clerk. He was well qualified for the business, having been clerk in a counting-house
in Boston. He had been troubled for some time with the rheumatism, which unfitted him for the wet and
exposed duty of a sailor on the coast. For a week or ten days all was life on board. The people came off to
look and to buy– men, women, and children; and we were continually going in the boats, carrying goods
and passengers,– for they have no boats of their own. Everything must dress itself and come aboard and see
the new vessel, if it were only to buy a paper of pins. The agent and his clerk managed the sales, while we
were busy in the hold or in the boats. Our cargo was an assorted one; that is, it consisted of everything under
the sun. We had spirits of all kinds, (sold by the cask,) teas, coffee, sugars, spices, raisins, molasses,
hardware, crockery-ware, tinware, cutlery, clothing of all kinds, boots and shoes from Lynn, calicoes
and cottons from Lowell, crepes, silks; also shawls, scarfs, necklaces, jewelry, and combs for the ladies;
furniture; and in fact, everything that can be imagined, from Chinese fire-works to English cart-wheels–
of which we had a dozen pairs with their iron rims on.
The Californians are an idle, thriftless people, and can make nothing for themselves. The country
abounds in grapes, yet they buy bad wines made in Boston and brought round by us, at an immense price,
and retail it among themselves at a real (12 1/2 cents) by the small wine-glass. Their hides, too, which they
value at two dollars in money, they give for something which costs seventy-five cents in Boston; and buy
shoes (like as not, made of their own hides, and which have been carried twice around Cape Horn) at three
or four dollars, and “chicken-skin” boots at fifteen dollars apiece. Things sell, on an average, at an advance
of nearly three hundred per cent upon the Boston prices. This is partly owing to the heavy duties which the
government, in their wisdom, with the intent, no doubt, of keeping the silver in the country, has laid upon
imports. These duties, and the enormous expenses of so long a voyage, keep all merchants, but those of
heavy capital, from engaging in the trade. Nearly two-thirds of all the articles imported into the country
from round Cape Horn, for the last six years, have been by the single house of Bryant, Sturgis & Co., to
whom our vessel belonged, and who have a permanent agent on the coast.
This kind of business was new to us, and we liked it very well for a few days, though we were hard at
work every minute from daylight to dark; and sometimes even later.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
By being thus continually engaged in transporting passengers with their goods, to and fro, we gained
considerable knowledge of the character, dress, and language of the people. The dress of the men was as
I have before described it. The women wore gowns of various texture– silks, crape, calicoes, etc.,– made
after the European style, except that the sleeves were short, leaving the arm bare, and that they were loose
about the waist, having no corsets. They wore shoes of kid, or satin; sashes or belts of bright colors; and
almost always a necklace and ear-rings. Bonnets they had none. I only saw one on the coast, and that
belonged to the wife of an American sea-captain who had settled in San Diego, and had imported the chaotic
mass of straw and ribbon, as a choice present to his new wife. They wear their hair (which is almost
invariably black, or a very dark brown) long in their necks, sometimes loose, and sometimes in long braids;
though the married women often do it up on a high comb. Their only protection against the sun and weather
is a large mantle which they put over their heads, drawing it close round their faces, when they go out of
doors, which is generally only in pleasant weather. When in the house, or sitting out in front of it, which
they often do in fine weather, they usually wear a small scarf or neckerchief of a rich pattern. A band, also,
about the top of the head, with a cross, star, or other ornament in front, is common. Their complexions are
various, depending– as well as their dress and manner– upon their rank; or, in other words, upon the amount
of Spanish blood they can lay claim to. Those who are of pure Spanish blood, having never intermarried
with the aborigines, have clear brunette complexions, and sometimes, even as fair as those of English
women. There are but few of these families in California; being mostly those in official stations, or who, on
the expiration of their offices, have settled here upon property which they have acquired; and others who
have been banished for state offences. These form the aristocracy; intermarrying, and keeping up an
exclusive system in every respect. They can be told by their complexions, dress, manner, and also by their
speech; for, calling themselves Castilians, they are very ambitious of speaking the pure Castilian language,
which is spoken in a somewhat corrupted dialect by the lower classes. From this upper class, they go down
by regular shades, growing more and more dark and muddy, until you come to the pure Indian, who runs
about with nothing upon him but a small piece of cloth, kept up by a wide leather strap drawn round his
waist. Generally speaking, each person’s caste is decided by the quality of the blood, which shows itself,
too plainly to be concealed, at first sight. Yet the least drop of Spanish blood, if it be only of quadroon or
octoroon, is sufficient to raise them from the rank of slaves, and entitle them to a suit of cloathes– boots,
hat, cloak, spurs, long knife, and all complete, though coarse and dirty as may be,– and to call themselves
Espanolos, and to hold property, if they can get any.
The fondness for dress among the women is excessive, and is often the ruin of many of them. A present
of a fine mantle, or of a necklace or pair of ear-rings, gains the favor of the greater part of them. Nothing is
more common than to see a woman living in a house of only two rooms, and the ground for a floor, dressed
in spangled satin shoes, silk gown, high comb, and gilt, if not gold, ear-rings and necklace. If their husbands
do not dress them well enough, they will soon receive presents from others. They used to spend whole days
on board our vessels, examining the fine clothes and ornaments, and frequently made purchases at a rate
which would have made a seamstress or waiting-maid in Boston open her eyes.
Next to the love of dress, I was most struck with the fineness of the voices and beauty of the intonations
of both sexes. Every common ruffian-looking fellow, with a slouched hat, blanket cloak, dirty under-dress,
and soiled leather leggins, appeared to me to be speaking elegant Spanish. It was a pleasure, simply to listen
to the sound of the language, before I could attach any meaning to it. They have a good deal of the Creole
drawl, but it is varied with an occasional extreme rapidity of utterance, in which they seem to skip from
consonant to consonant, until, lighting upon a broad, open vowel, they rest upon that to restore the balance
of sound. The women carry this peculiarity of speaking to a much greater extreme than the men, who have
more evenness and stateliness of utterance. A common bullock-driver, on horseback, delivering a message,
seemed to speak like an ambassador at an audience. In fact, they sometimes appeared to me to be a people
on whom a curse had fallen, and stripped them of everything but their pride, their manners, and their voices.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Another thing that surprised me was the quantity of silver that was in circulation. I certainly never saw
so much silver at one time in my life, as during the week that we were at Monterey. The truth is, they have
no credit system, no banks, and no way of investing way of investing money but in cattle. They have no
circulating medium but silver and hides– which the sailors call “California bank notes.” Everything that
they buy they must pay for in one or the other of these things. The hides they bring down dried and doubled,
in clumsy ox-carts, or upon mules’ backs, and the money they carry tied up in a handkerchief;– fifty, eighty,
or an hundred dollars and half dollars.
I had never studied Spanish while at college, and could not speak a word, when at Juan Fernandez; but
during the latter part of the passage out, I borrowed a grammar and dictionary from the cabin, and by a
continual use of these, and a careful attention to every word that I heard spoken, I soon got a vocabulary
together, and began talking for myself. As I soon knew more Spanish than any of the crew, (who indeed
knew none at all,) and had been at college and knew Latin, I got the name of a great linguist, and was always
sent for by the captain and officers to get provisions, or to carry letters and messages to different parts of
the town. I was often sent to get something which I could not tell the name of to save my life; but I liked
the business, and accordingly never pleaded ignorance. Sometimes I managed to jump below and take a
look at my dictionary before going ashore; or else I overhauled some English resident on my way, and got
the word from him; and then, by signs, and the help of my Latin and French, contrived to get along. This
was a good exercise for me, and no doubt taught me more than I should have learned by months of study
and reading; it also gave me opportunities of seeing the customs, characters, and domestic arrangements of
the people; beside being a great relief from the monotony of a day spent on board ship.
Monterey, as far as my observation goes, is decidedly the pleasantest and most civilized-looking place
in California. In the centre of it is an open square, surrounded by four lines of one-story plastered buildings,
with half a dozen cannon in the centre; some mounted, and others not. This is the “Presidio,” or fort. Every
town has a presidio in its centre; or rather, every presidio has a town built around it; for the forts were first
built by the Mexican government, and then the people built near them for protection. The presidio here was
entirely open and unfortified. There were several officers with long titles, and about eighty soldiers, but they
were poorly paid, fed, clothed, and disciplined. The governor-general, or, as he is commonly called, the
“general,” lives here; which makes it the seat of government. He is appointed by the central government at
Mexico, and is the chief civil and military officer. In addition to him, each town has a commandant, who is
the chief military officer, and has charge of the fort, and of all transactions with foreigners and foreign
vessels; and two or three alcaldes and corregidores, elected by the inhabitants, who are the civil officers.
Courts and jurisprudence they have no knowledge of. Small municipal matters are regulated by the alcaldes
and corregidores; and everything relating to the general government, to the military, and to foreigners, by
the commandants, acting under the governor-general. Capital cases are decided by him, upon personal
inspection, if he is near; or upon minutes sent by the proper officers, if the offender is at a distant place. No
Protestant has any civil rights, nor can he hold any property, or, indeed, remain more than a few weeks on
shore, unless he belong to some vessel. Consequently, the Americans and English who intend to remain here
become Catholics, to a man; the current phrase among them beings– “A man must leave his conscience at
Cape Horn.”
But to return to Monterey. The houses here, as everywhere else in California, are of one story, built of
clay made into large bricks, about a foot and a half square and three or four inches thick, and hardened in
the sun. These are cemented together by mortar of the same material, and the whole are of a common dirtcolor. The floors are generally of earth, the windows grated and without glass; and the doors, which are
seldom shut, open directly into the common room; there being no entries. Some of the more wealthy
inhabitants have glass to their windows and board floors; and in Monterey nearly all the houses are plastered
on the outside. The better houses, too, have red tiles upon the roofs. The common ones have two or three
rooms which open into each other, and are furnished with a bed or two, a few chairs and tables, a lookingglass, a crucifix of some material or other, and small daubs of paintings enclosed in glass, and representing
some miracle or martyrdom. They have no chimneys or fire-places in the houses, the climate being such as
to make a fire unnecessary; and all their cooking is done in a small cook-house, separated from the house.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
The Indians, as I have said before, do all the hard work, two or three being attached to each house; and the
poorest persons are able to keep one, at least, for they have only to feed them and give them a small piece
of coarse cloth and a belt, for the males; and a coarse gown, without shoes or stockings, for the females.
In Monterey there are a number of English and Americans (English or “Ingles” all are called who speak
the English language) who have married Californians, become united to the Catholic church, and acquired
considerable property. Having more industry, frugality, and enterprise than the natives, they soon get nearly
all the trade into their hands. They usually keep shops, in which they retail the goods purchased in larger
quantities from our vessels, and also send a good deal into the interior, taking hides in pay, which they again
barter with our vessels. In every town on the coast there are foreigners engaged in this kind of trade, while
I recollect but two shops kept by natives. The people are generally suspicious of foreigners, and they would
not be allowed to remain, were it not that they become good Catholics, and by marrying natives, and
bringing up their children as Catholics and Mexicans, and not teaching them the English language, they
quiet suspicion, and even become popular and leading men. The chief alcaldes in Monterey and Santa
Barbara were both Yankees by birth.
The men in Monterey appeared to me to be always on horseback. Horses are as abundant here as dogs
and chickens were in Juan Fernandez. There are no stables to keep them in, but they are allowed to run wild
and graze wherever they please, being branded, and having long leather ropes, called “lassos,” attached to
their necks and dragging along behind them, by which they can be easily taken. The men usually catch one
in the morning, throw a saddle and bridle upon him, and use him for the day, and let him go at night, catching
another the next day. When they go on long journeys, they ride one horse down, and catch another, throw
the saddle and bridle upon him, and after riding him down, take a third, and so on to the end of the journey.
There are probably no better riders in the world. They get upon a horse when only four or five years old,
their little legs not long enough to come half way over his sides; and may almost be said to keep on him
until they have grown to him. The stirrups are covered or boxed up in front, to prevent their catching when
riding through the woods; and the saddles are large and heavy, strapped very tight upon the horse, and have
large pommels, or loggerheads, in front, round which the “lasso” is coiled when not in use. They can hardly
go from one house to another without getting on a horse, there being generally several standing tied to the
door-posts of the little cottages. When they wish to show their activity, they make no use of their stirrups in
mounting, but striking the horse, spring into the saddle as he starts, and sticking their long spurs into him,
go off on the full run. Their spurs are cruel things, having four or five rowels, each an inch in length, dull
and rusty. The flanks of the horses are often sore from them, and I have seen men come in from chasing
bullocks with their horses’ hind legs and quarters covered with blood. They frequently give exhibitions of
their horsemanship, in races, bull-baitings, etc.; but as we were not ashore during any holyday, we saw
nothing of it. Monterey is also a great place for cock-fighting, gambling of all sorts, fandangos, and every
kind of amusement and knavery. Trappers and hunters, who occasionally arrive here from over the Rocky
mountains, with their valuable skins and furs, are often entertained with every sort of amusement and
dissipation, until they have wasted their time and their money, and go back, stripped of everything.
Nothing but the character of the people prevents Monterey from becoming a great town. The soil is as
rich as man could wish; climate as good as any in the world; water abundant, and situation extremely
beautiful. The harbor, too, is a good one, being subject only to one bad wind, the north; and though the
holding-ground is not the best, yet I heard of but one vessel’s being driven ashore here. That was a Mexican
brig, which went ashore a few months before our arrival, and was a total wreck, all the crew but one being
drowned. Yet this was from the carelessness or ignorance of the captain, who paid out all his small cable
before he let go his other anchor. The ship Lagoda, of Boston, was there at the time, and rode out the gale
in safety, without dragging at all, or finding it necessary to strike her top-gallant masts.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The only vessel in port with us was the little Loriotte. I frequently went on board her, and became very
well acquainted with her Sandwich Island crew. One of them could speak a little English, and from him
I learned a good deal about them. They were well formed and active, with black eyes, intelligent
countenances, dark-olive, or, I should rather say, copper complexions and coarse black hair, but not woolly
like the negroes. They appeared to be talking continually. In the forecastle there was a complete Babel. Their
language is extremely guttural, and not pleasant at first, but improves as you hear it more, and is said to have
great capacity. They use a good deal of gesticulation, and are exceedingly animated, saying with their might
what their tongues find to say. They are complete water-dogs, therefore very good in boating. It is for this
reason that there are so many of them on the coast of California; they being very good hands in the surf.
They are also quick and active in the rigging, and good hands in warm weather; but those who have been
with them round Cape Horn, and in high latitudes, say that they are useless in cold weather. In their dress
they are precisely like our sailors. In addition to these Islanders, the vessel had two English sailors,
who acted as boatswains over the Islanders, and took care of the rigging. One of them I shall always
remember as the best specimen of the thoroughbred English sailor that I ever saw. He had been to sea from
a boy, having served a regular apprenticeship of seven years, as all English sailors are obliged to do, and
was then about four or five and twenty. He was tall; but you only perceived it when he was standing by the
side of others, for the great breadth of his shoulders and chest made him appear but little above the middle
height. His chest was as deep as it was wide; his arm like that of Hercules; and his hand “the fist of a tar–
every hair a rope-yarn.” With all this he had one of the pleasantest smiles I ever saw. His cheeks were of a
handsome brown; his teeth brilliantly white; and his hair, of a raven black, waved in loose curls all over his
head, and fine, open forehead; and his eyes he might have sold to a duchess at the price of diamonds, for
their brilliancy. As for their color, they were like the Irishman’s pig, which would not stay to be counted,
every change of position and light seemed to give them a new hue; but their prevailing color was black, or
nearly so. Take him with his well-varnished black tarpaulin stuck upon the back of his head; his long locks
coming down almost into his eyes; his white duck trowsers and shirt; blue jacket; and black kerchief, tied
loosely round his neck; and he was a fine specimen of manly beauty. On his broad chest he had stamped
with India ink “Parting moments;”– a ship ready to sail; a boat on the beach; and a girl and her sailor lover
taking their farewell. Underneath were printed the initials of his own name, and two other letters, standing
for some name which he knew better than I did. This was very well done, having been executed by a man
who made it his business to print with India ink, for sailors, at Havre. On one of his broad arms, he had the
crucifixion, and on the other the sign of the “foul anchor.”
He was very fond of reading, and we lent him most of the books which we had in the forecastle, which
he read and returned to us the next time we fell in with him. He had a good deal of information, and his
captain said he was a perfect seaman, and worth his weight in gold on board a vessel, in fair weather and in
foul. His strength must have been great, and he had the sight of a vulture. It is strange that one should be so
minute in the description of an unknown, outcast sailor, whom one may never see again, and whom no one
may care to hear about; but so it is. Some people we see under no remarkable circumstances, but whom, for
some reason or other, we never forget. He called himself Bill Jackson; and I know no one of all my
accidental acquaintances to whom I would more gladly give a shake of the hand than to him. Whoever falls
in with him will find a handsome, hearty fellow, and a good shipmate.
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January 30, Sunday: Seminole headman Osceola died in prison.
Richard Lawrence attempted to discharge a brace of pistols at President Andrew Jackson while he was
attending the funeral service in the chamber of the House of Representatives for deceased Representative
Warren R. Davis. Both shots missed. Lawrence would be adjudged insane.
A report of an interesting incident aboard the Pilgrim in Monterey harbor.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday came again while we were at Monterey, but as before, it brought us no holyday. The people on shore
dressed themselves and came off in greater numbers than ever, and we were employed all day in boating
and breaking out cargo, so that we had hardly time to eat. Our cidevant second mate, who was determined
to get liberty if it was to be had, dressed himself in a long coat and black hat, and polished his shoes,
and went aft and asked to go ashore. He could not have done a more imprudent thing; for he knew that no
liberty would be given; and besides, sailors, however sure they may be of having liberty granted them
always go aft in their working clothes, to appear as though they had no reason to expect anything, and then
wash, dress, and shave, after they get their liberty. But this poor fellow was always getting into hot water,
and if there was a wrong way of doing a thing, was sure to hit upon it. We looked to see him go aft, knowing
pretty well what his reception would be. The captain was walking the quarter-deck, smoking his morning
cigar, and F______ went as far as the break of the deck, and there waited for him to notice him. The captain
took two or three turns, and then walking directly up to him, surveyed him from head to foot, and lifting up
his forefinger, said a word or two, in a tone too low for us to hear, but which had a magical effect upon
poor F______. He walked forward, sprang into the forecastle, and in a moment more made his appearance
in his common clothes, and went quietly to work again, What the captain said to him, we never could
get him to tell, but it certainly changed him outwardly and inwardly in a most surprising manner.

First Week in February: The Pilgrim sailed from San Francisco bay heading for Santa Barbara.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
After a few days, finding the trade beginning to slacken, we hove our anchor up, set our topsails, ran
the stars and stripes up to the peak, fired a gun, which was returned from the Presidio, and left the
little town astern, running out of the bay, and bearing down the coast again, for Santa Barbara. As
we were now going to leeward, we had a fair wind and a plenty of it. After doubling Point Pinos, we
bore up, set studding-sails alow and aloft, and were walking off at the rate of eight or nine knots,
promising to traverse in twenty-four hours the distance which we were nearly three weeks in
traversing on the passage up. We passed Point Conception at a flying rate, the wind blowing so that
it would have seemed half a gale to us, if we had been going the other way and close hauled. As we
drew near the islands off Santa Barbara, it died away a little but we came-to at our old anchoringground in less than thirty hours from the time of leaving Monterey.
Here everything was pretty much as we it– left the large bay without a vessel in it; the surf roaring
and rolling in upon the beach; the white mission; the dark town and the high, treeless mountains.
Here too, we had our south-easter tacks aboard again,– slip-ropes, buoy-ropes, sails furled with reefs
in them, and ropeyarns for gaskets. We lay here about a fortnight, employed in landing goods and
taking off hides, occasionally, when the surf was not high; but there did not appear to be one-half the
business doing here that there was in Monterey. In fact, so far as we were concerned, the town might
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almost as well have been in the middle of the Cordilleras. We lay at a distance of three miles from
the beach, and the town was nearly a mile farther; so that we saw little or nothing of it. Occasionally
we landed a few goods, which were taken away by Indians in large, clumsy ox-carts, with the yoke
on the ox’s neck instead of under it, and with small solid wheels. A few hides were brought. down,
which we carried off in the California style. This we had now got pretty well accustomed to; and
hardened to also; for it does require a little hardening even to the toughest.
The hides are always brought down dry, or they would not be received. When they are taken from
the animal, they have holes cut in the ends, and are staked out, and thus dried in the sun without
shrinking. They are then doubled once, lengthwise, with the hair side usually in, and sent down, upon
mules or in carts, and piled above highwater mark; and then we take them upon our heads, one at a
time, or two, if they are small, and wade out with them and throw them into the boat, which as there
are no wharves, we are usually kept anchored by a small kedge, or keelek, just outside, of the surf.
We all provided ourselves with thick Scotch caps, which would be soft to the head, and at the same
time protect it; for we soon found that however it might look or feel at first the “head-work” was the
only system for California. For besides that the seas, breaking high, often obliged us to carry the
hides so, in order to keep them dry, we found that, as they were very large and heavy, and nearly as
stiff as boards, it was the only way that we could carry them with any convenience to ourselves.
Some of the crew tried other expedients, saying that they looked too much like West India negroes;
but they all came to it at last. The great art is in getting them on the head. We had to take them from
the ground, and as they were often very heavy, and as wide as the arms could stretch and easily taken
by the wind, we used to have some trouble with them. I have often been laughed at myself, and
joined in laughing at others, pitching themselves down in the sand, trying to swing a large hide upon
their heads, or nearly blown over with one in a little gust of wind. The captain made it harder for us,
by telling us that it was “California fashion” to carry two on the head at a time; and as he insisted
upon it, and we did not wish to be outdone by other vessels, we carried two for the first few months;
but after falling in with a few other “hide-droghers,” and finding that they carried only one at a time
we “knocked off” the extra one, and thus made our duty somewhat easier.
After we had got our heads used to the weight, and had learned the true California style of tossing
a hide, we could carry off two or three hundred in a short time, without much trouble; but it was
always wet work, and, if the beach was stony, bad for our feet; for we, of course, always went
barefooted on this duty, as no shoes could stand such constant wetting with salt water. Then, too, we
had a long pull of three miles, with a loaded boat, which often took a couple of hours.
We had now got well settled down into our harbor duties, which, as they are a good deal different
from those at sea, it may be well enough to describe. In the first place, all hands are called at daylight,
or rather– especially if the days are short– before daylight, as soon as the first grey of the morning.
The cook makes his fire in the galley; the steward goes about his work in the cabin; and the crew rig
the head pump, and wash down the decks.
The chief mate is always on deck, but takes no active part, all the duty coming upon the second
mate, who has to roll up his trowsers and paddle about decks barefooted, like the rest of the crew.
The washing, swabbing, squilgeeing, etc., lasts, or is made to last, until eight o’clock, when breakfast
is ordered, fore and aft. After breakfast, for which half an hour is allowed, the boats are lowered
down, and made fast astern, or out to the swinging booms, by ges-warps, and the crew are turned-to
upon their day’s work. This is various, and its character depends upon circumstances. There is
always more or less of boating, in small boats; and if heavy goods are to be taken ashore, or hides
are brought down to the beach for us, then all hands are sent ashore with an officer in the long boat.
Then there is always a good deal to be done in the hold: goods to be broken out; and cargo to be

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

shifted, to make room for hides, or to keep the trim of the vessel. In addition to this, the usual work
upon the rigging must be done. There is a good deal of the latter kind of work which can only be
done when the vessel is in port;– and then everything must be kept taught and in good order; spunyarn made; chafing gear repaired; and all the other ordinary work. The great difference between sea
and harbor duty is in the division of time. Instead of having a watch on deck and a watch below, as
at sea, all hands are at work together, except at meal times, from daylight till dark; and at night an
“anchor-watch” is kept, which consists of only two at a time; the whole crew taking turns. An hour
is allowed for dinner, and at dark, the decks are cleared up; the boats hoisted; supper ordered; and at
eight, the lights put out, except in the binnacle, where the glass stands; and the anchor-watch is set.
Thus, when at anchor, the crew have more time at night, (standing watch only about two hours,) but
have no time to themselves in the day; so that reading, mending clothes, etc., has to be put off until
Sunday, which is usually given. Some religious captains give their crews Saturday afternoons to do
their washing and mending in, so that they may have their Sundays free. This is a good arrangement,
and does much toward creating the preference sailors usually show for religious vessels. We were
well satisfied if we got Sunday to ourselves, for, if any hides came down on that day, as was often
the case when they were brought from a distance, we were obliged to bring them off, which usually
took half a day; and as we now lived on fresh beef, and ate one bullock a week, the animal was almost
always brought down on Sunday, and we had to go ashore, kill it, dress it, and bring it aboard, which
was another interruption. Then, too, our common day’s work was protracted and made more
fatiguing by hides coming down late in the afternoon, which sometimes kept us at work in the surf
by star-light, with the prospect of pulling on board, and stowing them all away, before supper.
But all these little vexations and labors would have been nothing,– they would have been passed
by as the common evils of a sea-life, which every sailor, who is a man, will go through will go
through without complaint,– were it not for the uncertainty, or worse than uncertainty, which hung
over the nature and length of our voyage. Here we were, in a little vessel, with a small crew, on a
half-civilized coast, at the ends of the earth, and with a prospect of remaining an indefinite period,
two or three years at the least. When we left Boston we supposed that it was to be a voyage of
eighteen months, or two years, at most; but upon arriving on the coast, we learned something more
of the trade, and found that in the scarcity of hides, which was yearly greater and greater, it would
take us a year, at least, to collect our own cargo, beside the passage out and home; and that we were
also to collect a cargo for a large ship belonging to the same firm, which was soon to come on the
coast, and to which we were to act as tender. We had heard rumors of such a ship to follow us, which
had leaked out from the captain and mate, but we passed them by as mere “yarns,” till our arrival,
when they were confirmed by the letters which we brought from the owners to their agent. The ship
California, belonging to the same firm, had been nearly two years on the coast; had collected a full
cargo, and was now at San Diego, from which port she was expected to sail in a few weeks for
Boston; and we were to collect all the hides we could, and deposit them at San Diego, when the new
ship, which would carry forty thousand, was to be filled and sent home; and then we were to begin
anew, and collect our own cargo. Here was a gloomy prospect before us, indeed. The California had
been twenty months on the coast, and the Lagoda, a smaller ship, carrying only thirty-one or thirtytwo thousand, had been two years getting her cargo; and we were to collect a cargo of forty thousand
beside our own, which would be twelve or fifteen thousand; and hides were said to be growing
scarcer. Then, too, this ship, which had been to us a worse phantom than any flying Dutchman, was
no phantom, or ideal thing, but had been reduced to a certainty; so much so that a name was given
her, and it was said that she was to be the Alert, a well-known India-man, which was expected in
Boston in a few months, when we sailed. There could be no doubt, and all looked black enough.
Hints were thrown out about three years and four years;-the older sailors said they never should see
Boston again, but should lay their bones in California; and a cloud seemed to hang over the whole
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voyage. Besides, we were not provided for so long a voyage, and clothes, and all sailors’ necessaries,
were excessively dear– three or four hundred per cent advance upon the Boston prices. This was bad
enough for them; but still worse was it for me, who did not mean to be a sailor for life; having
intended only to be gone eighteen months or two years. Three or four years would make me a sailor
in every respect, mind and habits, as well as body– nolens volens; and would put all my companions
so far ahead of me that college and a profession would be in vain to think of; and I made up my mind
that, feel as I might, a sailor I must be, and to be master of a vessel, must be the height of my
ambition.
Beside the length of the voyage, and the hard and exposed life, we were at the ends of the earth;
on a coast almost solitary; in a country where there is neither law nor gospel, and where sailors are
at their captain’s mercy, there being no American consul, or any one to whom a complaint could be
made. We lost all interest in the voyage; cared nothing about the cargo, which we were only
collecting for others; began to patch our clothes; and felt as though we were fixed beyond all hope
of change.
In addition to, and perhaps partly as a consequence of, this state of things, there was trouble
brewing on board the vessel. Our mate (as the first mate is always called, par excellence) was a
worthy man;– a more honest, upright, and kind-hearted man I never saw; but he was too good for
the mate of a merchantman. He was not the man to call a sailor a “son of a b---h,” and knock him
down with a handspike. He wanted the energy and spirit for such a voyage as ours, and for such a
captain. Captain T______ was a vigorous, energetic fellow. As sailors say, “he hadn’t a lazy bone in
him.” He was made of steel and whalebone. He was a man to “toe the mark,” and to make every one
else step up to it. During all the time that I was with him, I never saw him sit down on deck. He was
always active and driving; severe in his discipline, and expected the same of his officers. The mate
not being enough of a driver for him, and being perhaps too easy with the crew, he was dissatisfied
with him, became suspicious that discipline was getting relaxed, and began to interfere in
everything. He drew the reins taughter; and as, in all quarrels between officers, the sailors side with
the one who treats them best, he became suspicious of the crew. He saw that everything went wrong–
that nothing was done “with a will;” and in his attempt to remedy the difficulty by severity, he made
everything worse. We were in every respect unfortunately situated. Captain, officers, and crew,
entirely unfitted for one another; and every circumstance and event was like a two-edged sword, and
cut both ways. The length of the voyage, which made us dissatisfied, made the captain, at the same
time, feel the necessity of order and strict discipline; and the nature of the country, which caused us
to feel that we had nowhere to go for redress, but were entirely at the mercy of a hard master, made
the captain feel, on the other hand, that he must depend entirely upon his own resources. Severity
created discontent, and signs of discontent provoked severity. Then, too, illtreatment and
dissatisfaction are no “linimenta laborum;” and many a time have I heard the sailors say that they
should not mind the length of the voyage, and the hardships, if they were only kindly treated, and if
they could feel that something was done to make things lighter and easier. We felt as though our
situation was a call upon our superiors to give us occasional relaxations, and to make our yoke easier.
But the contrary policy was pursued. We were kept at work all day when in port; which, together
with a watch at night, made us glad to turn-in as soon as we got below. Thus we got no time for
reading, or– which was of more importance to us– for washing and mending our clothes. And then,
when we were at sea, sailing from port to port, instead of giving us “watch and watch,” as was the
custom on board every other vessel on the coast, we were all kept on deck and at work, rain or shine,
making spun-yarn and rope, and at other work in good weather, and picking oakum, when it was too
wet for anything else. All hands were called to “come up and see it rain,” and kept on deck hour after
hour in a drenching rain, standing round the deck so far apart as to prevent our talking with one
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another, with our tarpaulins and oil-cloth jackets on, picking old rope to pieces, or laying up gaskets
and robands. This was often done, too, when we were lying in port with two anchors down, and no
necessity for more than one man on deck as a look-out. This is what is called “hazing” a crew, and
“working their old iron up.”
Second week in February: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. witnessed the power of a brutal ship captain.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
While lying at Santa Barbara, we encountered another south-easter; and, like the first, it came on in
the night; the great black clouds coming round from the southward, covering the mountain, and
hanging down over the town, appearing almost to rest upon the roofs of the houses. We made sail,
slipped our cable, cleared the point, and beat about, for four days, in the offing, under close sail, with
continual rain and high seas and winds. No wonder, thought we, they have no rain in the other,
seasons, for enough seemed to have fallen in those four days to last through a common summer. On
the fifth day it cleared up, after a few hours, as is usual, of rain coming down like a four hours’
shower-bath, and we found ourselves drifted nearly ten leagues from the anchorage; and having light
head winds, we did not return until the sixth day. Having recovered our anchor, we made
preparations for getting under weigh to go down to leeward. We had hoped to go directly to San
Diego, and thus fall in with the California before she sailed for Boston; but our orders were to stop
at an intermediate port called San Pedro, and as we were to lie there a week or two, and the
California was to sail in a few days, we lost the opportunity. Just before sailing, the captain took on
board a short, red-haired, round-shouldered, vulgar-looking fellow, who had lost one eye, and
squinted with the other, and introducing him as Mr. Russell, told us that he was an officer on board.
This was too bad. We had lost overboard, on the passage, one of the best of our number, another had
been taken from us and appointed clerk, and thus weakened and reduced, instead of shipping some
hands to make our work easier, he had put another officer over us, to watch and drive us. We had
now four officers, and only six in the forecastle. This was bringing her too much down by the stern
for our comfort.
Leaving Santa Barbara, we coasted along down, the country appearing level or moderately
uneven, and, for the most part, sandy and treeless; until, doubling a high, sandy point, we let go our
anchor at a distance of three or three and a half miles from shore. It was like a vessel, bound to
Halifax, coming to anchor on the Grand Banks; for the shore being low, appeared to be at a greater
distance than it actually was, and we thought we might as well have staid at Santa Barbara, and sent
our boat down for the hides. The land was of a clayey consistency, and, as far as the eye could reach,
entirely bare of trees and even shrubs; and there was no sign of a town,– not even a house to be seen.
What brought us into such a place, we could not conceive. No sooner had we come to anchor, than
the slip-rope, and the other preparations for southeasters, were got ready; and there was reason
enough for it, for we lay exposed to every wind that could blow, except the north-west, and that came
over a flat country with a range of more than a league of water. As soon as everything was snug on
board, the boat was lowered, and we pulled ashore, our new officer, who had been several times in
the port before, taking the place of steersman. As we drew in, we found the tide low, and the rocks
and stones, covered with kelp and sea-weed, lying bare for the distance of nearly an eighth of a mile.
Picking our way barefooted over these, we came to what is called the landing-place, at high-water
mark. The soil was as it appeared at first, loose and clayey, and except the stalks of the mustard plant,
there was no vegetation. Just in front of the landing, and immediately over it, was a small hill, which,
from its being not more than thirty or forty feet high, we had not perceived from our anchorage. Over
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this hill we saw three men coming down, dressed partly like sailors and partly like Californians; one
of them having on a pair of untanned leather trowsers and a red baize shirt. When they came down
to us, we found that they were Englishmen, and they told us that they had belonged to a small
Mexican brig which had been driven ashore here in a southeaster, and now lived in a small house
just over the hill. Going up this hill with them, we saw, just behind it, a small, low building, with one
room, containing a fire-place, cooking apparatus, etc., and the rest of it unfinished, and used as a
place to store hides and goods. This, they told us, was built by some traders in the Pueblo, (a town
about thirty miles in the interior, to which this was the port,) and used by them as a storehouse, and
also as a lodging place when they came down to trade with the vessels. These three men were
employed by them to keep the house in order, and to look out for the things stored in it. They said
that they had been there nearly a year; had nothing to do most of the time, living upon beef, hard
bread, and frijoles (a peculiar kind of bean very abundant in California). The nearest house, they told
us, was a Rancho, or cattle-farm, about three miles off; and one of them went up, at the request of
our officer, to order a horse to be sent down, with which the agent, who was on board, might go up
to the Pueblo. From one of them, who was an intelligent English sailor, I learned a good deal, in a
few minutes’ conversation, about the place, its trade, and the news from the southern ports. San
Diego, he said, was about eighty miles to the leeward of San Pedro; that they had heard from there,
by a Mexican who came up on horseback, that the California had sailed for Boston, and that the
Lagoda, which had been in San Pedro only a few weeks before, was taking in her cargo for Boston.
The Ayacucho was also there, loading for Callao, and the little Loriotte, which had run directly down
from Monterey, where we left her. San Diego, he told me, was a small, snug place, having very little
trade, but decidedly the best harbor on the coast, being completely land-locked, and the water as
smooth as a duckpond. This was the depot for all the vessels engaged in the trade; each one having
a large house there, built of rough boards, in which they stowed their hides, as fast as they collected
them in their trips up and down the coast, and when they had procured full cargo, spent a few weeks
there, taking it in, smoking ship, supplying wood and water, and making other preparations for the
voyage home. The Lagoda was now about this business. When we should be about it, was more than
I could tell; two years, at least, I thought to myself.
I also learned, to my surprise, that the desolate-looking place we were in was the best place on
the whole coast for hides. It was the only port for a distance of eighty miles, and about thirty miles
in the interior was a fine plane country, filled with herds of cattle, in the centre of which was the
Pueblo de les Angelos– the largest town in California– and several of the wealthiest missions; to all
of which San Pedro was the sea-port.
Having made our arrangements for a horse to take the agent to the Pueblo the next day, we picked
our way again over the green, slippery rocks, and pulled aboard. By the time we reached the vessel,
which was so far off that we could hardly see her, in the increasing darkness, the boats were hoisted
up, and the crew at supper. Going down into the forecastle, eating our supper, and lighting our cigars
and pipes, we had, as usual, to tell all we had seen or heard ashore. We all agreed that it was the worst
place we had seen yet, especially for getting off hides, and our lying off at so great a distance looked
as though it was bad for south-easters. After a few disputes as to whether we should have to carry
our goods up the hill, or not, we talked of San Diego, the probability of seeing the Lagoda before
she sailed, etc., etc.
The next day we pulled the agent ashore, and he went up to visit the Pueblo and the neighboring
missions; and in a few days, as the result of his labors, large ox-carts, and droves of mules, loaded
with hides, were seen coming over the flat country. We loaded our long-boat with goods of all kinds,
light and heavy, and pulled ashore. After landing, and rolling them over the stones upon the beach,
we stopped, waiting for the carts to come down the hill and take them; but the captain soon settled
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the matter by ordering us to carry them all up to the top, saying that, that was “California fashion.”
So what the oxen would not do, we were obliged to do. The hill was low, but steep, and the earth,
being clayey and wet with the recent rains, was but bad holding-ground for our feet. The heavy
barrels and casks we rolled up with some difficulty, getting behind and putting our shoulders to them;
now and then our feet slipping, added to the danger of the casks rolling back upon us. But the greatest
trouble was with the large boxes of sugar. These, we had to place upon oars, and lifting them up rest
the oars upon our shoulders, and creep slowly up the hill with the gilt of a funeral procession. After
an hour or two of hard work, we got them all up, and found the carts standing full of hides, which
we had to unload, and also to load again with our own goods; the lazy Indians, who came down with
them, squatting down on their hams, looking on, doing nothing, and when we asked them to help us,
only shaking their heads, or drawling out “no quiero.”
Having loaded the carts, we started up the Indians, who went off, one on each side of the oxen,
with long sticks, sharpened at the end, to punch them with. This is one of the means of saving labor
in California;– two Indians to two oxen. Now, the hides were to be got down; and for this purpose,
we brought the boat round to a place where the hill was steeper, and threw them down, letting them
slide over the slope. Many of them lodged, and we had to let ourselves down and set them agoing
again; and in this way got covered with dust, and our clothes torn. After we had got them all down,
we were obliged to take them on our heads, and walk over the stones, and through the water, to the
boat. The water and the stones together would wear out a pair of shoes a day, and as shoes were very
scarce and very dear, we were compelled to go barefooted. At night, we went on board, having had
the hardest and most disagreeable day’s work that we had yet experienced. For several days, we were
employed in this manner, until we had landed forty or fifty tons of goods, and brought on board about
two thousand hides; when the trade began to slacken, and we were kept at work, on board, during
the latter part of the week, either in the hold or upon the rigging. On Thursday night, there was a
violent blow from the northward, but as this was offshore, we had only to let go our other anchor and
hold on. We were called up at night to send down the royal-yards. It was as dark as a pocket, and the
vessel pitching at her anchors. I went up to the fore, and my friend S______, to the main, and we
soon had them down “ship-shape and Bristol fashion;” for, as we had now got used to our duty aloft,
everything above the cross-trees was left to us, who were the youngest of the crew, except one boy.
For several days the captain seemed very much out of humor. Nothing went right, or fast enough
for him. He quarrelled with the cook, and threatened to flog him for throwing wood on deck; and
had a dispute with the mate about reeving a Spanish burton; the mate saying that he was right, and
had been taught how to do it by a man who was a sailor! This, the captain took in dudgeon, and they
were at sword’s points at once. But his displeasure was chiefly turned against a large, heavy-moulded
fellow from the Middle States, who was called Sam. This man hesitated in his speech, and was rather
slow in his motions, but was a pretty good sailor, and always seemed to do his best; but the captain
took a dislike to him, thought he was surly, and lazy; and “if you once give a dog a bad name”– as
the sailor-phrase is– “he may as well jump overboard.” The captain found fault with everything this
man did, and hazed him for dropping a marline-spike from the main-yard, where he was at work.
This, of course, was an accident, but it was set down against him. The captain was on board all day
Friday, and everything went on hard and disagreeably. “The more you drive a man, the less he will
do,” was as true with us as with any other people. We worked late Friday night, and were turned-to
early Saturday morning. About ten o’clock the captain ordered our new officer, Russell, who by this
time had become thoroughly disliked by all the crew, to get the gig ready to take him ashore. John,
the Swede, was sitting in the boat alongside, and Russell and myself were standing by the main
hatchway, waiting for the captain, who was down in the hold, where the crew were at work, when
we heard his voice raised in violent dispute with somebody, whether it was with the mate, or one of
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the crew, I could not tell; and then came blows and scuffling. I ran to the side and beckoned to John,
who came up, and we leaned down the hatchway; and though we could see no one, yet we knew that
the captain had the advantage, for his voice was loud and clear —
“You see your condition! You see your condition! Will you ever give me any more of your jaw?”
No answer; and then came wrestling and heaving, as though the man was trying to turn him. “You
may as well keep still, for I have got you,” said the captain. Then came the question, “Will you ever
give me any more of your jaw?”
“I never gave you any, sir,” said Sam; for it was his voice that we heard, though low and half
choked.
“That’s not what I ask you. Will you ever be impudent to me again?”
“I never have been, sir,” said Sam.
“Answer my question, or I’ll make a spread eagle of you! I’ll flog you, by G- d.”
“I’m no negro slave,” said Sam.
“Then I’ll make you one,” said the captain; and he came to the hatchway, and sprang on deck,
threw off his coat, and rolling up his sleeves, called out to the mate– “Seize that man up, Mr.
A______! Seize him up! Make a spread eagle of him! I’ll teach you all who is master aboard!”
The crew and officers followed the captain up the hatchway, and after repeated orders the mate
laid hold of Sam, who made no resistance, and carried him to the gangway.
“What are you going to flog that man for, sir?” said John, the Swede, to the captain.
Upon hearing this, the captain turned upon him, but knowing him to be quick and resolute, he
ordered the steward to bring the irons, and calling upon Russell to help him, went up to John.
“Let me alone,” said John. “I’m willing to be put in irons. You need not use any force;” and
putting out his hands, the captain slipped the irons on, and sent him aft to the quarter-deck. Sam by
this time was seized up, as it is called, that is, placed against the shrouds, with his wrists made fast
to the shrouds, his jacket off, and his back exposed. The captain stood on the break of the deck, a
few feet from him, and a little raised, so as to have a good swing at him, and held in his hand the
bight of a thick, strong rope. The officers stood round, and the crew grouped together in the waist.
All these preparations made me feel sick and almost faint, angry and excited as I was. A man– a
human being, made in God’s likeness– fastened up and flogged like a beast! A man, too, whom I had
lived with and eaten with for months, and knew almost as well as a brother. The first and almost
uncontrollable impulse was resistance. But what was to be done? The time for it had gone by. The
two best men were fast, and there were only two beside myself, and a small boy of ten or twelve
years of age. And then there were (beside the captain) three officers, steward, agent and clerk. But
beside the numbers, what is there for sailors to do? If they resist, it is mutiny; and if they succeed,
and take the vessel, it is piracy. If they ever yield again, their punishment must come; and if they do
not yield, they are pirates for life. If a sailor resist his commander, he resists the law, and piracy or
submission are his only alternatives. Bad as it was, it must be borne. It is what a sailor ships for.
Swinging the rope over his head, and bending his body so as to give it full force, the captain brought
it down upon the poor fellow’s back. Once, twice;– six times. “Will you ever give me any more of
your jaw?” The man writhed with pain, but said not a word. Three times more. This was too much,
and he muttered something which I could not hear; this brought as many more as the man could
stand; when the captain ordered him to be cut down, and to go forward.
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“Now for you,” said the captain, making up to John and taking his irons off. As soon as he was
loose, he ran forward to the forecastle. “Bring that man aft,” shouted the captain. The second mate,
who had been a shipmate of John’s, stood still in the waist, and the mate walked slowly forward; but
our third officer, anxious to show his zeal, sprang forward over the windlass, and laid hold of John;
but he soon threw him from him. At this moment I would have given worlds for the power to help
the poor fellow; but it was all in vain. The captain stood on the quarter-deck, bare-headed, his eyes
flashing with rage, and his face as red as blood, swinging the rope, and calling out to his officers,
“Drag him aft!– Lay hold of him! I’ll sweeten him!” etc., etc. The mate now went forward and told
John quietly to go aft; and he, seeing resistance in vain, threw the blackguard third mate from him;
said he would go aft of himself; that they should not drag him; and went up to the gangway and held
out his hands; but as soon as the captain began to make him fast, the indignity was too much, and he
began to resist; but the mate and Russell holding him, he was soon seized up. When he was made
fast, he turned to the captain, who stood turning up his sleeves and getting ready for the blow, and
asked him what he was to be flogged for. “Have I ever refused my duty, sir? Have you ever known
me to hang back, or to be insolent, or not to know my work?”
“No,” said the captain, “it is not that I flog you for; I flog you for your interference– for asking
questions.”
“Can’t a man ask a question here without being flogged?”
“No,” shouted the captain; “nobody shall open his mouth aboard this vessel, but myself;” and
began laying the blows upon his back, swinging half round between each blow, to give it full effect.
As he went on, his passion increased, and he danced about the deck, calling out as he swung the
rope;– “If you want to know what I flog you for, I’ll tell you. It’s because I like to do it!– because I
like to do it!– It suits me! That’s what I do it for!”
The man writhed under the pain, until he could endure it no longer, when he called out, with an
exclamation more common among foreigners than with us-”Oh, Jesus Christ! Oh, Jesus Christ!”
“Don’t call on Jesus Christ,” shouted the captain; “he can’t help you. Call on Captain T______,
he’s the man! He can help you! Jesus Christ can’t help you now!”
At these words, which I never shall forget, my blood ran cold. I could look on no longer.
Disgusted, sick, and horror-struck, I turned away and leaned over the rail, and looked down into the
water. A few rapid thoughts of my own situation, and of the prospect of future revenge, crossed my
mind; but the falling of the blows and the cries of the man called me back at once. At length they
ceased, and turning round, I found that the mate, at a signal from the captain had cut him down.
Almost doubled up with pain, the man walked slowly forward, and went down into the forecastle.
Every one else stood still at his post, while the captain, swelling with rage and with the importance
of his achievement, walked the quarter-deck, and at each turn, as he came forward, calling out to us,–
“You see your condition! You see where I’ve got you all, and you know what to expect!”– “You’ve
been mistaken in me– you didn’t know what I was! Now you know what I am!”– “I’ll make you toe
the mark, every soul of you, or I’ll flog you all, fore and aft, from the boy, up!”– “You’ve got a driver
over you! Yes, a slave-driver– a negro-driver! I’ll see who’ll tell me he isn’t a negro slave!” With
this and the like matter, equally calculated to quiet us, and to allay any apprehensions of future
trouble, he entertained us for about ten minutes, when he went below. Soon after, John came aft, with
his bare back covered with stripes and wales in every direction, and dreadfully swollen, and asked
the steward to ask the captain to let him have some salve, or balsam, to put upon it. “No,” said the
captain, who heard him from below; “tell him to put his shirt on; that’s the best thing for him; and
pull me ashore in the boat. Nobody is going to lay-up on board this vessel.” He then called to Mr.
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Russell to take those men and two others in the boat, and pull him ashore. I went for one. The two
men could hardly bend their backs, and the captain called to them to “give way,” “give way” but
finding they did their best, he let them alone. The agent was in the stern sheets, but during the whole
pull– a league or more– not a word was spoken. We landed; the captain, agent, and officer went up
to the house, and left us with the boat. I, and the man with me, staid near the boat, while John and
Sam walked slowly away, and sat down on the rocks. They talked some time together, but at length
separated, each sitting alone. I had some fears of John. He was a foreigner, and violently tempered,
and under suffering; and he had his knife with him, and the captain was to come down alone to the
boat. But nothing happened; and we went quietly on board. The captain was probably armed, and if
either of them had lifted a hand against him, they would have had nothing before them but flight,
and starvation in the woods of California, or capture by the soldiers and Indian blood-hounds, whom
the offer of twenty dollars would have set upon them.
After the day’s work was done, we went down into the forecastle, and ate our plain supper; but
not a word was spoken. It was Saturday night; but there was no song– no “sweethearts and wives.”
A gloom was over everything. The two men lay in their berths, groaning with pain, and we all turned
in, but for myself, not to sleep. A sound coming now and then from the berths of the two men showed
that they were awake, as awake they must have been, for they could hardly lie in one posture a
moment; the dim, swinging lamp of the forecastle shed its light over the dark hole in which we lived;
and many and various reflections and purposes coursed through my mind. I thought of our situation,
living under a tyranny; of the character of the country we were in; of the length of the voyage, and
of the uncertainty attending our return to America; and then, if we should return, of the prospect of
obtaining justice and satisfaction for these poor men; and vowed that if God should ever give me the
means, I would do something to redress the grievances and relieve the sufferings of that poor class
of beings, of whom I then was one.
The next day was Sunday. We worked as usual, washing decks, until breakfast-time. After
breakfast, we pulled the captain etc., ashore, and finding some hides there which had been brought
down the night before, he ordered me to stay ashore and watch them, saying that the boat would
come again before night. They left me, and I spent a quiet day on the hill, eating dinner with the three
men at the little house. Unfortunately, they had no books, and after talking with them and walking
about, I began to grow tired of doing nothing. The little brig, the home of so much hardship and
suffering, lay in the offing, almost as far as one could see; and the only other thing which broke the
surface of the great bay was a small, desolate-looking island, steep and conical, of a clayey soil, and
without the sign of vegetable life upon it; yet which had a peculiar and melancholy interest to me,
for on the top of it were buried the remains of an Englishman, the commander of a small merchant
brig, who died while lying in this port. It was always a solemn and interesting spot to me. There it
stood, desolate, and in the midst of desolation; and there were the remains of one who died and was
buried alone and friendless. Had it been a common burying-place, it would have been nothing. The
single body corresponded well with the solitary character of everything around. It was the only thing
in California from which I could ever extract anything like poetry. Then, too, the man died far from
home; without a friend near him; by poison, it was suspected, and no one to inquire into it; and
without proper funeral rites; the mate, (as I was told,) glad to have him out of the way, hurrying him
up the hill and into the ground, without a word or a prayer.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
I looked anxiously for a boat, during the latter part of the afternoon, but none came; until toward
sundown, when I saw a speck on the water, and as it drew near, I found it was the gig, with the captain.
The hides, then, were not to go off. The captain came up the hill, with a man, bringing my monkey jacket
and a blanket. He looked pretty black, but inquired whether I had enough to eat; told me to make a house
out of the hides, and keep myself warm, as I should have to sleep there among them, and to keep good watch
over them. I got a moment to speak to the man who brought my jacket.
“How do things go aboard?” said I.
“Bad enough,” said he; “hard work and not a kind word spoken.”
“What,” said I, “have you been at work all day?”
“Yes! no more Sunday for us. Everything has been moved in the hold, from stem to stern, and from the
waterways to the keelson.”
I went up to the house to supper. We had frijoles, (the perpetual food of the Californians, but which,
when well cooked, are the best bean in the world,) coffee made of burnt wheat, and hard bread. After our
meal, the three men sat down by the light of a tallow candle, with a pack of greasy Spanish cards, to the
favorite game of “treinta uno,” a sort of Spanish “everlasting.” I left them and went out to take up my
bivouack among the hides. It was now dark; the vessel was hidden from sight, and except the three men in
the house, there was not a living soul within a league. The coati (a wild animal of a nature and appearance
between that of the fox and the wolf) set up their sharp, quick bark, and two owls, at the end of two distant
points running out into the bay, on different sides of the hills where I lay, kept up their alternate, dismal
notes. I had heard the sound before at night, but did not know what it was, until one of the men, who came
down to look at my quarters, told me it was the owl. Mellowed by the distance, and heard alone, at night, I
thought it was the most melancholy, boding sound I had ever heard. Through nearly all the night they kept
it up, answering one another slowly, at regular intervals. This was relieved by the noisy coati, some of which
came quite near to my quarters, and were not very pleasant neighbors. The next morning, before sunrise,
the long-boat came ashore, and the hides were taken off.
We lay at San Pedro about a week, engaged in taking off hides and in other labors, which had now
become our regular duties. I spent one more day on the hill, watching a quantity of hides and goods, and
this time succeeded in finding a part of a volume of Scott’s Pirate, in a corner of the house; but it failed me
at a most interesting moment, and I betook myself to my acquaintances on shore, and from them learned a
good deal about the customs of the country, the harbors, etc. This, they told me, was a worse harbor than
Santa Barbara, for south-easters; the bearing of the headland being a point and a half more to windward,
and it being so shallow that the sea broke often as far out as where we lay at anchor. The gale from which
we slipped at Santa Barbara, had been so bad a one here, that the whole bay, for a league out, was filled with
the foam of the breakers, and seas actually broke over the Dead Man’s island. The Lagoda was lying there,
and slipped at the first alarm, and in such haste that she was obliged to leave her launch behind her at anchor.
The little boat rode it out for several hours, pitching at her anchor, and standing with her stern up almost
perpendicularly. The men told me that they watched her till towards night, when she snapped her cable and
drove up over the breakers, high and dry upon the beach.
On board the Pilgrim, everything went on regularly, each one trying to get along as smoothly as possible;
but the comfort of the voyage was evidently at an end. “That is a long lane which has no turning”– “Every
dog must have his day, and mine will come by-and-by”– and the like proverbs, were occasionally quoted;
but no one spoke of any probable end to the voyage, or of Boston, or anything of the kind; or if he did, it
was only to draw out the perpetual, surly reply from his shipmate– “Boston, is it? You may thank your stars
if you ever see that place. You had better have your back sheathed, and your head coppered, and your feet
shod, and make out your log for California for life!” or else something of this kind– “Before you get to
Boston the hides will wear the hair off your head, and you’ll take up all your wages in clothes, and won’t
have enough left to buy a wig with!”
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
The flogging was seldom if ever alluded to by us, in the forecastle. If any one was inclined to talk about
it, the others, with a delicacy which I hardly expected to find among them, always stopped him, or turned
the subject. But the behavior of the two men who were flogged toward one another showed a delicacy and
a sense of honor, which would have been worthy of admiration in the highest walks of life. Sam knew that
the other had suffered solely on his account, and in all his complaints, he said that if he alone had been
flogged, it would have been nothing; but that he never could see that man without thinking what had been
the means of bringing that disgrace upon him; and John never, by word or deed, let anything escape him to
remind the other that it was by interfering to save his shipmate, that he had suffered.
Having got all our spare room filled with hides, we hove up our anchor and made sail for San Diego.
In no operation can the disposition of a crew be discovered better than in getting under weigh. Where things
are “done with a will,” every one is like a cat aloft: sails are loosed in an instant; each one lays out his
strength on his handspike, and the windlass goes briskly round with the loud cry of “Yo heave ho!
Heave and pawl! Heave hearty ho!” But with us, at this time, it was all dragging work. No one went aloft
beyond his ordinary gait, and the chain came slowly in over the windlass. The mate, between the knightheads, exhausted all his official rhetoric, in calls of “Heave with a will!”– “Heave hearty, men!– heave
hearty!”– “Heave and raise the dead!”– “Heave, and away!” etc., etc.; but it would not do. Nobody broke
his back or his handspike by his efforts. And when the cat-tackle-fall was strung along, and all hands– cook,
steward, and all– laid hold, to cat the anchor, instead of the lively song of “Cheerily, men!” in which all
hands join in the chorus, we pulled a long, heavy, silent pull, and– as sailors say a song is as good as ten
men– the anchor came to the cat-head pretty slowly. “Give us ‘Cheerily!’” said the mate; but there was no
“cheerily” for us, and we did without it. The captain walked the quarterdeck, and said not a word. He must
have seen the change, but there was nothing which he could notice officially.
We sailed leisurely down the coast before a light fair wind, keeping the land well aboard, and saw two
other missions, looking like blocks of white plaster, shining in the distance; one of which, situated on the
top of a high hill, was San Juan Capestrano, under which vessels sometimes come to anchor, in the summer
season, and take off hides. The most distant one was St. Louis Rey, which the third mate said was only
fifteen miles from San Diego. At sunset on the second day, we had a large and well wooded headland
directly before us, behind which lay the little harbor of San Diego. We were becalmed off this point all night,
but the next morning, which was Saturday, the 14th of March, having a good breeze, we stood round the
point, and hauling our the point, and hauling our wind, brought the little harbor, which is rather the outlet
of a small river, right before us. Every one was anxious to get a view of the new place. A chain of high hills,
beginning at the point, (which was on our larboard hand, coming in,) protected the harbor on the north and
west, and ran off into the interior as far as the eye could reach. On the other sides, the land was low,
and green, but without trees. The entrance is so narrow as to admit but one vessel at a time, the current swift,
and the channel runs so near to a low stony that the ship’s sides appeared almost to touch it. There was no
town in sight, but on the smooth sand beach, abreast, and within a cable’s length of which three vessels lay
moored, were four large houses, built of rough boards, and looking like the great barns in which ice is stored
on the borders of the large ponds near Boston; with piles of hides standing round them, and men in red shirts
and large straw hats, walking in and out of the doors. These were the hide-houses. Of the vessels: one,
a short, clumsy, little hermaphrodite brig, we recognized as our old acquaintance, the Loriotte; another,
with sharp bows and raking masts, newly painted and tarred, and glittering in the morning sun, with the
blood-red banner and cross of St. George at her peak, was the handsome Ayacucho. The third was a large
ship, with top-gallant-masts housed, and sails unbent, and looking as rusty and worn as two years’ “hidedroghing” could make her. This was the Lagoda. As we drew near, carried rapidly along by the current,
we overhauled our chain, and dewed up the topsails. “Let go the anchor!” said the captain but either there
was not chain enough forward of the windlass, or the anchor went down foul, or we had too much headway
on, for it did not bring us up. “Pay out chain!” shouted the captain; and we gave it to her; but it would not
do. Before the other anchor could be let go, we drifted down, broadside on, and went smash into the Lagoda.
Her crew were at breakfast in the forecastle, and the cook, seeing us coming, rushed out of his galley,
and called up the officers and men.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Fortunately no great harm was done. Her jib-boom ran between our fore and main masts, carrying away
some of our rigging, and breaking down the rail. She lost her martingale. This brought us up, and as they
paid out chain, we swung clear of them, and let go the other anchor; but this had as bad luck as the first,
for, before any one perceived it, we were drifting on to the Loriotte. The captain now gave out his orders
rapidly and fiercely, sheeting home the topsails, and backing and filling the sails, in hope of starting or
clearing the anchors; but it was all in vain, and he sat down on the rail, taking it very leisurely, and calling
out to Captain Nye, that he was coming to pay him a visit. We drifted fairly into the Loriotte, her larboard
bow into our starboard quarter, carrying away a part of our starboard quarter railing, and breaking off her
larboard bumpkin, and one or two stanchions above the deck. We saw our handsome sailor, Jackson, on the
forecastle, with the Sandwich Islanders, working away to get us clear. After paying out chain, we swung
clear, but our anchors were no doubt afoul of hers. We manned the windlass, and hove, and hove away, but
to no purpose. Sometimes we got a little upon the cable, but a good surge would take it all back again.
We now began to drift down toward the Ayacucho, when her boat put off and brought her commander,
Captain Wilson, on board. He was a short, active, well-built man, between fifty and sixty years of age;
and being nearly twenty years older than our captain, and a thorough seaman, he did not hesitate to give his
advice, and from giving advice, he gradually came to taking the command; ordering us when to heave and
when to pawl, and backing and filling the topsails, setting and taking in jib and trysail, whenever he thought
best. Our captain gave a few orders, but as Wilson generally countermanded them, saying, in an easy,
fatherly kind of way, “Oh no! Captain T______, you don’t want the jib on her,” or “It isn’t time yet to
heave!” he soon gave it up. We had no objections to this state of things, for Wilson was a kind old man, and
had an encouraging and pleasant way of speaking to us, which made everything go easily. After two or three
hours of constant labor at the windlass, heaving and “Yo ho!”-ing with all our might, we brought up an
anchor, with the Loriotte’s small bower fast to it. Having cleared this and let it go, and cleared our hawse,
we soon got our other anchor, which had dragged half over the harbor. “Now,” said Wilson, “I’ll find you a
good berth;” and setting both the topsails, he carried us down, and brought us to anchor, in handsome style,
directly abreast of the hide-house which we were to use. Having done this, he took his leave, while we furled
the sails, and got our breakfast, which was welcome to us, for we had worked hard, and it was nearly twelve
o’clock. After breakfast, and until night, we were employed in getting out the boats and mooring ship.
After supper, two of us took the captain on board the Lagoda. As he came alongside, he gave his name,
and the mate, in the gangway, called out to the captain down the companion-way– “Captain T______
has come aboard, sir!” “Has he brought his brig with him?” said the rough old fellow, in a tone which made
itself heard fore and aft. This mortified our captain a little, and it became a standing joke among us for the
rest of the voyage. The captain went down into the cabin, and we walked forward and put our heads down
the forecastle, where we found the men at supper. “Come down, shipmates! Come down!” said they, as soon
as they saw us; and we went down, and found a large, high forecastle, well lighted; and a crew of twelve or
fourteen men, eating out of their kids and pans, and drinking their tea, and talking and laughing, all as
independent and easy as so many “wood-sawyer’s clerks.” This looked like comfort and enjoyment,
compared with the dark little forecastle, and scanty, discontented crew of the brig. It was Saturday night;
they had got through with their work for the week; and being snugly moored, had nothing to do until
Monday, again. After two years’ hard service, they had seen the worst, and all, of California;– had got their
cargo nearly stowed, and expected to sail in a week or two, for Boston. We spent an hour or more with them,
talking over California matters, until the word was passed– “Pilgrims, away!” and we went back with our
captain. They were a hardy, but intelligent crew; a little roughened, and their clothes patched and old, from
California wear; all able seamen, and between the ages of twenty and thirty-five. They inquired about our
vessel, the usage, etc., and were not a little surprised at the story of the flogging. They said there were often
difficulties in vessels on the coast, and sometimes knock-downs and fightings, but they had never heard
before of a regular seizing-up and flogging. “Spread-eagles” were a new kind of bird in California.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Sunday, they said, was always given in San Diego, both at the hide-houses and on board the vessels,
a large number usually going up to the town, on liberty. We learned a good deal from them about curing
and stowing of hides, etc., and they were anxious to have the latest news (seven months old) from Boston.
One of their first inquiries was for Father Taylor, the seamen’s preacher in Boston. Then followed the usual
strain of conversation, inquiries, stories, and jokes, which, one must always hear in a ship’s forecastle,
but which are perhaps, after all, no worse, nor, indeed, more gross, than that of many well-dressed
gentlemen at their clubs.
The next day being Sunday, after washing and clearing decks, and getting breakfast, the mate came forward
with leave for one watch to go ashore, on liberty. We drew lots, and it fell to the larboard, which I was in.
Instantly all was preparation. Buckets of fresh water, (which we were allowed in port,) and soap, were put
in use; go-ashore jackets and trowsers got out and brushed; pumps, neckerchiefs, and hats overhauled;
one lending to another; so that among the whole each one got a good fit-out. A boat was called to pull the
“liberty men” ashore, and we sat down in the stern sheets, “as big as pay passengers,” and jumping ashore,
set out on our walk for the town, which was nearly three miles off.
It is a pity that some other arrangement is not made in merchant vessels, with regard to the liberty-day.
When in port, the crews are kept at work all the week, and the only day they are allowed for rest or pleasure
is the Sabbath; and unless they go ashore on that day, they cannot go at all. I have heard of a religious captain
who gave his crew liberty on Saturdays, after twelve o’clock. This would be a good plan, if shipmasters
would bring themselves to give their crews so much time. For young sailors especially, many of whom have
been brought up with a regard for the sacredness of the day, this strong temptation to break it, is exceedingly
injurious. As it is, it can hardly be expected that a crew, on a long and hard voyage, refuse a few hours of
freedom from toil and the restraints of a vessel, and an opportunity to tread the ground and see the sights
of society and humanity, because it is on a Sunday. It is too much like escaping from prison, or being drawn
out of a pit, on the Sabbath day.
I shall never forget the delightful sensation of being in the open air, with the birds singing around me,
and escaped from the confinement, labor, and strict rule of a vessel– of being once more in my life, though
only for a day, my own master. A sailor’s liberty is but for a day; yet while it lasts it is perfect. He is under
no one’s eye, and can do whatever, and go wherever, he pleases. This day, for the first time, I may truly say,
in my whole life, I felt the meaning of a term which I had often heard– the sweets of liberty. My friend
S______ was with me, and turning our backs upon the vessels, we walked slowly along, talking of the
pleasure of being our own masters, of the times past, and when we were free in the midst of friends, in
America, and of the prospect of our return; and planning where we would go, and what we would do, when
we reached home. It was wonderful how the prospect brightened, and how short and tolerable the voyage
appeared, when viewed in this new light. Things looked differently from what they did when we talked them
over in the little dark forecastle, the night after the flogging at San Pedro. It is not the least of the advantages
of allowing sailors occasionally a day of liberty, that it gives them a spring, and makes them feel cheerful
and independent, and leads them insensibly to look on the bright side of everything for some time after.
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Fourth week in February: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. continued with life in California.
We may remember that in 1832 Nathaniel Ames had commented, in his NAUTICAL REMINISCENCES
(Providence RI: William Marshall), that:
I do not know that I ever sailed in an American ship with an
individual before the mast that was a married man with the
exception of one Negro cook of Boston.
This offers an interesting point of comparison because TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST would instance the
black cook of the Pilgrim to have been a married man whose family lived in Robinson’s Lane in Boston’s
North End between Hanover and Unity Streets. Might this be the same married black cook from Boston who
had been met earlier by Nathaniel Ames?
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TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: After landing our hides, we next sent
ashore all our spare spars and rigging; all the stores which we
did not want to use in the course of one trip to windward; and, in
fact, everything which we could spare, so as to make room for
hides: among other things, the pig-sty, and with it “old Bess.”
This was an old sow that we had brought from Boston, and which
lived to get around Cape Horn, where all the other pigs died from
cold and wet. Report said that she had been a Canton voyage before.
She had been the pet of the cook during the whole passage, and he
had fed her with the best of everything, and taught her to know
his voice, and to do a number of strange tricks for his amusement.
Tom Cringle says that no one can fathom a negro’s affection for a
pig; and I believe he is right, for it almost broke our poor
darky’s heart when he heard that Bess was to be taken ashore, and
that he was to have the care of her no more during the whole voyage.
He had depended upon her as a solace, during the long trips up and
down the coast. “Obey orders, if you break owners!” said he. “Break
hearts,” he meant to have said; and lent a hand to get her over
the side, trying to make it as easy for her as possible. We got a
whip up on the main-yard, and hooking it to a strap around her
body, swayed away; and giving a wink to one another, ran her chock
up to the yard. “’Vast there! ’vast!” said the mate; “none of your
skylarking! Lower away!” But he evidently enjoyed the joke. The
pig squealed like the “crack of doom,” and tears stood in the poor
darky’s eyes; and he muttered something about having no pity on a
dumb beast. “Dumb beast!” said Jack; “if she’s what you call a dumb
beast, then my eyes a’n’t mates.” This produced a laugh from all
but the cook. He was too intent upon seeing her safe in the boat.
He watched her all the way ashore, where, upon her landing, she
was received by a whole troop of her kind, who had been sent ashore
from the other vessels, and had multiplied and formed a large
commonwealth. From the door of his galley, the cook used to watch
them in their manoeuvres, setting up a shout and clapping his hands
whenever Bess came off victorious in the struggles for pieces of
raw hide and half-picked bones which were lying about the beach.
During the day, he saved all the nice things, and made a bucket of
swill, and asked us to take it ashore in the gig, and looked quite
disconcerted when the mate told him that he would pitch the ’I
overboard, and him after it, if he saw any of it go into the boats.
We told him that he thought more about the pig than he did about
his wife, who lived down in Robinson’s Alley; and, indeed, he could
hardly have been more attentive, for he actually, on several
nights, after dark, when he thought he would not be seen, sculled
himself ashore in a boat with a bucket of nice swill, and returned
like Leander from crossing the Hellespont.
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We must not attempt to evade what Harvard Man Dana is suggesting here. In the Greek myth, every night
Leander was swimming across the Hellespont from Abydos in order to have sexual congress with the priestess
of Aphrodite at Sestus. To put this in the Queen’s English, in TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST Dana is
describing the old black married cook of his vessel, the Pilgrim on the California coast under Captain Edward
H. Faucon, as a pig fucker. The purpose of the bucket of swill with which the old black man is described as
furtively rowing ashore in the dark in the 4th week of February 1835
is to keep the sow preoccupied
while it is being sexually used. This is a semi-concealed “just between us good-ol’-boys” joke worthy to be
retailed at your next Ku Klux Klan rally. This sort of insinuation must have made Dana most exquisitely

popular among the Harvard College BMOCs when he returned as Mr. Sailorboy in tight pants to complete his
studies in Cambridge in 1837. In fact Dana has set this story up in such a manner that anyone who has the
stomach to do so is able to fathom “our poor darky’s” strange nighttime “affection for a pig.”
The author would come to describe his best-seller as a “boy’s story.” Actually, this part of it is a good ol’ boy’s
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story of the sort you might hear at your local KKK meeting out in the shack behind the town lumberyard.

For a comparison pig story in which it is not a black man, but the Devil, who is husbanding the sow,
follow this arrow:
The pig story works at a number of levels. It works at the level of racism, of course, because it is being told
by a certified white boy about the one black man on the ship. It works at the level of speciesism because there
is something of a barnyard hierarchy at work, with the fact that the animal in question is the ship’s sow, rather
than a horse or cow or chicken, in effect further intensifying the already utterly inflammatory nature of the tale.
Notice that the story works also at the level of ageism, for the man being accused by one of the younger men
on the ship just happens to be the oldest, and that the story works also as a homosexual animadversion against
the person who just happens to be the only married man before the mast. In fact there just isn’t any level at

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

which Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s “boy’s story” derogation might be further intensified — without, of course,
the addition of the sort of crude drawing which one could find inscribed on the wall of a 19th-Century jake.
And, it would be not TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST but HUCKLEBERRY FINN that would be banned (possibly
at the insistence of Louisa May Alcott among others) in 1885
from the Concord Free Public Library!
If Mr. Clemens cannot think of something better to tell
our pure-minded lads and lasses, he had best stop
writing for them.
— From Nat Hentoff’s FREE SPEECH FOR ME – BUT NOT FOR THEE:
HOW THE AMERICAN LEFT AND RIGHT RELENTLESSLY CENSOR
EACH OTHER (HarperCollins/Harry Asher Books)
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
S______ and myself determined to keep as much together as possible, though we knew that it would not
do to cut our shipmates; for, knowing our birth and education, they were a little suspicious that we would try
to put on the gentleman when we got ashore, and would be ashamed of their company; and this won’t do with
Jack. When the voyage is at an end, you may do as you please, but so long as you belong to the same vessel,
you must be a shipmate to him on shore, or he will not be a shipmate to you on board. Being forewarned of
this before I went to sea, I took no “long togs” with me, and being dressed like the rest, in white duck trowsers,
blue jacket and straw hat, which would prevent my going in better company, and showing no disposition to
avoid them, I set all suspicion at rest. Our crew fell in with some who belonged to the other vessels, and, sailorlike, steered for the first grog-shop. This was a small mud building, of only one room, in which were liquors,
dry and West India goods, shoes, bread, fruits, and everything which is vendible in California. It was kept by
a Yankee, a one-eyed man, who belonged formerly to Fall River, came out to the Pacific in a whale-ship, left
her at the Sandwich Islands, and came to California and set up a “Pulperia.” S______ and I followed in our
shipmates’ wake, knowing that to refuse to drink with them would be the highest affront, but determining to
slip away at the first opportunity. It is the universal custom with sailors for each one, in his turn, to treat the
whole, calling for a glass all round, and obliging every one who is present, even the keeper of the shop, to take
a glass with him. When we first came in, there was some dispute between our crew and the others, whether
the new comers or the old California rangers should treat first; but it being settled in favor of the latter, each
of the crews of the other vessels treated all round in their turn, and as there were a good many present,
(including some “loafers” who had dropped in, knowing what was going on, to take advantage of Jack’s
hospitality,) and the liquor was a real (12 1/2 cents) a glass, it made somewhat of a hole in their lockers. It was
now our ship’s turn, and S_____ and I, anxious to get away, stepped up to call for glasses; but we soon found
that we must go in order– the oldest first, for the old sailors did not choose to be preceded by a couple of
youngsters; and bon gre mal gre, we had to wait our turn, with the twofold apprehension of being too late for
our horses, and of getting corned, for drink you must, every time; and if you drink with one and not with
another, it is always taken as an insult.
Having at length gone through our turns and acquitted ourselves of all obligations, we slipped out,
and went about among the houses, endeavoring to get horses for the day, so that we might ride round and see
the country. At first we had but little success, all that we could get out of the lazy fellows, in reply to our
questions, being the eternal drawling “Quien sabe?” (“who knows?”) which is an answer to all questions.
After several efforts, we at length fell in with a little Sandwich Island boy, who belonged to Captain Wilson
of the Ayacucho, and was well acquainted in the place; and he, knowing where to go, soon procured us two
horses, ready saddled and bridled, each with a lasso coiled over the pommel. These we were to have all day,
with the privilege of riding them down to the beach at night, for a dollar, which we had to pay in advance.
Horses are the cheapest thing in California; the very best not being worth more than ten dollars apiece, and
very good ones being often sold for three, and four. In taking a day’s ride, you pay for the use of the saddle,
and for the labor and trouble of catching the horses. If you bring the saddle back safe, they care but little what
becomes of the horse. Mounted on our horses, which were spirited beasts, and which, by the way, in this
country, are always steered by pressing the contrary rein against the neck, and not by pulling on the bit,– we
started off on a fine run over the country. The first place we went to was the old ruinous presidio, which stands
on a rising ground near the village, which it overlooks. It is built in the form of an open square, like all the
other presidios, and was in a most ruinous state, with the exception of one side, in which the commandant
lived, with his family. There were only two guns, one of which was spiked, and the other had no carriage.
Twelve, half clothed, and half starved looking fellows, composed the garrison; and they, it was said, had not
a musket apiece. The small settlement lay directly below the fort, composed of about forty dark brown looking
huts, or houses, and two larger ones, plastered, which belonged to two of the “gente de razon.” This town is
not more than half as large as Monterey, or Santa Barbara, and has little or no business. From the presidio, we
rode off in the direction of the mission, which we were told was three miles distant. The country was rather
sandy, and there was nothing for miles which could be called a tree, but the grass grew green and rank, and
there were many bushes and thickets, and the soil is said to be good. After a pleasant ride of a couple of miles,
we saw the white walls of the mission, and fording a small river, we came directly before it.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
The mission is built of mud, or rather of the unburnt bricks of the country, and plastered. There was
something decidedly striking in its appearance: a number of irregular buildings, connected with one another,
and disposed in the form of a hollow square, with a church at one end, rising above the rest, with a tower
containing five belfries, in each of which hung a large bell, and with immense rusty iron crosses at the tops.
Just outside of the buildings, and under the walls, stood twenty or thirty small huts, built of straw and of the
branches of trees, grouped together, in which a few Indians lived, under the protection and in the service of
the mission.
Entering a gate-way, we drove into the open square, in which the stillness of death reigned. On one side
was the church; on another, a range of high buildings with grated windows; a third was a range of smaller
buildings, or offices; and the fourth seemed to be little more than a high connecting wall. Not a living
creature could we see. We rode twice round the square, in the hope of waking up some one; and in one
circuit, saw a tall monk, with shaven head, sandals, and the dress of the Grey Friars, pass rapidly through a
gallery, but he disappeared without noticing us. After two circuits, we stopped our horses, and saw, at last,
a man show himself in front of one of the small buildings. We rode up to him, and found him dressed in the
common dress of the country, with a silver chain round his neck, supporting a large bunch of keys. From
this, we took him to be the steward of the mission, and addressing him as “Mayordomo,” received a low
bow and an invitation to walk into his room. Making our horses fast, we went in. It was a plain room,
containing a table, three or four chairs, a small picture or two of some saint, or miracle, or martyrdom, and
a few dishes and glasses. “Hay algunas cosa de comer?” said I. “Si Senor!” said he. “Que gusta usted?”
Mentioning frijoles, which I knew they must have if they had nothing else, and beef and bread, and a hint
for wine, if they had any, he went off to another building, across the court, and returned in a few moments,
with a couple of Indian boys, bearing dishes and a decanter of wine. The dishes contained baked meats,
frijoles stewed with peppers and onions, boiled eggs, and California flour baked into a kind of macaroni.
These, together with the wine, made the most sumptuous meal we had eaten since we left Boston; and,
compared with the fare we had lived upon for seven months, it was a regal banquet. After despatching our
meal, we took out some money and asked him how much we were to pay. He shook his head, and crossed
himself, saying that it was charity:– that the Lord gave it to us. Knowing the amount of this to be that he did
not sell it, but was willing to receive a present, we gave him ten or twelve reals, which he pocketed with
admirable nonchalance, saying, “Dios se lo pague.” Taking leave of him, we rode out to the Indians’ huts.
The little children were running about among the huts, stark naked, and the men were not much better; but
the women had generally coarse gowns, of a sort of tow cloth. The men are employed, most of the time, in
tending the cattle of the mission, and in working in the garden, which is a very large one, including several
acres, and filled, it is said, with the best fruits of the climate. The language of these people, which is spoken
by all the Indians of California, is the most brutish and inhuman language, without any exception, that I ever
heard, or that could well be conceived of. It is a complete slabber. The words fall off of the ends of their
tongues, and a continual slabbering sound is made in the cheeks, outside of the teeth. It cannot have been
the language of Montezuma and the independent Mexicans.
Here, among the huts, we saw the oldest man that I had ever seen; and, indeed, I never supposed that a
person could retain life and exhibit such marks of age. He was sitting out in the sun, leaning against the side
of a hut; and his legs and arms, which were bare, were of a dark red color, the skin withered and shrunk up
like burnt leather, and the limbs not larger round than those of a boy of five years. He had a few grey hairs,
which were tied together at the back of his head; and he was so feeble that, when we came up to him, he
raised his hands slowly to his face, and taking hold of his lids with his fingers, lifted them up to look at us;
and being satisfied, let them drop again. All command over the lid seemed to have gone. I asked his age,
but could get no answer but “Quien sabe?” and they probably did not know the age.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Leaving the mission, we returned to village, going nearly all the way on a full run. The California horses
have no medium gait, which is pleasant, between walking and running; for as there are no streets and
parades, they have no need of the genteel trot, and their riders usually keep them at the top of their speed
until they are tired, and then let them rest themselves by walking. The fine air of the afternoon; the rapid
rate of the animals, who seemed almost to fly over the ground; and the excitement and novelty of the motion
to us, who had been so long confined on shipboard, were exhilarating beyond expression, and we felt willing
to ride all day long. Coming into the village, we found things looking very lively. The Indians, who always
have a holyday on Sunday, were engaged at playing a kind of running game of ball, on a level piece of
ground, near the houses. The old ones sat down in a ring, looking on, while the young ones– men, boys and
girls– were chasing the ball, and throwing it with all their might. Some of the girls ran like greyhounds. At
every accident, or remarkable feat, the old people set up a deafening screaming and clapping of hands.
Several blue jackets were reeling about among the houses, which showed that the pulperias had been well
patronized. One or two of the sailors had got on horseback, but being rather indifferent horsemen, and the
Spaniards having given them vicious horses, they were soon thrown, much to the amusement of the people.
A half dozen Sandwich Islanders, from the hide-houses and the two brigs, who are bold riders, were dashing
about on the full gallop, hallooing and laughing like so many wild men.
It was now nearly sundown, and S______ and myself went into a house and sat quietly down to rest
ourselves before going down to the beach. Several people were soon collected to see “los Ingles marineros,”
and one of them– a young woman– took a great fancy to my pocket handkerchief, which was a large silk
one that I had before going to sea, and a handsomer one than they had been in the habit of seeing. Of course,
I gave it to her; which brought us into high favor; and we had a present of some pears and other fruits, which
we took down to the beach with us. When we came to leave the house, we found that our horses, which we
left tied at the door, were both gone. We had paid for them to ride down to the beach, but they were not to
be found. We went to the man of whom we hired them, but he only shrugged his shoulders, and to our
question, “Where are the horses?” only answered– “Quien sabe?” but as he was very easy, and made no
inquiries for the saddles, we saw that he knew very well where they were. After a little trouble, determined
not to walk down,– a distance of three miles– we procured two, at four reds apiece, with an Indian boy to
run on behind and bring them back. Determined to have “the go” out of the horses, for our trouble, we went
down at full speed, and were on the beach in fifteen minutes. Wishing to make our liberty last as long as
possible, we rode up and down among the hide-houses, amusing ourselves with seeing the men, as they
came down, (it was now dusk,) some on horseback and others on foot. The Sandwich Islanders rode down,
and were in “high snuff.” We inquired for our shipmates, and were told that two of them had started on
horseback and had been thrown or had fallen off, and were seen heading for the beach, but steering pretty
wild, and by the looks of things, would not be down much before midnight.
The Indian boys having arrived, we gave them our horses, and having seen them safely off, hailed for a
boat and went aboard. Thus ended our first liberty-day on shore. We were well tired, but had a good time,
and were more willing to go back to our old duties. About midnight, we were waked up by our two
watchmates, who had come aboard in high dispute. It seems they had started to come down on the same
horse, double-backed; and each was accusing the other of being the cause of his fall. They soon, however,
turned-in and fell asleep, and probably forgot all about it, for the next morning the dispute was not renewed.
The next sound we heard was “All hands ahoy!” and looking up the scuttle, saw that it was just daylight.
Our liberty had now truly taken flight, and with it we laid away our pumps, stockings, blue jackets,
neckerchiefs, and other go-ashore paraphernalia, and putting on old duck trowsers, red shirts, and Scotch
caps, began taking out and landing our hides. For three days we were hard at work, from the grey of the
morning until starlight, with the exception of a short time allowed for meals, in this duty. For landing and
taking on board hides, San Diego is decidedly the best place in California. The harbor is small and landlocked; there is no surf; the vessels lie within a cable’s length of the beach; and the beach itself is smooth,
hard sand, without rocks or stones. For these reasons, it is used by all the vessels in the trade, as a depot;
and, indeed, it would be impossible, when loading with the cured hides for the passage home, to take them
on board at any of the open ports, without getting them wet in the surf, which would spoil them.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
We took possession of one of the hide-houses, which belonged to our firm, and had been used by the
California. It was built to hold forty thousand hides, and we had the pleasing prospect of filling it before we
could leave the coast; and toward this, our thirty-five hundred, which we brought down with us, would do
but little. There was not a man on board who did not go a dozen times into the house, and look round, and
make some calculation of the time it would require.
The hides, as they come rough and uncured from the vessels, are piled up outside of the houses, whence
they are taken and carried through a regular process of pickling, drying, cleaning, etc., and stowed away in
the house, ready to be put on board. This process is necessary in order that they may keep, during a long
voyage, and in warm latitudes. For the purpose of curing and taking care of these hides, an officer and a part
of the crew of each vessel are usually left ashore and it was for this business, we found, that our new officer
had joined us. As soon as the hides were landed, he took charge of the house, and the captain intended to
leave two or three of us with him, hiring Sandwich Islanders to take our places on board; but he could not
get any Sandwich Islanders to go, though he offered them fifteen dollars a month; for the report of the
flogging had got among them, and he was called “aole maikai,” (no good,) and that was an end of the
business. They were, however, willing to work on shore, and four of them were hired and put with Mr.
Russell to cure the hides.
After landing our hides, we next sent ashore all our spare spars and rigging; all the stores which we did
not want to use in the course of one trip to windward; and, in fact, everything which we could spare, so as
to make room for hides: among other things, the pig-sty, and with it “old Bess.” This was an old sow that
we had brought from Boston, and which lived to get around Cape Horn, where all the other pigs died from
cold and wet. Report said that she had been a Canton voyage before. She had been the pet of the cook during
the whole passage, and he had fed her with the best of everything, and taught her to know his voice, and to
do a number of strange tricks for his amusement. Tom Cringle says that no one can fathom a negro’s
affection for a pig; and I believe he is right, for it almost broke our poor darky’s heart when he heard that
Bess was to be taken ashore, and that he was to have the care of her no more during the whole voyage. He
had depended upon her as a solace, during the long trips up and down the coast. “Obey orders, if you break
owners!” said he. “Break hearts,” he meant to have said; and lent a hand to get her over the side, trying to
make it as easy for her as possible. We got a whip up on the main-yard, and hooking it to a strap around her
body, swayed away; and giving a wink to one another, ran her chock up to the yard. “’Vast there! ’vast!”
said the mate; “none of your skylarking! Lower away!” But he evidently enjoyed the joke. The pig squealed
like the “crack of doom,” and tears stood in the poor darky’s eyes; and he muttered something about having
no pity on a dumb beast. “Dumb beast!” said Jack; “if she’s what you call a dumb beast, then my eyes a’n’t
mates.” This produced a laugh from all but the cook. He was too intent upon seeing her safe in the boat.
He watched her all the way ashore, where, upon her landing, she was received by a whole troop of her kind,
who had been sent ashore from the other vessels, and had multiplied and formed a large commonwealth.
From the door of his galley, the cook used to watch them in their manoeuvres, setting up a shout and
clapping his hands whenever Bess came off victorious in the struggles for pieces of raw hide and half-picked
bones which were lying about the beach. During the day, he saved all the nice things, and made a bucket of
swill, and asked us to take it ashore in the gig, and looked quite disconcerted when the mate told him that
he would pitch the ’I overboard, and him after it, if he saw any of it go into the boats. We told him that he
thought more about the pig than he did about his wife, who lived down in Robinson’s Alley; and, indeed,
he could hardly have been more attentive, for he actually, on several nights, after dark, when he thought he
would not be seen, sculled himself ashore in a boat with a bucket of nice swill, and returned like Leander
from crossing the Hellespont.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The next Sunday the other half of our crew went ashore on liberty, and left us on board, to enjoy the first
quiet Sunday which we had upon the coast. Here were no hides to come off, and no southeasters to fear.
We washed and mended our clothes in the morning, and spent the rest of the day in reading and writing.
Several of us wrote letters to send home by the Lagoda. At twelve o’clock the Ayacucho dropped her fore
topsail, which was a signal for her sailing. She unmoored and warped down into the night, from which she
got under way. During this operation, her crew were a long time heaving at the windlass, and I listened for
nearly an hour to the musical notes of a Sandwich Islander, called Mahannah, who “sang out” for them.
Sailors, when heaving at a windlass, in order that they may heave together, always have one to sing out;
which is done in a peculiar, high and long-drawn note, varying with the motion of the windlass. This
requires a high voice, strong lungs, and much practice, to be done well. This fellow had a very peculiar, wild
sort of note, breaking occasionally into a falsetto. The sailors thought it was too high, and not enough of the
boatswain hoarseness about it; but to me it had a great charm. The harbor was perfectly still, and his voice
rang among the hills, as though it could have been heard for miles. Toward sundown, a good breeze having
sprung up, she got under weigh, and with her long, sharp head cutting elegantly through the water, on a
taught bowline, she stood directly out of the harbor, and bore away to the southward. She was bound to
Callao, and thence to the Sandwich Islands, and expected to be on the coast again in eight or ten months.
At the close of the week we were ready to sail, but were delayed a day or two by the running away of
F______, the man who had been our second mate, and was turned forward. From the time that he was
“broken,” he had had a dog’s berth on board the vessel, and determined to run away at the first opportunity.
Having shipped for an officer when he was not half a seaman, he found little pity with the crew, and was
not man enough to hold his ground among them. The captain called him a “soger,” and promised to “ride
him down as he would the main tack;” and when officers are once determined to “ride a man down,” it is a
gone case with him. He had had several difficulties with the captain, and asked leave to go home in the
Lagoda; but this was refused him. One night he was insolent to an officer on the beach, and refused to come
aboard in the boat. He was reported to the captain; and as he came aboard,-it being past the proper hourshe was called aft, and told that he was to have a flogging. Immediately, he fell down on the deck, calling
out-”Don’t flog me, Captain T______; don’t flog me!” and the captain, angry with him, and disgusted with
his cowardice, gave him a few blows over the back with a rope’s end and sent him forward. He was not
much hurt, but a good deal frightened, and made up his mind to run away that very night. This was managed
better than anything he ever did in his life, and seemed really to show some spirit and forethought. He gave
his bedding and mattress to one of the Lagoda’s crew, who took it aboard his vessel as something which he
had bought, and promised to keep it for him. He then unpacked his chest, putting all his valuable clothes
into a large canvas bag, and told one of us, who had the watch, to call him at midnight. Coming on deck, at
midnight, and finding no officer on deck, and all still aft, he lowered his bag into a boat, got softly down
into it, cast off the painter, and let it drop silently with the tide until he was out of hearing, when he sculled
ashore.
The next morning, when all hands were mustered, there was a great stir to find F______. Of course,
we would tell nothing, and all they could discover was, that he had left an empty chest behind him, and that
he went off in a boat; for they saw it lying up high and dry on the beach. After breakfast, the captain went
up to the town, and offered a reward of twenty dollars for him; and for a couple of days, the soldiers, Indians,
and all others who had nothing to do, were scouring the country for him, on horseback, but without effect;
for he was safely concealed, all the time, within fifty rods of the hide-houses. As soon as he had landed,
he went directly to the Lagoda’s hide-house, and a part of her crew, who were living there on shore,
promised to conceal him and his traps until the Pilgrim should sail, and then to intercede with
Captain Bradshaw to take him on board the ship. Just behind the hide-houses, among the thickets and
underwood, was a small cave, the entrance to which was known only to two men on the beach, and which
was so well concealed that, though, when I afterwards came to live on shore, it was shown to me two or
three times, I was never able to find it alone. To this cave he was carried before daybreak in the morning,
and supplied with bread and water, and there remained until he saw us under weigh and well round the point.
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March 27, Friday: The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr. set sail from San Diego for San Pedro.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, March 27th. The captain, having given up all hope of finding F______, and being unwilling to delay
any longer, gave orders for unmooring the ship, and we made sail, dropping slowly down with the tide and
light wind. We left letters with Captain Bradshaw to take to Boston, and had the satisfaction of hearing him
say that he should be back again before we left the coast. The wind, which was very light, died away soon
after we doubled the point, and we lay becalmed for two days, not moving three miles the whole time, and
a part of the second day were almost within sight of the vessels. On the third day, about noon, a cool seabreeze came rippling and darkening the surface of the water, and by sundown we were off San Juan’s, which
is about forty miles from San Diego, and is called half way to San Pedro, where we were now bound.
Our crew was now considerably weakened. One man we had lost overboard; another had been taken aft as
clerk; and a third had run away; so that, beside S______ and myself, there were only three able seamen and
one boy of twelve years of age. With this diminished and discontented crew, and in a small vessel, we were
now to battle the watch through a couple of years of hard service; yet there was not one who was not glad
that F______ had escaped; for, shiftless and good for nothing as he was, no one could wish to see him
dragging on a miserable life, cowed down and disheartened; and we were all rejoiced to hear, upon our
return to San Diego, about two months afterwards, that he had been immediately taken aboard the Lagoda,
and went home in her, on regular seaman’s wages.
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April 1, Wednesday: The Pilgrim, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr. arrived at San Pedro harbor.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
After a slow passage of five days, we arrived, on Wednesday, the first of April, at our old anchoring
ground at San Pedro. The bay was as deserted, and looked as dreary, as before, and formed no pleasing
contrast with the security and snugness of San Diego, and the activity and interest which the loading and
unloading of four vessels gave to that scene. In a few days the hides began to come slowly down, and we
got into the old business of rolling goods up the hill, pitching hides down, and pulling our long league off
and on. Nothing of note occurred while we were lying here, except that an attempt was made to repair the
small Mexican brig which had been cast away in a south-easter, and which now lay up, high and dry, over
one reef of rocks and two sand-banks. Our carpenter surveyed her, and pronounced her capable of refitting,
and in a few days the owners came down from the Pueblo, and, waiting for the high spring tides, with the
help of our cables, kedges, and crew, got her off and afloat, after several trials. The three men at the house
on shore, who had formerly been a part of her crew, now joined her, and seemed glad enough at the prospect
of getting off the coast.
On board our own vessel, things went on in the common monotonous way. The excitement which
immediately followed the flogging scene had passed off, but the effect of it upon the crew, and especially
upon the two men themselves, remained. The different manner in which these men were affected,
corresponding to their different characters, was not a little remarkable. John was a foreigner and hightempered, and, though mortified, as any one would be at having had the worst of an encounter, yet his chief
feeling seemed to be anger; and he talked much of satisfaction and revenge, if he ever got back to Boston.
But with the other, it was very different. He was an American, and had had some education; and this thing
coming upon him, seemed completely to break him down. He had a feeling of the degradation that had been
inflicted upon him, which the other man was incapable of. Before that, he had a good deal of fun, and
amused us often with queer negro stories,– (he was from a slave state); but afterwards he seldom smiled;
seemed to lose all life and elasticity; and appeared to have but one wish, and that was for the voyage to be
at an end. I have often known him to draw a long sigh when he was alone, and he took but little part or
interest in John’s plans of satisfaction and retaliation.
After a stay of about a fortnight, during which we slipped for one south-easter, and were at sea two days,
we got under weigh for Santa Barbara. It was now the middle of April, and the south-easter season was
nearly over; and the light, regular trade-winds, which blow down the coast, began to set steadily in, during
the latter part of each day. Against these, we beat slowly up to Santa Barbara– a distance of about ninety
miles– in three days. There we found, lying at anchor, the large Genoese ship which we saw in the same
place, on the first day of our coming upon the coast. She had been up to San Francisco, or, as it is called,
“chock up to windward,” had stopped at Monterey on her way down, and was shortly to proceed to
San Pedro and San Diego, and thence, taking in her cargo, to sail for Valparaiso and Cadiz. She was a large,
clumsy ship, and with her topmasts stayed forward, and high poop-deck, looked like an old woman with a
crippled back. It was now the close of Lent, and on Good Friday she had all her yards a’cock-bill, which is
customary among Catholic vessels. Some also have an effigy of Judas, which the crew amuse themselves
with keel-hauling and hanging by the neck from the yard-arms.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
4th day 1st of 4th M 1835 / This day recd a kind & intersting
letter from my dear Friend Thos Shillitoe of Tottenahm England
dated 26th of 12 M [December] 1834 — from accounts preciously
recd of the state of his health. I did not expect to have seen
the traces of his pen again — he gives a Sombre picture of the
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state of things in his country, regarding the state of our
society. — But I can but hope The Ancient principles of our Early
friends will stand the test of Truth.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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April 19, Easter Sunday: The orator for Patriots’ Day this year was, again, Representative Edward Everett.

(Although one wonders how he was able to conjoin the message of Easter with the message of revolution,
one is certain he was able somehow to accomplish this feat.)

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

The celebration was staged this year in Lexington rather than Concord.

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. experienced a California Catholic funeral:
The next Sunday was Easter Sunday, and as there had been no liberty at San Pedro, it was
our turn to go ashore and misspend another Sabbath. Soon after breakfast, a large boat,
filled with men in blue jackets, scarlet caps, and various colored under-clothes, bound
ashore on liberty, left the Italian ship, and passed under our stern; the men singing
beautiful Italian boatsongs, all the way, in fine, full chorus. Among the songs I recognized
the favorite “O Pescator dell’ onda.” It brought back to my mind pianofortes, drawingrooms, young ladies singing, and a thousand other things which as little befitted me, in
my situation, to be thinking upon. Supposing that the whole day would be too long a time
to spend ashore, as there was no place to which we could take a ride, we remained quietly
on board until after dinner. We were then pulled ashore in the stern of the boat, and, with
orders to be on the beach at sundown, we took our way for the town. There, everything
wore the appearance of a holyday. The people were all dressed in their best; the men
riding about on horseback among the houses, and the women sitting on carpets before the
doors. Under the piazza of a “pulperia,” two men were seated, decked out with knots of
ribbons and bouquets, and playing the violin and the Spanish guitar. These are the only
instruments, with the exception of the drums and trumpets at Monterey that I ever heard
in California; and I suspect they play upon no others, for at a great fandango at which I
was afterwards present, and where they mustered all the music they could find, there were
three violins and two guitars, and no other instrument. As it was now too near the middle
of the day to see any dancing and hearing that a bull was expected down from the country,
to be baited in the presidio square, in the course of an hour or two we took a stroll among
the houses. Inquiring for an American who, we had been told, had married in the place,
and kept a shop, we were directed to a long, low building, at the end of which was a door,
with a sign over it, in Spanish. Entering the shop, we found no one in it, and the whole
had an empty, deserted appearance. In a few minutes the man made his appearance, and
apologized for having nothing to entertain us with, saying that he had had a fandango at
his house the night before, and the people had eaten and drunk up everything.
“Oh yes!” said I, “Easter holydays!”
“No!” said he, with a singular expression to his face; “I had a little daughter die the other
day, and that’s the custom of the country.”
Here I felt a little strangely, not knowing what to say, or whether to offer consolation or
no, and was beginning to retire, when he opened a side door and told us to walk in. Here
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I was no less astonished; for I found a large room, filled with young girls, from three or
four years of age up to fifteen and sixteen, dressed all in white, with wreaths of flowers
on their heads, and bouquets in their hands. Following our conductor through all these
girls, who were playing about in high spirits, we came to a table, at the end of the room,
covered with a white cloth, on which lay a coffin, about three feet long, with the body of
his child. The coffin was lined on the outside with white cloth, and on the inside with
white satin, and was strewed with flowers. Through an open door we saw, in another
room, a few elderly people in common dresses; while the benches and tables thrown up
in a corner, and the stained walls, gave evident signs of the last night’s “high go.” Feeling,
like Garrick, between tragedy and comedy, an uncertainty of purpose and a little
awkwardness, I asked the man when the funeral would take place, and being told that it
would move toward the mission in about an hour, took my leave.
To pass away the time, we took horses and rode down to the beach, and there found three
or four Italian sailors, mounted, and riding up and down, on the hard sand, at a furious
rate. We joined them, and found it fine sport. The beach gave us a stretch of a mile or
more, and the horses flew over the smooth, hard sand, apparently invigorated and excited
by the salt sea-breeze, and by the continual roar and dashing of the breakers. From the
beach we returned to the town, and finding that the funeral procession had moved, rode
on and overtook it, about half-way to the mission. Here was as peculiar a sight as we had
seen before in the house; the one looking as much like a funeral procession as the other
did like a house of mourning. The little coffin was borne by eight girls, who were
continually relieved by others, running forward from the procession and taking their
places.
Behind it came a straggling company of girls, dressed as before, in white and flowers, and
including, I should suppose by their numbers, nearly all the girls between five and fifteen
in the place. They played along on the way, frequently stopping and running all together
to talk to some one, or to pick up a flower, and then running on again to overtake the
coffin. There were a few elderly women in common colors; and a herd of young men and
boys, some on foot and others mounted, followed them, or walked or rode by their side,
frequently interrupting them by jokes and questions. But the most singular thing of all
was, that two men walked, one on each side of the coffin, carrying muskets in the coffin,
which they continually loaded, and fired into the air. Whether this was to keep off the evil
spirits or not, I do not know. It was the only interpretation that I could put upon it.
As we drew near the mission, we saw the great gate thrown open, and the padre standing
on the steps, with a crucifix in hand. The mission is a large and deserted-looking place,
the out-buildings going to ruin, and everything giving one the impression of decayed
grandeur. A large stone fountain threw out pure water, from four mouths, into a basin,
before the church door; and we were on the point of riding up to let our horses drink, when
it occurred to us that it might be consecrated, and we forbore. Just at this moment, the
bells set up their harsh, discordant clang; and the procession moved into the court. I was
anxious to follow, and see the ceremony, but the horse of one of my companions had
become frightened, and was tearing off toward the town; and having thrown his rider, and
got one of his feet caught in the saddle, which had slipped, was fast dragging and ripping
it to pieces. Knowing that my shipmate could not speak a word of Spanish, and fearing
that he would get into difficulty, I was obliged to leave the ceremony and ride after him.
I soon overtook him, trudging along, swearing at the horse, and carrying the remains of
the saddle, which he had picked up on the road. Going to the owner of the horse, we made
a settlement with him, and found him surprisingly liberal. All parts of the saddle were
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brought back, and, being capable of repair, he was satisfied with six reals. We thought it
would have been a few dollars. We pointed to the horse, which was now half way up one
of the mountains; but he shook his head, saying, “No importer” and giving us to
understand that he had plenty more.
Having returned to the town, we saw a great crowd collected in the square before the
principal pulperia, and riding up, found that all these people– men, women, and children–
had been drawn together by a couple of bantam cocks. The cocks were in full tilt,
springing into one another, and the people were as eager, laughing and shouting, as
though the combatants had been men. There had been a disappointment about the bull; he
had broken his bail, and taken himself off, and it was too late to get another; so the people
were obliged to put up with a cock-fight. One of the bantams having been knocked in the
head, and had an eye put out, he gave in, and two monstrous prize-cocks were brought on.
These were the object of the whole affair; the two bantams having been merely served up
as a first course, to collect the people together. Two fellows came into the ring holding
the cocks in their arms, and stroking them, and running about on all fours, encouraging
and setting them on. Bets ran high, and, like most other contests, it remained for some
time undecided. They both showed great pluck, and fought probably better and longer
than their masters would have done. Whether, in the end, it was the white or the red that
beat, I do not recollect; but, whichever it was, he strutted off with the true veni-vidi-vici
look, leaving the other lying panting on his beam-ends.
This matter having been settled, we heard some talk about “caballos” and “carrera,” and
seeing the people all streaming off in one direction, we followed, and came upon a level
piece of ground, just out of the town, which was used as a race-course. Here the crowd
soon became thick again; the ground was marked off; the judges stationed; and the horses
led up to one end. Two fine-looking old gentlemen– Don Carlos and Don Domingo, so
called– held the stakes, and all was now ready. We waited some time, during which we
could just see the horses twisting round and turning, until, at length, there was a shout
along the lines, and on they came– heads stretched out and eyes starting;– working all
over, both man and beast. The steeds came by us like a couple of chainshot– neck and
neck; and now we could see nothing but their backs, and their hind hoofs flying in the air.
As fast as the horses passed, the crowd broke up behind them, and ran to the goal. When
we got there, we found the horses returning on a slow walk, having run far beyond the
mark, and heard that the long, bony one had come in head and shoulders before the other.
The riders were light-built men; had handkerchiefs tied round their heads; and were
barearmed and bare-legged. The horses were noble-looking beasts, not so sleek and
combed as our Boston stable-horses, but with fine limbs, and spirited eyes. After this had
been settled, and fully talked over, the crowd scattered again and flocked back to the
town.
Returning to the large pulperia, we found the violin and guitar screaming and twanging
away under the piazza, where they had been all day. As it was now sundown, there began
to be some dancing. The Italian sailors danced, and one of our crew exhibited himself in
a sort of West India shuffle, much to the amusement of the bystanders, who cried out,
“Bravo!” “Otra vez!” and “Vivan los marineros!” but the dancing did not become general,
as the women and the “gente de razon” had not yet made their appearance. We wished
very much to stay and see the style of dancing; but, although we had had our own way
during the day, yet we were, after all, but ’foremast Jacks; and having been ordered to be
on the beach by sundown, did not venture to be more than an hour behind the time; so we
took our way down. We found the boat just pulling ashore through the breakers, which
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were running high, there having been a heavy fog outside, which, from some cause or
other, always brings on, or precedes a heavy sea. Liberty-men are privileged from the
time they leave the vessel until they step on board again; so we took our places in the stern
sheets, and were congratulating ourselves upon getting off dry, when a great comber
broke fore and aft the boat, and wet us through and through, filling the boat half full of
water. Having lost her buoyancy by the weight of the water, she dropped heavily into
every sea that struck her, and by the time we had pulled out of the surf into deep water,
she was but just afloat, and we were up to our knees. By the help of a small bucket and
our hats, we bailed her out, got on board, hoisted the boats, eat our supper, changed our
clothes, gave (as is usual) the whole history of our day’s adventures to those who had staid
on board, and having taken a night-smoke, turned-in. Thus ended our second day’s liberty
on shore.
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Meanwhile, William Wordsworth was making the most of his 63d birthday, on a high part of the coast of
Cumberland, of course by writing a poem:
The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire,
Flung back from distant climes a streaming fire,
Whose blaze is now subdued to tender gleams,
Prelude of night’s approach with soothing dreams.
Look round; — of all the clouds not one is moving;
’Tis the still hour of thinking, feeling, loving.
Silent, and stedfast as the vaulted sky,
The boundless plain of waters seems to lie:—
Comes that low sound from breezes rustling o’er
The grass-crowned headland that conceals the shore!
No ’tis the earth-voice of the mighty sea,
Whispering how meek and gentle he can be!
Thou Power supreme! who, arming to rebuke
Offenders, dost put off the gracious look,
And clothe thyself with terrors like the flood
Of ocean roused into its fiercest mood,
Whatever discipline thy Will ordain
For the brief course that must for me remain;
Teach me with quick-eared spirit to rejoice
In admonitions of thy softest voice!
Whate’er the path these mortal feet may trace,
Breathe through my soul the blessing of thy grace,
Glad, through a perfect love, a faith sincere
Drawn from the wisdom that begins with fear;
Glad to expand, and, for a season, free
From finite cares, to rest absorbed in Thee!

Whee! — I’m sixty-three!
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April 20, Monday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. worked aboard the Pilgrim.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
On Monday morning, as an offset to our day’s sport, we were all set to work “tarring down” the rigging.
Some got girt-lines up for riding down the stays and back-stays, and others tarred the shrouds, lifts, etc.,
laying out on the yards, and coming down the rigging. We overhauled our bags and took out our old tarry
trowsers and frocks, which we had used when we tarred down before, and were all at work in the rigging
by sunrise. After breakfast, we had the satisfaction of seeing the Italian ship’s boat go ashore, filled with
men, gaily dressed, as on the day before, and singing their barcarollas. The Easter holydays are kept up on
shore during three days; and being a Catholic vessel, the crew had the advantage of them. For two
successive days, while perched up in the rigging, covered with tar and engaged in our disagreeable work,
we saw these fellows going ashore in the morning, and coming off again at night, in high spirits. So much
for being Protestants. There’s no danger of Catholicism’s spreading in New England; Yankees can’t afford
the time to be Catholics. American shipmasters get nearly three weeks more labor out of their crews, in the
course of a year, than the masters of vessels from Catholic countries. Yankees don’t keep Christmas, and
shipmasters at sea never know when Thanksgiving comes, so Jack has no festival at all.
About noon, a man aloft called out “Sail ho!” and looking round, we saw the head sails of a vessel
coming round the point. As she drew round, she showed the broadside of a full-rigged brig, with the Yankee
ensign at her peak. We ran up our stars and stripes, and, knowing that there was no American brig on the
coast but ourselves, expected to have news from home. She rounded-to and let go her anchor, but the dark
faces on her yards, when they furled the sails, and the Babel on deck, soon made known that she was from
the Islands. Immediately afterwards, a boat’s crew came aboard, bringing her skipper, and from them we
learned that she was from Oahu, and was engaged in the same trade with the Ayacucho, Loriotte, etc.,
between the coast, the Sandwich Islands, and the leeward coast of Peru and Chili. Her captain and officers
were Americans, and also a part of her crew; the rest were Islanders. She was called the Catalina, and,
like all the others vessels in that trade, except the Ayacucho, her papers and colors were from Uncle Sam.
They, of course, brought us no news, and we were doubly disappointed, for we had thought, at first, it might
be the ship which we were expecting from Boston.
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End of April: The Pilgrim,15 carrying Richard Henry Dana, Jr. collecting hides along the coast of California,
arrived at Mission San Juan Capistrano.

15. The tall ship Pilgrim now docked among the pleasure craft of opulent Dana Point, California and owned by the Orange County
Marine Institute has recently be refitted for an undisclosed fee for a starring role in the Stephen Spielberg film “Amistad,” which
will also feature such human actors as Anthony Hopkins and Morgan Freeman. In this film it will bear the name Tecora and will
represent not the La Amistad itself but the slaver which had previously brought its cargo of 53 kidnap victims from Africa to Cuba.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Coasting along on the quiet shore of the Pacific, we came to anchor, in twenty fathoms’ water, almost
out at sea, as it were, and directly abreast of a steep hill which overhung the water, and was twice as high
as our royal-mast-head. We had heard much of this place, from the Lagoda’s crew, who said it was the worst
place in California. The shore is rocky, and directly exposed to the south-east, so that vessels are obliged to
slip and run for their lives on the first sign of a gale; and late as it was in the season, we got up our slip-rope
and gear, though we meant to stay only twenty-four hours. We pulled the agent ashore, and were ordered
to wait for him, while he took a circuitous way round the hill to the mission, which was hidden behind it.
We were glad of the opportunity to examine this singular place, and hauling the boat up and making her well
fast, took different directions up and down the beach, to explore it.
San Juan is the only romantic spot in California. The country here for several miles is high table-land,
running boldly to the shore, and breaking off in a steep hill, at the foot of which the waters of the Pacific
are constantly dashing. For several miles the water washes the very base of the hill, or breaks upon ledges
and fragments of rocks which run out into the sea. Just where we landed was a small cove, or “bight,” which
gave us, at high tide, a few square feet of sand-beach between the sea and the bottom of the hill. This was
the only landing-place. Directly before us, rose the perpendicular height of four or five hundred feet.
How we were to get hides down, or goods up, upon the table-land on which the mission was situated,
was more than we could tell. The agent had taken a long circuit, and yet had frequently to jump over breaks,
and climb up steep places, in the ascent. No animal but a man or monkey could get up it. However, that was
not our look-out; and knowing that the agent would be gone an hour or more, we strolled about, picking up
shells, and following the sea where it tumbled in, roaring and spouting, among the crevices of the great
rocks. What a sight, thought I, must this be in a south-easter! The rocks were as large as those of Nahant or
Newport, but, to my eye, more grand and broken. Beside, there was a grandeur in everything around, which
gave almost a solemnity to the scene: a silence and solitariness which affected everything! Not a human
being but ourselves for miles; and no sound heard but the pulsations of the great Pacific! and the great steep
hill rising like a wall, and cutting us off from all the world, but the “world of waters!” I separated myself
from the rest and sat down on a rock, just where the sea ran in and formed a fine spouting horn. Compared
with the plain, dull sand-beach of the rest of the coast, this grandeur was as refreshing as a great rock
in a weary land. It was almost the first time that I had been positively alone– free from the sense that human
beings were at my elbow, if not talking with me– since I had left home. My better nature returned strong
upon me. Everything was in accordance with my state of feeling, and I experienced a glow of pleasure at
finding that what of poetry and romance I ever had in me, had not been entirely deadened by the laborious
and frittering life I had led. Nearly an hour did I sit, almost lost in the luxury of this entire new scene of the
play in which I had been so long acting, when I was aroused by the distant shouts of my companions, and
saw that they were collecting together, as the agent had made his appearance, on his way back to our boat.
We pulled aboard, and found the long-boat hoisted out, and nearly laden with goods; and after dinner,
we all went on shore in the quarter-boat, with the long-boat in tow. As we drew in, we found an ox-cart and
a couple of men standing directly on the brow of the hill; and having landed, the captain took his way round
the hill, ordering me and one other to follow him. We followed, picking our way out, and jumping and
scrambling up, walking over briers and prickly pears, until we came to the top. Here the country stretched
out for miles as far as the eye could reach, on a level, table surface; and the only habitation in sight was the
small white mission of San Juan Capistrano, with a few Indian huts about it, standing in a small hollow,
about a mile from where we were. Reaching the brow of the hill where the cart stood, we found several piles
of hides, and Indians sitting round them.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
One or two other carts were coming slowly on from the mission, and the captain told us to begin and throw
the hides down. This, then, was the way they were to be got down: thrown down, one at a time, a distance
of four hundred feet! This was doing the business on a great scale.
Standing on the edge of the hill and looking down the perpendicular height, the sailors,
— That walk upon the beach,
Appeared like mice; and our tall anchoring bark
Diminished to her cock; her cock a buoy
Almost too small for sight.”

Down this height we pitched the hides, throwing them as far out into the air as we could; and as they
were all large, stiff, and doubled, like the cover of a book, the wind took them, and they swayed and eddied
about, plunging and rising in the air, like a kite when it has broken its string. As it was now low tide, there
was no danger of their falling into the water, and as fast as they came to ground, the men below picked them
up, and taking them on their heads, walked off with them to the boat. It was really a picturesque sight:
the great height; the scaling of the hides; and the continual walking to and fro of the men, who looked like
mites, on the beach! This was the romance of hide-droghing!
Some of the hides lodged in cavities which were under the bank and out of our sight, being directly under
us; but by sending others down in the same direction, we succeeded in dislodging them. Had they remained
there, the captain said he should have sent on board for a couple of pairs of long halyards, and got some one
to have gone down for them. It was said that one of the crew of an English brig went down in the same way,
a few years before. We looked over, and thought it would not be a welcome task, especially for a few paltry
hides; but no one knows what he can do until he is called upon; for, six months afterwards, I went down the
same place by a pair of top-gallant studding-sail halyards, to save a half a dozen hides which had lodged
there.
Having thrown them all down, we took our way back again, and found the boat loaded and ready to start.
We pulled off; took the hides all aboard; hoisted in the boats; hove up our anchor; made sail; and before
sundown, were on our way to San Diego.

May 8, Friday: Mikhail Ivanovich Glinka got married with Mariya Petrovna Ivanova, his sister’s brother-inlaw’s wife’s sister (after four years of this they would separate and divorce).
In Copenhagen, Hans Christian Andersen’s TALES, TOLD FOR CHILDREN (1ST COLLECTION).
In Providence, Rhode Island, Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
6th day Spent the Morning in calling on some of my old friends
- then went up to the School House where I spent the Afternoon
& evening & lodged
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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The Pilgrim, carrying Richard Henry Dana, Jr., arrived in San Diego harbor.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, May 8th, 1835. Arrived at San Diego. Here we found the little harbor deserted. The Lagoda,
Ayacucho, Loriotte, and all, had left the coast, and we were nearly alone. All the hide-houses on the beach,
but ours, were shut up, and the Sandwich Islanders, a dozen or twenty in number, who had worked for the
other vessels and been paid off when they sailed, were living on the beach, keeping up a grand carnival.
A Russian discovery-ship which had been in this port a few years before, had built a large oven for baking
bread, and went away, leaving it standing. This, the Sandwich Islanders took possession of, and had kept,
ever since, undisturbed. It was big enough to hold six or eight men– that is, it was as large as a ship’s
forecastle; had a door at the side, and a vent-hole at top. They covered it with Oahu mats, for a carpet;
stopped up the venthole in bad weather, and made it their head-quarters. It was now inhabited by as many
as a dozen or twenty men, who lived there in complete idleness– drinking, playing cards, and carousing in
every way. They bought a bullock once a week, which kept them in meat, and one of them went up to the
town every day to get fruit, liquor, and provisions. Besides this, they had bought a cask of ship-bread,
and a barrel of flour from the Lagoda, before she sailed. There they lived, having a grand time, and caring
for nobody. Captain T______ was anxious to get three or four of them to come on board the Pilgrim, as we
were so much diminished in numbers; and went up to the oven and spent an hour or two trying to negotiate
with them. One of them,– a finely built, active, strong and intelligent fellow,– who was a sort of king among
them, acted as spokesman. He was called Mannini,– or rather, out of compliment to his known importance
and influence, Mr. Mannini– and was known all over California. Through him, the captain offered them
fifteen dollars a month, and one month’s pay in advance; but it was like throwing pearls before swine,
or rather, carrying coals to Newcastle. So long as they had money, they would not work for fifty dollars
a month, and when their money was gone, they would work for ten.
“What do you do here, Mr. Mannini?” said the captain. “Oh, we play cards, get drunk, smoke–
do anything we’re a mind to.”
“Don’t you want to come aboard and work?”
“Aole! aole make make makou i ka hana. Now, got plenty money; no good, work. Mamule, money pau–
all gone. Ah! very good, work!– maikai, hana hana nui!”
“But you’ll spend all your money in this way,” said the captain.
“Aye! me know that. By-’em-by money pau– all gone; then Kanaka work plenty.”
This was a hopeless case, and the captain left them, to wait patiently until their money was gone.
We discharged our hides and tallow, and in about a week were ready to set sail again for the windward.
We unmoored, and got everything ready, when the captain made another attempt upon the oven. This time
he had more regard to the “mollia tempora fandi,” and succeeded very well. He got Mr. Mannini in his
interest, and as the shot was getting low in the locker, prevailed upon him and three others to come on board
with their chests and baggage, and sent a hasty summons to me and the boy to come ashore with our things,
and join the gang at the hide-house. This was unexpected to me; but anything in the way of variety I liked;
so we got ready, and were pulled ashore. I stood on the beach while the brig got under weigh, and watched
her until she rounded the point, and then went up to the hide-house to take up my quarters for a few months.
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Middle of May: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was left ashore in San Diego to cure hides.16

16. A knowledgeable reader of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST later wrote Dana to twit him about some things he had failed to
mention about this stay in the hide houses of San Diego, such as “the beautiful Indian Lasses, who so often frequented your humble
abode in the hide house.” Could the author/sailor not recall “sitting at twilight on those majestic rocks, with a lovely Indian Girl
resting on your knee”? From other evidence we reconstruct that one of these young women from this adventurous period was a Mary
Collins.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Here was a change in my life as complete as it had been sudden. In the twinkling of an eye, I was transformed from a
sailor into a “beach-comber” and a hide-curer; yet the novelty and the comparative independence of the life were not
unpleasant. Our hide-house was a large building, made of rough boards, and intended to hold forty thousand hides. In
one corner of it, a small room was parted off, in which four berths were made, where we were to live, with mother earth
for our floor. It contained a table, a small locker for pots, spoons, plates, etc., and a small hole cut to let in the light. Here
we put our chests, threw our bedding into the berths, and took up our quarters. Over our head was another small room,
in which Mr. Russell lived, who had charge of the hide-house; the same man who was for a time an officer of the Pilgrim.
There he lived in solitary grandeur; eating and sleeping alone, (and these were his principal occupations,) and
communing with his own dignity. The boy was to act as cook; while myself, a giant of a Frenchman named Nicholas,
and four Sandwich Islanders, were to cure the hides. Sam, the Frenchman, and myself, lived together in the room, and
the four Sandwich Islanders worked and ate with us, but generally slept at the oven. My new messmate, Nicholas, was
the most immense man that I had ever seen in my life. He came on the coast in a vessel which was afterwards wrecked,
and now let himself out to the different houses to cure hides. He was considerably over six feet, and of a frame so large
that he might have been shown for a curiosity. But the most remarkable thing about him was his feet. They were so large
that he could not find a pair of shoes in California to fit him, and was obliged to send to Oahu for a pair; and when he
got them, he was compelled to wear them down at the heel. He told me once, himself, that he was wrecked in an American
brig on the Goodwin Sands, and was sent up to London, to the charge of the American consul, without clothing to his
back or shoes to his feet, and was obliged to go about London streets in his stocking feet three or four days, in the month
of January, until the consul could have a pair of shoes made for him. His strength was in proportion to his size, and his
ignorance to his strength– “strong as an ox, and ignorant as strong.” He neither knew how to read nor write. He had been
to sea from a boy, and had seen all kinds of service, and been in every kind of vessel: merchantmen, men-of-war,
privateers, and slavers; and from what I could gather from his accounts of himself, and from what he once told me, in
confidence, after we had become better acquainted, he had even been in worse business than slave-trading. He was once
tried for his life in Charleston, South Carolina, and though acquitted, yet he was so frightened that he never would show
himself in the United States again; and I could not persuade him that he could never be tried a second time for the same
offence. He said he had got safe off from the breakers, and was too good a sailor to risk his timbers again.
Though I knew what his life had been, yet I never had the slightest fear of him. We always got along very well
together, and, though so much stronger and larger than I, he showed a respect for my education, and for what he had heard
of my situation before coming to sea. “I’ll be good friends with you,” he used to say, “for by-and-by you’ll come out here
captain, and then you’ll haze me well!” By holding well together, we kept the officer in good order, for he was evidently
afraid of Nicholas, and never ordered us, except when employed upon the hides. My other companions, the Sandwich
Islanders, deserve particular notice.
A considerable trade has been carried on for several years between California and the Sandwich Islands, and most of
the vessels are manned with Islanders; who, as they, for the most part, sign no articles, leave whenever they choose, and
let themselves out to cure hides at San Diego, and to supply the places of the men of the American vessels while on the
coast. In this way, quite a colony of them had become settled at San Diego, as their headquarters. Some of these had
recently gone off in the Ayacucho and Loriotte, and the Pilgrim had taken Mr. Mannini and three others, so that there
were not more than twenty left. Of these, four were on pay at the Ayacucho’s house, four more working with us, and the
rest were living at the oven in a quiet way; for their money was nearly gone, and they must make it last until some other
vessel came down to employ them.
During the four months that I lived here, I got well acquainted with all of them, and took the greatest pains to become
familiar with their language, habits, and characters. Their language, I could only learn, orally, for they had not any books
among them, though many of them had been taught to read and write by the missionaries at home. They spoke a little
English, and by a sort of compromise, a mixed language was used on the beach, which could be understood by all.
The long name of Sandwich Islanders is dropped, and they are called by the whites, all over the Pacific ocean, “Kanakas,”
from a word in their own language which they apply to themselves, and to all South Sea Islanders, in distinction from
whites, whom they call “Haole.” This name, “Kanaka,” they answer to, both collectively and individually.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Their proper names, in their own language, being difficult to pronounce and remember, they are called by
any names which the captains or crews may choose to give them. Some are called after the vessel they are
in; others by common names, as Jack, Tom, Bill; and some have fancy names, as Ban-yan, Fore-top, Ropeyarn, Pelican, etc., etc. Of the four who worked at our house one was named “Mr. Bingham,” after the
missionary at Oahu; another, Hope, after a vessel that he had been in; a third, Tom Davis, the name of his
first captain; and the fourth, Pelican, from his fancied resemblance to that bird. Then there was LagodaJack, California-Bill, etc., etc. But by whatever names they might be called, they were the most interesting,
intelligent, and kindhearted people that I ever fell in with. I felt a positive attachment for almost all of them;
and many of them I have, to this time, a feeling for, which would lead me to go a great way for the mere
pleasure of seeing them, and which will always make me feel a strong interest in the mere name of a
Sandwich Islander.
Tom Davis knew how to read, write, and cipher in common arithmetic; had been to the United States,
and spoke English quite well. His education was as good as that of three-quarters of the Yankees in
California, and his manners and principles a good deal better, and he was so quick of apprehension that he
might have been taught navigation, and the elements of many of the sciences, with the most perfect ease.
Old “Mr. Bingham” spoke very little English– almost none, and neither knew how to read nor write; but he
was the besthearted old fellow in the world. He must have been over fifty years of age, and had two of his
front teeth knocked out, which was done by his parents as a sign of grief at the death of Kamehameha, the
great king of the Sandwich Islands. We used to tell him that he ate Captain Cook, and lost his teeth in that
way. That was the only thing that ever made him angry. He would always be quite excited at that; and say–
“Aole!” (no.) “Me no eat Captain Cook! Me pikinini– small– so high– no more! My father see Captain
Cook! Me– no!” None of them liked to have anything said about Captain Cook, for the sailors all believe
that he was eaten, and that, they cannot endure to be taunted with.– “New Zealand Kanaka eat white man;–
Sandwich Island Kanaka,– no. Sandwich Island Kanaka ua like pu na haole– all ’e same a’ you!”
Mr. Bingham was a sort of patriarch among them, and was always treated with great respect, though he
had not the education and energy which gave Mr. Mannini his power over them. I have spent hours in talking
with this old fellow about Kamehameha, the Charlemagne of the Sandwich Islands; his son and successor
Riho Riho, who died in England, and was brought to Oahu in the frigate Blonde, Captain Lord Byron,
and whose funeral he remembered perfectly; and also about the customs of his country in his boyhood,
and the changes which had been made by the missionaries. He never would allow that human beings had
been eaten there; and, indeed, it always seemed like an insult to tell so affectionate, intelligent, and civilized
a class of men, that such barbarities had been practised in their own country within the recollection of many
of them. Certainly, the history of no people on the globe can show anything like so rapid an advance. I would
have trusted my life and my fortune in the hands of any one of these people; and certainly had I wished for
a favor or act of sacrifice, I would have gone to them all, in turn, before I should have applied to one of my
own countrymen on the coast, and should have expected to have seen it done, before my own countrymen
had got half through counting the cost. Their costumes, and manner of treating one another, show a simple,
primitive generosity, which is truly delightful; and which is often a reproach to our own people. Whatever
one has, they all have. Money, food, clothes, they share with one another; even to the last piece of tobacco
to put in their pipes. I once heard old Mr. Bingham say, with the highest indignation, a Yankee trader who
was trying to persuade him to keep his money to himself– “No! We no all same a’ you!– Suppose one got
money, all got money. You;– suppose one got money– lock him up in chest.– No good!”– “Kanaka all ’e
same a’ one!” This principle they carry so far, that none of them will eat anything in the sight of others
without offering it all round. I have seen one of them break a biscuit, which had been given him, into five
parts, at a time when I knew he was on a very short allowance, as there was but little to eat on the beach.
My favorite among all of them, and one who was liked by both officers and men, and by whomever he
had anything to do with, was Hope. He was an intelligent, kind-hearted little fellow, and I never saw him
angry, though I knew him for more than a year, and have seen him imposed upon by white people, and
abused by insolent officers of vessels. He was always civil, and always ready, and never forgot a benefit.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
I once took care of him when he was in, getting medicines from the ship’s chests, when no captain or officer
would do anything for him, and he never forgot it. Every Kanaka has one particular friend, whom he
considers himself bound to do everything for, and with whom he has a sort of contracts– an alliance
offensive and defensive,– and for whom he will often make the greatest sacrifices. This friend they call
aikane; and for such did Hope adopt me. I do not believe I could have wanted anything which he had, that
he would not have given me. In return for this, I was always his friend among the Americans, and used to
teach him letters and numbers; for he left home before he had learned how to read. He was very curious
about Boston (as they call the United States); asking many questions about the houses, the people, etc., and
always wished to have the pictures in books explained to him. They were all astonishingly quick in catching
at explanations, and many things which I had thought it utterly impossible to make them understand, they
often seized in an instant, and asked questions which showed that they knew enough to make them wish to
go farther. The pictures of steamboats and railroad cars, in the columns of some newspapers which I had,
gave me great difficulty to explain. The grading of the road, the rails, the construction of the carriages, they
could easily understand, but the motion produced by steam was a little too refined for them. I attempted to
show it to them once by an experiment upon the cook’s coppers, but failed; probably as much from my own
ignorance as from their want of apprehension; and, I have no doubt, left them with about as clear idea of the
principle as I had myself. This difficulty, of course, existed in the same force with the steamboats and all I
could do was to give them some account of the results, in the shape of speed; for, failing in the reason, I had
to fall back upon the fact. In my account of the speed I was supported by Tom, who had been to Nantucket,
and seen a little steamboat which ran over to New Bedford.
A map of the world, which I once showed them, kept their attention for hours; those who knew how to
read pointing out the places and referring to me for the distances. I remember being much amused with a
question which Hope asked me. Pointing to the large irregular place which is always left blank round the
poles, to denote that it is undiscovered, he looked up and asked– “Pau?” (Done? ended?)
The system of naming the streets and numbering the houses, they easily understood, and the utility of it.
They had a great desire to see America, but were afraid of doubling Cape Horn, for they suffer much in cold
weather, and had heard dreadful accounts of the Cape, from those of their number who had been round it.
They smoke a great deal, though not much at a time; using pipes with large bowls, and very short stems,
or no stems at all. These, they light, and putting them to their mouths, take a long draught, getting their
mouths as full as they can hold, and their cheeks distended, and then let it slowly out through their mouths
and nostrils. The pipe is then passed to others, who draw, in the same manner, one pipe-full serving for half
a dozen. They never take short, continuous draughts, like Europeans, but one of these “Oahu puffs,” as the
sailors call them, serves for an hour or two, until some one else lights his pipe, and it is passed round in the
same manner. Each Kanaka on the beach had a pine, flint, steel, tinder, a hand of tobacco, and a jack-knife,
which he always carried about with him.
That which strikes a stranger most peculiarly is their style of singing. They run on, in a low, guttural,
monotonous sort of chant, their lips and tongues seeming hardly to move, and the sounds modulated solely
in the throat. There is very little tune to it, and the words, so far as I could learn, are extempore. They sing
about persons and things which are around them, and adopt this method when they do not wish to be
understood by any but themselves; and it is very effectual, for with the most careful attention I never could
detect a word that I knew. I have often heard Mr. Mannini, who was the most noted improvisatore among
them, sing for an hour together, when at work in the midst of Americans and Englishmen; and, by the
occasional shouts and laughter of the Kanakas, who were at a distance, it was evident that he was singing
about the different men that he was at work with. They have great powers of ridicule, and are excellent
mimics; many of them discovering and imitating the peculiarities of our own people, before we had seen
them ourselves.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
These were the people with whom I was to spend a few months; and who, with the exception of the
officer, Nicholas the Frenchman, and the boy, made the whole population of the beach. I ought, perhaps,
to except the dogs, for they were an important part of our settlement. Some of the first vessels brought dogs
out with them, who, for convenience, were left ashore, and there multiplied, until they came to be a great
people. While I was on the beach, the average number was about forty, and probably an equal, or greater
number are drowned, or killed in some other way, every year. They are very useful in guarding the beach,
the Indians being afraid to come down at night; for it was impossible for any one to get within half a mile
of the hide-houses without a general alarm. The father of the colony, old Sachem, so called from the ship in
which he was brought out, died while I was there, full of years, and was honorably buried. Hogs, and a few
chickens, were the rest of the animal tribe, and formed, like the dogs, a common company, though they were
an known and marked, and usually fed at the houses to which they belonged.
I had been but a few hours on the beach, and the Pilgrim was hardly out of sight, when the cry of
“Sail ho!” was raised, and a small hermaphrodite brig rounded the point, bore up into the harbor, and came
to anchor. It was the Mexican brig Fazio, which we had left at San Pedro, and which had come down to land
her tallow, try it all over, and make new bags, and then take it in, and leave the coast. They moored ship,
erected their try-works on shore, put up a small tent, in which they all lived, and commenced operations.
They made an addition to our society, and we spent many evenings in their tent, where, amid the Babel of
English, Spanish, French, Indian, and Kanaka, we found some words that we could understand in common.
The morning after my landing, I began the duties of hide-curing. In order to understand these, it will be
necessary to give the whole history of a hide, from the time it is taken from a bullock until it is put on board
the vessel to be carried to Boston. When the hide is taken from the bullock, holes are cut round it, near the
edge, by which it is staked out to dry. In this manner it dries without shrinking. After they are thus dried in
the sun, they are received by the vessels, and brought down to the depot at San Diego. The vessels land
them, and leave them in large piles near the houses.
Then begins the hide-curer’s duty. The first thing is to put them in soak. This is done by carrying them
down at low tide, and making them fast, in small piles, by ropes, and letting the tide come up and cover
them. Every day we put in soak twenty-five for each man, which, with us, made an hundred and fifty. There
they lie forty-eight hours, when they are taken out, and rolled up, in wheelbarrows, and thrown into the vats.
These vats contain brine, made very strong; being sea-water, with great quantities of salt thrown in. This
pickles the hides, and in this they lie forty-eight hours; the use of the sea-water, into which they are first put,
being merely to soften and clean them. From these vats, they are taken, and lie on a platform twenty-four
hours, and then are spread upon the ground, and carefully stretched and staked out, so that they may dry
smooth. After they were staked, and while yet wet and soft, we used to go upon them with our knives,
and carefully cut off all the bad parts:– the pieces of meat and fat, which would corrupt and infect the whole
if stowed away in a vessel for many months, the large flippers, the ears, and all other parts which would
prevent close stowage. This was the most difficult part of our duty: as it required much skill to take
everything necessary off and not to cut or injure the hide. It was also a long process, as six of us had to clean
an hundred and fifty, most of which required a great deal to be done to them, as the Spaniards are very
careless in skinning their cattle. Then, too, as we cleaned them while they were staked out, we were obliged
to kneel down upon them, which always gives beginners the back-ache. The first day, I was so slow and
awkward that I cleaned only eight; at the end of a few days I doubled my number; and in a fortnight or three
weeks, could keep up with the others, and clean my proportion– twenty-five.
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June: In California port, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. met vessels and men of various nationalities.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
After we had been a few weeks on shore, and had begun to feel broken into the regularity of our life, its
monotony was interrupted by the arrival of two vessels from the windward. We were sitting at dinner in our
little room, when we heard the cry of “Sail ho!” This, we had learned, did not always signify a vessel but
was raised whenever a woman was seen coming down from the town; or a squaw, or an ox-cart, or anything
unusual, hove in sight upon the road; so we took no notice of it. But it soon became so loud and general
from all parts of the beach, that we were led to go to the door; and there, sure enough, were two sails coming
round the point, and leaning over from the strong north-west wind, which blows down the coast every
afternoon. The headmost was a ship, and the other, a brig. Everybody was alive on the beach, and all manner
of conjectures were abroad. Some said it was the Pilgrim, with the Boston ship, which we were expecting;
but we soon saw that the brig was not the Pilgrim, and the ship with her stump top-gallant masts and rusty
sides, could not be a dandy Boston Indiaman. As they drew nearer, we soon discovered the high poop and
top-gallant forecastle, and other marks of the Italian ship Rosa, and the brig proved to be the Catalina,
which we saw at Santa Barbara, just arrived from Valparaiso. They came to anchor, moored ship, and
commenced discharging hides and tallow. The Rosa had purchased the house occupied by the Lagoda, and
the Catalina took the other spare one between ours and the Ayacucho’s, so that, now, each one was occupied,
and the beach, for several days, was all alive. The Catalina had several Kanakas on board, who were
immediately besieged by the others, and carried up to the oven, where they had a long pow-wow, and a
smoke. Two Frenchmen, who belonged to the Rosa’s crew, came in, every evening, to see Nicholas; and
from them we learned that the Pilgrim was at San Pedro, and was the only other vessel now on the coast.
Several of the Italians slept on shore at their hide-house; and there, and at the tent in which the Fazio’s crew
lived, we had some very good singing almost every evening. The Italians sang a variety of songs–
barcarollas, provincial airs, etc.; in several of which I recognized parts of our favorite operas and
sentimental songs. They often joined in a song, taking all the different parts; which produced a fine effect,
as many of them had good voices, and all seemed to sing with spirit and feeling. One young man, in
particular, had a falsetto as clear as a clarionet.
The greater part of the crews of the vessel’s came ashore every evening, and we passed the time in going
about from one house to another, and listening to all manner of languages. The Spanish was the common
ground upon which we all met; for every one knew more or less of that. We had now, out of forty or fifty,
representatives from almost every nation under the sun: two Englishmen, three Yankees, two Scotchmen,
two Welshmen, one Irishman, three Frenchmen (two of whom were Normans, and the third from Gascony,)
one Dutchman, one Austrian, two or three Spaniards, (from old Spain,) half a dozen Spanish-Americans
and half-breeds, two native Indians from Chili and the Island of Chiloe, one Negro, one Mulatto, about
twenty Italians, from all parts of Italy, as many more Sandwich Islanders, one Otaheitan, and one Kanaka
from the Marquesas Islands.
The night before the vessels were ready to sail, all the Europeans united and had an entertainment at the
Rosa’s hide-house, and we had songs of every nation and tongue. A German gave us “Och! mein lieber
Augustin!” the three Frenchmen roared through the Marseilles Hymn; the English and Scotchmen gave us
“Rule Britannia,” and “Who’ll be King but Charlie?” the Italians and Spaniards screamed through some
national affairs, for which I was none the wiser; and we three Yankees made an attempt at the “Star-spangled
Banner.” After these national tributes had been paid, the Austrian gave us a very pretty little love-song, and
the Frenchmen sang a spirited thing called “Sentinelle! O prenez garde a vous!” and then followed the
melange which might have been expected. When I left them, the aguardiente and annisou was pretty well
in their heads, and they were all singing and talking at once, and their peculiar national oaths were getting
as plenty as pronouns.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
The next day, the two vessels got under weigh for the windward, and left us in quiet possession of the
beach. Our numbers were somewhat enlarged by the opening of the new houses, and the society of the beach
a little changed. In charge of the Catalina’s house, was an old Scotchman, who, like most of his countrymen,
had a pretty good education, and, like many of them, was rather pragmatical, manical, and had a ludicrously
solemn conceit. He employed his time in taking care of his pigs, chickens, turkeys, dogs, etc., and in
smoking his long pipe. Everything was as neat as a pin in the house, and he was as regular in his hours as a
chronometer, but as he kept very much by himself, was not a great addition to our society. He hardly spent
a cent all the time he was on the beach, and the others said he was no shipmate. He had been a petty officer
on board the British frigate Dublin, Capt. Lord James Townshend, and had great ideas of his own
importance. The man in charge of the Rosa’s house was an Austrian by birth, but spoke, read, and wrote
four languages with ease and correctness. German was his native tongue, but being born near the borders
of Italy, and having sailed out of Genoa, the Italian was almost as familiar to him as his own language. He
was six years on board of an English man-of-war, where he learned to speak our language with ease, and
also to read and write it. He had been several years in Spanish vessels, and had acquired that language so
well, that he could read any books in it. He was between forty and fifty years of age, and was a singular
mixture of the man-of-war’s-man and Puritan. He talked a great deal about propriety and steadiness, and
gave good advice to the youngsters and Kanakas, but seldom went up to the town, without coming down
“three sheets in the wind.” One holyday, he and old Robert (the Scotchman from the Catalina) went up to
the town, and got so cozy, talking over old stories and giving one another good advice, that they came down
double-backed, on a horse, and both rolled off into the sand as soon as the horse stopped. This put an end
to their pretensions, and they never heard the last of it from the rest of the men. On the night of the
entertainment at the Rosa’s house, I saw old Schmidt, (that was the Austrian’s name) standing up by a
hogshead, holding on by both hands, and calling out to himself– “Hold on, Schmidt! hold on, my good
fellow, or you’ll be on your back!” Still, he was an intelligent, good-natured old fellow, and had a chest-full
of books, which he willingly lent me to read. In the same house with him was a Frenchman and an
Englishman; the latter a regular-built “man-of-war Jack;” a thorough seaman; a hearty, generous fellow;
and, at the same time, a drunken, dissolute dog. He made it a point to get drunk once a fortnight, (when he
always managed to sleep on the road, and have his money stolen from him,) and to battle the Frenchman
once a week. These, with a Chilian, and a half a dozen Kanakas, formed the addition to our company.
In about six weeks from the time when the Pilgrim sailed, we had got all the hides which she left us
cured and stowed away; and having cleared up the ground, and emptied the vats, and set everything in order,
had nothing more to do until she should come down again, but to supply ourselves with wood. Instead of
going twice a week for this purpose, we determined to give one whole week to getting wood, and then we
should have enough to last us half through the summer. Accordingly, we started off every morning, after an
early breakfast, with our hatchets in hand, and cut wood until the sun was over the point,– which was our
only mark of time, as there was not a watch on the beach– and then came back to dinner, and after dinner,
started off again with our hand-cart and ropes, and carted and “backed” it down, until sunset. This, we kept
up for a week, until we had collected several cords,-enough to last us for six or eight weeks– when we
“knocked off” altogether, much to my joy; for, though I liked straying in the woods, and cutting, very well,
yet the backing the wood for so great a distance, over an uneven country, was, without exception, the hardest
work I had ever done. I usually had to kneel down and contrive to heave the load, which was well strapped
together, upon my back, and then rise up and start off with it up the hills and down the vales, sometimes
through thickets,– the rough points sticking into the skin, and tearing the clothes, so that, at the end of the
week, I had hardly a whole shirt to my back.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
We were now through all our work, and had nothing more to do until the Pilgrim should come down
again. We had nearly got through our provisions too, as well as our work; for our officer had been very
wasteful of them, and the tea, flour, sugar, and molasses, were all gone. We suspected him of sending them
up to the town; and he always treated the squaws with molasses, when they came down to the beach. Finding
wheat-coffee and dry bread rather poor living, we dubbed together, and I went up to the town on horseback
with a great salt-bag behind the saddle, and a few reals in my pocket, and brought back the bag fun of
onions, pears, beans, water-melons, and other fruits; for the young woman who tended the garden, finding
that I belonged to the American ship, and that we were short of provisions, put in a double portion. With
these we lived like fighting-cocks for a week or two, and had, besides, what the sailors call “a blow-out on
sleep;” not turning out in the morning until breakfast was ready. I employed several days in overhauling my
chest, and mending up all my old clothes, until I had got everything in order– patch upon patch, like a sandbarge’s mainsail. Then I took hold of Bowditch’s Navigator, which I had always with me. I had been through
the greater part of it, and now went carefully through it, from beginning to end working out most of the
examples. That done, and there being no signs of the Pilgrim, I made a descent upon old Schmidt, and
borrowed and read all the books there were upon the beach. Such a dearth was there of these latter articles,
that anything, even a little child’s story-book, or the half of a shipping calendar, appeared like a treasure.
I actually read a jest-book through, from beginning to end, in one day, as I should a novel, and enjoyed it
very much. At last, when I thought that there were no more to be got, I found, at the bottom of old Schmidt’s
chest, “Mandeville, a Romance, by Godwin, in five volumes.” This I had never read, but Godwin’s name
was enough, and after the wretched trash I had devoured, anything bearing the name of a distinguished
intellectual man, was a prize indeed. I bore it off, and for two days I was up early and late, reading with
all my might, and actually drinking in delight. It is no extravagance to say that it was like a spring in a desert
land.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
This cleaning must be got through with before noon; for by that time they get too dry. After the sun has
been upon them a few hours, they are carefully gone over with scrapers, to get off all the grease which the
sun brings out. This being done, the stakes are pulled up, and the hides carefully doubled, with the hair side
out, and left to dry. About the middle of the afternoon they are turned upon the other side, and at sundown
piled up and covered over. The next day they are spread out and opened again, and at night, if fully dry, are
thrown upon a long, horizontal pole, five at a time, and beat with flails. This takes all the dust from them.
Then, being salted, scraped, cleaned, dried, and beaten, they are stowed away in the house. Here ends their
history, except that they are taken out again when the vessel is ready to go home, beaten, stowed away on
board, carried to Boston, tanned, made into shoes and other articles for which leather is used; and many of
them, very probably, in the end, brought back again to California the shape of shoes, and worn out in pursuit
of other bullocks, or in the curing of other hides.
By putting an hundred and fifty in soak every day, we had the same number at each stage of curing, on
each day; so that we had, everyday, the same work to do upon the same number: an hundred and fifty to put
in soak; an hundred and fifty to wash out and put in the vat; the same number to haul from the vat and put
on the platform to drain; the same number to spread and stake out and clean; and the same number to beat
and stow away in the house. I ought to except Sunday; for, by a prescription which no captain or agent has
yet ventured to break in upon, Sunday has been a day of leisure on the beach for years. On Saturday night,
the hides, in every stage of progress, are carefully covered up, and not uncovered until Monday morning.
On Sundays we had absolutely no work to do, unless it was to kill a bullock, which was sent down for our
use about once a week, and sometimes came on Sunday. Another good arrangement was, that we had just
so much work to do, and when that was through, the time was our own. Knowing this, we worked hard, and
needed no driving. We “turned out” every morning at the first signs of daylight, and allowing a short time,
about eight o’clock, for breakfast, generally got through our labor between one and two o’clock, when we
dined, and had the rest of the time to ourselves; until just before sundown, when we beat the dry hides and
put them in the house, and covered over all the others. By this means we had about three hours to ourselves
every afternoon; and at sundown we had our supper, and our work was done for the day. There was no watch
to stand, and no topsails to reef. The evenings we generally spent at one another’s houses, and I often went
up and spent an hour or so at the oven; which was called the “Kanaka Hotel,” and the “Oahu Coffee-house.”
Immediately after dinner we usually took a short siesta to make up for our early rising, and spent the rest of
the afternoon according to our own fancies. I generally read, wrote, and made or mended clothes; for
necessity, the mother of invention, had taught me these two latter arts. The Kanakas went up to the oven,
and spent the time in sleeping, talking, and smoking; and my messmate, Nicholas, who neither knew how
to read or write, passed away the time by a long siesta, two or three smokes with his pipe, and a paseo to
the other houses. This leisure time is never interfered with, for the captains know that the men earn it by
working hard and fast, and that if they interfered with it, the men could easily make their twenty-five hides
apiece last through the day. We were pretty independent, too, for the master of the house– “capitan de la
casa”– had nothing to say to us, except when we were at work on the hides, and although we could not go
up to the town without his permission, this was seldom or never refused.
The great weight of the wet hides, which we were obliged to roll about in wheelbarrows; the continual
stooping upon those which were pegged out to be cleaned; and the smell of the vats, into which we were
often obliged to get, knee-deep, to press down the hides; all made the work disagreeable and fatiguing;– but
we soon got hardened to it, and the comparative independence of our life reconciled us to it; for there was
nobody to haze us and find fault; and when we got through, we had only to wash and change our clothes,
and our time was our own. There was, however, one exception to the time’s being our own; which was, that
on two afternoons of every week we were obliged to go off and get wood, for the cook to use in the galley.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Wood is very scarce in the vicinity of San Diego; there being no trees of any size, for miles. In the town, the
inhabitants burn the small wood which grows in thickets, and for which they send out Indians, in large
numbers, every few days. Fortunately, the climate is so fine that they had no need of a fire in their houses,
and only use it for cooking. With us the getting of wood was a great trouble; for all that in the vicinity of
the houses had been cut down, and we were obliged to go off a mile or two, and to carry it some distance
on our backs, as we could not get the hand-cart up the hills and over the uneven places. Two afternoons in
the week, generally Monday and Thursday, as soon as we had got through dinner, we started off for the bush,
each of us furnished with a hatchet and a long piece of rope, and dragging the hand-cart behind us, and
followed by the whole colony of dogs, who were always ready for the bush, and were half mad whenever
they saw our preparations. We went with the hand-cart as far as we could conveniently drag it, and leaving
it in an open, conspicuous place, separated ourselves; each taking his own course, and looking about for
some good place to begin upon. Frequently, we had to go nearly a mile from the hand-cart before we could
find any fit place. Having lighted upon a good thicket, the next thing was to clear away the under-brush, and
have fair play at the trees. These trees are seldom more than five or six feet high, and the highest that I ever
saw in these expeditions could not have been more than twelve; so that, lopping off the branches and
clearing away the underwood, we had a good deal of cutting to do for a very little wood. Having cut enough
for a “back-load,” the next thing was to make it well fast with the rope, and heaving the bundle upon our
backs, and taking the hatchet in hand, to walk off, up hill and down dale, to the handcart. Two good backloads apiece filled the hand-cart; and that was each one’s proportion. When each had brought down his
second load, we filled the hand-cart, and took our way again slowly back, and unloading, covering the hides
for the night, and getting our supper, finished the day’s work.
These wooding excursions had always a mixture of something rather pleasant in them. Roaming about
in the woods with hatchet in hand, like a backwoodsman, followed by a troop of dogs; starting up of birds,
snakes, hares and foxes, and examining the various kinds of trees, flowers, and birds’ nests, was at least, a
change from the monotonous drag and pull on shipboard. Frequently, too, we had some amusement and
adventure. The coati, of which I have before spoken,– a sort of mixture of the fox and wolf breeds,– fierce
little animals, with bushy tails and large heads, and a quick, sharp bark, abound here, as in all other parts of
California. These, the dogs were very watchful for, and whenever they saw them, started off in full run after
them. We had many fine chases; yet, although our dogs ran finely, the rascals generally escaped. They are
a match for the dog,– one to one,– but as the dogs generally went in squads, there was seldom a fair fight.
A smaller dog, belonging to us, once attacked a coati, single, and got a good deal worsted, and might
perhaps have been killed had we not come to his assistance. We had, however, one dog which gave them a
good deal of trouble, and many hard runs. He was a fine, tall fellow, and united strength and agility better
than any dog that I have ever seen. He was born at the Islands, his father being an English mastiff, and his
mother a greyhound. He had the high head, long legs, narrow body, and springing gait of the latter, and the
heavy jaw, thick jowls, and strong fore-quarters of the mastiff. When he was brought to San Diego, an
English sailor said that he looked, about the face precisely like the Duke of Wellington, whom he had once
seen at the Tower; and, indeed, there was something about him which resembled the portraits of the Duke.
From this time he was christened “Welly,” and became the favorite and bully of the beach. He always led
the dogs by several yards in the chase, and had killed two coati at different times in single combats. We often
had fine sport with these fellows. A quick, sharp bark from a coati, and in an instant every dog was at the
height of his speed. A few moments made up for an unfair start, and gave each dog his relative place. Welly,
at the head, seemed almost to skim over the bushes; and after him came Fanny, Felicians, Childers, and the
other fleet ones,– the spaniels and terriers; and then behind, followed the heavy corps– bulldogs, etc., for
we had every breed. Pursuit by us was in vain, and in about half an hour a few of them would come panting
and straggling back.
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July 18, Saturday: Penny Magazine:

http://www.history.rochester.edu/pennymag/211.htm
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. observed the departure of the Mexican ship Fazio from the port of San Diego, bound
for San Blas and Mazatlan. He met the new master of the Alert and of the Pilgrim, Mr. Edward H. Faucon.
According to the crew list he was 5 ft. 6 in. in height, had dark complexion and brown hair. This man would
be Dana’s choice skipper. He would serve along the California coast until 1837, and would later wind up in
the opium trade between India and China.
TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: Wednesday, July 18th, brought us the brig
Pilgrim from the windward. As she came in, we found that she was
a good deal altered in her appearance. Her short top-gallant masts
were up; her bowlines all unrove (except to the courses); the
quarter boom-irons off her lower yards; her jack-cross-trees sent
down; several blocks got rid of; running-rigging rove in new
places; and numberless other changes of the same character. Then,
too, there was a new voice giving orders, and a new face on the
quarter-deck,- a short, dark complexioned man, in a green jacket
and a high leather cap. These changes, of course, set the whole
beach on the qui-vive, and we were all waiting for the boat to
come ashore, that we might have things explained. At length, after
the sails were furled and the anchor carried out the boat pulled
ashore, and the news soon flew that the expected ship had arrived
at Santa Barbara, and that Captain T--- had taken command of her,
and her captain, Faucon, had taken the Pilgrim, and was the greenjacketed man on the quarterdeck.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Beside the coati, the dogs sometimes made prizes of rabbits and hares, which are very plentiful here,
and great numbers of which we often shot for our dinners. There was another animal that I was not so much
disposed to find amusement from, and that was the rattlesnake. These are very abundant here, especially
during the spring of the year. The latter part of the time that I was on shore, I did not meet with so many,
but for the first two months we seldom went into “the bush” without one of our number starting some of
them. The first that I ever saw, I remember perfectly well. I had left my companions, and was beginning to
clear away a fine clump of trees, when just in the midst of the thicket, not more than eight yards from me,
one of these fellows set up his hiss. It is a sharp, continuous sound, and resembles very much the letting off
of the steam from the small pipe of a steamboat, except that it is on a smaller scale. I knew, by the sound of
an axe, that one of my companions was near, and called out to him, to let him know what I had fallen upon.
He took it very lightly, and as he seemed inclined to laugh at me for being afraid, I determined to keep my
place. I knew that so long as I could hear the rattle, I was safe, for these snakes never make a noise when
they are in motion. Accordingly, I kept at my work, and the noise which I made with cutting and breaking
the trees kept him in alarm; so that I had the rattle to show me his whereabouts. Once or twice the noise
stopped for a short time, which gave me a little uneasiness, and retreating a few steps. I threw something
into the bush, at which he would set his rattle agoing; and finding that he had not moved from his first place,
I was easy again. In this way I continued at my work until I had cut a full load, never suffering him to be
quiet for a moment. Having cut my load, I strapped it together, and got everything ready for starting. I felt
that I could now call the others without the imputation of being afraid; and went in search of them. In a few
minutes we were all collected, and began an attack upon the bush. The big Frenchman, who was the one
that I had called to at first, I found as little inclined to approach the snake as I had been. The dogs, too,
seemed afraid of the rattle, and kept up a barking at a safe distance; but the Kanakas showed no fear, and
getting long sticks, went into the bush, and keeping a bright look-out, stood within a few feet of him. One
or two blows struck near him, and a few stones thrown, started him, and we lost his track, and had the
pleasant consciousness that he might be directly under our feet. By throwing stones and chips in different
directions, we made him spring his rattle again, and began another attack. This time we drove him into the
clear ground, and saw him gliding off, with head and tail erect, when a stone, well aimed, knocked him over
the bank, down a declivity of fifteen or twenty feet, and stretched him at his length. Having made sure of
him, by a few more stones, we went down, and one of the Kanakas cut off his rattle. These rattles vary in
number it is said, according to the age of the snake; though the Indians think they indicate the number of
creatures they have killed. We always preserved them as trophies, and at the end of the summer had quite a
number. None of our people were ever bitten by them, but one of our dogs died of a bite, and another was
supposed to have been bitten, but recovered. We had no remedy for the bite, though it was said that the
Indians of the country had, and the Kanakas professed to have an herb which would cure it, but it was
fortunately never brought to the test.
Hares and rabbits, as I said before, were abundant, and, during the winter months, the waters are covered
with wild ducks and geese. Crows, too, were very numerous, and frequently alighted in great numbers upon
our hides, picking at the pieces of dried meat and fat. Bears and wolves are numerous in the upper parts,
and in the interior, (and, indeed, a man was killed by a bear within a few miles of San Pedro, while we were
there,) but there were none in our immediate neighborhood. The only other animals were horses. Over a
dozen of these were owned by different people on the beach, and were allowed to run loose among the hills,
with a long lasso attached to them, and pick up feed wherever they could find it. We were sure of seeing
them once a day, for there was no water among the hills, and they were obliged to come down to the well
which had been dug upon the beach. These horses were bought at, from two, to six and eight dollars apiece,
and were held very much as common property. We generally kept one fast to one of the houses every day,
so that we could mount him and catch any of the others. Some of them were really fine animals, and gave
us many good runs up to the Presidio and over the country.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, July 18th. This day, sailed the Mexican hermaphrodite brig, Fazio, for San Blas and Mazatlan.
This was the brig which was driven ashore at San Pedro in a southeaster, and had been lying at San Diego
to repair and take in her cargo. The owner of her had had a good deal of difficulty with the government about
the duties, etc., and her sailing had been delayed for several weeks; but everything having been arranged,
she got under weigh with a light breeze, and was floating out of the harbor, when two horsemen came
dashing down to the beach, at full speed, and tried to find a boat to put off after her; but there being none
on the beach, they offered a handful of silver to any Kanaka who would swim off and take a letter on board.
One of the Kanakas, a fine, active, well-made young fellow, instantly threw off everything but his duck
trowsers, and putting the letter into his hat, swam off, after the vessel. Fortunately, the wind was very light
and the vessel was going slowly, so that, although she was nearly a mile off when he started, he gained on
her rapidly. He went through the water leaving a wake like a small steamboat. I certainly never saw such
swimming before. They saw him coming from the deck, but did not heave-to suspecting the nature of his
errand; yet, the wind continuing light, he swam alongside and got on board, and delivered his letter.
The captain read the letter, told the Kanaka there was no answer, and giving him a glass of brandy, left him
to jump overboard and find the best of his way to the shore. The Kanaka swam in for the nearest point of
land, and, in about an hour, made his appearance at the hide-house. He did not seem at all fatigued, had made
three or four dollars, got a glass of brandy, and was in fine spirits. The brig kept on her course, and the
government officers, who had come down to forbid her sailing, went back, each with something like a flea
in his ear, having depended upon extorting a little more money from the owner.
It was now nearly three months since the Alert arrived at Santa Barbara, and we began to expect her
daily. About a half a mile behind the hide-house, was a high hill; and every afternoon, as soon as we had
done our work, some one of us walked up to see if there were any sail in sight, coming down before the
regular trades, which blow every afternoon. Each day, after the latter part of July, we went up the hill, and
came back disappointed. I was anxious for her arrival, for I had been told by letter that the owners in Boston,
at the request of my friends, had written to Captain T______ to take me on board the Alert, in case she
returned to the United States before the Pilgrim; and I, of course, wished to know whether the order had
been received, and what was the destination of the ship. One year more or less might be of small
consequence to others, but it was everything to me. It was now just a year since we sailed from Boston, and
at the shortest, no vessel could expect to get away under eight or nine months, which would make our
absence two years in all. This would be pretty long, but would not be fatal. It would not necessarily be
decisive of my future life. But one year more would settle the matter. I should be a sailor for life; and
although I had made up my mind to it before I had my letters from home, and was, as I thought, quite
satisfied; yet, as soon as an opportunity was held out to me of returning, and the prospect of another kind
of life was opened to me, my anxiety to return, and, at least, to have the chance of deciding upon my course
for myself, was beyond measure. Beside that, I wished to be “equal to either fortune,” and to qualify myself
for an officer’s berth, and a hide-house was no place to learn seamanship in. I had become experienced in
hide-curing, and everything went on smoothly, and I had many opportunities of becoming acquainted with
the people, and much leisure for reading and studying navigation; yet practical seamanship could only be
got on board ship; therefore, I determined to ask to be taken on board the ship when she arrived. By the first
of August, we finished curing all our hides, stored them away, cleaned out our vats, (in which latter work
we spent two days, up to our knees in mud and the sediments of six months’ hide-curing, in a stench which
would drive a donkey from his breakfast,) and got in readiness for the arrival of the ship, and had another
leisure interval of three or four weeks; which I spent, as usual, in reading, writing, studying, making and
mending my clothes, and getting my wardrobe in complete readiness, in case I should go on board the ship;
and in fishing, ranging the woods with the dogs, and in occasional visits to the presidio and mission.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
A good deal of my time was spent in taking care of a little puppy, which I had selected from thirty-six, that
were born within three days of one another, at our house. He was a fine, promising pup, with four white
paws, and all the rest of his body of a dark brown. I built a little kennel for him, and kept him fastened there,
away from the other dogs, feeding and disciplining him myself. In a few weeks, I got him in complete
subjection, and he grew finely, was very much attached to me, and bid fair to be one of the leading dogs on
the beach. I called him Bravo, and the only thing I regretted at the thought of leaving the beach, was parting
with him.

July 11, Saturday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
7th day 11th of 1th M 1835 / Today My wife made a little party
for a few little girls of the neighborhood & our acquaintance,
as well as for our own comfort & pleasaure as of our little neice
Elizabeth R Nichols - it was a pleasant Sight to see them enjoy
themselves rationally & instructively —
My mind seemed in a State to enjoy the scene of innocency, & I
was thankful for the privilege
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
(probably a misprint in the book; this probably occurred on some other day:) Richard Henry Dana, Jr.,
in the absence of the Pilgrim, enjoyed his California life.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, July 11th. The Pilgrim set sail for the windward, and left us to go on in our old way. Having
laid in such a supply of wood, and the days being now long, and invariably pleasant, we had a good
deal of time to ourselves. All the duck I received from home, I soon made up into trowsers and
frocks, and displayed, every Sunday, a complete suit of my own make, from head to foot, having
formed the remnants of the duck into a cap. Reading, mending, sleeping, with occasional excursions
into the bush, with the dogs, in search of coati, hares, and rabbits, or to encounter a rattlesnake, and
now and then a visit to the Presidio, filled up our spare time after hide-curing was over for the day.
Another amusement, which we sometimes indulged in, was “burning the water” for craw-fish. For
this purpose, we procured a pair of grains, with a long staff like a harpoon, and making torches with
tarred rope twisted round a long pine stick, took the only boat on the beach, a small skiff, and with
a torch-bearer in the bow, a steersman in the stern, and one man on each side with the grains, went
off, on dark nights, to burn the water. This is fine sport. Keeping within a few rods of the shore,
where the water is not more than three or four feet deep, with a clear sandy bottom, the torches light
everything up so that one could almost have seen a pin among the grains of sand. The craw-fish are
an easy prey, and we used soon to get a load of them. The other fish were more difficult to catch, yet
we frequently speared a number of them, of various kinds and sizes. The Pilgrim brought us down
a supply of fish-hooks, which we had never had before, on the beach, and for several days we went
down to the Point, and caught a quantity of cod and mackerel. On one of these expeditions, we saw
a battle between two Sandwich Islanders and a shark. “Johnny” had been playing about our boat for
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some time, driving away the fish, and showing his teeth at our bait, when we missed him, and in a
few moments heard a great shouting between two Kanakas who were fishing on the rock opposite
to us: “E hana hana make i ka ia nui!” “E pii mai Aikane!” etc., etc.; and saw them pulling away on
a stout line, and “Johnny Shark” floundering at the other end. The line soon broke; but the Kanakas
would not let him off so easily, and sprang directly into the water after him. Now came the tug of
war. Before we could get into deep water, one of them seized him by the tail, and ran up with him
upon the beach; but Johnny twisted round, turning his head under his body, and, showing his teeth
in the vicinity of the Kanaka’s hand, made him let go and spring out of the way. The shark now
turned tail and made the best of his way, by flapping and floundering, toward deep water; but here
again, before he was fairly off, the other Kanaka seized him by the tail, and made a spring towards
the beach, his companion at the same time paying away upon him with stones and a large stick. As
soon, however, as the shark could turn, he was obliged to let go his hold; but the instant he made
toward deep water, they were both behind him, watching their chance to seize him. In this way the
battle went on for some time, the shark, in a rage, splashing and twisting about, and the Kanakas, in
high excitement, yelling at the top of their voices; but the shark at last got off, carrying away a hook
and line, and not a few severe bruises.
We kept up a constant connection with the Presidio, and by the close of the summer I had added
much to my made vocabulary, besides having made the acquaintance of nearly everybody in the
place, and acquired some knowledge of the character and habits of the people, as well as of the
institutions under which they live.
California was first discovered in 1536, by Cortes and was subsequently visited by numerous
other adventurers as well as commissioned voyagers of the Spanish crown. It was found to be
inhabited by numerous tribes of Indians, and to be in many parts extremely fertile; to which, of
course, was added rumors of gold mines, pearl fishery, etc. No sooner was the importance of the
country known, than the Jesuits obtained leave to establish themselves in it, to Christianize and
enlighten the Indians. They established missions in various parts of the country toward the close of
the seventeenth century, and collected the natives about them, baptizing them into the church, and
teaching them the arts of civilized life. To protect the Jesuits in their missions, and at the same time
to support the power of the crown over the civilized Indians, two forts were erected and garrisoned,
one at San Diego, and the other at Monterey. These were called Presidios, and divided the command
of the whole country between them. Presidios have since been established at Santa Barbara and San
Francisco; thus dividing the country into four large districts, each with its presidio, and governed by
the commandant. The soldiers, for the most part, married civilized Indians; and thus, in the vicinity
of each presidio, sprung up, gradually, small towns. In the course of time, vessels began to come into
the ports to trade with the missions, and received hides in return; and thus began the great trade of
California. Nearly all the cattle in the country belonged to the missions, and they employed their
Indians, who became, in fact, their slaves, in tending their vast herds. In the year 1793, when
Vancouver visited San Diego, the mission had obtained great wealth and power, and are accused of
having depreciated the country with the sovereign, that they might be allowed to retain their
possessions. On the expulsion of the Jesuits from the Spanish dominions, the missions passed into
the hands of the Franciscans, though without any essential change in their management. Ever since
the independence of Mexico, the missions have been going down; until, at last, a law was passed,
stripping them of all their possessions, and confining the priests to their spiritual duties; and at the
same time declaring all the Indians free and independent Rancheros. The change in the condition of
the Indians was, as may be supposed, only nominal: they are virtually slaves, as much as they ever
were. But in the missions, the change was complete. The priests have now no power, except in their
religious character, and the great possessions of the missions are given over to be preyed upon by

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

the harpies of the civil power, who are sent there in the capacity of administradores, to settle up the
concerns; and who usually end, in a few years, by making themselves fortunes, and leaving their
stewardships worse than they found them. The dynasty of the priests was much more acceptable to
the people of the country, and indeed, to every one concerned with the country, by trade or otherwise,
than that of the administradores. The priests were attached perpetually to one mission, and felt the
necessity of keeping up its credit. Accordingly, their debts were regularly paid, and the people were,
in the main, well treated, and attached to those who had spent their whole lives among them. But the
administradores are strangers sent from Mexico, having no interest in the country; not identified in
any way with their charge, and, for the most part, men of desperate fortunes– broken down
politicians and soldiers– whose only object is to retrieve their condition in as short a time as possible.
The change had been made but a few years before our arrival upon the coast, yet, in that short time,
the trade was much diminished, credit impaired, and the venerable missions going rapidly to decay.
The external arrangements remain the same. There are four presidios, having under their protection
the various missions, and pueblos, which are towns formed by the civil power, and containing no
mission or presidio. The most northerly presidio is San Francisco; the next Monterey; the next Santa
Barbara, including the mission of the same, St. Louis Obispo, and St. Buenaventura, which is the
finest mission in the whole country, having very fertile soil and rich vineyards. The last, and most
southerly, is San Diego, including the mission of the same, San Juan Capestrano, the Pueblo de los
Angelos, the largest town in California, with the neighboring mission of San Gabriel. The priests in
spiritual matters are subject to the Archbishop of Mexico, and in temporal matters to the governorgeneral, who is the great civil and military head of the country.
The government of the country is an arbitrary democracy; having no common law, and no
judiciary. Their only laws are made and unmade at the caprice of the legislature, and are as variable
as the legislature itself. They pass through the form of sending representatives to the congress at
Mexico, but as it takes several months to go and return, and there is very little communication
between the capital and this distant province, a member usually stays there, as permanent member,
knowing very well that there will be revolutions at home before he can write and receive an answer;
if another member should be sent, he has only to challenge him, and decide the contested election in
that way.
Revolutions are matters of constant occurrence in California. They are got up by men who are at
the foot of the ladder and in desperate circumstances, just as a new political party is started by such
men in our own country. The only object, of course, is the loaves and fishes; and instead of
caucusing, paragraphing, libelling, feasting, promising, and lying, as with us, they take muskets and
bayonets, and seizing upon the presidio and custom-house, divide the spoils, and declare a new
dynasty. As for justice, they know no law but will and fear. A Yankee, who had been naturalized, and
become a Catholic, and had married in the country, was sitting in his house at the Pueblo de los
Angelos, with his wife and children, when a Spaniard, with whom he had had a difficulty, entered
the house, and stabbed him to the heart before them all. The murderer was seized by some Yankees
who had settled there, and kept in confinement until a statement of the whole affair could be sent to
the governor-general. He refused to do anything about it, and the countrymen of the murdered man,
seeing no prospect of justice being administered, made known that if nothing was done, they should
try the man themselves. It chanced that, at this time, there was a company of forty trappers and
hunters from Kentucky, with their rifles, who had made their head-quarters at the Pueblo; and these,
together with the Americans and Englishmen in the place, who were between twenty and thirty in
number, took possession of the town, and waiting a reasonable time, proceeded to try the man
according to the forms in their own country. A judge and jury were appointed, and he was tried,
convicted, sentenced to be shot, and carried out before the town, with his eyes blindfolded. The
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names of all the men were then put into a hat and each one pledging himself to perform his duty,
twelve names were drawn out, and the men took their stations with their rifles, and, firing at the
word, laid him dead. He was decently buried, and the place was restored quietly to the proper
authorities. A general, with titles enough for an hidalgo, was at San Gabriel, and issued a
proclamation as long as the fore-top-bowline, threatening destruction to the rebels, but never stirred
from his fort; for forty Kentucky hunters, with their rifles, were a match for a whole regiment of
hungry, drawling, lazy half-breeds. This affair happened while we were at San Pedro, (the port of the
Pueblo,) and we had all the particulars directly from those who were on the spot. A few months
afterwards, another man, whom we had often seen in San Diego, murdered a man and his wife on
the high road between the Pueblo and San Louis Rey, and the foreigners not feeling themselves
called upon to act in this case, the parties being all natives, nothing was done about it; and I
frequently afterwards saw the murderer in San Diego, where he was living with his wife and family.
When a crime has been committed by Indians, justice, or rather vengeance, is not so tardy. One
Sunday afternoon, while I was at San Diego, an Indian was sitting on his horse, when another, with
whom he had had some difficulty, came up to him, drew a long knife, and plunged it directly into the
horse’s heart. The Indian sprang from his falling horse, drew out the knife, and plunged it into the
other Indian’s breast, over his shoulder, and laid him dead. The poor fellow was seized at once,
clapped into the calabozo, and kept there until an answer could be received from Monterey. A few
weeks afterwards, I saw the poor wretch, sitting on the bare ground, in front of the calabozo, with
his feet chained to a stake, and handcuffs about his wrists. I knew there was very little hope for him.
Although the deed was done in hot blood, the horse on which he was sitting being his own, and a
great favorite, yet he was an Indian, and that was enough. In about a week after I saw him, I heard
that he had been shot. These few instances will serve to give one a notion of the distribution of justice
in California.
In their domestic relations, these people are no better than in their public. The men are thriftless,
proud, and extravagant, and very much given to gaming; and the women have but little education,
and a good deal of beauty, and their morality, of course, is none of the best; yet the instances of
infidelity are much less frequent than one would at first suppose. In fact, one vice is set over against
another; and thus, something like a balance is obtained. The women have but little virtue, but then
the jealousy of their husbands is extreme, and their revenge deadly and almost certain. A few inches
of cold steel has been the punishment of many an unwary man, who has been guilty, perhaps, of
nothing more than indiscretion of manner. The difficulties of the attempt are numerous, and the
consequences of discovery fatal. With the unmarried women, too, great watchfulness is used. The
main object of the parents is to marry their daughters well, and to this, the slightest slip would be
fatal. The sharp eyes of a duena, and the cold steel of a father or brother, are a protection which the
characters of most of them– men and women– render by no means useless; for the very men who
would lay down their lives to avenge the dishonor of their own family, would risk the same lives to
complete the dishonor of another.
Of the poor Indians, very little care is taken. The priests, indeed, at the missions, are said to keep
them very strictly, and some rules are usually made by the alcaldes to punish their misconduct; but
it all amounts to but little. Indeed, to show the entire want of any sense of morality or domestic duty
among them, I have frequently known an Indian to bring his wife, to whom he was lawfully married
in the church, down to the beach, and carry her back again, dividing with her the money which she
had got from the sailors. If any of the girls were discovered by the alcalde to be open evil-livers, they
were whipped, and kept at work sweeping the square of the presidio, and carrying mud and bricks
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for the buildings; yet a few reals would generally buy them off. Intemperance, too, is a common vice
among the Indians. The Spaniards, on the contrary, are very abstemious, and I do not remember ever
having seen a Spaniard intoxicated.
Such are the people who inhabit a country embracing four or five hundred miles of sea-coast,
with several good harbors; with fine forests in the north; the waters filled with fish, and the plains
covered with thousands of herds of cattle; blessed with a climate, than which there can be no better
in the world; free from all manner of diseases, whether epidemic or endemic; and with a soil in which
corn yields from seventy to eighty fold. In the hands of an enterprising people, what a country this
might be! we are ready to say. Yet how long would a people remain so, in such a country? The
Americans (as those from the United States are called) and Englishmen, who are fast filling up the
principal towns, and getting the trade into their hands, are indeed more industrious and effective than
the Spaniards; yet their children are brought up Spaniards, in every respect, and if the “California
fever” (laziness) spares the first generation, it always attacks the second.
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July 18, Saturday: Penny Magazine:

http://www.history.rochester.edu/pennymag/211.htm
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. observed the departure of the Mexican ship Fazio from the port of San Diego, bound
for San Blas and Mazatlan. He met the new master of the Alert and of the Pilgrim, Mr. Edward H. Faucon.
According to the crew list he was 5 ft. 6 in. in height, had dark complexion and brown hair. This man would
be Dana’s choice skipper. He would serve along the California coast until 1837, and would later wind up in
the opium trade between India and China.
TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: Wednesday, July 18th, brought us the brig
Pilgrim from the windward. As she came in, we found that she was
a good deal altered in her appearance. Her short top-gallant masts
were up; her bowlines all unrove (except to the courses); the
quarter boom-irons off her lower yards; her jack-cross-trees sent
down; several blocks got rid of; running-rigging rove in new
places; and numberless other changes of the same character. Then,
too, there was a new voice giving orders, and a new face on the
quarter-deck,- a short, dark complexioned man, in a green jacket
and a high leather cap. These changes, of course, set the whole
beach on the qui-vive, and we were all waiting for the boat to
come ashore, that we might have things explained. At length, after
the sails were furled and the anchor carried out the boat pulled
ashore, and the news soon flew that the expected ship had arrived
at Santa Barbara, and that Captain T--- had taken command of her,
and her captain, Faucon, had taken the Pilgrim, and was the greenjacketed man on the quarterdeck.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, July 18th. This day, sailed the Mexican hermaphrodite brig, Fazio, for San Blas and Mazatlan.
This was the brig which was driven ashore at San Pedro in a southeaster, and had been lying at San Diego
to repair and take in her cargo. The owner of her had had a good deal of difficulty with the government about
the duties, etc., and her sailing had been delayed for several weeks; but everything having been arranged,
she got under weigh with a light breeze, and was floating out of the harbor, when two horsemen came
dashing down to the beach, at full speed, and tried to find a boat to put off after her; but there being none
on the beach, they offered a handful of silver to any Kanaka who would swim off and take a letter on board.
One of the Kanakas, a fine, active, well-made young fellow, instantly threw off everything but his duck
trowsers, and putting the letter into his hat, swam off, after the vessel. Fortunately, the wind was very light
and the vessel was going slowly, so that, although she was nearly a mile off when he started, he gained on
her rapidly. He went through the water leaving a wake like a small steamboat. I certainly never saw such
swimming before. They saw him coming from the deck, but did not heave-to suspecting the nature of his
errand; yet, the wind continuing light, he swam alongside and got on board, and delivered his letter.
The captain read the letter, told the Kanaka there was no answer, and giving him a glass of brandy, left him
to jump overboard and find the best of his way to the shore. The Kanaka swam in for the nearest point of
land, and, in about an hour, made his appearance at the hide-house. He did not seem at all fatigued, had made
three or four dollars, got a glass of brandy, and was in fine spirits. The brig kept on her course, and the
government officers, who had come down to forbid her sailing, went back, each with something like a flea
in his ear, having depended upon extorting a little more money from the owner.
It was now nearly three months since the Alert arrived at Santa Barbara, and we began to expect her
daily. About a half a mile behind the hide-house, was a high hill; and every afternoon, as soon as we had
done our work, some one of us walked up to see if there were any sail in sight, coming down before the
regular trades, which blow every afternoon. Each day, after the latter part of July, we went up the hill, and
came back disappointed. I was anxious for her arrival, for I had been told by letter that the owners in Boston,
at the request of my friends, had written to Captain T______ to take me on board the Alert, in case she
returned to the United States before the Pilgrim; and I, of course, wished to know whether the order had
been received, and what was the destination of the ship. One year more or less might be of small
consequence to others, but it was everything to me. It was now just a year since we sailed from Boston, and
at the shortest, no vessel could expect to get away under eight or nine months, which would make our
absence two years in all. This would be pretty long, but would not be fatal. It would not necessarily be
decisive of my future life. But one year more would settle the matter. I should be a sailor for life; and
although I had made up my mind to it before I had my letters from home, and was, as I thought, quite
satisfied; yet, as soon as an opportunity was held out to me of returning, and the prospect of another kind
of life was opened to me, my anxiety to return, and, at least, to have the chance of deciding upon my course
for myself, was beyond measure. Beside that, I wished to be “equal to either fortune,” and to qualify myself
for an officer’s berth, and a hide-house was no place to learn seamanship in. I had become experienced in
hide-curing, and everything went on smoothly, and I had many opportunities of becoming acquainted with
the people, and much leisure for reading and studying navigation; yet practical seamanship could only be
got on board ship; therefore, I determined to ask to be taken on board the ship when she arrived. By the first
of August, we finished curing all our hides, stored them away, cleaned out our vats, (in which latter work
we spent two days, up to our knees in mud and the sediments of six months’ hide-curing, in a stench which
would drive a donkey from his breakfast,) and got in readiness for the arrival of the ship, and had another
leisure interval of three or four weeks; which I spent, as usual, in reading, writing, studying, making and
mending my clothes, and getting my wardrobe in complete readiness, in case I should go on board the ship;
and in fishing, ranging the woods with the dogs, and in occasional visits to the presidio and mission.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
A good deal of my time was spent in taking care of a little puppy, which I had selected from thirty-six, that
were born within three days of one another, at our house. He was a fine, promising pup, with four white
paws, and all the rest of his body of a dark brown. I built a little kennel for him, and kept him fastened there,
away from the other dogs, feeding and disciplining him myself. In a few weeks, I got him in complete
subjection, and he grew finely, was very much attached to me, and bid fair to be one of the leading dogs on
the beach. I called him Bravo, and the only thing I regretted at the thought of leaving the beach, was parting
with him.

August: Richard Henry Dana, Jr., at the port of San Diego, was getting bored with all the waiting.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Day after day, we went up the hill, but no ship was to be seen, and we began to form all sorts of
conjectures as to her whereabouts; and the theme of every evening’s conversation at the different
houses, and in our afternoon’s paseo upon the beach, was the ship– where she could be– had she been
to San Francisco?– how many hides she would bring, etc., etc.
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August 25, Tuesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. recorded the arrival of the Alert, in its destination port of San
Diego, out of Boston.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, August 25th. This morning, the officer in charge of our house went off beyond the point a fishing,
in a small canoe, with two Kanakas; and we were sitting quietly in our room at the hidehouse, when, just
before noon, we heard a complete yell of “Sail ho!” breaking out from all parts of the beach, at once,– from
the Kanakas’ oven to the Rosa’s house. In an instant, every one was out of his house; and there was a fine,
tall ship, with royals and skysails set, bending over before the strong afternoon breeze, and coming round
the point. Her yards were braced sharp up; every sail was set, and drew well; the Yankee ensign was flying
from her mizen-peak; and having the tide in her favor, she came up like a race-horse. It was nearly six
months since a new vessel had entered San Diego, and of course, every one was on the qui-vive. She
certainly made a fine appearance. Her light sails were taken in, as she passed the low, sandy tongue of land,
and clewing up her head sails, she rounded handsomely to, under her mizen topsail, and let go the anchor
at about a cable’s length from the shore. In a few minutes, the topsail yards were manned, and all three of
the topsails furled at once. From the fore top-gallant yard, the men slid down the stay to furl the jib, and
from the mizen top-gallant yard, by the stay, into the maintop, and thence to the yard; and the men on the
topsail yards came down the lifts to the yard-arms of the courses. The sails were furled with great care, the
bunts triced up by jiggers, and the jibs stowed in cloth. The royal yards were then struck, tackles got upon
the yard-arms and the stay, the long-boat hoisted out, a large anchor carried astern, and the ship moored.
Then the captain’s gig was lowered away from the quarter, and a boat’s crew of fine lads, between the ages
of fourteen and eighteen, pulled the captain ashore. The gig was a light whale-boat, handsomely painted,
and fitted up with cushions, etc., in the stern sheets. We immediately attacked the boat’s crew, and got very
thick with them in a few minutes. We had much to ask about Boston, their passage out, etc., and they were
very curious to know about the life we were leading upon the beach. One of them offered to exchange with
me; which was just what I wanted; and we had only to get the permission of the captain.
After dinner, the crew began discharging their hides, and, as we had nothing to do at the hide-houses,
we were ordered aboard to help them. I had now my first opportunity of seeing the ship which I hoped was
to be my home for the next year. She looked as well on board as she did from without. Her decks were wide
and roomy, (there being no poop, or house on deck, which disfigures the after part of most of our vessels,)
flush, fore and aft, and as white as snow, which the crew told us was from constant use of holystones. There
was no foolish gilding and gingerbread work, to take the eye of landsmen and passengers, but everything
was “ship-shape and Bristol fashion.” There was no rust, no dirt, no rigging hanging slack, no fag ends of
ropes and “Irish pendants” aloft, and the yards were squared “to a t” by lifts and braces.
The mate was a fine, hearty, noisy fellow, with a voice like a lion, and always wide awake. He was
“a man, every inch of him,” as the sailors said; and though “a bit of a horse,” and “a hard customer,” yet he
was generally liked by the crew. There was also a second and third mate, a carpenter, sailmaker, steward,
cook, etc., and twelve, including boys, before the mast. She had, on board, seven thousand hides, which she
had collected at the windward, and also horns and tallow. All these we began discharging, from both
gangways at once, into the two boats, the second mate having charge of the launch, and the third mate of
the pinnace. For several days, we were employed in this way, until all the hides were taken out, when the
crew began taking in ballast, and we returned to our old work, hide-curing.
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August 29, Saturday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. recorded the arrival of the brig Catalina in San Diego.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, Aug. 29th. Arrived, brig Catalina, from the windward.
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August 30, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. investigated the Alert and liked what he saw.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, 30th. This was the first Sunday that the crew had been in San Diego, and of course they were all
for going up to see the town. The Indians came down early, with horses to let for the day, and all the crew,
who could obtain liberty, went off to the Presidio and mission, and did not return until night. I had seen
enough of San Diego, and went on board and spent the day with some of the crew, whom I found quietly at
work in the forecastle, mending and washing their clothes, and reading and writing. They told me that the
ship stopped at Callao in the passage out, and there lay three weeks. She had a passage of little over eighty
days from Boston to Callao, which is one of the shortest on record. There, they left the Brandywine frigate,
and other smaller American ships of war, and the English frigate Blonde, and a French seventy-four.
From Callao they came directly to California, and had visited every port on the coast, including San
Francisco. The forecastle in which they lived was large, tolerably well lighted by bulls-eyes, and, being kept
perfectly clean, had quite a comfortable appearance; at least, it was far better than the little, black, dirty hole
in which I had lived so many months on board the Pilgrim. By the regulations of the ship, the forecastle was
cleaned out every morning, and the crew, being very neat, kept it clean by some regulations of their own,
such as having a large spitbox always under the steps and between the bits, and obliging every man to hang
up his wet clothes, etc. In addition to this, it was holystoned every Saturday morning. In the after part of the
ship was a handsome cabin, a dining-room, and a trade-room, fitted out with shelves and furnished with all
sorts of goods. Between these and the forecastle was the “betweendecks,” as high as the gun deck of a
frigate; being six feet and a half, under the beams. These between-decks were holystoned regularly, and kept
in the most perfect order; the carpenter’s bench and tools being in one part, the sailmaker’s in another,
and boat-swain’s locker, with the spare rigging, in a third. A part of the crew slept here, in hammocks swung
fore and aft from the beams, and triced up every morning. The sides of the between-decks were clapboarded,
the knees and stanchions of iron, and the latter made to unship. The crew said she was as tight as a drum,
and a fine sea boat, her only fault being, that of most fast ships,– that she was wet, forward. When she was
going, as she sometimes would, eight or nine knots on a wind, there would not be a dry spot forward of the
gangway. The men told great stories of her sailing, and had great confidence in her as a “lucky ship.”
She was seven years old, and had always been in the Canton trade, and never had met with an accident of
any consequence, and had never made a passage that was not shorter than the average. The third mate, a
young man of about eighteen years of age, nephew of one of the owners, had been in the ship from a small
boy, and “believed in the ship;” and the chief mate thought more of her than he would of a wife and family.
The ship lay about a week longer in port, when, having discharged her cargo and taken in ballast,
she prepared to get under weigh. I now made my application to the captain to go on board. He told me that
I could go home in the ship when she sailed (which I knew before); and, finding that I wished to be on board
while she was on the coast, said he had no objection, if I could find one of my own age to exchange with
me, for the time. This, I easily accomplished, for they were glad to change the scene by a few months on
shore, and, moreover, escape the winter and the southeasters; and I went on board the next day, with my
chest and hammock, and found myself once more afloat.
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September 8, Tuesday: Commander George Back arrived in London and received a hero’s welcome.
(Page 472) On my arrival in London, I had the honour of laying
my chart and drawings before the Right Hon. Lord Glenelg,
Principal Secretary of State for the Colonies, [...] I was soon
after honoured with an audience by His Majesty; who was
condescending enough to manifest a gracious interest in the
discoveries which it had been my good fortune to make, and to
express his approbation of my humble efforts, first in the cause
of humanity, and next in that of geographical and scientific
research.
THE FROZEN NORTH
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Sept. 8th. This was my first day’s duty on board the ship; and though a sailor’s life is a sailor’s life
wherever it may be, yet I found everything very different here from the customs of the brig Pilgrim. After
all hands were called, at daybreak, three minutes and a half were allowed for every man to dress and come
on deck, and if any were longer than that, they were sure to be overhauled by the mate, who was always on
deck, and making himself heard all over the ship. The head-pump was then rigged, and the decks washed
down by the second and third mates; the chief mate walking the quarter-deck and keeping a general
supervision, but not deigning to touch a bucket or a brush. Inside and out, fore and aft, upper deck and
between decks, steerage and forecastle, rail, bulwarks, and water-ways, were washed, scrubbed and scraped
with brooms and canvas, and the decks were wet and sanded all over, and then holystoned. The holystone
is a large, soft stone, smooth on the bottom, with long ropes attached to each end, by which the crew keep
it sliding fore and aft, over the wet, sanded decks. Smaller hand-stones, which the sailors call “prayerbooks,” are used to scrub in among the crevices and narrow places, where the large holystone will not go.
An hour or two, we were kept at this work, when the head-pump was manned, and all the sand washed off
the decks and sides. Then came swabs and squilgees; and after the decks were dry, each one went to his
particular morning job. There were five boats belonging to the ship,– launch, pinnace, jolly-boat, larboard
quarter-boat, and gig,– each of which had a coxswain, who had charge of it, and was answerable for the
order and cleanness of it. The rest of the cleaning was divided among the crew; one having the brass and
composition work about the capstan; another the bell, which was of brass, and kept as bright as a gilt button;
a third, the harness-cask; another, the man-rope stanchions; others, the steps of the forecastle and
hatchways, which were hauled up and holystoned. Each of these jobs must be finished before breakfast; and,
in the meantime, the rest of the crew filled the scuttle-butt, and the cook scraped his kids (wooden tubs out
of which the sailors eat) and polished the hoops, and placed them before the galley, to await inspection.
When the decks were dry, the lord paramount made his appearance on the quarter-deck, and took a few
turns, when eight bells were struck, and all hands went to breakfast. Half an hour was allowed for breakfast,
when all hands were called again; the kids, pots, bread-bags, etc., stowed away; and, this morning,
preparations were made for getting under weigh. We paid out on the chain by which we swung; hove in on
the other; catted the anchor; and hove short on the first. This work was done in shorter time than was usual
on board the brig; for though everything was more than twice as large and heavy, the cat-block being as
much as a man could lift, and the chain as large as three of the Pilgrim’s, yet there was a plenty of room to
move about in, more discipline and system, more men, and more good will. Every one seemed ambitious
to do his best: officers and men knew their duty, and all went well. As soon as she was hove short, the mate,
on the forecastle, gave the order to loose the sails, and, in an instant, every one sprung into the rigging, up
the shrouds, and out on the yards, scrambling by one another;– the first up the best fellow,– cast off the yardarm gaskets and bunt gaskets, and one man remained on each yard, holding the bunt jigger with a turn round
the tye, all ready to let go, while the rest laid down to man the sheets and halyards. The mate then hailed the
yards– “All ready forward?”– “All ready the cross-jack yards?” etc., etc., and “Aye, aye, sir!” being returned
from each, the word was given to let go; and in the twinkling of an eye, the ship, which had shown nothing
but her bare yards, was covered with her loose canvas, from the royal-mast-heads to the decks. Every one
then laid down, except one man in each top, to overhaul the rigging, and the topsails were hoisted and
sheeted home; all three yards going to the mast-head at once, the larboard watch hoisting the fore, the
starboard watch the main, and five light hands, (of whom I was one,) picked from the two watches, the
mizen. The yards were then trimmed, the anchor weighed, the cat-block hooked on, the fall stretched out,
manned by “all hands and the cook,” and the anchor brought to the head with “cheerily men!” in full chorus.
The ship being now under weigh, the light sails were set, one after another, and she was under full sail,
before she had passed the sandy point. The fore royal, which fell to my lot, (being in the mate’s watch,) was
more than twice as large as that of the Pilgrim, and, though I could handle the brig’s easily, I found my hands
full, with this, especially as there were no jacks to the ship; everything being for neatness, and nothing left
for Jack to hold on by, but his eyelids.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
As soon as we were beyond the point, and all sail out, the order was given, “Go below the watch!” and
the crew said that, ever since they had been on the coast, they had had “watch and watch,” while going from
port to port; and, in fact, everything showed that, though strict discipline was kept, and the utmost was
required of every man, in the way of his duty, yet, on the whole, there was very good usage on board. Each
one knew that he must be a man, and show himself smart when at his duty, yet every one was satisfied with
the usage; and a contented crew, agreeing with one another, and finding no fault, was a contrast indeed with
the small, hard-used, dissatisfied, grumbling, desponding crew of the Pilgrim.
It being the turn of our watch to go below, the men went to work, mending their clothes, and doing other
little things for themselves; and I, having got my wardrobe in complete order at San Diego, had nothing to
do but to read. I accordingly overhauled the chests of the crew, but found nothing that suited me exactly,
until one of the men said he had a book which “told all about a great highwayman,” at the bottom of his
chest, and producing it, I found, to my surprise and joy, that it was nothing else than Bulwer’s Paul Clifford.
This, I seized immediately, and going to my hammock, lay there, swinging and reading, until the watch was
out. The between-decks were clear, the hatchways open, and a cool breeze blowing through them, the ship
under easy way, and everything comfortable. I had just got well into the story, when eight bells were struck,
and we were all ordered to dinner. After dinner came our watch on deck for four hours, and, at four o’clock,
I went below again. turned into my hammock, and read until the dog watch. As no lights were allowed after
eight o’clock, there was no reading in the night watch. Having light winds and calms, we were three days
on the passage, and each watch below, during the daytime, I spent in the same manner, until I had finished
my book. I shall never forget the enjoyment I derived from it. To come across anything with the slightest
claims to literary merit, was so unusual, that this was a perfect feast to me. The brilliancy of the book, the
succession of capital hits, lively and characteristic sketches, kept me in a constant state of pleasing
sensations. It was far too good for a sailor. I could not expect such fine times to last long.
While on deck, the regular work of the ship went on. The sailmaker and carpenter worked between
decks, and the crew had their work to do upon the rigging, drawing yarns, making spun-yarn, etc., as usual
in merchantmen. The night watches were much more pleasant than on board the Pilgrim. There, there were
so few in a watch, that, one being at the wheel, and another on the look-out, there was no one left to talk
with; but here, we had seven in a watch, so that we had long yarns, in abundance. After two or three night
watches, I became quite well acquainted with all the larboard watch. The sailmaker was the head man of
the watch, and was generally considered most experienced seaman on board. He was a thoroughbred old
man-of-war’s-man, had been to sea twenty-two years, in all kinds of vessels– men-of-war, privateers,
slavers, and merchantmen;– everything except whalers, which a thorough sailor despises, and will always
steer clear of, if he can. He had, of course, been in all parts of the world, and was remarkable for drawing a
long bow. His yarns frequently stretched through a watch, and kept all hands awake. They were always
amusing from their improbability, and, indeed, he never expected to be believed, but spun them merely for
amusement; and as he had some humor and a good supply of man-of-war slang and sailor’s salt phrases, he
always made fun. Next to him in age and experience, and, of course, in standing in the watch, was an
English-man, named Harris, of whom I shall have more to say hereafter. Then, came two or three
Americans, who had been the common run of European and South American voyages, and one who had
been in a “spouter,” and, of course, had all the whaling stories to himself. Last of all, was a broad-backed,
thick-headed boy from Cape Cod, who had been in mackerel schooners, and was making his first voyage
in a square-rigged vessel. He was born in Hingham, and of course was called “Bucketmaker.” The other
watch was composed of about the same number. A tall, fine-looking Frenchman, with coal-black whiskers
and curly hair, a first-rate seaman, and named John, (one name is enough for a sailor,) was the head man of
the watch. Then came two Americans (one of whom had been a dissipated young man of property and
family, and was reduced to duck trowsers and monthly wages,) a German, an English lad, named Ben, who
belonged on the mizen topsail yard with me, and was a good sailor for his years, and two Boston boys just
from the public schools. The carpenter sometimes mustered in the starboard watch, and was an old sea-dog,
a Swede by birth, and accounted the best helmsman in the ship. This was our ship’s company, beside cook
and steward, who were blacks, three mates, and the captain.
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September 10, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. took up his new duty station, manning the weather crossjack braces, and described the labor-intensive nature of configuring a ship to be driven by the power of the
winds. (The large crews that were necessary, in order to man all duty-stations at once, and the intricate
coordination which was requisite, and the extensive skills which could only be learned by on-the-job training,
were what would in a few years make it economical to transition from free-fueled weightless wind power
to costly- and heavy-fueled steam power.)
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The second day out, the wind drew ahead, and we had to beat up the coast; so that, in tacking ship,
I could see the regulations of the vessel. Instead of going wherever was most convenient, and running from
place to place, wherever work was to be done, each man had his station. A regular tacking and wearing bill
was made out. The chief mate commanded on the forecastle, and had charge of the head sails and the
forward part of the ship. Two of the best men in the ship– the sailmaker from our watch, and John, the
Frenchman, from the other, worked the forecastle. The third mate commanded in the waist, and, with the
carpenter and one man, worked the main tack and bowlines; the cook, ex-officio, the fore sheet, and the
steward the main. The second mate had charge of the after yards, and let go the lee fore and main braces.
I was stationed at the weather cross-jack braces; three other light hands at the lee; one boy at the spankersheet and guy; a man and a boy at the main topsail, top-gallant, royal braces; and all the rest of the crew–
men and boys– tailled on to the main brace. Every one here knew his station, must be there when all hands
were called to put the ship about, and was answerable for every rope committed to him. Each man’s rope
must be let go and hauled in at the order, properly made fast, and neatly coiled away when the ship was
about. As soon as all hands are at their stations, the captain, who stands on the weather side of the quarterdeck, makes a sign to the man at the wheel to put it down, and calls out “Helm’s a lee’!” “Helm’s a lee’!”
answers the mate on the forecastle, and the head sheets are let go. “Raise tacks and sheets!” says the captain;
“tacks and sheets!” is passed forward, and the fore tack and main sheet are let go. The next thing is to haul
taught for a swing. The weather cross-jack braces and the lee main braces are each belayed together upon
two pins, and ready to be let go; and the opposite braces hauled taught. “Main topsail haul!” shouts the
captain; the braces are let go; and if he has taken his time well, the yards swing round like a top; but if he
is too late, or too soon, it is like drawing teeth. The after yards are then braced up and belayed, the main
sheet hauled aft, the spanker eased over to leeward, and the men from the braces stand by the head yards.
“Let go and haul!” says the captain; the second mate lets go the weather fore braces, and the men haul in to
leeward. The mate, on the forecastle, looks out for the head yards. “Well, the fore topsail yard!” “Top-gallant
yard’s well!” “Royal yard too much! Haul into windward! So! well that!” “Well all!” Then the starboard
watch board the main tack, and the larboard watch lay forward and board the fore tack and haul down the
jib sheet, clapping a tackle upon it, if it blows very fresh. The after yards are then trimmed, the captain
generally looking out for them himself. “Well the cross-jack yard!” “Small pull the main top-gallant yard!”
“Well that!” “Well the mizen top-gallant yard!” “Cross-jack yards all well!” “Well all aft!” “Haul taught to
windward!” Everything being now trimmed and in order, each man coils up the rigging at his own station,
and the order is given– “Go below the watch!”
During the last twenty-four hours of the passage, we beat off and on the land, making a tack about once
in four hours, so that I had a sufficient opportunity to observe the working of the ship; and certainly, it took
no more men to brace about this ship’s lower yards, which were more than fifty feet square, than it did those
of the Pilgrim, which were not much more than half the size; so much depends upon the manner in which
the braces run, and the state of the blocks; and Captain Wilson, of the Ayacucho, who was afterwards a
passenger with us, upon a trip to windward, said he had no doubt that our ship worked two men lighter than
his brig.
Thursday In Newport, Rhode Island, Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
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5th day 10th of 9 M / Our meeting was Silent, & After Meeting
with two other committee men had an opportunity with Nathan
Monro on account of his application, for Membership - He is now
over 80 Years of Age & has been a dilligent attender of our
Meetings for more than 50 Years both on first & on Week days It is One Year ago this day that Aunt Nancy Carpenter departed
this life since which time we have occupied her house & kept her
family the same as she left it. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

September 11, Friday: In Northampton, Samuel Whitmarsh the wannabee silk manufacturer bought $7,500
more farmland, 90 acres including oil and grist mills and their water rights on the Mill River. Gotta spend
money to make money.
Far away at sea, aboard the Alert, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. met up again with the Pilgrim.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, Sept. 11th. This morning, at four o’clock, went below,
San Pedro point being about two leagues ahead, and the ship going
on under studding-sails. In about an hour we were waked up by
the hauling of the chain about decks, and in a few minutes “All
hands ahoy!” was called; and we were all at work, hauling in and
making up the studding-sails, overhauling the chain forward, and
getting the anchors ready. “The Pilgrim is there at anchor,”
said some one, as we were running about decks; and taking a
moment’s look over the rail, I saw my old friend, deeply laden,
lying at anchor inside of the kelp. In coming to anchor, as well
as in tacking, each one had his station and duty. The light sails
were clewed up and furled, the courses hauled up and the jibs
down; then came the topsails in the buntlines, and the anchor
let go. As soon as she was well at anchor, all hands lay aloft
to furl the topsails; and this, I soon found, was a great matter
on board this ship; for every sailor knows that a vessel is
judged of, a good deal, by the furl of her sails. The third mate,
a sailmaker, and the larboard watch went upon the fore topsail
yard; the second mate, carpenter, and the starboard watch upon
the main; and myself and the English lad, and the two Boston
boys, and the young Cape-Cod man, furled the mizen topsail. This
sail belonged to us altogether, to reef and to furl, and not a
man was allowed to come upon our yard. The mate took us under
his special care, frequently making us furl the sail over, three
or four times, until we got the bunt up to a perfect cone, and
the whole sail without a wrinkle. As soon as each sail was hauled
up and the bunt made, the jigger was bent on to the slack of the
buntlines, and the bunt traced up, on deck. The mate then took
his place between the knightheads to “twig” the fore, on the
windlass to twig the main, and at the foot of the mainmast, for
the mizen; and if anything was wrong,– too much bunt on one side,
clews too taught or too slack, or any sail abaft the yard,– the
whole must be dropped again. When all was right, the bunts were
triced well up, the yard-arm gaskets passed, so as not to leave
a wrinkle forward of the yard– short gaskets with turns close
together.
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From the moment of letting go the anchor, when the captain ceases
his care of things, the chief mate is the great man. With a voice
like a young lion, he was hallooing and bawling, in all
directions, making everything fly, and, at the same time, doing
everything well. He was quite a contrast to the worthy, quiet,
unobtrusive mate of the Pilgrim; not so estimable a man,
perhaps, but a far better mate of a vessel; and the entire change
in Captain T____’s conduct, since he took command of the ship,
was owing, no doubt, in a great measure, to this fact. If the
chief officer wants force, discipline slackens, everything gets
out of joint, the captain interferes continually; that makes a
difficulty between them, which encourages the crew, and the
whole ends in a three-sided quarrel. But Mr. Brown (the mate of
the Alert) wanted no help from anybody; took everything into his
own hands; and was more likely to encroach upon the authority
of the master, than to need any spurring. Captain T______ gave
his directions to the mate in private, and, except in coming to
anchor, getting under weigh, tacking, reefing topsails, and
other “all-hands-work,” seldom appeared in person. This is the
proper state of things, and while this lasts, and there is a
good understanding aft, everything will go on well.
Having furled all the sails, the royal yards were next to be
sent down. The English lad and myself sent down the main, which
was larger than the Pilgrim’s main top-gallant yard; two more
light hands, the fore; and one boy, the mizen. This order, we
always kept while on the coast; sending them up and down every
time we came in and went out of port. They were all tripped and
lowered together, the main on the starboard side, and the fore
and mizen, to port. No sooner was she all snug, than tackles
were got up on the yards and stays, and the long-boat and pinnace
hove out. The swinging booms were then guyed out, and the boats
made fast by geswarps, and everything in harbor style. After
breakfast, the hatches were taken off, and all got ready to
receive hides from the Pilgrim. All day, boats were passing and
repassing, until we had taken her hides from her, and left her
in ballast trim. These hides made but little show in our hold,
though they had loaded the Pilgrim down to the water’s edge.
This changing of the hides settled the question of the
destination of the two vessels, which had been one of some
speculation to us. We were to remain in the leeward ports, while
the Pilgrim was to sail, the next morning, for San Francisco.
After we had knocked off work, and cleared up decks for the
night, my friend S______ came on board, and spent an hour with
me in our berth between decks.
The Pilgrim’s crew envied me my place on board the ship, and
seemed to think that I had got a little to windward of them;
especially in the matter of going home first. S______ was
determined to go home on the Alert, by begging or buying; if
Captain T______ would not let him come on other terms, he would
purchase an exchange with some one of the crew. The prospect of
another year after the Alert should sail, was rather “too much
of the monkey.” About seven o’clock, the mate came down into the
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steerage, in fine trim for fun, roused the boys out of the berth,
turned up the carpenter with his fiddle, sent the steward with
lights to put in the between-decks, and set all hands to dancing.
The between-decks were high enough to allow of jumping; and
being clear, and white, from holystoning, made a fine dancinghall. Some of the Pilgrim’s crew were in the forecastle, and we
all turned-to and had a regular sailor’s shuffle, till eight
bells. The Cape-Cod boy could dance the true fisherman’s jig,
barefooted, knocking with his heels, and slapping the decks with
his bare feet, in time with the music. This was a favorite
amusement of the mate’s, who always stood at the steerage door,
looking on, and if the boys would not dance, he hazed them round
with a rope’s end, much to the amusement of the men.

A “pinnace”:

A “long-boat”:
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September 12, Saturday: It was the 2d centennial of the founding of the town of Concord and Waldo Emerson
stood before its assembled citizenry in the old church to deliver the 2d Centennial Anniversary Address. The
structure was packed so full that it was felt appropriate to place props under the galleries. Still “one of them
settled alarmingly with the weight,” and when it “cracked ominously” some members of the audience made a
rush to save themselves. Emerson, however, read for an hour and three-quarters: “A Historical Discourse,
Delivered before the Citizens of Concord, 12th September 1835.” (See Rusk, Volume I, pages 451-453.) Good
people, they sat still to hear about themselves. The paper told them how fine New Englanders were and what
a grand institution the New England town meeting was:
It is the consequence of this institution that not a
school-house, a public pew, a bridge, a pound, a milldam, hath been set up, or pulled down, or altered, or
bought, or sold, without the whole population of this
town having a voice in the affair. A general
contentment is the result. And the people truly feel
that they are lords of the soil. In every winding road,
in every stone fence, in the smokes of the poor-house
chimney, in the clock on the church, they read their
own power, and consider, at leisure, the wisdom and
error of their judgments.
Waldo, in his wisdom, specifically called for the compensated emancipation of all American slaves (no
compensation whatever to the slaves for their stolen labor, of course, and no provisions whatever for their
illness or old age), followed of course by a total black repatriation to the coast of Africa. He supposed this
could be accomplished at the ridiculously low cost of one week’s wages, which is to say approximately $6, per
white citizen worker: “It is said, it will cost a thousand millions of dollars to buy the slaves, — which sounds
like a fabulous price. But if a price were named in good faith, — with the other elements of a practicable treaty
in readiness, and with the convictions of mankind on this mischief once well awake and conspiring, I do not
think that any amount that figures could tell, founded on an estimate, would be quite unmanageable. Every
man in the world might give a week’s work to sweep this mountain of calamities out of the earth.”
As part of the oration, Emerson pointed out that after the Reverend “John Eliot’s praying Indians” had
requested permission to establish a “praying village” near Concord, and had been granted such permission,
It is the misfortune of Concord to have permitted a
disgraceful outrage upon the friendly Indians settled
within its limits, in February, 1676, which ended in
their forcible expulsion from the town.
That’s all. Nothing about racial mass murder, or the violation of the innocent woman and child.
JOHN ELIOT
John Shepard Keyes liked this one heck of a lot — self-congratulation being right up his alley:
At any rate I had never enjoyed so much in a day before and I
keep the manuscript of Emersons oration to this day as my
greatest literary treasure, and I mean never to part with it.

J.S. KEYES AUTOBIOGRAPHY
O C R the 64 pages of:
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Waldo Emerson’s “A Historical Discourse,
Delivered before the Citizens of Concord,
12th September 1835”
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A quotation from page 36 of Dr. Edward Jarvis’s TRADITIONS AND REMINISCENCES OF CONCORD,
MASSACHUSETTS 1779-1878, in regard to the elaborate mechanics of this celebration, is to be found on the
following screen:
[next screen]
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The dinner tent was in the field where now (1875) stands the
dwelling of Judge Brooks. Mr. Shepherd, the excellent keeper of
the hotel, was professionally ambitious and unwilling to set out
a cheap dinner to which the multitude should come. He would get
one that would be honorable to his hotel and to the town. The
majority and the leading influences in the committee agreed with
him and accepted his proposition to have a dinner at the cost of
a $1.50 for each person. There was not then nor has there since
been any doubt that Mr. Shepherd’s dinner was worth that sum or
that as a matter of entertainment it was an honor to his skill and
good taste and honorable dealing with customs. But although about
400 ate at this table and enjoyed the intellectual feast that
followed, there was yet very many to whom it was an impossibility
and these were kept away, who otherwise might have joined in the
festivity and contributed by their presence to swell the gathering
of Concord and her children and children’s children at their family
homes.... They remembered and brought up the scene on the Common
when Lafayette was entertained in 1825 and said that this, like
that, was for the glorification of the rich and [that it was]
framed
[planned]
with
the
necessary
consequence
of
the
mortification of the mass of the people. Means were taken and
influences used to persuade people not to accept this hospitality
as alluded to in the article opposite then printed in the Concord
paper. [The article referred is a letter dated September 12, 1835,
signed “The wife of a Middlesex farmer,” and describes the events
of the centennial celebration: “I notice those who in independence
might leisurely recline on a hair-cloth sofa with a volume of the
ILIAD, or ride in a splendid carriage to variegate the scene; here
were those, who in the humbler walks of life ply their needles or
tend their dairies for a livelihood -- all, all seemed happy
without any inequality or distinction.... Most of us have the means
of educating our children, as well as those who count their
thousands; let us do it, and ever impress on their minds that true
greatness and superiority consists more in wisdom and merit than
in splendid equipages and fine houses.”]... When the committee had
finished their work and paid all the bills for expenses incurred
under their direction, they found that they had exceeded the town’s
appropriation by about one hundred dollars. At first view, seeing
that all this town’s money had been expended in carrying out the
purposes of the town, it would seem that this excess should be
reported to the town and an additional appropriation asked for the
payment. But the committee remembered the dissatisfaction that had
been manifested by some and the undercurrent of censure that had
been stirred by the leading malcontents and thought it more wise
to ask no more grant of the town and avoid any opportunity of public
complaint or unkind taunting at the gathering of the people. They
therefore unanimously agreed to pay this deficiency out of their
own private funds, each paying an equal proportion of the whole.
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Meanwhile, on the opposite coast of the continent, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was getting involved again in the
port business of carrying hides, ferrying passengers, etc., in San Pedro harbor just as in San Diego harbor,
the biggest difference between the two anchorages being that the ship was now farther offshore.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next morning, according to the orders of the agent, the
Pilgrim set sail for the windward, to be gone three or four
months. She got under weigh with very little fuss, and came so
near us as to throw a letter on board, Captain Faucon standing
at the tiller himself, and steering her as he would a mackerel
smack. When Captain T______ was in command of the Pilgrim, there
was as much preparation and ceremony as there would be in getting
a seventy-four under weigh. Captain Faucon was a sailor, every
inch of him; he knew what a ship was, and was as much at home
in one, as a cobbler in his stall. I wanted no better proof of
this than the opinion of the ship’s crew, for they had been six
months under his command, and knew what he was; and if sailors
allow their captain to be a good seaman, you may be sure he is
one, for that is a thing they are not always ready to say.
After the Pilgrim left us, we lay three weeks at San Pedro, from
the 11th of September until the 2nd of October, engaged in the
usual port duties of landing cargo, taking off hides, etc., etc.
These duties were much easier, and went on much more agreeably,
than on board the Pilgrim. “The more, the merrier,” is the
sailor’s maxim; and a boat’s crew of a dozen could take off all
the hides brought down in a day, without much trouble, by
division of labor; and on shore, as well as on board, a good
will, and no discontent or grumbling, make everything go well.
The officer, too, who usually went with us, the third mate, was
a fine young fellow, and made no unnecessary trouble; so that
we generally had quite a sociable time, and were glad to be
relieved from the restraint of the ship. While here, I often
thought of the miserable, gloomy weeks we had spent in this dull
place, in the brig; discontent and hard usage on board, and four
hands to do all the work on shore. Give me a big ship. There is
more room, more hands, better outfit, better regulation, more
life, and more company. Another thing was better arranged here:
we had a regular gig’s crew. A light whale-boat, handsomely
painted, and fitted out with stern seats, yoke, tiller-ropes,
etc., hung on the starboard quarter, and was used as the gig.
The youngest lad in the ship, a Boston boy about thirteen years
old, was coxswain of this boat, and had the entire charge of
her, to keep her clean, and have her in readiness to go and come
at any hour. Four light hands, of about the same size and age,
of whom I was one, formed the crew. Each had his oar and seat
numbered, and we were obliged to be in our places, have our oars
scraped white, our tholepins in, and the fenders over the side.
The bow-man had charge of the boat-hook and painter, and the
coxswain of the rudder, yoke, and stern-sheets. Our duty was to
carry the captain and agent about, and passengers off and on;
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which last was no trifling duty, as the people on shore have no
boats, and every purchaser, from the boy who buys his pair of
shoes, to the trader who buys his casks and bales, were to be
taken off and on, in our boat. Some days, when people were coming
and going fast, we were in the boat, pulling off and on, all day
long, with hardly time for our meals; making, as we lay nearly
three miles from shore, from forty to fifty miles rowing in a
day. Still, we thought it the best berth in the ship; for when
the gig was employed, we had nothing to do with the cargo, except
small bundles which the passengers carried with them, and no
hides to carry, besides the opportunity of seeing everybody,
making acquaintances, hearing the news, etc. Unless the captain
or agent were in the boat, we had no officer with us, and often
had fine times with the passengers, who were always willing to
talk and joke with us. Frequently, too, we were obliged to wait
several hours on shore; when we would haul the boat up on the
beach, and leaving one to watch her, go up to the nearest house,
or spend the time in strolling about the beach, picking up
shells, or playing hopscotch, and other games, on the hard sand.
The rest of the crew never left the ship, except for bringing
heavy goods and taking off hides; and though we were always in
the water, the surf hardly leaving us a dry thread from morning
till night, yet we were young, and the climate was good, and we
thought it much better than the quiet, hum-drum drag and pull
on board ship. We made the acquaintance of nearly half of
California; for, besides carrying everybody in our boat,– men,
women, and children,– all the messages, letters, and light
packages went by us, and being known by our dress, we found a
ready reception everywhere.
At San Pedro, we had none of this amusement, for, there being
but one house in the place, we, of course, had but little
company. All the variety that I had, was riding, once a week,
to the nearest rancho, to order a bullock down for the ship.
The brig Catalina came in from San Diego, and being bound up to
windward, we both got under weigh at the same time, for a trial
of speed up to Santa Barbara, a distance of about eighty miles.
We hove up and got under sail about eleven o’clock at night,
with a light land-breeze, which died away toward morning,
leaving us becalmed only a few miles from our anchoring-place.
The Catalina, being a small vessel, of less than half our size,
put out sweeps and got a boat ahead, and pulled out to sea,
during the night, so that she had the sea-breeze earlier and
stronger than we did, and we had the mortification of seeing her
standing up the coast, with a fine breeze, the sea all ruffled
about her, while we were becalmed, in-shore. When the sea-breeze
died away, she was nearly out of sight; and, toward the latter
part of the afternoon, the regular north-west wind set in fresh,
we braced sharp upon it, took a pull at every sheet, tack, and
halyard, and stood after her, in fine style, our ship being very
good upon a taughtened bowline. We had nearly five hours of fine
sailing, beating up to windward, by long stretches in and off
shore, and evidently gaining upon the Catalina at every tack.
When this breeze left us, we were so near as to count the painted
ports on her side. Fortunately, the wind died away when we were
on our inward tack, and she on her outward, so we were in-shore,
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and caught the land-breeze first, which came off upon our
quarter, about the middle of the first watch. All hands were
turned-up, and we set all sail, to the skysails and the royal
studding-sails; and with these, we glided quietly through the
water, leaving the Catalina, which could not spread so much
canvas as we, gradually astern, and, by daylight, were off St.
Buenaventura, and our antagonist nearly out of sight. The seabreeze, however, favored her again, while we were becalmed under
the headland, and laboring slowly along, she was abreast of us
by noon. Thus we continued, ahead, astern, and abreast of one
another, alternately; now, far out at sea, and again, close in
under the shore. On the third morning, we came into the great
bay of Santa Barbara, two hours behind the brig, and thus lost
the bet; though, if the race had been to the point, we should
have beaten her by five or six hours. This, however, settled the
relative sailing of the vessels, for it was admitted that
although she, being small and light, could gain upon us in very
light winds, yet whenever there was breeze enough to set us
agoing, we walked away from her like hauling in a line; and in
beating to windward, which is the best trial of a vessel, we had
much the advantage of her.

Wilhelm Wieprecht, director of the Berlin Gardes du Corps-Musik, received a patent for a bass tuba.
In Newport, Rhode Island, Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
7th day 12th of 9th M 1835 / I dreamed a dream last night which
I have often thought of thro’ the day. I was at the School in
Providence where I saw a scene, which I shall not describe - It
was among the classical Schollars & my mind was so wrought upon
by it, that I fell to preaching to them with a powerful voice &
with such regularity & connection as made me wonder at my self
as when ever I have offered any thing among them my expressions
have been few & under a degree of embarrassment - Well I have
greatly desired & laboured much for the welfare of that
Institution, but if things remain as they were when I was last
there, & if they should prove as I saw them in my dream last
night - it is Certainly time there was some change in its
condition. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

October 4, Sunday: Felix Mendelssohn conducted his first performance as director of the Gewandhaus
Orchestra, Leipzig. The program featured his own Calm Sea and Prosperous Voyage, and the Fourth
Symphony of Ludwig van Beethoven.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. mused upon wage slavery and upon the nature of the Sabbath as a day of rest, on
arrival in the port of Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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Sunday, Oct. 4th. This was the day of our arrival; and somehow or other, our captain always managed
not only to sail, but to come into port, on a Sunday. The main reason for sailing on the Sabbath is not, as
many people suppose, because Sunday is thought a lucky day, but because it is a leisure day. During the six
days, the crew are employed upon the cargo and other ship’s works, and the Sabbath, being their only day
of rest, whatever additional work can be thrown into Sunday, is so much gain to the owners. This is the
reason of our coasters, packets, etc., sailing on the Sabbath. They get six good days’ work out of the crew,
and then throw all the labor of sailing into the Sabbath. Thus it was with us, nearly all the time we were on
the coast, and many of our Sabbaths were lost entirely to us. The Catholics on shore have no trading and
make no journeys on Sunday, but the American has no national religion, and likes to show his independence
of priestcraft by doing as he chooses on the Lord’s day.
Santa Barbara looked very much as it did when I left it five months before: the long sand beach, with the
heavy rollers, breaking upon it in a continual roar, and the little town, imbedded on the plain, girt by its
amphitheatre of mountains. Day after day, the sun shone clear and bright upon the wide bay and the red roofs
of the houses; everything being as still as death, the people really hardly seeming to earn their sun-light.
Daylight actually seemed thrown away upon them. We had a few visitors, and collected about a hundred
hides, and every night, at sundown, the gig was sent ashore, to wait for the captain, who spent his evenings
in the town. We always took our monkey-jackets with us, and flint and steel, and made a fire on the beach
with the driftwood and the bushes we pulled from the neighboring thickets, and lay down by it, on the sand.
Sometimes we would stray up to the town, if the captain was likely to stay late, and pass the time at some
of the houses, in which we were almost always well received by the inhabitants. Sometimes earlier and
sometimes later, the captain came down; when, after a good drenching in the surf, we went aboard, changed
our clothes, and turned in for the night– yet not for all the night, for there was the anchor watch to stand.
This leads me to speak of my watchmate for nine months– and, taking him all in all, the most remarkable
man I have ever seen– Tom Harris. An hour, every night, while lying in port, Harris and myself had the deck
to ourselves, and walking fore and aft, night after night, for months, I learned his whole character and
history, and more about foreign nations, the habits of different people, and especially the secrets of sailors’
lives and hardships, and also of practical seamanship, (in which he was abundantly capable of instructing
me,) than I could ever have learned elsewhere. But the most remarkable thing about him, was the power of
his mind. His memory was perfect; seeming to form a regular chain, reaching from his earliest childhood
up to the time I knew him, without one link wanting. His power of calculation, too, was remarkable. I called
myself pretty quick at figures, and had been through a course of mathematical studies; but, working by my
head, I was unable to keep within sight of this man, who had never been beyond his arithmetic: so rapid was
his calculation. He carried in his head not only a log-book of the whole voyage, in which everything was
complete and accurate, and from which no one ever thought of appealing, but also an accurate registry of
all the cargo; knowing, precisely, where each thing was, and how many hides we took in at every port.
One night, he made a rough calculation of the number of hides that could be stowed in the lower hold,
between the fore and main masts, taking the depth of hold and breadth of beam, (for he always knew the
dimension of every part of the ship, before he had been a month on board,) and the average area and
thickness of a hide; he came surprisingly near the number, as it afterwards turned out. The mate frequently
came to him to know the capacity of different parts of the vessel, so he could tell the sailmaker very nearly
the amount of canvas he would want for each sail in the ship; for he knew the hoist of every mast, and spread
of every sail, on the head and foot, in feet and inches. When we were at sea, he kept a running account, in
his head, of the ship’s way– the number of knots and the courses; and if the courses did not vary much during
the twenty-four hours, by taking the whole progress, and allowing so many eighths southing or northing, to
so many easting or westing; he would make up his reckoning just before the captain took the sun at noon,
and often came wonderfully near the mark. Calculation of all kinds was his delight. He had, in his chest,
several volumes giving accounts of inventions in mechanics, which he read with great pleasure, and made
himself master of. I doubt if he ever forgot anything that he read. The only thing in the way of poetry that
he ever read was Falconer’s Shipwreck, which he was delighted with, and whole pages of which he could
repeat. He knew the name of every sailor that had ever been his shipmate, and also, of every vessel, captain,
and officer, and the principal dates of each voyage; and a sailor whom he afterwards fell in with, who had
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been in a ship with Harris nearly twelve years before, was very much surprised at having Harris tell him
things about himself which he had entirely forgotten. His facts, whether dates or events, no one thought of
disputing; and his opinions, few of the sailors dared to oppose; for, right or wrong, he always had the best
of the argument with them. His reasoning powers were remarkable. I have had harder work maintaining an
argument with him in a watch, even when I knew myself to be right, and he was only doubting, than I ever
had before; not from his obstinacy, but from his acuteness. Give him only a little knowledge of his subject,
and, certainly among all the young men of my acquaintance and standing at college, there was not one
whom I had not rather meet, than this man. I never answered a question from him, or advanced an opinion
to him, without thinking more than once. With an iron memory, he seemed to have your whole past
conversation at command, and if you said a thing now which ill agreed with something said months before,
he was sure to have you on the hip. In fact, I always felt, when with him, that I was with no common man.
I had a positive respect for his powers of mind, and felt often that if half the pains had been spent upon his
education which are thrown away, yearly, in our colleges, he would have been a man of great weight in
society. Like most self-taught men, he over-estimated the value of an education; and this, I often told him,
though I profited by it myself; for he always treated me with respect, and often unnecessarily gave way to
me, from an over-estimate of my knowledge. For the intellectual capacities of all the rest of the crew, captain
and all, he had the most sovereign contempt. He was a far better sailor, and probably a better navigator, than
the captain, and had more brains than all the after part of the ship put together. The sailors said, “Tom’s got
a head as long as the bowsprit,” and if any one got into an argument with him, they would call out– “Ah,
Jack! you’d better drop that, as you would a hot potato, for Tom will turn you inside out before you know it.”
I recollect his posing me once on the subject of the Corn Laws. I was called to stand my watch, and, coming
on deck, found him there before me; and we began, as usual, to walk fore and aft, in the waist. He talked
about the Corn Laws; asked me my opinion about them, which I gave him; and my reasons; my small stock
of which I set forth to the best advantage, supposing his knowledge on the subject must be less than mine,
if, indeed, he had any at all. When I had got through, he took the liberty of differing from me, and, to my
surprise, brought arguments and facts connected with the subject which were new to me, to which I was
entirely unable to reply. I confessed that I knew almost nothing of the subject, and expressed my surprise at
the extent of his information. He said that, a number of years before, while at a boarding-house in Liverpool,
he had fallen in with a pamphlet on the subject, and, as it contained calculations, had read it very carefully,
and had ever since wished to find some one who could add to his stock of knowledge on the question.
Although it was many years since he had seen the book, and it was a subject with which he had no previous
acquaintance, yet he had the chain of reasoning, founded upon principles of political economy, perfect in
his memory; and his facts, so far as I could judge, were correct; at least, he stated them with great precision.
The principles of the steam engine, too, he was very familiar with, having been several months on board of
a steamboat, and made himself master of its secrets. He knew every lunar star in both hemispheres, and was
a perfect master of his quadrant and sextant. Such was the man, who, at forty, was still a dog before the mast,
at twelve dollars a month. The reason of this was to be found in his whole past life, as I had it, at different
times, from himself.
He was an Englishman, by birth, a native of Ilfracomb, in Devonshire. His father was skipper of a small
coaster, from Bristol, and dying, left him, when quite young, to the care of his mother, by whose exertions
he received a common-school education, passing his winters at school and his summers in the coasting
trade, until his seventeenth year, when he left home to go upon foreign voyages. Of his mother, he often
spoke with the greatest respect, and said that she was a strong-minded woman, and had the best system of
education he had ever known; a system which had made respectable men of his three brothers, and failed
only in him, from his own indomitable obstinacy. One thing he often mentioned, in which he said his mother
differed from all other mothers that he had ever seen disciplining their children; that was, that when he was
out of humor and refused to eat, instead of putting his plate away, as most mothers would, and saying that
his hunger would bring him to it, in time, she would stand over him and oblige him to eat it– every mouthful

HDT

WHAT?

RACE WAR,

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

of it. It was no fault of hers that he was what I saw him; and so great was his sense of gratitude for her efforts,
though unsuccessful, that he determined, at the close of the voyage, to embark for home with all the wages
he should get, to spend with and for his mother, if perchance he should find her alive.
After leaving home, he had spent nearly twenty years, sailing upon all sorts of voyages, generally out of the
ports of New York and Boston. Twenty years of vice! Every sin that a sailor knows, he had gone to the
bottom of. Several times he had been hauled up in the hospitals, and as often, the great strength of his
constitution had brought him out again in health. Several times, too, from his known capacity, he had been
promoted to the office of chief mate, and as often, his conduct when in port, especially his drunkenness,
which neither fear nor ambition could induce him to abandon, put him back into the forecastle. One night,
when giving me an account of his life, and lamenting the years of manhood he had thrown away, he said
that there, in the forecastle, at the foot of the steps– a chest of old clothes– was the result of twenty-two
years of hard labor and exposure– worked like a horse, and treated like a dog. As he grew older, he began
to feel the necessity of some provision for his later years, and came gradually to the conviction that rum had
been his worst enemy. One night, in Havana, a young shipmate of his was brought aboard drunk, with a
dangerous gash in his head, and his money and new clothes stripped from him. Harris had seen and been in
hundreds of such scenes as these, but in his then state of mind, it fixed his determination, and he resolved
never to taste another drop of strong drink, of any kind. He signed no pledge, and made no vow, but relied
on his own strength of purpose. The first thing with him was a reason, and then a resolution, and the thing
was done. The date of his resolution he knew, of course, to the very hour. It was three years before I knew
him, and during all that time, nothing stronger than cider or coffee had passed his lips. The sailors never
thought of enticing Tom to take a glass, any more than they would of talking to the ship’s compass. He was
now a temperate man for life, and capable of filling any berth in a ship, and many a high station there is on
shore which is held by a meaner man.
He understood the management of a ship upon scientific principles, and could give the reason for hauling
every rope; and a long experience, added to careful observation at the time, and a perfect memory, gave him
a knowledge of the expedients and resorts in times of hazard, which was remarkable, and for which I
became much indebted to him, as he took the greatest pleasure in opening his stores of information to me,
in return for what I was able to do for him. Stories of tyranny and hardship which had driven men to piracy;–
of the incredible ignorance of masters and mates, and of horrid brutality to the sick, dead, and dying; as well
as of the secret knavery and impositions practised upon seamen by connivance of the owners, landlords, and
officers; all these he had, and I could not but believe them; for men who had known him for fifteen years
had never taken him even in an exaggeration, and, as I have said, his statements were never disputed. I
remember, among other things, his speaking of a captain whom I had known by report, who never handed
a thing to a sailor, but put it on deck and kicked it to him; and of another, who was of the best connections
in Boston, who absolutely murdered a lad from Boston that went out with him before the mast to Sumatra,
by keeping him hard at work while ill of the coast fever, and obliging him to sleep in the close steerage.
(The same captain has since died of the same fever on the same coast.)
In fact, taking together all that I learned from him of seamanship, of the history of sailors’ lives, of practical
wisdom, and of human nature under new circumstances,– a great history from which many are shut out,–
I would not part with the hours I spent in the watch with that man for any given hours of my life passed
in study and social intercourse.
October 11, Sunday: The last installment of “On the Situation of Artist and Their Condition in Society” by
Franz Liszt appeared in the Gazette musicale de Paris.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 11th of 10th M / Attended both Meetings - Father was

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR
engaged in testimony in both - It was a time of some favour &
some mental trial & exercise on my part - The Meeting was well
attended particularly in the Morning.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sailed aboard the Alert from Santa Barbara anchorage to the bay of San Diego,
California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, Oct. 11th. Set sail this morning for the leeward; passed within sight of San Pedro, and, to our great
joy, did not come to anchor, but kept directly on to San Diego, where we arrived and moored ship on.

October 15, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. reminisced with old buddies (a favorite pastime of his: we
could utilize him as the type case of homosociality) from the days of the “hide crew” who lived ashore in San
Diego.
During this period Halley’s Comet was appearing 60 degrees north of the sun. Because of its positioning this
time, it would be visible all night every night crossing the northern sky. Its tail would grow to 30 degrees.
SKY EVENT

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, Oct. 15th. Found here the Italian ship La Rosa, from
the windward, which reported the brig Pilgrim at San Francisco,
all well. Everything was as quiet here as usual. We discharged
our hides, horns, and tallow, and were ready to sail again on
the following Sunday. I went ashore to my old quarters, and found
the gang at the hide-house going on in the even tenor of their
way, and spent an hour or two,
after dark, at the oven, taking a whiff with my old Kanaka
friends, who really seemed glad to see me again, and saluted me
as the Aikane of the Kanakas. I was grieved to find that my poor
dog Bravo was dead.
He had sickened and died suddenly, the very day after I sailed

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR
in the Alert.

CONTINGENCY
ALTHOUGH VERY MANY OUTCOMES ARE OVERDETERMINED, WE TRUST
THAT SOMETIMES WE ACTUALLY MAKE REAL CHOICES.

October 18, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed north up the coast of California from the
bay of San Diego.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday was again, as usual, our sailing day, and we got under weigh with a stiff breeze, which reminded
us that it was the latter part of the autumn, and time to expect south-easters once more. We beat up against
a strong head wind, under reefed top-sails, as far as San Juan, where we came to anchor nearly three miles
from the shore, with slip-ropes on our cables, in the old south-easter style of last winter. On the passage up,
we had an old sea captain on board, who had married and settled in California, and had not been on salt
water for more than fifteen years. He was astonished at the changes and improvements that had been made
in ships, and still more at the manner in which we carried sail; for he was really a little frightened; and said
that while we had top-gallant sails on, he should have been under reefed topsails. The working of the ship,
and her progress to windward, seemed to delight him, for he said she went to windward as though she were
kedging.
The Hochzeitskantate Cassia La sede empirea for four voices and piano by Otto Nicolai was performed for the
initial time.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 18th of 10 m 1835 / Attended both Meetings & both were
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times of some favour —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

October 20, Tuesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. repeated his earlier activities of sailing hides off the cliffs of
Santa Barbara.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Oct. 20th. Having got everything ready, we set the agent ashore, who went up to the mission to
hasten down the hides for the next morning. This night we had the strictest orders to look out for southeasters; and the long, low clouds seemed rather threatening. But the night passed over without any trouble,
and early the next morning, we hove out the long-boat and pinnace, lowered away the quarter-boats, and
went ashore to bring off our hides. Here we were again, in this romantic spot; a perpendicular hill, twice the
height of the ship’s mast-head, with a single circuitous path to the top, and long sand beach at its base, with
the swell of the whole Pacific breaking high upon it, and our hides ranged in piles on the overhanging
summit. The captain sent me, who was the only one of the crew that had ever been there before, to the top,
to count the hides and pitch them down. There I stood again, as six months before, throwing off the hides,
and watching them, pitching and scaling, to the bottom, while the men, dwarfed by the distance, were
walking to and fro on the beach, carrying the hides, as they picked them up, to the distant boats, upon the
tops of their heads. Two or three boat-loads were sent off, until, at last, all were thrown down, and the boats
nearly loaded again; when we were delayed by a dozen or twenty hides which had lodged in the recesses of
the hill, and which we could not reach by any missiles, as the general line of the side was exactly
perpendicular, and these places were caved in, and could not be seen or reached from the top. As hides are
worth in Boston twelve and a half cents a pound, and the captain’s commission was two per cent, he
determined not to give them up; and sent on board for a pair of top-gallant studding-sail halyards, and
requested some one of the crew to go to the top, and come down by the halyards. The older sailors said the
boys, who were light and active, ought to go, while the boys thought that strength and experience were
necessary. Seeing the dilemma, and feeling myself to be near the medium of these requisites, I offered my
services, and went up, with one man to tend the rope, and prepared for the descent.
We found a stake fastened strongly into the ground, and apparently capable of holding my weight, to
which we made one end of the halyards well fast, and taking the coil, threw it over the brink. The end, we
saw, just reached to a landing-place, from which the descent to the beach was easy. Having nothing on but
shirt, trowsers, and hat, the common sea-rig of warm weather, I had no stripping to do, and began my
descent, by taking hold of the rope in each hand, and slipping down, sometimes with hands and feet round
the rope, and sometimes breasting off with one hand and foot against the precipice, and holding on to the
rope with the other. In this way I descended until I came to a place which shelved in, and in which the hides
were lodged. Keeping hold of the rope with one hand, I scrambled in, and by the other hand and feet
succeeded in dislodging all the hides, and continued on my way. Just below this place, the precipice
projected again, and going over the projection, I could see nothing below me but the sea and the rocks upon
which it broke, and a few gulls flying in mid-air. I got down in safety, pretty well covered with dirt; and for
my pains was told, “What a d----d fool you were to risk your life for a half a dozen hides!”
While we were carrying the hides to the boat, I perceived, what I had been too busy to observe before,
that heavy black clouds were rolling up from seaward, a strong swell heaving in, and every sign of a southeaster. The captain hurried everything. The hides were pitched into the boats; and, with some difficulty, and
by wading nearly up to our armpits, we got the boats through the surf, and began pulling aboard. Our gig’s
crew towed the pinnace astern of the gig, and the launch was towed by six men in the jolly-boat. The ship
was lying three miles off, pitching at her anchor, and the farther we pulled, the heavier grew the swell. Our
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boat stood nearly up and down several times; the pinnace parted her tow-line, and we expected every
moment to see the launch swamped. We at length got alongside, our boats half full of water; and now came
the greatest difficulty of all,– unloading the boats, in a heavy sea, which pitched them about so that it was
almost impossible to stand in them; raising them sometimes even with the rail, and again dropping them
below the bends. With great difficulty, we got all the hides aboard and stowed under hatches, the yard and
stay tackles hooked on, and the launch and pinnace hoisted, checked, and griped. The quarter-boats were
then hoisted up, and we began heaving in on the chain. Getting the anchor was no easy work in such a sea,
but as we were not coming back to this port, the captain determined not to slip.
The ship’s head pitched into the sea, and the water rushed through the hawse-holes, and the chain surged
so as almost to unship the barrel of the windlass. “Hove short, sir!” said the mate. “Aye, aye! Weather-bit
your chain and loose the topsails! Make sail on her, men– with a will!” A few moments served to loose the
topsails, which were furled with reefs, to sheet them home, and hoist them up. “Bear a hand!” was the order
of the day; and every one saw the necessity of it, for the gale was already upon us. The ship broke out her
own anchor, which we catted and fished, after a fashion, and stood off from the lee-shore against a heavy
head sea, under reefed topsails, fore-topmast staysail and spanker. The fore course was given to her, which
helped her a little; but as she hardly held her own against the sea which was settling her leeward– “Board
the main tack!” shouted the captain; when the tack was carried forward and taken to the windlass, and all
hands called to the handspikes. The great sail bellied out horizontally as though it would lift up the main
stay; the blocks rattled and flew about; but the force of machinery was too much for her. “Heave ho! Heave
and pawl! Yo, heave, hearty, ho!” and, in time with the song, by the force of twenty strong arms, the
windlass came slowly round, pawl after pawl, and the weather clew of the sail was brought down to the
waterways. The starboard watch hauled aft the sheet, and the ship tore through the water like a mad horse,
quivering and shaking at every joint, and dashing from its head the foam, which flew off at every blow, yards
and yards to leeward. A half hour of such sailing served our turn, when the clews of the sail were hauled
up, the sail furled, and the ship, eased of her press, went more quietly on her way. Soon after, the foresail
was reefed, and we mizen-top men were sent up to take another reef in the mizen topsail. This was the first
time I had taken a weather earing, and I felt not a little proud to sit, astride of the weather yard-arm, pass
the earing, and sing out “Haul out to leeward!” From this time until we got to Boston, the mate never
suffered any one but our own gang to go upon the mizen topsail yard, either for reefing or furling, and the
young English lad and myself generally took the earings between us.
Having cleared the point and got well out to sea, we squared away the yards, made more sail, and stood
on, nearly before the wind, for San Pedro. It blew strong, with some rain, nearly all night, but fell calm
toward morning, and the gale having gone over, we came-to,–
The above was going on aboard the Alert in the Pacific Ocean off the west coast of the North American
continent. Meanwhile, off the coast of the South American continent in the Pacific Ocean, the HMS Beagle
and Charles Darwin headed out toward the island of Tahiti.
The survey of the Galapagos Archipelago being concluded, we
steered towards Tahiti and commenced our long passage of 3200
miles. In the course of a few days we sailed out of the gloomy
and clouded ocean-district which extends during the winter far
from the coast of South America. We then enjoyed bright and clear
weather, while running pleasantly along at the rate of 150 or
160 miles a day before the steady trade-wind. The temperature
in this more central part of the Pacific is higher than near the
American shore. The thermometer in the poop cabin, by night and
day, ranged between 80 and 83 degs., which feels very pleasant;
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but with one degree or two higher, the heat becomes oppressive.
We passed through the Low or Dangerous Archipelago, and saw
several of those most curious rings of coral land, just rising
above the water’s edge, which have been called Lagoon Islands.
A long and brilliantly white beach is capped by a margin of green
vegetation; and the strip, looking either way, rapidly narrows
away in the distance, and sinks beneath the horizon From the
mast-head a wide expanse of smooth water can be seen within the
ring. These low hollow coral islands bear no proportion to the
vast ocean out of which they abruptly rise; and it seems
wonderful, that such weak invaders are not overwhelmed, by the
all-powerful and never-tiring waves of that great sea, miscalled
the Pacific.

HDT

WHAT?

RACE WAR,

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

October 22, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert began to lay in hides at the anchorage in San
Pedro, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, Oct. 22d, at San Pedro, in the old south-easter berth, a league from shore, with a sliprope on the cable, reefs in the topsails, and rope-yarns for gaskets. Here we lay ten days, with the
usual boating, hide-carrying, rolling of cargo up the steep hill, walking barefooted over stones,
and getting drenched in salt water.
Wilhelm III Friedrich Christian, Count von Aldenburg replaced Wilhelm II Gustav Friedrich as Baron of
Knyphausen.
Samuel Colt of Hartford, Connecticut acquired French and British patents that protected his rights to the design
of 5-shot rapid-firing percussion cap pistols using a ratchet to rotate its revolving cylinders (a year later, Colt
would acquire similar United States protection and commence making his fortune in the small arms business):

The above is a most intriguing Daguerreotype! Normally the maneuver of producing the “revolver” selfprotective device was to be masked by holding one’s hat in such manner as to conceal one’s pistol hand.
However, for purposes of demonstrating the subtle maneuver to the camera — Mr. Colt has lowered his hat
hand.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 22 of 10 M / Attended Meeting which was a good time in
silence - excepting a few savory words from Father Rodman -
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The last was Preparative In which Benona Weaver requested
Membership & two young couples laid their intentions of Marriage
before the Meeting — After Meeting met with a committee of the
Moy [Monthly] Meeting on the Sale of Land In the Afternoon Answered a letter recd yesterday from Joshua
Lynch of Ohio
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

October 25, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 25 of 10 M / Rode to Portsmouth with my cousin Thos B
Gould & attended Meeting there - after which we met with a
committee on the subject of Memorials of dec’d Friends. After
which we dined at Benjamin Freeborns & spent the remainder of
the Afternoon - I have not been at his house before in a number
of years.—
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. recorded the arrival of the Rosa at the anchorage in San Pedro, California, and
recorded the story of one George P. Marsh aboard her.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The third day after our arrival, the Rosa came in from San Juan, where she went the day after the southeaster. Her crew said it was as smooth as a mill-pond, after the gale, and she took off nearly a thousand hides,
which had been brought down for us, and which we lost in consequence of the south-easter. This mortified
us; not only that an Italian ship should have got to windward of us in the trade, but because every thousand
hides went toward completing the forty thousand which we were to collect before we could say good-by
to California.
While lying here, we shipped one new hand, an Englishman, of about two or three and twenty, who was
quite an acquisition, as he proved to be a good sailor, could sing tolerably, and, what was of more
importance to me, had a good education, and a somewhat remarkable history. He called himself George
P.Marsh; professed to have been at sea from a small boy, and to have served his time in the smuggling trade
between Germany and the coasts of France and England. Thus he accounted for his knowledge of the French
language, which he spoke and read as well as he did English; but his cutter education would not account for
his English, which was far too good to have been learned in a smuggler; for he wrote an uncommonly
handsome hand, spoke with great correctness, and frequently, when in private talk with me, quoted from
books, and showed a knowledge of the customs of society, and particularly of the formalities of the various
English courts of law, and of Parliament, which surprised me. Still, he would give no other account of
himself than that he was educated in a smuggler. A man whom we afterwards fell in with, who had been
a shipmate of George’s a few years before, said that he heard at the boarding-house from which they
shipped, that George had been at college, (probably a naval one, as he knew no Latin or Greek,) where he
learned French and mathematics. He was by no means the man by nature that Harris was. Harris had made
everything of his mind and character in spite of obstacles; while this man had evidently been born in a
different rank, and educated early in life accordingly, but had been a vagabond, and done nothing for himself
since. What had been given to him by others, was all that made him to differ from those about him; while
Harris had made himself what he was. Neither had George the character, strength of mind, acuteness, or
memory of Harris; yet there was about him the remains of a pretty good education, which enabled him to
talk perhaps beyond his brains, and a high spirit and sense of honor, which years of a dog’s life had not
broken. After he had been a little while on board, we learned from him his remarkable history, for the last
two years, which we afterwards heard confirmed in such a manner, as put the truth of it beyond a doubt.
He sailed from New York in the year 1833, if I mistake not, before the mast, in the brig Lascar,
for Canton. She was sold in the East Indies, and he shipped at Manilla, in a small schooner, bound on a
trading voyage among the Ladrone and Pelew Islands. On one of the latter islands, their schooner was
wrecked on a reef, and they were attacked by the natives, and, after a desperate resistance, in which all their
number except the captain, George, and a boy, were killed or drowned, they surrendered, and were carried
bound, in a canoe, to a neighboring island. In about a month after this, an opportunity occurred by which
one of their number might get away. I have forgotten the circumstances, but only one could go, and they
yielded to the captain, upon his promising to send them aid if he escaped. He was successful in his attempt;
got on board an American vessel, went back to Manilla, and thence to America, without making any effort
for their rescue, or indeed, as George afterwards discovered, without even mentioning their case to any one
in Manilla. The boy that was with George died, and he being alone, and there being no chance for his escape,
the natives soon treated him with kindness, and even with attention. They painted him, tattooed his body,
(for he would never consent to be marked in the face or hands,) gave him two or three wives; and, in fact,
made quite a pet of him. In this way, he lived for thirteen months, in a fine climate, with a plenty to eat,
half naked, and nothing to do.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
He soon, however, became tired, and went round the island, on different pretences, to look out for a sail.
One day, he was out fishing in a small canoe with another man, when he saw a large sail to the windward,
about a league and a half off, passing abreast of the island and standing westward. With some difficulty, he
persuaded the islander to go off with him to the ship, promising to return with a good supply of rum and
tobacco. These articles, which the islanders had got a taste of from American traders, were too strong a
temptation for the fellow, and he consented. They paddled off in the track of the ship, and lay-to until she
came down to them. George stepped on board the ship, nearly naked, painted from head to foot, and in no
way distinguishable from his companion until he began to speak. Upon this, the people on board were not
a little astonished; and, having learned his story, the captain had him washed and clothed, and sending away
the poor astonished native with a knife or two and some tobacco and calico, took George with him on the
voyage. This was the ship Cabot, of New York, Captain Low. She was bound to Manilla, from across the
Pacific, and George did seaman’s duty in her until her arrival in Manilla, when he left her, and shipped in a
brig bound to the Sandwich Islands. From Oahu, he came, in the British brig Clementine, to Monterey,
as second officer, where, having some difficulty with the captain, he left her, and coming down the coast,
joined us at San Pedro. Nearly six months after this, among some papers we received by an arrival from
Boston, we found a letter from Captain Low, of the Cabot, published immediately upon his arrival at
New York, and giving all the particulars just as we had them from George. The letter was published for the
information of the friends of George, and Captain Low added, that he left him at Manilla to go to Oahu,
and he had heard nothing of him since.
George had an interesting journal of his adventures in the Pelew Islands, which he had written out
at length, in a handsome hand, and in correct English.

November 1, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed from San Pedro anchorage toward the port
of Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, November 1st. Sailed this day, (Sunday again,) for Santa Barbara, where we arrived on the 5th.
A convention in the Texas district of Mexico proclaimed the right of the province to secede (there’s always a
first time even if it’s not named “Rick Perry”).
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 11 M 1 1835 / Attended Meetings Morning & Afternoon
Father bore short testimonies in both. — they were to me good
solid seasons.RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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November 5, Thursday: Waldo Emerson began to present the “English Literature” series of lectures which
would continue through January of the following year at the Masonic Temple in Boston, offering his
“Introductory” lecture, on behalf of the Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge. Printed in EARLY
LECTURES I 205-385. He would receive $200 for the series:

Boston’s Masonic Temple
This building is situated in Tremont Street, on part
of the land that was formerly Washington Gardens. The
corner stone was laid October 11, 1830, with
appropriate Masonic ceremonies, by the Grand Lodge of
Massachusetts. This Temple was dedicated May 30, 1832.
It is sixty feet wide, and eighty and a half feet long,
and fronts westwardly on Tremont Street. The walls are
fifty-two feet high, of stone, covered with a slated
roof, twenty-four feet high, containing sixteen
windows to light the attic story. The gutters are of
cast iron, and the water trunks are of copper. The
basement is of fine hammered granite, twelve feet high,
with a belt of the same. The towers at the corners next
Tremont Street are sixteen feet square, surmounted
with granite battlements, and pinnacles rising ninetyfive feet from the ground. The door and window frames
are of fine hammered granite, and the main walls, from
the basement to the roof, are of Quincy granite,
disposed in courses, in such a manner as to present a
finished appearance to the eye. The blocks are
triangular in shape, and there is probably no other
such building in Massachusetts.
From the street are two flights of winding stairs in
the towers, sufficiently spacious to admit a free
entrance to the five stories of the building. The first
story is occupied for miscellaneous purposes; the
second
by
the
spacious
salesrooms
of
Messrs.
Chickering & Sons; and the third, fourth, and fifth
stories for Masonic purposes. The different Lodges
meet as follows:-St. John’s Lodge, first Monday; St. Andrew’s, second
Thursday; Massachusetts, third Monday; Columbian,
first Thursday; Mount Lebanon, second Monday; Winslow
Lewis Lodge, second Friday; Revere Lodge, first
Tuesday; Germania Lodge, fourth Monday; St. Andrew’s
Chapter, first Wednesday; St. Paul’s Chapter, third
Tuesday; Boston Encampment, third Wednesday; De Molay
Encampment, fourth Wednesday; Council Royal and Select
Masters, third Thursday; Grand Lodge, second Wednesday
in December, March, June, and September, 27th
December, annually; Grand Chapter, Tuesday preceding
second Wednesday of March, June, September, and
December; Grand Encampment of Massachusetts and Rhode
Island, annually; Grand Lodge of Perfection, fourth
Tuesday; Board of Relief, first Tuesday in each month.

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. received a version of the latest world news from other vessels in the port of Santa
Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Coming round St. Buenaventura, and nearing the anchorage, we saw two vessels in port, a large full-rigged,
and a small hermaphrodite brig. The former, the crew said must be the Pilgrim; but I had been too long in
the Pilgrim to be mistaken in her, and I was right in differing from them; for, upon nearer approach, her
long, low shear, sharp bows, and raking masts, told quite another story. “Man-of war brig,” said some of
them; “Baltimore clipper,” said others; the Ayacucho, thought I; and soon the broad folds of the beautiful
banner of St. George,– white field with blood-red border and cross;– were displayed from her peak. A few
minutes put it beyond a doubt, and we were lying by the side of the Ayacucho, which had sailed from San
Diego about nine months before, while we were lying there in the Pilgrim. She had since been to Valparaiso,
Callao, and the Sandwich Islands, and had just come upon the coast. Her boat came on board, bringing
Captain Wilson; and in half an hour the news was all over the ship that there was a war between the United
States and France. Exaggerated accounts reached the forecastle. Battles had been fought, a large French
fleet was in the Pacific, etc., etc.; and one of the boat’s crew of the Ayacucho said that when they left Callao,
a large French frigate and the American frigate Brandywine, which were lying there, were going outside to
have a battle, and that the English frigate Blonde was to be umpire, and see fair play. Here was important
news for us. Alone, on an unprotected coast, without an American man-of-war within some thousands of
miles, and the prospect of a voyage home through the whole length of the Pacific and Atlantic oceans!
A French prison seemed a much more probable place of destination than the good port of Boston. However,
we were too salt to believe every yarn that comes into the forecastle, and waited to hear the truth of the
matter from higher authority. By means of a supercargo’s clerk, I got the account of the matter, which was,
that the governments had difficulty about the payment of a debt; that war had been threatened and prepared
for, but not actually declared, although it was pretty generally anticipated. This was not quite so bad, yet was
no small cause of anxiety. But we cared very little about the matter ourselves. “Happy go lucky” with Jack!
We did not believe that a French prison would be much worse than “hide-droghing” on the coast of
California; and no one who has not been on a long, dull voyage, shut up in one ship, can conceive of the
effect of monotony upon one’s thoughts and wishes. The prospect of a change is like a green spot in a desert,
and the remotest probability of great events and exciting scenes gives a feeling of delight, and sets life in
motion, so as to give a pleasure, which any one not in the same state would be entirely unable to account
for. In fact, a more jovial night we had not passed in the forecastle for months. Every one seemed in
unaccountably high spirits. An undefined anticipation of radical changes, of new scenes, and great doings,
seemed to have possessed every one, and the common drudgery of the vessel appeared contemptible.
Here was a new vein opened; a grand theme of conversation, and a topic for all sorts of discussions.
National feeling was wrought up. Jokes were cracked upon the only Frenchman in the ship, and
comparisons made between “old horse” and “soup meagre,” etc., etc.
We remained in uncertainty as to this war for more than two months, when an arrival from the Sandwich
Islands brought us the news of an amicable arrangement of the difficulties.
The other vessel which we found in port was the hermaphrodite brig Avon, from the Sandwich Islands.
She was fitted up in handsome style; fired a gun and ran her ensign up and down at sunrise and sunset;
had a band of four or five pieces of music on board, and appeared rather like a pleasure yacht than a trader;
yet, in connection with the Loriotte, Clementine, Bolivar, Convoy, and other small vessels, belonging
to sundry Americans at Oahu, she carried on a great trade– legal and illegal– in otter skins, silks, teas,
specie, etc.
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November 7, Saturday: According to BIRTHS, MARRIAGES AND DEATHS OF THE TOWN OF CONCORD,
MASSACHUSETTS (Groton, 1894), Thomas S. Farnsworth of Groton & Harriet H. Lawton of Concord filed an
intention to marry.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
7th day Attended the Meeting for Sufferings at the Meeting House
in Providence Dined at Moses Browns & sett off immediately for
home - but got no further than Bristol ferry & lodged at Pierces
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. observed and described typical smuggling activities along the coast of California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The second day after our arrival, a full-rigged brig came round the point from the northward, sailed
leisurely through the bay, and stood off again for the south-east, in the direction of the large island of
Catalina. The next day the Avon got under weigh, and stood in the same direction, bound for San Pedro.
This might do for marines and Californians, but we knew the ropes too well. The brig was never again seen
on the coast, and the Avon arrived at San Pedro in about a week, with a full cargo of Canton and American
goods.
This was one of the means of escaping the heavy duties the Mexicans lay upon all imports. A vessel
comes on the coast, enters a moderate cargo at Monterey, which is the only custom-house, and commences
trading. In a month or more, having sold a large part of her cargo, she stretches over to Catalina, or other of
the large uninhabited islands which lie off the coast, in a trip from port to port, and supplies herself with
choice goods from a vessel from Oahu, which has been lying off and on the islands, waiting for her.
Two days after the sailing of the Avon, the Loriotte came in from the leeward, and without doubt had also
a snatch at the brig’s cargo.

November 10, Tuesday: Records of the “Institute of 1770”:
Renouf read select passages from a review of A FEW WEEKS IN PARIS
RESIDENCE OF THE ALLIED SOVEREIGNS IN THAT METROPOLIS. Debated:
“Ought gambling to be punished as a criminal offense?”
DURING THE
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described a Quaker whaler, the Wilmington and Liverpool Packet out of the port of
New Bedford, which he experienced while it was replenishing in Santa Barbara harbor.

It is interesting, to those of us who find this sort of thing interesting, that Quakers, despite the testimony of
nonviolence, had no more difficulty with being whalers than they had had with the transportation of slaves
during the triangular trade.

“The whaler was a kind of pirate-miner — an excavator
of oceanic oil, stoking the furnace of the Industrial
Revolution as much as any man digging coal out of the
earth.”
— Philip Hoare, THE WHALE: IN SEARCH OF THE GIANTS
OF THE SEA (NY: HarperCollins, March 2010)

MOBY-DICK, THE OIL SPILL

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Nov. 10th. Going ashore, as usual, in the gig, just before sundown, to bring off the captain, we found, upon
taking in the captain and pulling off again, that our ship, which lay the farthest out, had run up her ensign. This meant
“Sail ho!” of course, but as we were within the point we could see nothing. “Give way, boys! Give way! Lay out on
your oars, and long stroke!” said the captain; and stretching to the whole length of our arms, bending back again, so
that our backs touched the thwarts, we sent her through the water like a rocket. A few minutes of such pulling opened
the islands, one after another, in range of the point, and gave us a view of the Canal, where was a ship, under top-gallant
sails, standing in, with a light breeze, for the anchorage. Putting the boat’s head in the direction of the ship, the captain
told us to lay out again; and we needed no spurring, for the prospect of boarding a new ship, perhaps from home,
hearing the news and having something to tell of when we got back, was excitement enough for us, and we gave way
with a will. Captain Nye, of the Loriotte, who had been an old whaleman, was in the stern-sheets, and fell mightily into
the spirit of it. “Bend your backs and break your oars!” said he. “Lay me on, Captain Bunker!” “There she flukes!” and
other exclamations, peculiar to whalemen. In the meantime, it fell flat calm, and being within a couple of miles of the
ship, we expected to board her in a few moments, when a sudden breeze sprung up, dead ahead for the ship, and she
braced up and stood off toward the islands, sharp on the larboard tack, making good way through the water. This, of
course, brought us up, and we had only to “ease larboard oars; pull round starboard!” and go aboard the Alert, with
something very like a flea in the ear. There was a light land-breeze all night, and the ship did not come to anchor until
the next morning. As soon as her anchor was down, we went aboard, and found her to be the whaleship, Wilmington
and Liverpool Packet, of New Bedford, last from the “off-shore ground,” with nineteen hundred barrels of oil.
A “spouter” we knew her to be as soon as we saw her, by her cranes and boats, and by her stump top-gallant masts,
and a certain slovenly look to the sails, rigging, spars and hull; and when we got on board, we found everything to
correspond, — spouter fashion. She had a false deck, which was rough and oily, and cut up in every direction by the
chimes of oil casks; her rigging was slack and turning white; no paint on the spars or blocks; clumsy seizings and straps
without covers, and homeward-bound splices in every direction. Her crew, too, were not in much better order. Her
captain was a slab-sided, shamble-legged Quaker, in a suit of brown, with a broad-brimmed hat, and sneaking about
decks, like a sheep, with his head down; and the men looked more like fishermen and farmers than they did like sailors.
Though it was by no means cold weather, (we having on only our red shirts and duck trowsers,) they all had on
woollen trowsers– not blue and ship-shape– but of all colors– brown, drab, grey, aye, and green, with suspenders over
their shoulders, and pockets to put their hands in. This, added to guernsey frocks, striped comforters about the neck,
thick cowhide boots, woollen caps, and a strong, oily smell, and a decidedly green look, will complete the description.
Eight or ten were on the fore-topsail yard, and as many more in the main, furling the topsails, while eight or ten were
hanging about the forecastle, doing nothing. This was a strange sight for a vessel coming to anchor; so we went up to
them, to see what was the matter. One of them, a stout, hearty-looking fellow, held out his leg and said he had the
scurvy; another had cut his hand; and others had got nearly well, but said that there were plenty aloft to furl the sails,
so they were sogering on the forecastle. There was only one “splicer” on board, a fine-looking old tar, who was in the
bunt of the fore-topsail. He was probably the only sailor in the ship, before the mast. The mates, of course, and the boatsteerers, and also two or three of the crew, had been to sea before, but only whaling voyages; and the greater part of the
crew were raw hands, just from the bush, as green as cabbages, and had not yet got the hay-seed out of their heads. The
mizen topsail hung in the bunt-lines until everything was furled forward. Thus a crew of thirty men were half an hour
in doing what would have been done in the Alert with eighteen hands to go aloft, in fifteen or twenty minutes.
We found they had been at sea six or eight months, and had no news to tell us; so we left them, and promised to get
liberty to come on board in the evening, for some curiosities, etc. Accordingly, as soon as we were knocked off in the
evening and had got supper, we obtained leave, took a boat, and went aboard and spent an hour or two. They gave us
pieces of whalebone, and the teeth and other parts of curious sea animals, and we exchanged books with them–
a practice very common among ships in foreign ports, by which you get rid of the books you have read and re-read,
and a supply of new ones in their stead, and Jack is not very nice as to their comparative value.
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November 12, Thursday: The Texas Provisional Government, on the motion of Merriwether Woodson Smith,
named Sam Houston a Major General in the Texas Army.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 12th of 11th M 1835 / Today our dear friend Elizabeth
Wing was at meeting with is & had very seasonable & acceptable
Service. — She & Betsy Sandford dined with us. RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Waldo Emerson lectured in Boston.
This was lecture #2 of the series “Permanent Traits of the English National Character.”
Meanwhile Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was experiencing bad weather and adventurous rowing,
in the Santa Barbara surfline.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, Nov. 12th. This day was quite cool in the early part, and there were black clouds about; but as it
was often so in the morning, nothing was apprehended, and all the captains went ashore together, to spend
the day. Towards noon, the clouds hung heavily over the mountains, coming half way down the hills that
encircle the town of Santa Barbara, and a heavy swell rolled in from the south-east. The mate immediately
ordered the gig’s crew away, and at the same time, we saw boats pulling ashore from the other vessels.
Here was a grand chance for a rowing match, and every one did his best. We passed the boats of the
Ayacucho and Loriotte, but could gain nothing upon, and indeed, hardly hold our own with, the long, sixoared boat of the whale-ship. They reached the breakers before us; but here we had the advantage of them,
for, not being used to the surf, they were obliged to wait to see us beach our boat, just as, in the same place,
nearly a year before, we, in the Pilgrim, were glad to be taught by a boat’s crew of Kanakas.
We had hardly got the boats beached, and their heads out, before our old friend, Bill Jackson, the
handsome English sailor, who steered the Loriotte’s boat, called out that the brig was adrift; and, sure
enough, she was dragging her anchors, and drifting down into the bight of the bay. Without waiting for the
captain, (for there was no one on board but the mate and steward,) he sprung into the boat, called the
Kanakas together, and tried to put off. But the Kanakas, though capital water-dogs, were frightened by their
vessel’s being adrift, and by the emergency of the case, and seemed to lose their faculties. Twice, their boat
filled, and came broadside upon the beach. Jackson swore at them for a parcel of savages, and promised to
flog every one of them. This made the matter no better; when we came forward, told the Kanakas to take
their seats in the boat, and, going two on each side, walked out with her till it was up to our shoulders,
and gave them a shove, when, giving way with their oars, they got her safely into the long, regular swell.
In the mean time, boats had put off from our ships and the whaler, and coming all on board the brig together,
they let go the other anchor, paid out chain, braced the yards to the wind, and brought the vessel up.
In a few minutes, the captains came hurrying down, on the run; and there was no time to be lost, for the
gale promised to be a severe one, and the surf was breaking upon the beach, three deep, higher and higher
every instant. The Ayacucho’s boat, pulled by four Kanakas, put off first, and as they had no rudder or
steering oar, would probably never have got off, had we not waded out with them, as far as the surf would
permit. The next that made the attempt was the whale-boat, for we, being the most experienced “beachcombers,” needed no help, and staid till the last. Whalemen make the best boats’ crews in the world for a
long pull, but this landing was new to them, and notwithstanding the examples they had had, they slued
round and were hove up– boat, oars, and men– altogether, high and dry upon the sand. The second time,
they filled, and had to turn their boat over, and set her off again. We could be of no help to them, for they
were so many as to be in one another’s way, without the addition of our numbers. The third time, they got
off, though not without shipping a sea which drenched them all, and half filled their boat, keeping them
baling, until they reached their ship. We now got ready to go off, putting the boat’s head out; English Ben
and I, who were the largest, standing on each side of the bows, to keep her “head on” to the sea, two more
shipping and manning the two after oars, and the captain taking the steering oar. Two or three Spaniards,
who stood upon the beach looking at us, wrapped their cloaks about them, shook their heads, and muttered
“Caramba!” They had no taste for such doings; in fact, the hydrophobia is a national malady, and shows
itself in their persons as well as their actions.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Watching for a “smooth chance,” we determined to show the other boats the way it should be done;
and, as soon as ours floated, ran out with her, keeping her head on, with all our strength, and the help of the
captain’s oar, and the two after oarsmen giving way regularly and strongly, until our feet were off the
ground, we tumbled into the bows, keeping perfectly still, from fear of hindering the others. For some time
it was doubtful how it would go. The boat stood nearly up and down in the water, and the sea, rolling from
under her, let her fall upon the water with a force which seemed almost to stave her bottom in. By quietly
sliding two oars forward, along the thwarts, without impeding the rowers, we shipped two bow oars, and
thus, by the help of four oars and the captain’s strong arm, we got safely off, though we shipped several seas,
which left us half full of water. We pulled alongside of the Loriotte, put her skipper on board, and found her
making preparations for slipping, and then pulled aboard our own ship. Here Mr. Brown, always “on hand,”
had got everything ready, so that we had only to hook on the gig and hoist it up, when the order was given
to loose the sails. While we were on the yards, we saw the Loriotte under weigh, and before our yards were
mast-headed, the Ayacucho had spread her wings, and, with yards braced sharp up, was standing athwart
our hawse. There is no prettier sight in the world than a full-rigged, clipper-built brig, sailing sharp on the
wind. In a moment, our slip-rope was gone, the head-yards filled away, and we were off. Next came the
whaler; and in a half an hour from the time when four vessels were lying quietly at anchor, without a rag
out, or a sign of motion, the bay was deserted, and four white clouds were standing off to sea. Being sure
of clearing the point, we stood off with our yards a little braced in, while the Ayacucho went off with a taught
bowline, which brought her to windward of us. During all this day, and the greater part of the night, we had
the usual south-easter entertainment, a gale of wind, variegated and finally topped off with a drenching rain
of three or four hours. At daybreak, the clouds thinned off and rolled away, and the sun came up clear.
The wind, instead of coming out from the northward, as is usual, blew steadily and freshly from the
anchoring-ground. This was bad for us, for, being “flying light,” with little more than ballast trim, we were
in no condition for showing off on a taught bowline, and had depended upon a fair wind, with which, by the
help of our light sails and studding-sails, we meant to have been the first at the anchoring-ground; but the
Ayacucho was a good league to windward of us, and was standing in, in fine style. The whaler, however,
was as far to leeward of us, and the Loriotte was nearly out of sight, among the islands, up the Canal.
By hauling every brace and bowline, and clapping watch-tackles upon all the sheets and halyards, we
managed to hold our own, and drop the leeward vessels a little in every tack. When we reached the
anchoring-ground, the Ayacucho had got her anchor, furled her sails, squared her yards, and was lying as
quietly as if nothing had happened for the last twenty-four hours.
We had our usual good luck in getting our anchor without letting go another, and were all snug, with our
boats at the boom-ends, in half an hour. In about two hours more, the whaler came in, and made a clumsy
piece of work in getting her anchor, being obliged to let go her best bower, and finally, to get out a kedge
and a hawser. They were heave-ho-ing, stopping and unstopping, pawling, catting, and fishing, for three
hours; and the sails hung from the yards all the afternoon, and were not furled until sundown. The Loriotte
came in just after dark, and let go her anchor, making no attempt to pick up the other until the next day.
This affair led to a great dispute as to the sailing of our ship and the Ayacucho. Bets were made between
the captains, and the crews took it up in their own way; but as she was bound to leeward and we to
windward, and merchant captains cannot deviate, a trial never took place; and perhaps it was well for us
that it did not, for the Ayacucho had been eight years in the Pacific, in every part of it– Valparaiso, Sandwich
Islands, Canton, California, and all, and was called the fastest merchantman that traded in the Pacific, unless
it was the brig John Gilpin, and perhaps the ship Ann McKim of Baltimore.
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November 14, Saturday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed from Santa Barbara, intending to arrive
at the bay of Monterey, California.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, Nov. 14th. This day we got under weigh, with the agent and several Spaniards of note, as passengers,
bound up to Monterey. We went ashore in the gig to bring them off with their baggage, and found them waiting
on the beach, and a little afraid about going off, as the surf was running very high. This was nuts to us; for we
liked to have a Spaniard wet with salt water; and then the agent was very much disliked by the crew, one and all;
and we hoped, as there was no officer in the boat, to have a chance to duck them; for we knew that they were
such “marines” that they would not know whether it was our fault or not. Accordingly, we kept the boat so far
from shore as to oblige them to wet their feet in getting into her; and then waited for a good high comber, and
letting the head slue a little round, sent the whole force of the sea into the stern-sheets, drenching them from
head to feet. The Spaniards sprang out of the boat, swore, and shook themselves and protested against trying it
again; and it was with the greatest difficulty that the agent could prevail upon them to make another attempt. The
next time we took care, and went off easily enough, and pulled aboard. The crew came to the side to hoist in
their baggage, and we gave them the wink, and they heartily enjoyed the half-drowned looks of the company.
Everything being now ready, and the passengers aboard, we ran up the ensign and broad pennant, (for there
was no man-of-war, and we were the largest vessel on the coast,) and the other vessels ran up their ensigns.
Having hove short, cast off the gaskets, and made the bunt of each sail fast by the jigger, with a man on each
yard; at the word, the whole canvas of the ship was loosed, and with the greatest rapidity possible, everything
was sheeted home and hoisted up, the anchor tripped and catheaded, and the ship under headway. We were
determined to show the “spouter” how things could be done in a smart ship, with a good crew, though not more
than half their number. The royal yards were all crossed at once, and royals and skysails set, and, as we had the
wind free, the booms were run out, and every one was aloft, active as cats, laying out on the yards and booms,
reeving the studding-sail gear; and sail after sail the captain piled upon her, until she was covered with canvas,
her sails looking like a great white cloud resting upon a black speck. Before we doubled the point, we were going
at a dashing rate, and leaving the shipping far astern. We had a fine breeze to take us through the Canal, as they
call this bay of forty miles long by ten wide. The breeze died away at night, and we were becalmed all day on
Sunday, about half way between Santa Barbara and Point Conception. Sunday night we had a light, fair wind,
which set us up again; and having a fine sea-breeze on the first part of Monday, we had the prospect of passing,
without any trouble, Point Conception,– the Cape Horn of California, where it begins to blow the first of January,
and blows all the year round. Toward the latter part of the afternoon, however, the regular northwest wind, as
usual, set in, which brought in our studding-sails, and gave us the chance of beating round the Point, which we
were now just abreast of, and which stretched off into the Pacific, high, rocky and barren, forming the central
point of the coast for hundreds of miles north and south. A cap-full of wind will be a bag-full here, and before
night our royals were furled, and the ship was laboring hard under her top-gallant sails. At eight bells our watch
went below, leaving her with as much sail as she could stagger under, the water flying over the forecastle at every
plunge. It was evidently blowing harder, but then there was not a cloud in the sky, and the sun had gone down
bright.
We had been below but a short time, before we had the usual premonitions of a coming gale: seas washing
over the whole forward part of the vessel, and her bows beating against them with a force and sound like the
driving of piles. The watch, too, seemed very busy trampling about decks, and singing out at the ropes. A sailor
can always tell, by the sound, what sail is coming in, and, in a short time, we heard the top-gallant sails come in,
one top-gallant sails come in, one after another, and then the flying jib. This seemed to ease her a good deal, and
we were fast going off to the land of Nod, when– bang, bang, bang– on the scuttle, and “All hands, reef topsails,
ahoy!” started us out of our berths; and, it not being very cold weather, we had nothing extra to put on, and were
soon on deck. I shall never forget the fineness of the sight. It was a clear, and rather a chilly night; the stars were
twinkling with an intense brightness, and as far as the eye could reach, there was not a cloud to be seen. The
horizon met the sea in a defined line. A painter could not have painted so clear a sky. There was not a speck upon
it. Yet it was blowing great guns from the north-west. When you can see a cloud to windward, you feel that there
is a place for the wind to come from; but here it seemed to come from nowhere. No person could have told, from
the heavens, by their eyesight alone, that it was not a summer’s night.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The stars, too, came out of the blue, one after another, night after night, unobscured, and twinkled as clear
as on a still frosty night at home, until the day came upon them. All this time, the sea was rolling in immense
surges, white with foam, as far as the eye could reach, on every side, for we were now leagues and leagues
from shore.
The between-decks being empty, several of us slept there in hammocks, which are the best things in the
world to sleep in during a storm; it not being true of them, as it is of another kind of bed, “when the wind
blows, the cradle will rock;” for it is the ship that rocks, while they always hang vertically from the beams.
During these seventy-two hours we had nothing to do, but to turn in and out, four hours on deck, and four
below, eat, sleep, and keep watch. The watches were only varied by taking the helm in turn, and now and
then, by one of the sails, which were furled, blowing out of the gaskets, and getting adrift, which sent us up
on the yards; and by getting tackles on different parts of the rigging, which were slack. Once, the wheelrope parted, which might have been fatal to us, had not the chief mate sprung instantly with a relieving
tackle to windward, and kept the tiller up, till a new one could be rove. On the morning of the twentieth, at
daybreak, the gale had evidently done its worst, and had somewhat abated; so much so, that all hands were
called to bend new sails, although it was still blowing as hard as two common gales. One at a time, and with
great difficulty and labor, the old sails were unbent and sent down by the bunt-lines, and three new topsails,
made for the homeward passage round Cape Horn, and which had never been bent, were got up from the
sailroom, and under the care of the sailmaker, were fitted for bending, and sent up by the halyards into the
tops, and, with stops and frapping lines, were bent to the yards, close-reefed, sheeted home, and hoisted.
These were done one at a time, and with the greatest care and difficulty. Two spare courses were then got
up and bent in the same manner and furled, and a storm-jib, with the bonnet off, bent and furled to the boom.
It was twelve o’clock before we got through; and five hours of more exhausting labor I never experienced;
and no one of that ship’s crew, I will venture to say, will ever desire again to unbend and bend five large
sails, in the teeth of a tremendous north-wester. Towards night, a few clouds appeared in the horizon, and
as the gale moderated, the usual appearance of driving clouds relieved the face of the sky. The fifth day after
the commencement of the storm, we shook a reef out of each topsail, and set the reefed foresail, jib and
spanker; but it was not until after eight days of reefed topsails that we had a whole sail on the ship; and then
it was quite soon enough, for the captain was anxious to make up for leeway, the gale having blown us half
the distance to the Sandwich Islands.
Inch by inch, as fast as the gale would permit, we made sail on the ship, for the wind still continued
ahead, and we had many days’ sailing to get back to the longitude we were in when the storm took us.
For eight days more we beat to windward under a stiff top-gallant breeze, when the wind shifted and became
variable. A light south-easter, to which we could carry a reefed topmast studding-sail, did wonders for our
dead reckoning.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
One reef after another, we took in the topsails, the sails, and before we could get them hoisted up, we heard
a sound like a short, quick rattling of thunder, and the jib was blown to atoms out of the bolt-rope. We got
the topsails set, and the fragments of the jib stowed away, and the fore-topmast staysail set in its place, when
the great mainsail gaped open, and the sail ripped from head to foot. “Lay up on that main-yard and furl the
sail, before it blows to tatters!” shouted the captain; and in a moment, we were up, gathering the remains of
it upon the yard. We got it wrapped, round the yard, and passed gaskets over it as snugly as possible, and
were just on deck again, when, with another loud rent, which was heard throughout the ship, the fore-topsail,
which had been double-reefed, split in two, athwartships, just below the reef-band, from earing to earing.
Here again it was down yard, haul out reef-tackles, and lay out upon the yard for reefing. By hauling the
reef-tackles chock-a-block, we took the strain from the other earings, and passing the close-reef earing, and
knotting the points carefully, we succeeded in setting the sail, close-reefed.
We had but just got the rigging coiled up, and were waiting to hear “go below the watch!” when the main
royal worked loose from the gaskets, and blew directly out to leeward, flapping, and shaking the mast like
a wand. Here was a job for somebody. The royal must come in or be cut adrift, or the mast would be snapped
short off. All the light hands in the starboard watch were sent up, one after another, but they could do nothing
with it. At length, John, the tall Frenchman, the head of the starboard watch, (and a better sailor never
stepped upon a deck,) sprang aloft, and, by the help of his long arms and legs, succeeded, after a hard
struggle,– the sail blowing over the yard-arm to leeward, and the skysail blowing directly over his head’–
in smothering it, and frapping it with long pieces of sinnet. He came very near being blown or shaken from
the yard, several times, but he was a true sailor, every finger a fish-hook. Having made the sail snug, he
prepared to send the yard down, which was a long and difficult job; for, frequently, he was obliged to stop
and hold on with all his might, for several minutes, the ship pitching so as to make it impossible to do
anything else at that height. The yard at length came down safe, and after it, the fore and mizen royal-yards
were sent down. All hands were then sent aloft, and for an hour or two we were hard at work, making the
booms well fast; unreeving the studding-sail and royal and skysail gear; getting rolling-ropes on the yards;
setting up the weather breast-backstays; and making other preparations for a storm. It was a fine night for
a gale; just cool and bracing enough for quick work, without being cold, and as bright as day. It was sport
to have a gale in such weather as this. Yet it blew like a hurricane. The wind seemed to come with a spite,
an edge to it, which threatened to scrape us off the yards. The mere force of the wind was greater than I had
ever seen it before; but darkness, cold, and wet are the worst parts of a storm to a sailor.
Having got on deck again, we looked round to see what time of night it was, and whose watch. In a few
minutes the man at the wheel struck four bells, and we found that the other watch was out, and our own half
out. Accordingly, the starboard watch went below, and left the ship to us for a couple of hours, yet with
orders to stand by for a call.
Hardly had they got below, before away went the fore-topmast staysail, blown to ribbons. This was a
small sail, which we could manage in the watch, so that we were not obliged to call up the other watch. We
laid out upon the bowsprit, where we were under water half the time, and took in the fragments of the sail,
and as she must have some head sail on her, prepared to bend another staysail. We got the new one out, into
the nettings; seized on the tack, sheets, and halyards, and the hanks; manned the halyards, cut adrift the
trapping lines, and hoisted away; but before it was half way up the stay, it was blown all to pieces. When
we belayed the halyards, there was nothing left but the bolt-rope. Now large eyes began to show themselves
in the foresail, and knowing that it must soon go, the mate ordered us upon the yard to furl it. Being
unwilling to call up the watch who had been on deck all night, he roused out the carpenter, sailmaker, cook,
steward, and other idlers, and, with their help, we manned the foreyard, and after nearly half an hour’s
struggle, mastered the sail, and got it well furled round the yard. The force of the wind had never been
greater than at this moment. In going up the rigging, it seemed absolutely to pin us down to the shrouds;
and on the yard, there was no such thing as turning a face to windward. Yet here was no driving sleet, and
darkness, and wet, and cold, as off Cape Horn; and instead of a stiff oil-cloth suit, south-wester caps,
and thick boots, we had on hats, round jackets, duck trowsers, light shoes, and everything light and easy.
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December 4, Friday: Samuel Butler was born.
Colonel Benjamin R. Milam rallied the Texians for an assault on General Martín Perfecto de Cos’s garrison in
San Antonio de Béxar.

REMEMBERING THE ALAMO
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert arrived at the Golden Gate.
It was in the winter of 1835-1836 that the ship Alert,
in the prosecution of her voyage for hides on the
remote and almost unknown coast of California, floated
into the vast solitude of the Bay of San Francisco. All
around us was the stillness of nature.... Over a region
far beyond our sight there were no other human
habitations, except that an enterprising Yankee, years
in advance of his time, had put up, on the rising
ground above the landing, a shanty of rough boards,
where he carried on a very small retail trade between
the hide ships and the Indians.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, December 4th, after a passage of twenty days, we arrived at the mouth of the bay of San Francisco.
Our place of destination had been Monterey, but as we were to the northward of it when the wind hauled ahead, we made a fair wind for San Francisco. This large bay, which lies in latitude 37 58’, was discovered
by Sir Francis Drake, and by him represented to be (as indeed it is) a magnificent bay, containing several
good harbors, great depth of water, and surrounded by a fertile and finely wooded country. About thirty
miles from the mouth of the bay, and on the south-east side, is a high point, upon which the presidio is built.
Behind this, is the harbor in which trading vessels anchor, and near it, the mission of San Francisco, and a
newly begun settlement, mostly of Yankee Californians, called Yerba Buena, which promises well. Here, at
anchor, and the only vessel, was a brig under Russian colors, from Asitka, in Russian America, which had
come down to winter, and to take in a supply of tallow and grain, great quantities of which latter article are
raised in the missions at the head of the bay. The second day after our arrival, we went on board the brig, it
being Sunday, as a matter of curiosity; and there was enough there to gratify it. Though no larger than the
Pilgrim, she had five or six officers, and a crew of between twenty and thirty; and such a stupid and greasy-
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
All these things make a great difference to a sailor. When we got on deck, the man at the wheel struck eight
bells, (four o’clock in the morning,) and “All starbowlines, ahoy!” brought the other watch up. But there
was no going below for us. The gale was now at its height, “blowing like scissors and thumb-screws;” the
captain was on deck; the ship, which was light, rolling and pitching as though she would shake the long
sticks out of her; and the sail gaping open and splitting, in every direction. The mizen topsail, which was a
comparatively new sail, and close-reefed, split, from head to foot, in the bunt; the fore-topsail went, in one
rent, from clew to earing, and was blowing to tatters; one of the chain bobstays parted; the spritsail-yard
sprung in the slings; the martingale had slued away off to leeward; and, owing to the long dry weather, the
lee rigging hung in large bights, at every lurch. One of the main top-gallant shrouds had parted; and, to
crown all, the galley had got adrift, and gone over to leeward, and the anchor on the lee bow had worked
loose, and was thumping the side. Here was work enough for all hands for half a day. Our gang laid on the
mizen topsail yard, and after more than half an hour’s hard work, furled the sail, though it bellied out over
our heads, and again, by a slant of the wind blew in under the yard, with a fearful jerk, and almost threw us
off from the foot-ropes.
Double gaskets were passed round the yards, rolling tackles and other gear bowsed taught, and
everything made as secure as could be. Coming down, we found the rest of the crew just coming down the
fore rigging, having furled the tattered topsail, or, rather, swathed it round the yard, which looked like a
broken limb, bandaged. There was no sail now on the ship but the spanker and the close-reefed main topsail,
which still held good. But this was too much after sail; and order was given to furl the spanker. The brails
were hauled up, and all the light hands in the starboard watch sent out on the gaff to pass the gaskets; but
they could do nothing with it. The second mate swore at them for a parcel of “sogers,” and sent up a couple
of the best men; but they could do no better, and the gaff was lowered down. All hands were now employed
in setting up the lee rigging, fishing the spritsail-yard, lashing the galley, and getting tackles upon the
martingale, to bowse it to windward. Being in the larboard watch, my duty was forward, to assist in setting
up the martingale. Three of us were out on the martingale guys and back-ropes for more than half an hour,
carrying out, hooking and unhooking the tackles, several times buried in the seas, until the mate ordered us
in, from fear of our being washed off. The anchors were then to be taken up on the rail, which kept all hands
on the forecastle for an hour, though every now and then the seas broke over it, washing the rigging off to
leeward, filling the lee scuppers breast high, and washing chock aft to the taffrail.
Having got everything secure again, we were promising ourselves some breakfast, for it was now nearly
nine o’clock in the forenoon, when the main topsail showed evident signs of giving way. Some sail must be
kept on the ship, and the captain ordered the fore and main spencer gaffs to be lowered down, and the two
spencers (which were storm sails, bran new, small, and made of the strongest canvas) to be got up and bent;
leaving the main topsail to blow away, with a blessing on it, if it would only last until we could set the
spencers. These we bent on very carefully, with strong robands and seizings, and making tackles fast to the
clews, bowsed them down to the water-ways. By this time the main topsail was among the things that have
been, and we went aloft to stow away the remnant of the last sail of all those which were on the ship twentyfour hours before. The spencers were now the only whole sails on the ship, and, being strong and small, and
near the deck, presenting but little surface to the wind above the rail, promised to hold out well. Hove-to
under these, and eased by having no sail above the tops, the ship rose and fell, and drifted off to leeward
like a line-of-battle ship.
It was now eleven o’clock, and the watch was sent below to get breakfast, and at eight bells (noon), as
everything was snug, although the gale had not in the least abated, the watch was set, and the other watch
and idlers sent below. For three days and three nights, the gale continued with unabated fury, and with
singular regularity. There was no lulls, and very little variation in its fierceness. Our ship, being light, rolled
so as almost to send the fore yard-arm under water, and drifted off bodily, to leeward. All this time there
was not a cloud to be seen in the sky, day or night;– no, not so large as a man’s hand. Every morning the
sun rose cloudless from the sea, and set again at night, in the sea, in a flood of light.
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looking set, I certainly never saw before. Although it was quite comfortable weather, and we had nothing
on but straw hats, shirts, and duck trowsers, and were barefooted, they had, every man of them, doublesoled
boots, coming up to the knees, and well greased; thick woolen trowsers, frocks, waistcoats, pea-jackets,
woolen caps, and everything in true Nova Zembla rig; and in the warmest days they made no change. The
clothing of one of these men would weigh nearly as much as that of half our crew. They had brutish faces,
looked like the antipodes of sailors, and apparently dealt in nothing but grease. They lived upon grease; eat
it, drank it, slept in the midst of it, and their clothes were covered with it. To a Russian, grease is the greatest
luxury. They looked with greedy eyes upon the tallow-bags as they were taken into the vessel, and, no doubt,
would have eaten one up whole, had not the officer kept watch over it. The grease seemed actually coming
through their pores, and out in their hair, and on their faces. It seems as if it were this saturation which makes
them stand cold and rain so well. If they were to go into a warm climate, they would all die of the scurvy.
The vessel was no better than the crew. Everything was in the oldest and most inconvenient fashion
possible; running trusses on the yards, and large hawser cables, coiled all over the decks, and served and
parcelled in all directions. The topmasts, top-gallant masts and studding-sail booms were nearly black for
want of scraping, and the decks would have turned the stomach of a man-of-war’s-man. The galley was
down in the forecastle; and there the crew lived, in the midst of the steam and grease of the cooking, in a
place as hot as an oven, and as dirty as a pigsty. Five minutes in the forecastle was enough for us, and we
were glad to get into the open air. We made some trade with them, buying Indian curiosities, of which they
had a great number; such as bead-work, feathers of birds, fur moccasins, etc. I purchased a large robe, made
of the skins of some animals, dried and sewed nicely together, and covered all over on the outside with thick
downy feathers, taken from the breasts of various birds, and arranged with their different colors, so as to
make a brilliant show.
A few days after our arrival, the rainy season set in, and, for three weeks, it rained almost every hour,
without cessation. This was bad for our trade, for the collecting of hides is managed differently in this port
from what it is in any other on the coast. The mission of San Francisco near the anchorage, has no trade at
all, but those of San Jose, Santa Clara, and others, situated on large creeks or rivers which run into the bay,
and distant between fifteen and forty miles from the anchorage, do a greater business in hides than any in
California. Large boats, manned by Indians, and capable of carrying nearly a thousand hides apiece, are
attached to the missions, and sent down to the vessels with hides, to bring away goods in return. Some of
the crews of the vessels are obliged to go and come in the boats, to look out for the hides and goods. These
are favorite expeditions with the sailors, in fine weather; but now to be gone three or four days, in open
boats, in constant rain, without any shelter, and with cold food, was hard service. Two of our men went up
to Santa Clara in one of these boats, and were gone three days, during all which time they had a constant
rain, and did not sleep a wink, but passed three long nights, walking fore and aft the boat, in the open air.
When they got on board, they were completely exhausted, and took a watch below of twelve hours. All the
hides, too, that came down in the boats, were soaked with water, and unfit to put below, so that we were
obliged to trice them up to dry, in the intervals of sunshine or wind, upon all parts of the vessel. We got up
tricing-lines from the jib-boom-end to each arm of the fore yard, and thence to the main and cross-jack yardarms. Between the tops, too, and the mast-heads, from the fore to the main swifters, and thence to the mizen
rigging, and in all directions athwartships, tricing-lines were run, and strung with hides. The head stays and
guys, and the spritsail-yard, were lined, and, having still more, we got out the swinging booms, and strung
them and the forward and after guys, with hides. The rail, fore and aft, the windlass, capstan, the sides of
the ship, and every vacant place on deck, were covered with wet hides, on the least sign of an interval for
drying. Our ship was nothing but a mass of hides, from the cat-harpins to the water’s edge, and from the jibboom-end to the taffrail.
One cold, rainy evening, about eight o’clock, I received orders to get ready to start for San Jose at four the
next morning, in one of these Indian boats, with four days’ provisions. I got my oil-cloth clothes, southwester, and thick boots all ready, and turned into my hammock early, determined to get some sleep in
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advance, as the boat was to be alongside before daybreak. I slept on till all hands were called in the morning;
for, fortunately for me, the Indians, intentionally, or from mistaking their orders, had gone off alone in the
night, and were far out of sight. Thus I escaped three or four days of very uncomfortable service.
Four of our men, a few days afterwards, went up in one of the quarter-boats to Santa Clara, to carry the
agent, and remained out all night in a drenching rain, in the small boat, where there was not room for them
to turn round; the agent having gone up to the mission and left the men to their fate, making no provision
for their accommodation, and not even sending them anything to eat. After this, they had to pull thirty miles,
and when they got on board, were so stiff that they could not come up the gangway ladder. This filled up
the measure of the agent’s unpopularity, and never after this could he get anything done by any of the crew;
and many a delay and vexation, and many a good ducking in the surf, did he get to pay up old scores, or
“square the yards with the bloody quill-driver.”
Having collected nearly all the hides that were to be procured, we began our preparations for taking in a
supply of wood and water, for both of which, San Francisco is the best place on the coast. A small island,
situated about two leagues from the anchorage, called by us “Wood Island,” and by the Spaniards “Isle de
Los Angelos,” was covered with trees to the water’s edge; and to this, two of our crew, who were Kennebec
men, and could handle an axe like a plaything, were sent every morning to cut wood, with two boys to pile
it up for them. In about a week, they had cut enough to last us a year, and the third mate, with myself and
three others, were sent over in a large, schooner-rigged, open launch, which we had hired of the mission, to
take in the wood, and bring it to the ship. We left the ship about noon, but, owing to a strong head wind, and
a tide, which here runs four or five knots, did not get into the harbor, formed by two points of the island,
where the boats lie, until sundown. No sooner had we come-to, than a strong south-easter, which had been
threatening us all day, set in, with heavy rain and a chilly atmosphere. We were in rather a bad situation: an
open boat, a heavy rain, and a long night; for in winter, in this latitude, it was dark nearly fifteen hours.
Taking a small skiff which we had brought with us, we went ashore, but found no shelter, for everything
was open to the rain, and collecting a little wood, which we found by lifting up the leaves and brush, and a
few muscles, we put aboard again, and made the best preparations in our power for passing the night. We
unbent the mainsail, and formed an awning with it over the after part of the boat, made a bed of wet logs of
wood, and, with our jackets on, lay down, about six o’clock, to sleep. Finding the rain running down upon
us, and our jackets getting wet through, and the rough, knotty-logs, rather indifferent couches, we turned
out; and taking an iron pan which we brought with us, we wiped it out dry, put some stones around it, cut
the wet bark from some sticks, and striking a light, made a small fire in the pan. Keeping some sticks near,
to dry, and covering the whole over with a roof of boards, we kept up a small fire, by which we cooked our
muscles, and eat them, rather for an occupation than from hunger. Still, it was not ten o’clock, and the night
was long before us, when one of the party produced an old pack of Spanish cards from his monkey-jacket
pocket, which we hailed as a great windfall; and keeping a dim, flickering light by our fagots, we played
game after game, one or two o’clock, when, becoming really tired, we went to our logs again, one sitting
up at a time, in turn, to keep watch over the fire.
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December 5, Saturday: Some 400 more Mäori warriors were transported by a Western ship from the North
Island of New Zealand to the Chatham Islands. Visiting the main settlements of the couple of thousand Moriori
on these small, cold islands, the Mäori announced that henceforth the people there would be their slaves, and
that resistance was futile. It was their custom.
The Battle of Béxar began to rage as Texians began to fight their way into town — on the 10th Cos would
surrender his army, which would then be paroled.

REMEMBERING THE ALAMO
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described his activities in the bay of San Francisco.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Toward morning, the rain ceased, and the air became sensibly colder, so that we found sleep impossible,
and sat up, watching for daybreak. No sooner was it light than we went ashore, and began our preparations
for loading our vessel. We were not mistaken in the coldness of the weather, for a white frost was on the
ground, a thing we had never seen before in California, and one or two little puddles of fresh water were
skimmed over with a thin coat of ice. In this state of the weather and before sunrise, in the grey of the
morning, we had to wade off, nearly up to our hips in water, to load the skiff with the wood by armsfull.
The third mate remained on board the launch, two more men staid in the skiff, to load and manage it, and
all the water-work, as usual, fell upon the two youngest of us; and there we were, with frost on the ground,
wading forward and back, from the beach to the boat, with armsfull of wood, barefooted, and our trowsers
rolled up. When the skiff went off with her load, we could only keep our feet from freezing by racing up
and down the beach on the hard sand, as fast as we could go. We were all day at this work, and towards
sundown, having loaded the vessel as deep as she would bear, we hove up our anchor, and made sail, beating
out the bay. No sooner had we got into the large bay, than we found a strong tide setting us out to seaward,
a thick fog which prevented our seeing the ship, and a breeze too light to set us against the tide; for we were
as deep as a sand-barge. By the utmost exertions, we saved ourselves from being carried out to sea, and were
glad to reach the leewardmost point of the island, where we came-to, and prepared to pass another night,
more uncomfortable than the first, for we were loaded up to the gunwale, and had only a choice among logs
and sticks for a resting-place. The next morning, we made sail at slack water, with a fair wind, and got on
board by eleven o’clock, when all hands were turned-to, to unload and stow away the wood, which took till
night.
Having now taken in all our wood, the next morning a waterparty was ordered off with all the casks. From
this we escaped, having had a pretty good siege with the wooding. The water-party were gone three days,
during which time they narrowly escaped being carried out to sea, and passed one day on an island, where
one of them shot a deer, great numbers of which overrun the islands and hills of San Francisco Bay.
While not off, on these wood and water parties, or up the rivers to the missions, we had very easy times on
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board the ship. We were moored, stem and stern, within a cable’s length of the shore, safe from southeasters, and with very little boating to do; and as it rained nearly all the time, awnings were put over the
hatchways, and all hands sent down between decks, where we were at work, day after day, picking oakum,
until we got enough to caulk the ship all over, and to last the whole voyage. Then we made a whole suit of
gaskets for the voyage home, a pair of wheel-ropes from strips of green hide, great quantities of spun-yarn,
and everything else that could be made between decks. It being now mid-winter and in high latitude, the
nights were very long, so that we were not turned-to until seven in the morning, and were obliged to knock
off at five in the evening, when we got supper; which gave us nearly three hours before eight bells, at which
time the watch was set.
As we had now been about a year on the coast, it was time to think of the voyage home; and knowing that
the last two or three months of our stay would be very busy ones, and that we should never have so good an
opportunity to work for ourselves as the present, we all employed our evenings in making clothes for the
passage home, and more especially for Cape Horn. As soon as supper was over and the kids cleared away,
and each one had taken his smoke, we seated ourselves on our chests round the lamp, which swung from a
beam, and each one went to work in his own way, some making hats, others trowsers, others jackets, etc.,
etc.; and no one was idle. The boys who could not sew well enough to make their own clothes, laid up grass
into sinnet for the men, who sewed for them in return. Several of us clubbed together and bought a large
piece of twilled cotton, which we made into trowsers and jackets, and giving them several coats of linseed
oil, laid them by for Cape Horn. I also sewed and covered a tarpaulin hat, thick and strong enough to sit
down upon, and made myself a complete suit of flannel under-clothing, for bad weather. Those who had no
south-wester caps, made them, and several of the crew made themselves tarpaulin jackets and trowsers,
lined on the inside with flannel. Industry was the order of the day, and every one did something for himself;
for we knew that as the season advanced, and we went further south, we should have no evenings to work in.

December 25, Friday: Charles Darwin celebrated Christmas in Pahia, New Zealand.
Grand Duchess Maria Louisa (widow of the Emperor Napoléon) granted Nicolò Paganini complete control of
court music in the Duchy of Parma.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. described a sailors’ Christmas in California waters.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:17
Friday, December 25th. This day was Christmas; and as it rained all day long, and there were no hides to
take in, and nothing especial to do, the captain gave us a holiday, (the first we had had since leaving Boston,)
and plum duff for dinner. The Russian brig, following the Old Style, had celebrated their Christmas eleven
days before; when they had a grand blow-out and (as our men said) drank, in the forecastle, a barrel of gin,
ate up a bag of tallow, and made a soup of the skin.

17. Since Dana was on one side of the international dateline and Darwin on the other, and since I don’t really understand these
things (in New Zealand waters, wouldn’t this still have been Thursday?), my chronology here may be a day off one way or t’other.
–But, never mind.
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December 27, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed out of the Golden Gate and turned south
toward the bay of Monterey.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, December 27th. We had now finished all our business at this port, and it being Sunday, we
unmoored ship and got under weigh, firing a salute to the Russian brig, and another to the Presidio, which
were both answered. The commandant of the Presidio, Don Gaudaloupe Villego, a young man, and the most
popular, among the Americans and English, of any man in California, was on board when we got under
weigh. He spoke English very well, and was suspected of being favorably inclined to foreigners.
We sailed down this magnificent bay with a light wind, the tide, which was running out, carrying us at
the rate of four or five knots. It was a fine day; the first of entire sunshine we had had for more than a month.
We passed directly under the high cliff on which the Presidio is built, and stood into the middle of the bay,
from whence we could see small bays, making up into the interior, on every side; large and beautifullywooded islands; and the mouths of several small rivers. If California ever becomes a prosperous country,
this bay will be the centre of its prosperity. The abundance of wood and water, the extreme fertility of its
shores, the excellence of its climate, which is as near to being perfect as any in the world, and its facilities
for navigation, affording the best anchoring-grounds in the whole western coast of America, all fit it for a
place of great importance; and, indeed, it has attracted much attention, for the settlement of “Yerba Buena,”
where we lay at anchor, made chiefly by Americans and English, and which bids fair to become the most
important trading place on the coast, at this time began to supply traders, Russian ships, and whalers, with
their stores of wheat and frijoles.
The tide leaving us, we came to anchor near the mouth of the bay, under a high and beautifully sloping
hill, upon which herds of hundreds and hundreds of red deer, and the stag, with his high branching antlers,
were bounding about, looking at us for a moment, and then starting off, affrighted at the noises which we
made for the purpose of seeing the variety of their beautiful attitudes and motions.
At midnight, the tide having turned, we hove up our anchor and stood out of the bay, with a fine starry
heaven above us,– the first we had seen for weeks and weeks.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 27th of 12 M / Tho’ our Meetings were solid & quiet, it
did not seem to me that life rose as I have sometimes felt it —
Father had short testimonies in both. —
Aunt Stanton remains deranged & in a very trying State to herslf
& others - Rote this eveng to Benj Fry.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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December 28, Monday: For yet another episode in yet another of America’s race wars, at one point in the
Florida Territory on this day –Fort King– Osceola was killing General Wiley Thompson, an Indian agent, and
six others. At another point, a column of fresh troops on its way to the relief of besieged Fort King was being
intercepted and 107 of its 110 members were being killed:

Black Native Warriors? Where Had That Come From?
December 1835

The destruction of sugar plantations along the St. Johns River south of
St. Augustine, Florida

December 18, 1835

The battle of Black Point, west of the town of Micanopy in the Florida
Territory

December 28, 1835

Massacre of Major Francis Dade’s troops heading for Fort King

December 31, 1835

The 1st battle on the Withlacoochee River of Florida (Clinch’s Battle)

February-March 1836

The siege of Camp Izard

October 12, 1836

The 2d battle on the Withlacoochee River of Florida (Call’s Battle)

November 21, 1836

An action in the Wahoo Swamp on the Withlacoochee River

January 27, 1837

The battle of Hatcheelustee Creek at the head of the Kissimmee River

December 25, 1837

The battle of Lake Okeechobee

January 15, 1838

An action at Jupiter Inlet, on the east coast of Florida

January 24, 1838

The battle of Lockahatchee

SEMINOLES

WHITE ON RED, RED ON WHITE

SWAMP

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed into the bay of Monterey.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Before the light northerly winds, which blow here with the regularity of trades, we worked slowly along,
and made Point Ano Neuvo, the northerly point of the Bay of Monterey, on Monday afternoon. We spoke,
going in, the brig Diana, of the Sandwich Islands, from the North-west Coast, last from Asitka. She was off
the point at the same time with us, but did not get in to the anchoring-ground until an hour or two after us.
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1836

Largest Scale Global Weather Oscillations 1800-1864
1834
1835
1836

Southern
Oscillation

South Pacific
current reversal

Indonesian Australian
monsoon
droughts

absent

cold La Niña

adequate

moderate

cold La Niña

drought

moderate

cold La Niña

adequate

adequate
adequate
adequate

Indian
monsoon

Annual Nile flood

adequate
adequate
adequate

adequate
extremely poor
2d year, very low

The southern ocean / atmosphere “seesaw” links to periodic Indonesian east monsoon droughts, Australian droughts, deficient Indian summer monsoons,
and deficient Ethiopian monsoon rainfall causing weak annual Nile floods. This data is presented from Tables 6.2-6.3 of Quinn, William H. “A study of
Southern Oscillation-related climatic activity for AD 622-1900 incorporating Nile River flood data,” pages 119-49 in Diaz, Henry F. and Vera Markgraf,
eds. EL NIÑO: HISTORICAL AND PALEOCLIMATIC ASPECTS OF THE SOUTHERN OSCILLATION. Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1992.

January 3, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the crew of the Alert went on liberty in Monterey.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
In Kassel, Louis Spohr got married with Marianne Pfeiffer, sister of his late friend Carl Pfeiffer (this was his
2d marriage, her 1st — she was 28).
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 3rd of 1st M / Our meeting this morning was a precious
one to me — in the Afternoon not so lively, but solid & quiet So far the Year has begun well with me & I feel thankful & can
in sincerity & humility say Oh Lord preserve me to the end, with
out thy Grace afforded we are indeed miserable creatiures
My Wife watched last night with Aunt Stanton - She is in a
wretched State of Mind & but little hopes remain of her being
any better.—
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On Sunday morning, as soon as the decks were washed, and we had got breakfast, those who had obtained
liberty began to clean themselves, as it is called, to go ashore. A bucket of fresh water apiece, a cake of soap,
a large coarse towel, and we went to work scrubbing one another, on the forecastle. Having gone through
this, the next thing was to get into the head,– one on each side– with a bucket apiece, and duck one another,
by drawing up water and heaving over each other, while we were stripped to a pair of trowsers. Then came
the rigging-up. The usual outfit of pumps, white stockings, loose white duck trowsers, blue jackets, clean
checked shirts, black kerchiefs, hats well varnished, with a fathom of black ribbon over the left eye, a silk
handkerchief flying from the outside jacket pocket, and four or five dollars tied up in the back of the
neckerchief, and we were “all right.” One of the quarter-boats pulled us ashore, and we steamed up to the
town. I tried to find the church, in order to see the worship, but was told that there was no service, except a
mass early in the morning; so we went about the town, visiting the Americans and English, and the natives
whom we had know when we were here before. Toward noon we procured horses, and rode out to the
Carmel mission, which is about a league from the town, where from the town, where we got something in
the way of a dinner– beef, eggs, frijoles, tortillas, and some middling wine– from the mayordomo, who,
of course, refused to make any charge, as it was the Lord’s gift, yet received our present, as a gratuity,
with a low bow, a touch of the hat, and “Dios se lo pague!”
After this repast, we had a fine run, scouring the whole country on our fleet horses, and came into town
soon after sundown. Here we found our companions who had refused to go to ride with us, thinking that
a sailor has no more business with a horse than a fish has with a balloon. They were moored, stem and stern,
in a grog-shop, making a great noise, with a crowd of Indians and hungry half-breeds about them, and with
a fair prospect of being stripped and dirked, or left to pass the night in the calabozo. With a great deal of
trouble, we managed to get them down to the boats, though not without many angry looks and interferences
from the Spaniards, who had marked them out for their prey. The Diana’s crews– a set of worthless outcasts,
who had been picked up at the islands from the refuse of whale-ships,– were all as drunk as beasts, and had
a set-to, on the beach, with their captain, who was in no better state than themselves. They swore they would
not go aboard, and went back to the town, were stripped and beaten, and lodged in the calabozo, until the
next day, when the captain bought them out. Our forecastle, as usual after a liberty-day, was a scene of
tumult all night long, from the drunken ones. They had just got to sleep toward morning, when they were
turned up with the rest, and kept at work all day in the water, carrying hides, their heads aching so that they
could hardly stand. This is sailor’s pleasure.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Nothing worthy of remark happened while we were here, except a little boxing-match on board our own
ship, which gave us something to talk about. A broad-backed, big-headed Cape Cod boy, about sixteen years
old, had been playing the bully, for the whole voyage, over a slender, delicate-looking boy, from one of the
Boston schools, and over whom he had much the advantage, in strength, age, and experience in the ship’s
duty, for this was the first time the Boston boy had been on salt water. The latter, however, had “picked up
his crumbs,” was learning his duty, and getting strength and confidence daily; and began to assert his rights
against his oppressor. Still, the other was his master, and, by his superior strength, always tackled with him
and threw him down. One afternoon, before we were turned-to, these boys got into a violent squabble in the
between-decks, when George (the Boston boy) said he would fight Nat, if he could have fair play. The chief
mate heard the noise, dove down the hatchway, hauled them both up on deck, and told them to shake hands
and have no more trouble for the voyage, or else they should fight till one gave in for beaten. Finding neither
willing to make an offer for reconciliation, he called all hands up, (for the captain was ashore, and he could
do as he chose aboard,) ranged the crew in the waist, marked a line on the deck, brought the two boys up to
it, making them “toe the mark;” then made the bight of a rope fast to a belaying pin, and stretched it across
the deck, bringing it just above their waists. “No striking below the rope!” And there they stood, one on
each side of it, face to face, and went at it like two game-cocks. The Cape Cod boy, Nat, put in his doublefisters, starting the blood, and bringing the black and blue spots all over the face and arms of the other,
whom we expected to see give in every moment: but the more he was hurt, the better he fought. Time after
time he was knocked nearly down, but up he came again and faced the mark, as bold as a lion, again to take
the heavy blows, which sounded so as to make one’s heart turn with pity for him. At length he came up to
the mark for the last time, his shirt torn from his body, his face covered with blood and bruises, and his eyes
flashing fire, and swore he would stand there until one or the other was killed, and set-to like a young fury.
“Hurrah in the bow!” said the men, cheering him on. “Well crowed!” “Never say die, while there’s a shot
in the locker!” Nat tried to close with him, knowing his advantage, but the mate stopped that, saying there
should be fair play, and no fingering. Nat then came up to the mark, but looked white about the mouth, and
his blows were not given with half the spirit of his first. He was evidently cowed. He had always been his
master, and had nothing to gain, and everything to lose; while the other fought for honor and freedom, under
a sense of wrong. It would not do. It was soon over. Nat gave in; not so much beaten, as cowed and
mortified; and never afterwards tried to act the bully on board. We took George forward, washed him in the
deck-tub, complimented his pluck, and from this time he became somebody on board, having fought himself
into notice. Mr. Brown’s plan had a good effect, for there was no more quarrelling among the boys for the
rest of the voyage.
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January 6, Wednesday: The following advertisement appeared in the Richmond Whig:(As strange as this item
$100 REWARD — Will be given for the apprehension of
my negro Edmund Kenney.
He
has
straight
hair,
and complexion so nearly WHITE, that it is believed
a stranger would suppose there was no African blood
in him. He was with my boy Dick a short time since
in Norfolk, and offered him for sale, and was
apprehended, but escaped under pretence of being
a WHITE MAN. ANDERSON BOWLES.
RACE SLAVERY

may appear, I haven’t made it up! A slave had tried to offer his master’s son –who obviously was a white infant
or youth– for sale on the local slave-market. When detected in this piece of chicanery, this slave’s appearance
was so like that of a free white man that he yet managed to make his escape, and he was at large in the white
population even though his master Anderson Bowles referred to him as “my negro.” –This sort of factoid ought
to forever clear us of any too close binding in our minds between American slavery and American issues of
race. The past is a foreign country and very strange things happened there.)
The Reverend Andrew Bigelow preached the annual election-day sermon before his honor
Samuel T. Armstrong, Lieutenant Governor, the Honorable Council, and the Legislature of Massachusetts,
on the topic “God’s Charge Unto Israel.” Due to the length of the materials that the Reverend had prepared,
he was allowed to discourse orally on only a portion (in printed form, of course, the materials would be whole
and intact).

GOD’S CHARGE UNTO ISRAEL
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed from Monterey toward Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Wednesday, January 6th. Set sail from Monterey, with a number of Spaniards as passengers, and shaped our
course for Santa Barbara. The Diana went out of the bay in company with us, but parted from us off Point
Pinos, being bound to the Sandwich Islands. We had a smacking breeze for several hours, and went along
at a great rate, until night, when it died away, as usual, and the land-breeze set in, which brought us upon a
taught bowline. Among our passengers was a young man who was the best representation of a decayed
gentleman I had ever seen. He reminded me much of some of the characters in Gil Blas. He was of the
aristocracy of the country, his family being of pure Spanish blood, and once of great importance in Mexico.
His father had been governor of the province, and having amassed a large property, settled at San Diego,
where he built a large house with a court-yard in front, kept a great retinue of Indians, and set up for the
grandee of that part of the country. His son was sent to Mexico, where he received the best education, and
went into the first society of the capital. Misfortune, extravagance, and the want of funds, or any manner of
getting interest on money, soon eat the estate up, and Don Juan Bandini returned from Mexico
accomplished, poor, and proud, and without any office or occupation, to lead the life of most young men of
the better families– dissolute and extravagant when the means are at hand; ambitious at heart, and impotent
in act; often pinched for bread; keeping up an appearance of style, when their poverty is known to each halfnaked Indian boy in the street, and they stand in dread of every small trader and shopkeeper in the place.
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He had a slight and elegant figure, moved gracefully, danced and waltzed beautifully, spoke the best of
Castilian, with a pleasant and refined voice and accent, and had, throughout, the bearing of a man of high
birth and figure. Yet here he was, with his passage given him, (as I afterwards learned,) for he had not the
means of paying for it, and living upon the charity of our agent. He was polite to every one, spoke to the
sailors, and gave four reals– I dare say the last he had in his pocket-to the steward, who waited upon him.
I could not but feel a pity for him, especially when I saw him by the side of his fellow-passenger and
townsman, a fat, coarse, vulgar, pretending fellow of a Yankee trader, who had made money in San Diego,
and was eating out the very vitals of the Bandinis, fattening upon their extravagance, grinding them in their
poverty; having mortgages on their lands, forestalling their cattle, and already making an inroad upon their
jewels, which were their last hope.
Don Juan had with him a retainer, who was as much like many of the characters in Gil Blas as his master.
He called himself a private secretary, though there was no writing for him to do, and he lived in the steerage
with the carpenter and sailmaker. He was certainly a character; could read and write extremely well; spoke
good Spanish; had been all over Spanish America, and lived in every possible situation, and served in every
conceivable capacity, though generally in that of confidential servant to some man of figure. I cultivated
this man’s acquaintance, and during the five weeks that he was with us,– for he remained on board until we
arrived at San Diego,– I gained a greater knowledge of the state of political parties in Mexico, and the habits
and affairs of the different classes of society, than I could have learned from almost any one else. He took
great pains in correcting my Spanish, and supplying me with colloquial phrases, and common terms and
exclamations in speaking. He lent me a file of late newspapers from the city of Mexico, which were full
of triumphal receptions of Santa Ana, who had just returned from Tampico after a victory, and with the
preparations for his expedition against the Texans. “Viva Santa Ana!” was the by-word everywhere, and it
had even reached California, though there were still many here, among whom was Don Juan Bandini, who
were opposed to his government, and intriguing to bring in Bustamente. Santa Ana, they said, was for
breaking down the missions; or, as they termed it– “Santa Ana no quiere religion.” Yet I had no doubt that
the office of administrador of San Diego would reconcile Don Juan to any dynasty, and any state of the
church. In these papers, too, I found scraps of American and English news; but which were so unconnected,
and I was so ignorant of everything preceding them for eighteen months past, that they only awakened a
curiosity which they could not satisfy. One article spoke of Taney as Justicia Mayor de los Estados Unidos,
(what had become of Marshall? was he dead, or banished?) and another made known, by news received
from Vera Cruz, that “El Vizconde Melbourne” had returned to the office of “primer ministro,” in place
of Sir Roberto Peel. (Sir Robert Peel had been minister, then? and where were Earl Grey and the Duke of
Wellington?) Here were the outlines of a grand parliamentary overturn, the filling up of which I could
imagine at my leisure.
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January 9, Saturday: “Biographical: Rev. James Freeman, D.D.,” Christian Register and Boston Observer.
William Gooding was hired by the canal commission as Chief Engineer on the Illinois and Michigan Canal.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert were rounding Point Conception when they encountered the brig Convoy
from the Hawaiian Islands, engaged in otter poaching. It is interesting that at this early point the author pays
not attention to depletion of the otter population due to this uncontrollable poaching –to the ecological
devastation of the California coastline– but instead is totally preoccupied with the niceties of the evasion of
Mexican taxation.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The second morning after leaving Monterey, we were off Point Conception. It was a bright, sunny day,
and the wind, though strong, was fair; and everything was in striking contrast with our experience in the
same place two months before, when we were drifting off from a northwester under a fore and main spencer.
“Sail ho!” cried a man who was rigging out a top-gallant studdingsail boom.– “Where away?”– “Weather
beam, sir!” and in a few minutes a full-rigged brig was seen standing out from under Point Conception.
The studding-sail halyards were let go, and the yards boom-ended, the after yards braced aback, and we
waited her coming down. She rounded to, backed her main topsail, and showed her decks full of men, four
guns on a side, hammock nettings, and everything man-of-war fashion, except that there was no boatswain’s
whistle, and no uniforms on the quarter-deck. A short, square-built man, in a rough grey jacket, with a
speaking-trumpet in hand, stood in the weather hammock nettings. “Ship ahoy!”– “Hallo!”– “What ship is
that, pray?”– “Alert.”– “Where are you from, pray?” etc., etc. She proved to be the brig Convoy, from the
Sandwich Islands, engaged in otter hunting, among the islands which lie along the coast. Her armament was
from her being an illegal trader. The otter are very numerous among these islands, and being of great value,
the government require a heavy sum for a license to hunt them, and lay a high duty upon every one shot or
carried out of the country. This vessel had no license, and paid no duty, besides being engaged in smuggling
goods on board other vessels trading on the coast, and belonging to the same owners in Oahu. Our captain
told him to look out for the Mexicans, but he said they had not an armed vessel of his size in the whole
Pacific. This was without doubt the same vessel that showed herself off Santa Barbara a few months before.
These vessels frequently remain on the coast for years, without making port, except at the islands for wood
and water, and an occasional visit to Oahu for a new outfit.
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January 10, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert arrived at anchorage off Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, January 10th. Arrived at Santa Barbara, and on the following Wednesday, slipped our cable and
went to sea, on account of a south-easter. Returned to our anchorage the next day. We were the only vessel
in the port. The Pilgrim had passed through the Canal and hove-to off the town, nearly six weeks before, on
her passage down from Monterey, and was now at the leeward. She heard here of our safe arrival at San
Francisco.
Great preparations were making on shore for the marriage of our agent, who was to marry
Donna Anneta de G_______ de N________ y C_______, youngest daughter of Don Antonio N________,
the grandee of the place, and the head of the first family in California. Our steward was ashore three days,
making pastry and cake, and some of the best of our stores were sent off with him.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 10th of 1st M / Both meetings were small being a great
Storm of Wind & rain, but were good meetings to me. — in the
Afternoon Ann Weaver was all the Woman that attended. RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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January 17, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. participated in a small way in a society wedding in Santa
Barbara.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
On the day appointed for the wedding, we took the captain ashore in the gig, and had orders to come for
him at night, with leave to go up to the house and see the fandango. Returning on board, we found
preparations making for a salute. Our guns were loaded and run out, men appointed to each, cartridges
served out, matches lighted, and all the flags ready to be run up. I took my place at the starboard after gun,
and we all waited for the signal from on shore. At ten o’clock the bride went up with her sister to the
confessional, dressed in deep black. Nearly an hour intervened, when the great doors of the mission church
opened, the bells rang out a loud, discordant peal, the private signal for us was run up by the captain ashore,
the bride, dressed in complete white, came out of the church with the bridegroom, followed by a long
procession. Just as she stepped from the church door, a small white cloud issued from the bows of our ship,
which was full in sight, the loud report echoed among the surrounding hills and over the bay, and instantly
the ship was dressed in flags and pennants from stem to stern. Twenty-three guns followed in regular
succession, with an interval of fifteen seconds between each when the cloud cleared away, and the ship lay
dressed in her colors, all day. At sun-down, another salute of the same number of guns was fired, and all the
flags run down. This we thought was pretty well– a gun every fifteen seconds– for a merchantman with only
four guns and a dozen or twenty men.
After supper, the gig’s crew were called, and we rowed ashore, dressed in our uniform, beached the boat,
and went up to the fandango. The bride’s father’s house was the principal one in the place, with a large court
in front, upon which a tent was built, capable of containing several hundred people. As we drew near, we
heard the accustomed sound of violins and guitars, and saw a great motion of the people within. Going in,
we found nearly all the people of the town– men, women, and children– collected and crowded together,
leaving barely room for the dancers; for on these occasions no invitations are given, but every one is
expected to come, though there is always a private entertainment within the house for particular friends. The
old women sat down in rows, clapping their hands to the music, and applauding the young ones. The music
was lively, and among the tunes, we recognized several of our popular airs, which we, without doubt, have
taken from the Spanish. In the dancing, I was much disappointed. The women stood upright, with their
hands down by their sides, their eyes fixed upon the ground before them, and slided about without any
perceptible means of motion; for their feet were invisible, the hem of their dresses forming a perfect circle
about them, reaching to the ground. They looked as grave as though they were going through some religious
ceremony, their faces as little excited as their limbs; and on the whole, instead of the spirited, fascinating
Spanish dances which I had expected, I found the Californian fandango, on the part of the women at least,
a lifeless affair. The men did better. They danced with grace and spirit, moving in circles round their nearly
stationary partners, and showing their figures to great advantage.
A great deal was said about our friend Don Juan Bandini, and when he did appear, which was toward
the close of the evening, he certainly gave us the most graceful dancing that I had ever seen. He was dressed
in white pantaloons neatly made, a short jacket of dark silk, gaily figured, white stockings and thin morocco
slippers upon his very small feet. His slight and graceful figure was well calculated for dancing, and he
moved about with the grace and daintiness of a young fawn. An occasional touch of the toe to the ground,
seemed all that was necessary to give him a long interval of motion in the air. At the same time he was not
fantastic or flourishing, but appeared to be rather repressing a strong tendency to motion.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
He was loudly applauded, and danced frequently toward the close of the evening. After the supper, the
waltzing began, which was confined to a very few of the “gente de razon,” and was considered a high
accomplishment, and a mark of aristocracy. Here, too, Don Juan figured greatly, waltzing with the sister of
the bride, (Donna Angustia, a handsome woman and a general favorite,) in a variety of beautiful, but, to me,
offensive figures, which lasted as much as half an hour, no one else taking the floor. They were repeatedly
and loudly applauded, the old men and women jumping out of their seats in admiration, and the young
people waving their hats and handkerchiefs. Indeed among people of the character of these Mexicans, the
waltz seemed to me to have found its right place. The great amusement of the evenings,– which I suppose
was owing to its being carnival– was the breaking of eggs filled with cologne, or other essences, upon the
heads of the company. One end of the egg is broken and the inside taken out, then it is partly filled with
cologne, and the whole sealed up. The women bring a great number of these secretly about them, and the
amusement is to break one upon the head of a gentleman when his back is turned. He is bound in gallantry
to find out the lady and return the compliment, though it must not be done if the person sees you. A tall,
stately Don, with immense grey whiskers, and a look of great importance, was standing before me, when I
felt a light hand on my shoulder, and turning round, saw Donna Angustia, (whom we all knew, as she had
been up to Monterey, and down again, in the Alert,) with her finger upon her lip, motioning me gently aside.
I stepped back a little, when she went up behind the Don, and with one hand knocked off his huge sombrero,
and at the same instant, with the other, broke the egg upon his head, and springing behind me, was out of
sight in a moment. The Don turned slowly round, the cologne, running down his face, and over his clothes
and a loud laugh breaking out from every quarter. He looked round in vain, for some time, until the direction
of so many laughing eyes showed him the fair offender. She was his niece, and a great favorite with him, so
old Don Domingo had to join in the laugh. A great many such tricks were played, and many a war of sharp
manoeuvering was carried on between couples of the younger people, and at every successful exploit a
general laugh was raised.
Another singular custom I was for some time at a loss about. A pretty young girl was dancing, named,
after what would appear to us the sacrilegious custom of the country– Espiritu Santo, when a young man
went behind her and placed his hat directly upon her head, letting it fall down over her eyes, and sprang
back among the crowd. She danced for some time with the hat on, when she threw it off, which called forth
a general shout; and the young man was obliged to go out upon the floor and pick it up. Some of the ladies,
upon whose heads hats had been placed, threw them off at once, and a few kept them on throughout the
dance, and took them off at the end, and held them out in their hands, when the owner stepped out, bowed,
and took it from them. I soon began to suspect the meaning of the thing, and was afterwards told that it was
a compliment, and an offer to become the lady’s gallant for the rest of the evening, and to wait upon her
home. If the hat was thrown off, the offer was refused, and the gentleman was obliged to pick up his hat
amid a general laugh. Much amusement was caused sometimes by gentlemen putting hats on the ladies’
heads, without permitting them to see whom it was done by. This obliged them to throw them off, or keep
them on at a venture, and when they came to discover the owner, the laugh was often turned upon them.
The captain sent for us about ten o’clock, and we went aboard in high spirits, having enjoyed the new
scene much, and were of great importance among the crew, from having so much to tell, and from the
prospect of going every night until it was over; for these fandangos generally last three days. The next day,
two of us were sent up to the town, and took care to come back by way of Capitan Noriego’s and take a look
into the booth. The musicians were still there, upon their platform, scraping and twanging away, and a few
people, apparently of the lower classes, were dancing. The dancing is kept up, at intervals, throughout the
day, but the crowd, the spirit, and the elite, come in at night.
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Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 17th of 1 M / Our friend John Wilbur came over from
Narragansett Yesterday Afternoon & lodged at our house - he was
a very acceptable guest & attended both our Meetings today - his
testimonies were truly pertinent & acceptable, being sound in
doctrine & well seasoned With that life & spirit, without which
the most sound & orthodox Sermons are no more than Sounding brass
or tinkling symbols - he took tea & lodged at Henry Goulds. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
January 18, Monday: Waldo Emerson probably delivered a lecture on this date in Salem, the first of a series
at their lyceum, for the Salem Mechanics’ Institute. Although dates are available for only five lectures, the
payments records in Emerson’s ms account books and on the books of the town Lyceum, which total up to
$146, suggest that actually eight or ten lectures were delivered.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. reported the Alert dealing with the weather off Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next night, which was the last, we went ashore in the same manner, until we got almost tired of the
monotonous twang of the instruments, the drawling sounds which the women kept up, as an
accompaniment, and the slapping of the hands in time with the music, in place of castanets. We found
ourselves as great objects of attention as any persons or anything at the place. Our sailor dresses– and we
took great pains to have them neat and shipshape– were much admired, and we were invited, from every
quarter, to give them an American sailor’s dance; but after the ridiculous figure some of our countrymen
cut, in dancing after the Spaniards, we thought it best to leave it to their imaginations. Our agent, with a
tight, black, swallow-tailed coat, just imported from Boston, a high stiff cravat, looking as if he had been
pinned and skewered, with only his feet and hands left free, took the floor just after Bandini; and we thought
they had had enough of Yankee grace.
The last night they kept it up in great style, and were getting into a high-go, when the captain called us
off to go aboard, for, it being south-easter season, he was afraid to remain on shore long; and it was well he
did not, for that very night, we slipped our cables, as a crowner to our fun ashore, and stood off before a
south-easter, which lasted twelve hours, and returned to our anchorage the next day.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
2nd day 18 of 1 M / Our friend Jn Wilbur left us today & returned
homewards to Hopkinton where he lives - it was a Snow Storm when
hie went over the ferrys, but otherwise a favourable time, the
Wind not being high. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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February 1, Monday: James Henry Hammond of South Carolina declared “Slavery can never be abolished.”18
He lay out in graphic detail on the floor of the US House of Representatives, why it was that the federal
government would never have it in its power to abolish slavery: “There are about 2,300,000 slaves at this
moment in the United States, and their annual increase is about 60,000. Sir, even the British Government did
not dare to emancipate its enslaved West India subjects without some compensation. They gave them [the
slavemasters] about sixty percent of their value. It could scarcely be expected that this government would
undertake to free our slaves without paying for them. Their value, at $400, average, (and they are now worth
more than that) would amount to upwards of nine hundred millions. The value of their annual increase, alone,
is twenty-four millions of dollars; so that to free them in one hundred years, without the expense of taking them
from the country, would require an annual appropriation of between thirty-three and thirty-four millions of
dollars. The thing is physically impossible.” We can bear in mind that this was being said in regard to a federal
establishment which had enjoyed gross receipts in 1830 of but $24,844,000. Merely to purchase and manumit
the slave babies as they were being born would have required the entire tax revenue upon which the entire
government at that point depended. The only course open to the government therefore was confiscation, which
of course would be something politically impossible in a system within which the interests of the enslaved
were “represented” by their slavemasters.
MANUMISSION

Elsewhere in the world on this day, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert were sailing from Santa Barbara
toward a San Pedro anchorage:
Monday, Feb. 1st. After having been in port twenty-one days, we sailed for San Pedro, where we arrived on
the following day, having gone “all fluking,” with the weather clew of the mainsail hauled up, the yards
braced in a little, and the lower studding-sails just drawing; the wind hardly shifting a point during the
passage.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
2nd day 1 of 2 M 1836 / With my esteemed Cousin Thos B Gould Set
out in the Stage for Providence to attend the Qrly Meeting -when
we got to Bristol ferry the Ice had so accumulated that we were
obliged to go along Shore South & be carted off in an Oxcart
among the Cakes of Ice till we were in sufficient depth of Water
for a Small boat to float & from thence were carried off to the
18. Of course, this legislator was only attempting to inform us of the simplest financial, calculational, quantitative reality and not
struggling at all to inform us of the very ugliest moral truth about our soul condition. –For the complete absence in our legal system
at the federal level of any formal definition for constructs such as “slave,” “slavery,” and “enslavement,” a void in our conceptual
apparatus which persists even to the date of this writing (2013), may serve to remind us of what De Tocqueville, once attempted to
point out to the obtuse Americans, “An abstract word is like a box with a false bottom; you may put in it what ideas you please and
take them out again unobserved.” If slavery is, as it has been ever since the 1865 enactment of the XIIIth Amendment to the
Constitution, just anything anyone wants to say it is –as long as they do not overlook to invoke the sacred formulation that whatever
it may be, it is most assuredly prohibited and therefore entirely nonexistent and therefore not a problem needing to be addressed–
then slavery is not anything at all and “slavery” is a word which, because it cannot function except as a signifier for something which
must not exist, cannot be functioning as a word of the language but must be functioning, instead, as a box with a false bottom, a
“gag rule” we have imposed upon our own minds.
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Great Boat to get on the opposite shore This was great exposure
to my dear neice Elizabeth Rodman who was with us on her way to
the YMBSchool where we arrived about 3 OC in the Afternoon after
a cold ride from Bristol ferry in the Stage Sleigh - After
introducing Elizabeth to the Superintendent & teachers of the
School - Thos & I went down to Moses Brown - we found he had
gone to Wm Almys on acct of his Birth day [Almy’s birthday],
having his family & friends around him on the occasion being 75
Years old. — early in the eveng — Moses returned & we took tea
& took lodging with him, he being glad to see & entertain us. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

February 2, Tuesday: Waldo Emerson probably lectured on this day in Cambridge.

The Alert, bearing Richard Henry Dana, Jr., arrived at San Pedro anchorage along the coastline of California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Here we found the Ayacucho and the Pilgrim, which last we had not seen since the 11th of September,–
nearly five months; and I really felt something like an affection for the old brig which had been my first
home, and in which I had spent nearly a year, and got the first rough and tumble of a sea life. She, too, was
associated, in my mind with Boston, the wharf from which we sailed, anchorage in the stream, leave-taking,
and all such matters, which were now to me like small links connecting me with another world, which I had
once been in, and which, please God, I might yet see again. I went on board the first night, after supper;
found the old cook in the galley, playing upon the fife which I had given him, as a parting present; had a
hearty shake of the hand from him; and dove down into the forecastle, where were my old shipmates, the
same as ever, glad to see me; for they had nearly given us up as lost, especially when they did not find us
in Santa Barbara. They had been at San Diego last, had been lying at San Pedro nearly a month, and had
received three thousand hides from the pueblo. These were taken from her the next day, which filled us up,
and we both got under weigh on the 4th, she bound up to San Francisco again, and we to San Diego, where
we arrived on the 6th.
We were always glad to see San Diego; it being the depot, and a snug little place, and seeming quite like
home, especially to me, who had spent a summer there. There was no vessel in port, the Rosa having sailed
for Valparaiso and Cadiz, and the Catalina for Callao, nearly a month before. We discharged our hides, and
in four days were ready to sail again for the windward; and, to our great joy– for the last time! Over thirty
thousand hides had been already collected, cured, and stowed away in the house, which, together with what
we should collect, and the Pilgrim would bring down from San Francisco, would make out her cargo. The
thought that we were actually going up for the last time, and that the next time we went round San Diego
point it would be “homeward bound,” brought things so near a close, that we felt as though we were just
there, though it must still be the greater part of a year before we could see Boston.
I spent one evening, as had been my custom, at the oven with the Sandwich Islanders; but it was far from
being the usual noisy, laughing time. It has been said, that the greatest curse to each of the South Sea islands,
was the first man who discovered it; and every one who knows anything of the history of our commerce in
those parts, knows how much truth there is in this; and that the white men, with their vices, have brought in
diseases before unknown to the islanders, and which are now sweeping off the native population of the
Sandwich Islands, at the rate of one fortieth of the entire population annually. They seem to be a doomed
people. The curse of a people calling themselves Christian, seems to follow them everywhere; and even
here, in this obscure place, lay two young islanders, whom I had left strong, active young men, in the vigor
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of health, wasting away under a disease, which they would never have known but for their intercourse with
Christianized Mexico and people from Christian America. One of them was not so ill; and was moving
about, smoking his pipe, and talking, and trying to keep up his spirits; but the other, who was my friend, and
Aikane– Hope, was the most dreadful object I had ever seen in my life: his eyes sunken and dead, his cheeks
fallen in against his teeth, his hands looking like claws; a dreadful cough, which seemed to rack his whole
shattered system, a hollow whispering voice, and an entire inability to move himself. There he lay, upon a
mat, on the ground, which was the only floor of the oven, with no medicine, no comforts, and no one to care
for, or help him, but a few Kanakas, who were willing enough, but could do nothing. The sight of him made
me sick, and faint. Poor fellow! During the four months that I lived upon the beach, we were continually
together, both in work, and in our excursions in the woods, and upon the water. I really felt a strong affection
for him, and preferred him to any of my own countrymen there; and I believe there was nothing which he
would not have done for me. When I came into the oven he looked at me, held out his hand, and said, in a
low voice, but with a delightful smile, “Aloha, Aikane! Aloha nui!” I comforted him as well as I could, and
promised to ask the captain to help him from the medicine-chest, and told him I had no doubt the captain
would do what he could for him, as he had worked in our employ for several years, both on shore and aboard
our vessels on the coast. I went aboard and turned into my hammock, but I could not sleep.
Thinking, from my education, that I must have some knowledge of medicine, the Kanakas had insisted upon
my examining him carefully; and it was not a sight to be forgotten. One of our crew, an old man-of-war’s
man, of twenty years’ standing, who had seen sin and suffering in every shape, and whom I afterwards took
to see Hope, said it was dreadfully worse than anything he had ever seen, or even dreamed of. He was
horror-struck, as his countenance showed; yet he had been among the worst cases in our naval hospitals. I
could not get the thought of the poor fellow out of my head all night; his horrible suffering, and his
apparently inevitable, horrible end.
The next day I told the captain of Hope’s state, and asked him if he would be so kind as to go and see him.
“What? a d-----d Kanaka?”
“Yes, sir,” said I; “but he has worked four years for our vessels, and has been in the employ of our owners,
both on shore and aboard.”
“Oh! he be d-----d!” said the captain, and walked off.
This same man died afterwards of a fever on the deadly coast of Sumatra; and God grant he had better care
taken of him in his sufferings, than he ever gave to any one else! Finding nothing was to be got from the
captain, I consulted an old shipmate, who had much experience in these matters, and got from him a recipe,
which he always kept by him. With this I went to the mate, and told him the case. Mr. Brown had been
entrusted with the general care of the medicine-chest, and although a driving fellow, and a taught hand in a
watch, he had good feelings, and was always inclined to be kind to the sick. He said that Hope was not
strictly one of the crew, but as he was in our employ when taken sick, he should have the medicines; and he
got them and gave them to me, with leave to go ashore at night. Nothing could exceed the delight of the
Kanakas, when I came bringing the medicines. All their terms of affection and gratitude were spent upon
me, and in a sense wasted, (for I could not understand half of them,) yet they made all known by their
manner. Poor Hope was so much revived at the bare thought of anything’s being done for him, that he was
already stronger and better. I knew he must die as he was, and he could but die under the medicines, and
any chance was worth running. An oven, exposed to every wind and change of weather, is no place to take
calomel; but nothing else would do, and strong remedies must be used, or he was gone. The applications,
internal and external, were powerful, and I gave him strict directions to keep warm and sheltered, telling
him it was his only chance for life. Twice, after this, I visited him, having only time to run up, while waiting
in the boat. He promised to take his medicines regularly until we returned, and insisted upon it that he was
doing better.
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February 10, Wednesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. made comments on lives of desperation as they were
playing themselves out in the California scene. (He might as well have been describing today’s crowd.)
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
We got under weigh on the 10th, bound up to San Pedro, and had three days of calm and head winds,
making but little progress. On the fourth, we took a stiff south-easter, which obliged us to reef our topsails.
While on the yard, we saw a sail on the weather bow, and in about half an hour, passed the Ayacucho, under
doublereefed topsails, beating down to San Diego. Arrived at San Pedro on the fourth day, and came-to in
the old place, a league from shore, with no other vessel in port, and the prospect of three weeks, or more,
of dull life, rolling goods up a slippery hill, carrying hides on our heads over sharp stones, and, perhaps,
slipping for a south-easter.
There was but one man in the only house here, and him I shall always remember as a good specimen of
a California ranger. He had been a tailor in Philadelphia, and getting intemperate and in debt, he joined a
trapping party and went to the Columbia river, and thence down to Monterey, where he spent everything,
left his party, and came to the Pueblo de los Angelos, to work at his trade. Here he went dead to leeward
among the pulperias, gambling rooms, etc., and came down to San Pedro, to be moral by being out of
temptation. He had been in the house several weeks, working hard at his trade, upon orders which he had
brought with him, and talked much of his resolution, and opened his heart to us about his past life. After we
had been here some time, he started off one morning, in fine spirits, well dressed, to carry the clothes which
he had been making to the pueblo, and saying he would bring back his money and some fresh orders the
next day. The next day came, and a week passed, and nearly a fortnight, when, one day, going ashore, we
saw a tall man, who looked like our friend the tailor, getting out of the back of an Indian’s cart, which had
just come down from the pueblo. He stood for the house, but we bore up after him; when finding that we
were overhauling him, he hove-to and spoke us. Such a sight I never saw before. Barefooted, with an old
pair of trowsers tied round his waist by a piece of green hide, a soiled cotton shirt, and a torn Indian hat;
“cleaned out,” to the last real, and completely “used up.” He confessed the whole matter; acknowledged that
he was on his back; and now he had a prospect of a fit of the horrors for a week, and of being worse than
useless for months. This is a specimen of the life of half of the Americans and English who are adrift over
the whole of California. One of the same stamp was Russell, who was master of the hide-house at San
Diego, while I was there, and afterwards turned away for his misconduct. He spent his own money and
nearly all the stores among the half-bloods upon the beach, and being turned away, went up to the Presidio,
where he lived the life of a desperate “loafer,” until some rascally deed sent him off “between two days,”
with men on horseback, dogs, and Indians in full cry after him, among the hills. One night, he burst into our
room at the hide-house, breathless, pale as a ghost, covered with mud, and torn by thorns and briers, nearly
naked, and begged for a crust of bread, saying he had neither eaten nor slept for three days. Here was the
great Mr. Russell, who a month before was “Don Tomas,” Capitan de la playa,” “Maestro de la casa,” etc.,
etc., begging food and shelter of Kanakas and sailors. He staid with us till he gave himself up, and was
dragged off to the calabozo.
Another, and a more amusing specimen, was one whom we saw at San Francisco. He had been a lad on
board the ship California, in one of her first voyages, and ran away and commenced Ranchero, gambling,
stealing horses, etc. He worked along up to San Francisco, and was living on a rancho near there, while we
were in port. One morning, when we went ashore in the boat, we found him at the landing-place, dressed in
California style,– a wide hat, faded velveteen trowsers, and a blanket cloak thrown over his shoulders– and
wishing to go off in the boat, saying he was going to pasear with our captain a little. We had many doubts
of the reception he would meet with; but he seemed to think himself company for any one. We took him
aboard, landed him at the gangway, and went about our work, keeping an eye upon the quarter-deck, where
the captain was walking. The lad went up to him with the most complete assurance, and raising his hat,
wished him a good afternoon. Captain T______ turned round, looked at him from head to foot, and saying
coolly, “Hallo! who the h--- are you?” kept on his walk. This was a rebuff not to be mistaken, and the joke
passed about among the crew by winks and signs, at different parts of the ship.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Finding himself disappointed at headquarters, he edged along forward to the mate, who was overseeing
some work on the forecastle, and tried to begin a yarn; but it would not do. The mate had seen the reception
he had met with aft, and would have no cast-off company. The second mate was aloft, and the third mate
and myself were painting the quarter-boat, which hung by the davits, so he betook himself to us; but we
looked at one another, and the officer was too busy to say a word. From us, he went to one and another of
the crew, but the joke had got before him, and he found everybody busy and silent. Looking over the rail
a few moments afterward, we saw him at the galley-door talking to the cook. This was a great comedown,
from the highest seat in the synagogue to a seat in the galley with the black cook. At night too, when supper
was called, he stood in the waist for some time, hoping to be asked down with the officers, but they went
below, one after another, and left him. His next chance was with the carpenter and sail-maker, and he
lounged round the after hatchway until the last had gone down. We had now had fun enough out of him,
and taking pity on him, offered him a pot of tea, and a cut at the kid, with the rest, in the forecastle.
He was hungry, and it was growing dark, and he began to see that there was no use in playing the caballero
any longer, and came down into the forecastle, put into the “grub” in sailor’s style, threw off all his airs,
and enjoyed the joke as much as any one; for a man must take a joke among sailors. He gave us the whole
account of his adventures in the country,– roguery and all– and was very entertaining. He was a smart,
unprincipled fellow, was at the bottom of most of the rascally doings of the country, and gave us a great deal
of interesting information in the ways of the world we were in.

February 13, Saturday: Due to dangerous north-easterly winds, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed
out and hove to in a far safer berth alee of Catalina Island.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, Feb. 13th. Were called up at midnight to slip for a violent north-easter, for this rascally hole of
San Pedro is unsafe in every wind but a south-wester, which is seldom known to blow more than once in a
half century. We went off with a flowing sheet, and hove-to under the lee of Catalina island, where we lay
three days, and then returned to our anchorage.
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February 23, Tuesday: General Antonio López de Santa Anna y Pérez de Lebrón’s 3,000 Mexican troops of
the Centralist forces surrounded 182 Texian rebels in the Alamo mission at San Antonio de Bexar and the
famed “Siege of the Alamo” began.

Maria Sarah Williams of New Haven, Connecticut wrote to Augustus Street:
... In my letter to Sis, I gave her an account of the wretched
condition of some Negroes who occupied a pen in the yard attached
to the house. They were all shipped today on board a schooner
for Charleston to be sold. Wretched as they were appearing in
the yard, as I saw them from my window I realized their misery
still more as I saw them on their way to the vessel. I should
think more than half had scarcely clothing enough to cover them;
not one of them had a shoe and but two any thing upon their heads
and I was told they had barely enough to eat to keep them from
starving.... How little does the situation of these poor
wretches compact with the statements of Mr. Hammond of South
Carolina in his speech on the subject of abolition in the
district of Columbia. He says that the slaves at the south are
better fed, better provided for, better clad and more happy and
contented than any other laboring class in the universe. It is
all a lie.
SLAVERY
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. noted the arrival of the California, fresh from Boston.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Tuesday, Feb. 23d. This afternoon, a signal was made from the shore, and we went off in the gig, and found
the agent’s clerk, who had been up to the pueblo, waiting at the landing-place, with a package under his arm,
covered with brown paper, and tied carefully with twine. No sooner had we shoved off than he told us there
was good news from Santa Barbara. “What’s that?” said one of the crew; “has the bloody agent slipped off
the hooks? Has the old bundle of bones got him at last?”– “No; better than that. The California has arrived.”
Letters, papers, news, and, perhaps,– friends, on board! Our hearts were all up in our mouths, and we pulled
away like good fellows; for the precious packet could not be opened except by the captain. As we pulled
under the stern, the clerk held up the package, and called out to the mate, who was leaning over the taffrail,
that the California had arrived.
“Hurrah!” said the mate, so as to be heard fore and aft; “California come, and news from Boston!”
Instantly there was a confusion on board which no one could account for who has not been in the same
situation. All discipline seemed for a moment relaxed.
“What’s that, Mr. Brown?” said the cook, putting his head out of the galley– “California come?”
“Aye, aye! you angel of darkness, and there’s a letter for you from Bullknop ’treet, number two-twofive– green door and brass knocker!”
The packet was sent down into the cabin, and every one waited to hear of the result. As nothing came
up, the officers began to feel that they were acting rather a child’s part, and turned the crew to again and the
same strict discipline was restored, which prohibits speech between man and man, while at work on deck;
so that, when the steward came forward with letters for the crew, each man took his letters, carried them
below to his chest, and came up again immediately; and not a letter was read until we had cleared up decks
for the night.
An overstrained sense of manliness is the characteristic of seafaring men, or, rather, of life on board ship.
This often gives an appearance of want of feeling, and even of cruelty. From this, if a man comes within an
ace of breaking his neck and escapes, it is made a joke of; and no notice must be taken of a bruise or cut;
and any expression of pity, or any show of attention, would look sisterly, and unbecoming a man who has
to face the rough and tumble of such a life. From this, too, the sick are neglected at sea, and whatever may
be ashore, a sick man finds little sympathy or attention, forward or aft. A man, too, can have nothing
peculiar or sacred on board ship; for all the nicer feelings they take pride in disregarding, both in themselves
and others. A thin-skinned man could not live an hour on ship-board. One would be torn raw unless he had
the hide of an ox. A moment of natural feeling for home and friends, and then the frigid routine of sea-life
returned. Jokes were made upon those who showed any interest in the expected news, and everything near
and dear was made common stock for rude jokes and unfeeling coarseness, to which no exception could be
taken by any one.
Supper, too, must be eaten before the letters were read; and when, at last, they were brought out, they
all got round any one who had a letter, and expected to have it read aloud, and have it all in common. If any
one went by himself to read, it was– “Fair play, there; and no skulking!” I took mine and went into the
sailmaker’s berth, where I could read it without interruption. It was dated August, just a year from the time
I had sailed from home; and every one was well, and no great change had taken place. Thus, for one year,
my mind was set at ease yet it was already six months from the date of the letter, and what another year
would bring to pass, who could tell? Every one away from home thinks that some great thing must have
happened, while to those at home there seems to be a continued monotony and lack of incident.

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
As much as my feelings were taken up by my own intelligence from home, I could not but be amused
by a scene in the steerage. The carpenter had been married just before leaving Boston, and during the voyage
had talked much about his wife, and had to bear and forbear, as every man, known to be married, must,
aboard ship; yet the certainty of hearing from his wife by the first ship, seemed to keep up his spirits.
The California came, the packet was brought on board; no one was in higher spirits than he; but when
the letters came forward, there was none for him. The captain looked again, but there was no mistake.
Poor “Chips,” could eat no supper. He was completely down in the mouth. “Sails” (the sailmaker) tried to
comfort him, and told him he was a bloody fool to give up his grub for any woman’s daughter, and reminded
him that he had told him a dozen times that he’d never see or hear from his wife again.
“Ah!” said “Chips,” “you don’t know what it is to have a wife, and” —
“Don’t I?” said Sails; and then came, for the hundredth time, the story of his coming ashore at New York,
from the Constellation frigate, after a cruise of four years round the Horn,– being paid off with over five
hundred dollars,– marrying, and taking a couple of rooms in a four-story houses– furnishing the rooms,
(with a particular account of the furniture, including a dozen flag-bottomed chairs, which he always dilated
upon, whenever the subject of furniture was alluded to,)– going off to sea again, leaving his wife half-pay,
like a fool,– coming home and finding her “off, like Bob’s horse, with nobody to pay the reckoning;”
furniture gone,– flag-bottomed chairs and all;– and with it, his “long togs,” the half-pay, his beaver hat,
white linen shirts, and everything else. His wife he never saw, or heard of, from that day to this, and never
wished to. Then followed a sweeping assertion, not much to the credit of the sex, if true, though he has Pope
to back him. “Come, Chips, cheer up like a man, and take some hot man, and take some hot grub! Don’t be
made a fool of by anything in petticoats! As for your wife, you’ll never see her again; she was ‘up keeleg
and off’ before you were outside of Cape Cod. You hove your money away like a fool; but every man must
learn once, just as I did; so you’d better square the yards with her, and make the best of it.”
This was the best consolation “Sails” had to offer, but it did not seem to be just the thing the carpenter
wanted; for, during several days, he was very much dejected, and bore with difficulty the jokes of the sailors,
and with still more difficulty their attempts at advice and consolation, of most of which the sailmaker’s was
a good specimen.
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February 25, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed for Santa Barbara, California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, Feb. 25th. Set sail for Santa Barbara, where we arrived on Sunday, the 28th.
Samuel Colt received a US patent for a “revolver,” eventually to be colloquially referred to as a “sixshooter”
(although some of them were capable only of five shots).

By arrangement of Phineas Taylor Barnum (her owner), the body of Joyce Heth, the elderly slave woman he
been exhibiting under a pretense that she had been our illustrious founding father George Washington’s wetnurse was subjected to public autopsy. The autopsy was performed by a surgeon hired for the occasion, Dr.
David L. Rogers, in the presence of 1,500 spectators who had paid 50¢ admission each, in New-York’s City
Saloon (drinks not on the house). When this hired surgeon proclaimed that Barnum’s age claim for this woman
had been fraudulent, that she was nowhere near 161 years old at the time of her death, the hoaxer proclaimed
that the body autopsied had not been that of Joyce Heth, that in fact she was still alive and well on tour in
Europe.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 25 of 2nd M / With my young friend Thomas Nichols rode
to Portsmouth & attended Monthly Meeting - It was a most Violent
windy day, clouds & very uncomfortable riding being very cold &
a part of the way muddy & heavy traveling —
The First Meeting was silent & small & not a time of much life
to me. — In the last we had but little buisness & the Meeting
was not detained long. — We went with Henry & Thomas Gould to
Josiah Chases & dined & got home before sunset. —
I have of late felt my mind engaged to write our friend Robert
Comfort of Wheatland State of NYork who attended our last Yearly
Meeting, he was a true & honest friend & one with whom I felt
much unity & Sympathy I have also in the course of the Week
written to my friends Thos Evans of Philada. - It is a time of
great streight in society, & it becomes necessary for those who
can to commune together.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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February 28, Sunday: Waldo Emerson to his journal:
Cold, bright Sunday morn, white with deep snow. Charles thinks
if a superior being should look into families, he would find
natural relations existing, and man a worthy being, but if he
followed them into shops, senates, churches, and societies, they
would appear wholly artificial and worthless. Society seems
noxious. I believe that against these baleful influences Nature
is the antidote. The man comes out of the wrangle of the shop
and office, and sees the sky and the woods, and is a man again.
He not only quits the cabal, but he finds himself. But how few
men see the sky and the woods! Good talk to-day with Charles of
motives that may be addressed by a wise man to a wise man. First,
Self-improvement; and secondly, it were equipollent could he
announce that elsewhere companions, or a companion, were being
nourished and disciplined whose virtues and talents might tax
all the pupil’s faculties in honorable and sweet emulation.
Charles thinks it a motive also to leave the world richer by
some such bequest as the Iliad or Paradise Lost, a splendid
munificence which must give the man an affection to the race he
had benefitted wherever he goes. Another is the power that
virtue and wisdom acquire. The man takes up the world into his
proper being. The two-oared boat may be swamped in a squall. The
vessels of Rothschild every wind blows to port. He insures
himself. The Revival that comes next must be preached to man’s
moral nature, and from a height of principle that subordinates
all persons. It must forget historical Christianity and preach
God who is, not God who was.
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Eripitur persona, manet res. It must preach the Eternity of God
as a practical doctrine. God manifest in the flesh of every man
is a perfect rule of social life. Justify yourself to an
infinite Being in the ostler and dandy and stranger, and you
shall never repent. The same view might hinder me from signing
a pledge. There is such an immense background to my nature that
I must treat my fellow as Empire treats Empire, and God, God.
My whole being is to be my pledge and declaration, and not a
signature of ink. That life alone is beautiful which is
conformed to an Idea. Let us not live from hand to mouth now,
that we may not ever. I would not have a man dainty in his
conduct. Let him not be afraid of being besmirched by being
advertised in the newspapers, or by going into Athenaeums and
town meetings, or by making speeches in public. Let his chapel
of private thoughts be so holy that it shall perfume and
separate him unto the Lord, though he lay in a kennel. Let not
a man guard his dignity, but let his dignity guard him.

This passing Hour is an edifice Which the Omnipotent cannot
rebuild.
Goethe writes to his friend, September 22, 1787, from Rome, “It
is really cheering that these four pretty volumes, the result
of half a life, should seek me out in Rome. I can truly say,
there is no word therein which has not been lived, felt,
enjoyed, suffered, thought, and they speak to me now all the
livelier.” The vessel that carried him from Palermo to Naples
was in danger, and the ship’s company roared at the master. “The
master was silent, and seemed ever to think only of the chance
of saving the ship; but for me, to whom from youth anarchy was
more dreadful than death itself, it was impossible longer to be
silent.” “For the narrowed mind, whatever he attempts is still
a trade; for the higher an art; and the highest, in doing one
thing, does all: or, to speak less paradoxically, in the one
thing which he does rightly, he sees the likeness of all which
is done rightly.” (Volume xxi, p. 51.)....

Waldo lectured in Salem. This was the 3rd lecture of the series.
Hymne an den Unendlichen D.232 for vocal quartet and piano by Franz Schubert to words of Schiller was
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performed for the initial time, in the Vienna Redoutensaal.
The Alert arrived in Santa Barbara and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had a chance to catch up on Boston news and
also news of the graduation of some of his Harvard College classmates.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
We just missed of seeing the California, for she had sailed three days before, bound to Monterey, to enter
her cargo and procure her license, and thence to San Francisco, etc. Captain Arthur left files of Boston
papers for Captain T______, which, after they had been read and talked over in the cabin, I procured from
my friend the third mate. One file was of all the Boston Transcripts for the month of August, 1835, and the
rest were about a dozen Daily Advertisers and Couriers, of different dates. After all, there is nothing in a
strange land like a newspaper from home. Even a letter, in many respects, is nothing, in comparison with it.
It carries you back to the spot, better than anything else. It is almost equal to clairvoyance. The names of
the streets, with the things advertised, are almost as good as seeing the signs; and while reading “Boy lost!”
one can almost hear the bell and well-known voice of “Old Wilson,” crying the boy as “strayed, stolen, or
mislaid!” Then there was the Commencement at Cambridge, and the full account of the exercises at the
graduating of my own class. A list of all those familiar names, (beginning as usual with Abbot, and ending
with W.,) which, as I read them over, one by one, brought up their faces and characters as I had known them
in the various scenes of college life. Then I imagined them upon the stage, speaking their orations,
dissertations, colloquies, etc., with the gestures and tones of each, and tried to fancy the manner in which
each would handle his subject,
* * * * *,
* * * *,
* * *,
* * * * *,

handsome, showy, and superficial;
with his strong head, clear brain, cool self-possession;
modest, sensitive, and underrated;
the mouth-piece of the debating clubs, noisy, vaporous, and democratic;

and so following. Then I could see them receiving their A.Bs. from the dignified, feudal-looking President,
with his “auctoritate mihi commissa,” and walking off the stage with their diplomas in their hands;
while upon the very same day, their classmate was walking up and down California beach with a hide upon
his head.
Every watch below, for a week, I pored over these papers, until I was sure there could be nothing in them
that had escaped my attention, and was ashamed to keep them any longer.
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March 5, Saturday: Waldo Emerson to his journal:19
A man should stand among his fellow men as one coal lies in the
fire it has kindled, radiating heat, but lost in the general
flame. Task work is good for idlers, and man is an idler. Its
greatest disadvantage is that when you accept mechanical
measures instead of spiritual ones, you are prone to fill up the
chasms of your prophecy with prose. The moment we enter into the
higher thoughts, fame is no more affecting to the ear than the
faint tinkle of the passing sleigh bell. Gradation: that is one
of the lessons which human life is appointed to learn....
Nature has that congruity that all its parts make a similar
impression on one mind; of the beautiful on the poet; of the
lucrative on the merchant; etc. In the talk this afternoon I was
instructed that every man has certain questions which always he
proposes to the Eternal, and that his life and fortune, his
ascetic, are so moulded as to constitute the answers, if only
he will read his consciousness aright. I ask one question with
eagerness; my friend, another. I have no curiosity respecting
historical Christianity; respecting persons and miracles: I
take the phenomenon as I find it, and let it have its effect on
me, careless whether it is a poem or a chronicle. Charles would
know whether it covers the dimensions of what is in man; whether
the Cross is an idea in the divine mind? I am the practical
Idealist in the view mentioned above. The comfort is great of
looking out of the straw and rags of our fortune steadfastly to
the First Cause, and saying, Whilst I hold my faith, I have the
virtue that can turn these cobwebs into majesty, whilst I remain
a watcher for what thought, what Revelation, Thou canst yet
impart.... All cultivation tends steadily to degrade nature into
an organ, a spectacle, an expedient. Man’s enchanted dust.
Strange is it to me how man is holden on a curb-rein and hindered
from knowing, and drop by drop or shade by shade thoughts
trickle and loiter upon him, and no reason under heaven can he
give, or get a glimpse of why he should not grow wiser faster,
moving about in worlds not realized. All things work together
for good unto them that love God. No man is the Idealist’s enemy.
He accepts all. Last week I went to Salem. At the Lafayette Hotel
where I lodged, every five or ten minutes the barkeepers came
into the sitting-room to arrange their hair and collars at the
looking-glass. So many joys has the kind God provided for us
dear creatures.

Giuseppe Verdi was appointed maestro di musica in Busseto.
19. At “Man’s enchanted dust,” Emerson adds in a footnote that “Charles thinks that Homer is the first Poet, Shakspear the second,
and that the third will be greatest of all, the reflective.”
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Sam Houston left the Texas Constitutional Convention at Washington-on-the-Brazos on his way to San
Antonio.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. received news that from that point forward, his ship the Alert would be generally
coasting south in preparation for eventually sailing back home around the Horn to Boston harbor.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, March 5th. This was an important day in our almanac, for it was on this day that we were first
assured that our voyage was really drawing to a close. The captain gave orders to have the ship ready for
getting under weigh; and observed that there was a good breeze to take us down to San Pedro. Then we were
not going up to windward. Thus much was certain, and was soon known, fore and aft; and when we went
in the gig to take him off, he shook hands with the people on the beach, and said that he never expected to
see Santa Barbara again. This settled the matter, and sent a thrill of pleasure through the heart of every one
in the boat. We pulled off with a will, saying to ourselves (I can speak for myself at least)– “Good-by,
Santa Barbara!– This is the last pull here– No more duckings in your breakers, and slipping from your
cursed south-easters!” The news was soon known aboard, and put life into everything when we were getting
under weigh. Each one was taking his last look at the mission, the town, the breakers on the beach, and
swearing that no money would make him ship to see them again; and when all hands tallied on to the catfall, the chorus of “Time for us to go!” was raised for the first time, and joined in, with full swing, by
everybody. One would have thought we were on our voyage home, so near did it seem to us, though there
were yet three months for us on the coast.
We left here the young Englishman, George Marsh, of whom I have before spoken, who was wrecked
upon the Pelew Islands. He left us to take the berth of second mate on board the Ayacucho, which was lying
in port. He was well qualified for this, and his education would enable him to rise to any situation on board
ship. I felt really sorry to part from him. There was something about him which excited my curiosity;
for I could not, for a moment, doubt that he was well born, and, in early life, well bred. There was the latent
gentleman about him, and the sense of honor, and no little of the pride, of a young man of good family.
The situation was offered him only a few hours before we sailed; and though he must give up returning
to America, yet I have no doubt that the change from a dog’s berth to an officer’s, was too agreeable to his
feelings to be declined. We pulled him on board the Ayacucho, and when he left the boat he gave each of its
crew a piece of money, except myself, and shook hands with me, nodding his head, as much as to say,–
“We understand one another.” and sprang on board. Had I known, an hour sooner, that he was to leave us,
I would have made an effort to get from him the true history of his early life. He knew that I had no faith in
the story which he told the crew, and perhaps, in the moment of parting from me, probably forever, he would
have given me the true account. Whether I shall ever meet him again, or whether his manuscript narrative
of his adventures in the Pelew Islands, which would be creditable to him and interesting to the world, will
ever see the light, I cannot tell. His is one of those cases which are more numerous than those suppose, who
have never lived anywhere but in their own homes, and never walked but in one line from their cradles to
their graves. We must come down from our heights, and leave our straight paths, for the byways and low
places of life, if we would learn truths by strong contrasts; and in hovels, in forecastles, and among our own
outcasts in foreign lands, see what has been wrought upon our fellow-creatures by accident, hardship,
or vice.
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March 7, Monday: Address of the Honorable S.F. Austin at Louisville, Kentucky.

READ THE FULL TEXT
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. arrived in San Pedro.
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March 9, Wednesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s Alert arrived at San Pedro for the final time.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Two days brought us to San Pedro. and two days more (to our no small joy) gave us our last view of that
place, which was universally called the hell of California, and seemed designed, in every way, for the wear
and tear of sailors. Not even the last view could bring out one feeling of regret. No thanks, thought I, as we
left the sandy shores in the distance, for the hours I have walked over your stones, barefooted, with hides
on my head;– for the burdens I have carried up your steep, muddy hill;– for the duckings in your surf; and
for the long days and longer nights passed on your desolate hill, watching piles of hides, hearing the sharp
bark of your eternal coati, and the dismal hooting of your owls.
As I bade good-by to each successive place, I felt as though one link after another were struck from the
chain of my servitude. Having kept close in shore, for the land-breeze, we passed the mission of San Juan
Capestrano the same night, and saw distinctly, by the bright moonlight, the hill which I had gone down by
a pair of halyards in search of a few paltry hides. “Forsan et haec olim,” thought I, and took my last look of
that place too. And on the next morning we were under the high point of San Diego. The flood tide took us
swiftly in, and we came-to, opposite our hide-house, and prepared to get everything in trim for a long stay.
This was our last port. Here we were to discharge everything from the ship, clean her out, smoke her, take
in our hides, wood, water, etc., and set sail for Boston. While all this was doing, we were to be still in one
place, and the port was a safe one, and there was no fear of south-easters. Accordingly, having picked out a
good berth, in the stream, with a good smooth beach opposite, for a landing” Place and within two cables’
length of our hide-house, we moored ship, unbent all the sails, sent down the top-gallant yards and all the
studding-sail booms, and housed the top-gallant masts. The boats were then hove out, and all the sails, spare
spars, the stores, the rigging not rove, and, in fact, everything which was not in daily use, sent ashore, and
stowed away in the house. Then went all our hides and horns, and we left hardly anything in the ship but
her ballast, and this we made preparation to heave out, the next day. At night, after we had knocked off, and
were sitting round in the forecastle, smoking and talking and taking sailor’s pleasure, we congratulated
ourselves upon being in that situation in which we had wished ourselves every time we had come into San
Diego. “If we were only here for the last time,” we had often said, “with our top-gallant masts housed and
our sails unbent!”– and now we had our wish. Six weeks, or two months, of the hardest work we had yet
seen, was before us, and then– “Good-by to California!”
We turned-in early, knowing that we might expect an early call; and sure enough, before the stars had quite
faded, “All hands ahoy!” and we were turned-to, heaving out ballast. A regulation of the port forbids any
ballast to be thrown overboard; accordingly, our long-boat was lined inside with rough boards and brought
alongside the gangway, but where one tub-full went into the boat, twenty went overboard. This is done by
every vessel, for the ballast can make but little difference in the channel, and it saves more than a week of
labor, which would be spent in loading the boats, rowing them to the point, and unloading them. When any
people from the Presidio were on board, the boat was hauled up and ballast thrown in; but when the coast
was clear, she was dropped astern again, and the ballast fell overboard. This is one of those petty frauds
which every vessel practises in ports of inferior foreign nations, and which are lost sight of, among the
countless deeds of greater weight which are hardly less common. Fortunately a sailor, not being a free agent
in work aboard ship, is not accountable; yet the fact of being constantly employed, without thought, in such
things, begets an indifference to the rights of others.
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Second week of March: During fumigation of the Alert, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. read aloud from Scott’s
WOODSTOCK (1829) for the amusement of the sailors.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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Friday, and a part of Saturday, we were engaged in this work, until we had thrown out all but what we wanted
under our cargo on the passage home; when, as the next day was Sunday, and a good day for smoking ship, we
cleared everything out of the cabin and forecastle, made a slow fire of charcoal, birch bark, brimstone, and other
matters, on the ballast in the bottom of the hold, calked up the hatches and every open seam, and pasted over the
cracks of the windows, and the slides of the scuttles, and companionway. Wherever smoke was seen coming out,
we calked and pasted, and, so far as we could, made the ship smoke tight. The captain and officers slept under the
awning which was spread over the quarter-deck; and we stowed ourselves away under an old studding-sail, which
we drew over one side of the forecastle. The next day, from fear that something might happen, orders were given
for no one to leave the ship, and, as the decks were lumbered up with everything, we could not wash them down,
so we had nothing to do, all day long. Unfortunately, our books were where we could not get at them, and we were
turning about for something to do, when one man recollected a book he had left in the galley. He went after it, and
it proved to be Woodstock. This was a great windfall, and as all could not read it at once, I, being the scholar of
the company, was appointed reader. I got a knot of six or eight about me, and no one could have had a more
attentive audience. Some laughed at the “scholars,” and went over the other side of the forecastle, to work, and
spin their yarns; but I carried the day, and had the cream of the crew for my hearers. Many of the reflections, and
the political parts, I omitted, but all the narrative they were delighted with; especially the descriptions of the
Puritans, and the sermons and harangues of the Round-head soldiers. The gallantry of Charles, Dr. Radcliffe’s
plots, the knavery of “trusty Tompkins,”– in fact, every part seemed to chain their attention. Many things which,
while I was reading, I had a misgiving about, thinking them above their capacity, I was surprised to find them enter
into completely.
I read nearly all day, until sundown; when, as soon as supper was over, as I had nearly finished, they got a light
from the galley; and by skipping what was less interesting, I carried them through to the marriage of Everard, and
the restoration of Charles the Second, before eight o’clock.
The next morning, we took the battens from the hatches, and opened the ship. A few stifled rats were found;
and what bugs, cockroaches, fleas, and other vermin, there might have been on board, must have unrove their lifelines before the hatches were opened. The ship being now ready, we covered the bottom of the hold over, fore and
aft, with dried brush for dunnage, and having levelled everything away, we were ready to take in our cargo. All the
hides that had been collected since the California left the coast, (a little more than two years,) amounting to about
forty thousand, were cured, dried, and stowed away in the house, waiting for our good ship to take them to Boston.
Now began the operation of taking in our cargo, which kept us hard at work, from the grey of the morning till
star-light, for six weeks, with the exception of Sundays, and of just time to swallow our meals. To carry the work
on quicker, a division of labor was made. Two men threw the hides down from the piles in the house, two more
picked them up and put them on a long horizontal pole, raised a few feet from the ground, where they were beaten,
by two more, with flails, somewhat like those used in threshing wheat. When beaten, they were taken from this
pole by two more, and placed upon a platform of boards; and ten or a dozen men, with their trowsers rolled up,
were constantly going, back and forth, from the platform to the boat, which was kept off where she would just float,
with the hides upon their heads. The throwing the hides upon the pole was the most difficult work, and required a
sleight of hand which was only to be got by long practice. As I was known for a hide-curer, this post was assigned
to me, and I continued at it for six or eight days, tossing, in that time, from eight to ten thousand hides, until my
wrists became so lame that I gave in; and was transferred to the gang that was employed in filling the boats, where
I remained for the rest of the time. As we were obliged to carry the hides on our heads from fear of their getting
wet, we each had a piece of sheepskin sewed into the inside of our hats, with the wool next to our heads, and thus
were able to bear the weight, day after day, which would otherwise have soon worn off our hair, and borne hard
upon our skulls. Upon the whole, ours was the best berth; for though the water was nipping cold, early in the
morning and late at night, and being so continually wet was rather an exposure, yet we got rid of the constant dust
and dirt from the beating of the hides, and being all of us young and hearty, did not mind the exposure. The older
men of the crew, whom it would have been dangerous to have kept in the water, remained on board with the mate,
to stow the hides away, as fast as they were brought off by the boats.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
We continued at work in this manner until the lower hold was filled to within four feet of the beams, when
all hands were called aboard to commence steeving. As this is a peculiar operation, it will require a minute
description.
Before stowing the hides, as I have said, the ballast is levelled off, just above the keelson, and then loose
dunnage placed upon it, on which the hides rest. The greatest care is used in stowing, to make the ship hold
as many hides as possible. It is no mean art, and a man skilled in it is an important character in California.
Many a dispute have I heard raging high between professed “beach-combers,” as to whether the hides should
be stowed “shingling,” or back-to-back, and flipper-to-flipper;” upon which point there was an entire and
bitter division of sentiment among the savans. We adopted each method at different periods of the stowing,
and parties ran high in the forecastle, some siding with “old Bill” in favor of the former, and others scouting
him, and relying upon “English Bob” of the Ayacucho, who had been eight years in California, and was willing
to risk his life and limb for the latter method. At length a compromise was effected, and a middle course, of
shifting the ends and backs at every lay, was adopted, which worked well, and which, though they held it
inferior to their own, each party granted was better than that of the other.
Having filled the ship up, in this way, to within four feet of her beams, the process of steeving commenced,
by which an hundred hides are got into a place where one could not be forced by hand, and which presses the
hides to the utmost, sometimes starting the beams of the ship, resembling in its effects the jack-screws which
are used in stowing cotton. Each morning we went ashore, and beat and brought off as many hides as we could
steeve in the course of the day, and, after breakfast, went down into the hold, where we remained at work until
night. The whole length of the hold, from stem to stern, was floored off level, and we began with raising a pile
in the after part, hard against the bulkhead of the run, and filling it up to the beams, crowding in as many as
we could by hand and pushing in with oars; when a large “book” was made of from twenty-five to fifty hides,
doubled at the backs, and put into one another, like the leaves of a book. An opening was then made between
two hides in the pile, and the back of the outside hide of the book inserted. Two long, heavy spars, called
steeves, made of the strongest wood, and sharpened off like a wedge at one end, were placed with their wedge
ends into the inside of the hide which was the centre of the book, and to the other end of each, straps were
fitted, into which large tackles were hooked, composed each of two huge purchase blocks, one hooked to the
strap on the end of the steeve, and the other into a dog, fastened into one of the beams, as far aft as it could be
got. When this was arranged, and the ways greased upon which the book was to slide, the falls of the tackles
were stretched forward, and all hands tallied on, and bowsed away until the book was well entered; when these
tackles were nippered, straps and toggles clapped upon the falls, and two more luff tackles hooked on, with
dogs, in the same manner; and thus, by luff upon luff, the power was multiplied, until into a pile in which one
hide more could not be crowded by hand, an hundred or an hundred and fifty were often driven in by this
complication of purchases. When the last luff was hooked on, all hands were called to the rope– cook, steward,
and all– and ranging ourselves at the falls, one behind the other, sitting down on the hides, with our heads just
even with the beams, we set taught upon the tackles, and striking up a song, and all lying back at the chorus,
we bowsed the tackles home, and drove the large books chock in out of sight.
The sailor’s songs for capstans and falls are of a peculiar kind, having a chorus at the end of each line. The
burden is usually sung, by one alone, and, at the chorus, all hands join in,– and the louder the noise, the better.
With us, the chorus seemed almost to raise the decks of the ship, and might be heard at a great distance, ashore.
A song is as necessary to sailors as the drum and fife to a soldier. They can’t pull in time, or pull with a will,
without it. Many a time, when a thing goes heavy, with one fellow yo-ho-ing, a lively song, like “Heave, to
the girls!” “Nancy oh!” “Jack Crosstree,” etc., has put life and strength into every arm. We often found a great
difference in the effect of the different songs in driving in the hides. Two or three songs would be tried, one
after the other, with no effect;– not an inch could be got upon the tackles– when a new song, struck up, seemed
to hit the humor of the moment, and drove the tackles “two blocks” at once. “Heave round hearty!” “Heave
round hearty!” “Captain gone ashore!” and the like, might do for common pulls, but in an emergency, when
we wanted a heavy, “raise-the-dead” pull, which should start the beams of the ship, there was nothing like
“Time for us to go!” “Round the corner,” or “Hurrah! hurrah! my hearty bullies!”
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
This was the most lively part of our work. A little boating and beach work in the morning; then twenty
or thirty men down in a close hold, where we were obliged to sit down and slide about, passing hides, and
rowsing about the great steeves, tackles, and dogs, singing out at the falls, and seeing the ship filling up
every day. The work was as hard as it could well be. There was not a moment’s cessation from Monday
morning till Saturday night, when we were generally beaten out, and glad to have a full night’s rest, a wash
and shift of clothes, and a quiet Sunday. During all this times,– which would have startled Dr. Graham– we
lived upon almost nothing but fresh beef; fried beefsteaks, three times a day,– morning, noon, and night. At
morning and night we had a quart of tea to each man; and an allowance of about a pound of hard bread a
day; but our chief article of food was the beef. A mess, consisting of six men, had a large wooden kid piled
up with beefsteaks, cut thick, and fried in fat, with the grease poured over them. Round this we sat, attacking
it with our jack-knives and teeth, and with the appetite of young lions, and sent back an empty kid to the
galley. This was done three times a day. How many pounds each man ate in a day, I will not attempt to
compute. A whole bullock (we ate liver and all) lasted us but four days. Such devouring of flesh, I will
venture to say, was seldom known before. What one man ate in a day, over a hearty man’s allowance, would
make a Russian’s heart leap into his mouth. Indeed, during all the time we were upon the coast, our principal
food was fresh beef, and every man had perfect health; but this was a time of especial devouring; and what
we should have done without meat, I cannot tell. Once or twice, when our bullocks failed and we were
obliged to make a meal upon dry bread and water, it seemed like feeding upon shavings. Light and dry,
feeling unsatisfied, and, at the same time, full, we were glad to see four quarters of a bullock, just killed,
swinging from the fore-top. Whatever theories may be started by sedentary men, certainly no men could
have gone through more hard work and exposure for sixteen months in more perfect health, and without
ailings and failings, than our ship’s crew, let them have lived upon Hygela’s own baking and dressing.
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April 15, Friday: The Canadian assembly had been deeply disappointed by the new Lieutenant Governor Sir
Francis Bond Head’s feckless inability to hold a cabinet together for more than six weeks or so. With only two
dissenting votes, the Reformers and Conservatives had united to demand an explanation of the situation. They
then acquired the astonishing news that at the tail end of his service as Lieutenant Governor, Sir John Colborne
had endowed 57 Anglican rectories! On this date the committee of inquiry gave its report to the House,
denouncing Head as a deceitful despot whose conduct in Canada had dishonored the British monarch whom
he had been supposed to represent. The assembly then voted to stop payment out of the tax moneys, depriving
the government of some £7,000 intended for the paychecks of officials. The new Lieutenant Governor then
dug his hole even deeper, by putting on hold all money bills passed during the session, and by proroguing the
legislature.
The New York State legislature passed an act calling for a geological survey of the state, to be divided among
four surveying teams.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. visited the crew of the Pilgrim, and the Kanakas on the San Diego shore.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, April 15th. Arrived, brig Pilgrim, from the windward. It was a sad sight for her crew to see us getting
ready to go off the coast, while they, who had been longer on the coast than the Alert, were condemned to
another year’s hard service. I spent an evening on board, and found them making the best of the matter, and
determined to rough it out as they might; but my friend S______ was determined to go home in the ship,
if money or interest could bring it to pass. After considerable negotiating and working, he succeeded in
persuading my English friend, Tom Harris,– my companion in the anchor watch– for thirty dollars, some
clothes, and an intimation from Captain Faucon that he met should want a second mate before the voyage
was up, to take his place in the brig as soon as she was ready to go up to windward.
The first opportunity I could get to speak to Captain Faucon, I asked him to step up to the oven and look
at Hope, whom he knew well, having had him on board his vessel. He went to see him, but said that he had
so little medicine, and expected to be so long on the coast, that he could do nothing for him, but that Captain
Arthur would take care of him when he came down in the California, which would be in a week or more.
I had been to see Hope the first night after we got into San Diego this last time, and had frequently since
spent the early part of a night in the oven. I hardly expected, when I left him to go to windward, to find him
alive upon my return. He was certainly as low as he could well be when I left him, and what would be the
effect of the medicines that I gave him. I hardly then dared to conjecture. Yet I knew that he must die without
them. I was not a little rejoiced, therefore, and relieved, upon our return, to see him decidedly better.
The medicines were strong, and took hold and gave a check to the disorder which was destroying him;
and, more than that, they had begun the work of exterminating it. I shall never forget the gratitude that he
expressed. All the Kanakas attributed his escape solely to my knowledge, and would not be persuaded that
I had not all the secrets of the physical system open to me and under my control. My medicines, however,
were gone, and no more could be got from the ship, so that his life was left to hang upon the arrival of
the California.

April 24, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 24th of 4 M / Our Meetings were solid good seasons —
Fathers communications in each I thought were seasonable &
pertinent - Ann Hopkins was at meeting in the Afternoon, & in
the eveng I visited her at Henry Goulds where she is spending a
few days. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. went aboard the California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, April, 24th. We had now been nearly seven weeks in San Diego, and had taken in the greater part
of our cargo, and were looking out, every day, for the arrival of the California, which had our agent on
board; when, this afternoon, some Kanakas, who had been over the hill for rabbits and to fight rattlesnakes,
came running down the path, singing out, singing out, “Kail ho!” with all their might. Mr. H., our third mate,
was ashore, and asking them particularly about the size of the sail, etc., and learning that it was “Moku– Nui
Moku,” hailed our ship, and said that the California was on the other side of the point. Instantly, all hands
were turned up, the bow guns run out and loaded, the ensign and broad pennant set, the yards squared by
lifts and braces, and everything got ready to make a good appearance. The instant she showed her nose
round the point, we began our salute. She came in under top-gallant sails, clawed up and furled her sails in
good order, and came-to, within good swinging distance of us. It being Sunday, and nothing to do, all hands
were on the forecastle, criticising the new-comer. She was a good, substantial ship, not quite so long as the
Alert, and wall-sided and kettle-bottomed, after the latest fashion of south-shore cotton and sugar wagons;
strong, too, and tight, and a good average sailor, but with no pretensions to beauty, and nothing in the style
of a “crack ship.” Upon the whole, we were perfectly satisfied that the Alert might hold up her head with a
ship twice as smart as she.
At night, some of us got a boat and went on board, and found a large, roomy forecastle, (for she was squarer
forward than the Alert,) and a crew of a dozen or fifteen men and boys, sitting around on their chests,
smoking and talking, and ready to give a welcome to any of our ship’s company. It was just seven months
since they left Boston, which seemed but yesterday to us. Accordingly, we had much to ask, for though we
had seen the newspapers that she brought, yet these were the very men who had been in Boston and seen
everything with their own eyes. One of the green-hands was a Boston boy, from one of the public schools,
and, of course, knew many things which we wished to ask about, and on inquiring the names of our two
Boston boys, found that they had been schoolmates of his. Our men had hundreds of questions to ask about
Ann street, the boarding-houses, the ships in port, the rate of wages, and other matters.
Among her crew were two English man-of-war’s-men, so that, of course, we soon had music. They sang in
the true sailor’s style, and the rest of the crew, which was a remarkably musical one, joined in the choruses.
They had many of the latest sailor songs, which had not yet got about among our merchantmen, and which
they were very choice of. They began soon after we came on board, and kept it up until after two bells, when
the second mate came forward and called “the Alerts away!” Battle-songs, drinking-songs, boat-songs,
love-songs, and everything else, they seemed to have a complete assortment of, and I was glad to find that
“All in the Downs,” “Poor Tom Bowline,” “The Bay of Biscay,” “List, ye Landsmen!” and all those
classical songs of the sea, still held their places. In addition to these, they had picked up at the theatres and
other places a few songs of a little more genteel cast, which they were very proud of; and I shall never forget
hearing an old salt, who had broken his voice by hard drinking on shore, and bellowing from the mast-head
in a hundred north-westers, with all manner of ungovernable trills and quavers– in the high notes, breaking
into a rough falsetto– and in the low ones, growling along like the dying away of the boatswain’s “all hands
ahoy!” down the hatch-way, singing, “Oh, no, we never mention him.”
“Perhaps, like me, he struggles with
Each feeling of regret;
But if he’s loved as I have loved,
He never can forget!”
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The last line, being the conclusion, he roared out at the top of his voice, breaking each word up into half a
dozen syllables. This was very popular, and Jack was called upon every night to give them his “sentimental
song.” No one called for it more loudly than I, for the complete absurdity of the execution, and the sailors’
perfect satisfaction in it, were ludicrous beyond measure.
The next day, the California commenced unloading her cargo; and her boats’ crews, in coming and going,
sang their boat-songs, keeping time with their oars. This they did all day long for several days, until their
hides were all discharged, when a gang of them were sent on board the Alert, to help us steeve our hides.
This was a windfall for us, for they had a set of new songs for the capstan and fall, and ours had got
nearly worn out by six weeks’ constant use. I have no doubt that this timely reinforcement of songs hastened
our work several days.
Our cargo was now nearly all taken in; and my old friend, the Pilgrim, having completed her discharge,
unmoored, to set sail the next morning on another long trip to windward. I was just thinking of her hard lot,
and congratulating myself upon my escape from her, when I received a summons into the cabin. I went aft,
and there found, seated round the cabin table, my own captain, Captain Faucon of the Pilgrim, and
Mr. R______, the agent. Captain T______ turned to me and asked abruptly —
“D______, do you want to go home in the ship?”
“Certainly, sir,” said I; “I expect to go home in the ship.”
“Then,” said he, “you must get some one to go in your place on board the Pilgrim.”
I was so completely “taken aback” by this sudden intimation, that for a moment I could make no reply.
I knew that it would be hopeless to attempt to prevail upon any of the ship’s crew to take twelve months
more upon the California in the brig. I knew, too, that Captain T______ had received orders to bring me
home in the Alert, and he had told me, when I was at the hide-house, that I was to go home in her; and even
if this had not been so, it was cruel to give me no notice of the step they were going to take, until a few hours
before the brig would sail. As soon as I had got my wits about me, I put on a bold front, and told him plainly
that I had a letter in my chest informing me that he had been written to, by the owners in Boston, to bring
me home in the ship, and moreover, that he had told me that I was to go in the ship.
To have this told him, and to be opposed in such a manner, was more than my lord paramount had been used
to.
He turned fiercely upon me, and tried to look me down, and face me out of my statement; but finding that
that wouldn’t do, and that I was entering upon my defence in such a way as would show to the other two
that he was in the wrong,– he changed his ground, and pointed to the shipping papers of the Pilgrim, from
which my name had never been erased, and said that there was my name,– that I belonged to her,– that he
had an absolute discretionary power;– and, in short, that I must be on board the Pilgrim by the next morning
with my chest and hammock, or have some one ready to go in my place, and that he would not hear another
word from me. No court or star chamber could proceed more summarily with a poor devil, than this trio was
about to do with me; condemning me to a punishment worse than a Botany Bay exile, and to a fate which
would alter the whole current of my future life; for two years more in California would have made me a
sailor for the rest of my days. I felt all this, and saw the necessity of being determined. I repeated what I had
said, and insisted upon my right to return in the ship.
I “raised my arm, and tauld my crack,
Before them a’.”
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But it would have all availed me nothing, had I been “some poor body,” before this absolute, domineering
tribunal. But they saw that I would not go, unless “vi et armis,” and they knew that I had friends and interest
enough at home to make them suffer for any injustice they might do me. It was probably this that turned the
matter; for the captain changed his tone entirely, and asked me if, in case any one went in my place, I would
give him the same sum that S______ gave Harris to exchange with him. I told him that if any one was sent
on board the brig, I should pity him, and be willing to help him to that, or almost any amount; but would
not speak of it as an exchange.
“Very well,” said he. “Go forward about your business, and send English Ben here to me!”
I went forward with a light heart, but feeling as angry, and as much contempt as I could well contain
between my teeth. English Ben was sent aft, and in a few moments came forward, looking as though he had
received his sentence to be hung. The captain had told him to get his things ready to go on board the brig
the next morning; and that I would give him thirty dollars and a suit of clothes.
The hands had “knocked off” for dinner, and were standing about the forecastle, when Ben came forward
and told his story. I could see plainly that it made a great excitement, and that, unless I explained the matter
to them, the feeling would be turned against me. Ben was a poor English boy, a stranger in Boston, and
without friends or money; and being an active, willing lad, and a good sailor for his years, was a general
favorite. “Oh, yes!” said the crew, “the captain has let you off, because you are a gentleman’s son, and have
got friends, and know the owners; and taken Ben, because he is poor, and has got nobody to say a word for
him!” I knew that this was too true to be answered, but I excused myself from any blame, and told them that
I had a right to go home, at all events. This pacified them a little, but Jack had got a notion that a poor lad
was to be imposed upon, and did not distinguish very clearly; and though I knew that I was in no fault, and,
in fact, had barely escaped the grossest injustice, yet I felt that my berth was getting to be a disagreeable
one. The notion that I was not “one of them,” which, by a participation in all their labor and hardships, and
having no favor shown me, had been laid asleep, was beginning to revive. But far stronger than any feeling
for myself, was the pity I felt for the poor lad. He had depended upon going home in the ship; and from
Boston, was going immediately to Liverpool, to see his friends. Beside this, having begun the voyage with
very few clothes, he had taken up the greater part of his wages in the slop-chest, and it was every day a
losing concern to him; and, like all the rest of the crew, he had a hearty hatred of California, and the prospect
of eighteen months or two years more of hide-droghing seemed completely to break down his spirit. I had
determined not to go myself, happen what would, and I knew that the captain would not dare to attempt to
force me. I knew, too, that the two captains had agreed together to get some one, and that unless I could
prevail upon somebody to go voluntarily, there would be no help for Ben. From this consideration, though
I had said that I would have nothing to do with an exchange, I did my best to get some one to go voluntarily.
I offered to give an order upon the owners in Boston for six months’ wages, and also all the clothes, books,
and other matters, which I should not want upon the voyage home. When this offer was published in the
ship, and the case of poor Ben was set forth in strong colors, several, who would not have dreamed of going
themselves, were busy in talking it up to others, who, they thought, might be tempted to accept it; and, at
length, one fellow, a harum-scarum lad, whom we called Harry Bluff, and who did not care what country
or ship he was in, if he had clothes enough and money enough– partly from pity for Ben, and partly from
the thought he should have “cruising money” for the rest of his stay,– came forward, and offered to go and
“sling his hammock in the bloody hooker.” Lest his purpose should cool, I signed an order for the sum upon
the owners in Boston, gave him all the clothes I could spare, and sent him aft to the captain, to let him know
what had been done. The skipper accepted the exchange, and was, doubtless, glad to have it pass off so
easily. At the same time he cashed the order, which was endorsed to him,20 and the next morning, the lad
20. When the crew were paid off in Boston, the owners answered the order, but generously refused to deduct the amount from the
pay-roll, saying that the exchange was made under compulsion. They also allowed S______ his exchange money.
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went aboard the brig, apparently in good spirits, having shaken hands with each of us and wished us a
pleasant passage home, jingling the money in his pockets, and calling out, “Never say die, while there’s a
shot in the locker.” The same boat carried off Harris, my old watchmate, who had previously made an
exchange with my friend S______. I was sorry to part with Harris. Nearly two hundred hours (as we had
calculated it) had we walked the ship’s deck together, at anchor watch, when all hands were below, and
talked over and over every subject which came within the ken of either of us. He gave me a strong gripe
with his hand; and I told him, if he came to Boston again, not to fail to find me out, and let me see an old
watchmate. The same boat brought on board S______, my friend, who had begun the voyage with me from
Boston, and, like me, was going back to his family and to the society which we had been born and brought
up in. We congratulated one another upon finding what we had long talked over and wished for, thus brought
about; and none on board the ship were more glad than ourselves to see the old brig standing round the point,
under full sail. As she passed abreast of us, we all collected in the waist, and gave her three loud, hearty
cheers, waving our hats in the air. Her crew sprang into the rigging and chains, answered us with three as
loud, to which we, after the nautical custom, gave one in return. I took my last look of their familiar faces
as they got over the rail, and saw the old black cook put his head out of the galley, and wave his cap over
his head. The crew flew aloft to loose the top-gallant sails and royals; the two captains waved their hands
to one another; and, in ten minutes, we saw the last inch of her white canvas, as she rounded the point.
Relieved as I was to see her well off, (and I felt like one who had just sprung from an iron trap which was
closing upon him) I had yet a feeling of regret at taking the last look at the old craft in which I had spent a
year, and the first year, of my sailor’s life– which had been my first home in the new world into which I had
entered– and with which I had associated so many things,– my first leaving home, my first crossing the
equator, Cape Horn, Juan Fernandez, death at sea, and other things, serious and common. Yet, with all this,
and the feeling I had for my old shipmates, condemned to another term of California life, the thought that
we were done with it, and that one week more would see us on our way to Boston, was a cure for everything.
May 6, Friday: Waldo Emerson lectured in Salem. This was the 5th lecture of the series.
THE LIST OF LECTURES
BIOGRAPHY

Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
6th day spent the forenoon in walking about Greenwich in waiting
for the Packet which got off about 1 OC & we arrived at home in
about 4 hours altho the wind was entirely a head. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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The New York State Legislature authorized construction of the Genesee Valley Canal.
The Alert, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. crewman, completed its cargo of California hides.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, May 6th, completed the taking of our cargo, and was a memorable day in our calendar. The time when
we were to take in our last hide, we had looked forward to, for sixteen months, as the first bright spot. When the
last hide was stowed away, and the hatches calked down, the tarpaulins battened on to them, the longboat hoisted
in and secured, and the decks swept down for the night,– the chief mate sprang upon the top of the long-boat,
called all hands into the waist, and giving us a signal by swinging his cap over his head,– we gave three long,
loud cheers, which came from the bottom of our hearts, and made the hills and valleys ring again. In a moment,
we heard three, in answer, from the California’s crew, who had seen us taking in our long-boat, and– “the cry
they heard– its meaning knew.”
The last week, we had been occupied in taking in a supply of wood and water for the passage home, and
bringing on board the spare spars, sails, etc. I was sent off with a party of Indians to fill the water-casks, at a
spring, about three miles from the shipping, and near the town, and was absent three days, living at the town,
and spending the daytime in filling the casks and transporting them on ox-carts to the landing-place, whence
they were taken on board by the crew with boats. This being all done with, we gave one day to bending our sails;
and at night, every sail, from the courses to the skysails, was bent, and every studding-sail ready for setting.
Before our sailing, an unsuccessful attempt was made by one of the crew of the California to effect an
exchange with one of our number. It was a lad, between fifteen and sixteen years of age, who went by the name
of the “reefer,” having been a midshipman in East India Company’s ship. His singular character and story had
excited our interest ever since the ship came into the port. He was a delicate, slender little fellow, with a beautiful
pearly complexion, regular features, forehead as white as marble, black haired, curling beautifully, rounded,
tapering, delicate fingers, small feet, soft voice, gentle manners, and, in fact, every sign of having been well born
and bred. At the same time there was something in his expression which showed a slight deficiency of intellect.
How great the deficiency was, or what it resulted from; whether he was born so; whether it was the result of
disease or accident; or whether, as some said, it was brought on by his distress of mind, during the voyage, I
cannot say. From his own account of himself, and from many circumstances which were known in connection
with his story, he must have been the son of a man of wealth. His mother was an Italian woman. He was probably
a natural son, for in scarcely any other way could the incidents of his early life be accounted for. He said that his
parents did not live together, and he seemed to have been ill treated by his father. Though he had been delicately
brought up, and indulged in every way, (and he had then with him trinkets which had been given him at home,)
yet his education had been sadly neglected; and when only twelve years old, he was sent as midshipman in the
Company’s service. His own story was, that he afterwards ran away from home, upon a difficulty which he had
with his father. and went to Liverpool, whence he sailed in the ship Rialto, Captain Holmes, for Boston. Captain
Holmes endeavored to get him a passage back, but there being no vessel to sail for some time, the boy left him,
and went to board at a common sailor’s boarding-house, in Ann street, where he supported himself for a few
weeks by selling some of his valuables. At length, according to his own account, being desirous of returning
home, he went to a shipping-office, where the shipping articles of the California were open. Upon asking where
the ship was going, he was told by the shipping-master that she was bound to California. Not knowing where
that was, he told him that he wanted to go to Europe, and asked if California was in Europe. The shippingmaster
answered him in a way which the boy did not understand, and advised him to ship. The boy signed the articles,
received his advance, laid out a little of it in clothes, and spent the rest, and was ready to go on board, when,
upon the morning of sailing, he heard that the ship was bound upon the North-west Coast, on a two or three
years’ voyage, and was not going to Europe. Frightened at this prospect, he slipped away when the crew was
going aboard, wandered up into another part of the town, and spent all the forenoon in straying about the
common, and the neighboring streets.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Having no money, and all his clothes and other things being in the chest, on board, and being a stranger, he became
tired and hungry, and ventured down toward the shipping, to see if the vessel had sailed. He was just turning the
corner of a street, when the shippingmaster, who had been in search of him, popped upon him, seized him, and
carried him on board. He cried and struggled, and said he did not wish to go in the ship, but the topsails were at the
mast-head, the fasts just ready to be cast off, and everything in the hurry and confusion of departure, so that he was
hardly noticed; and the few who did inquire about the matter were told that it was merely a boy who had spent his
advance and tried to run away. Had the owners of the vessel known anything of the matter, they would have
interfered at once; but they either knew nothing of it, or heard, like the rest, that it was only an unruly boy who was
sick of his bargain. As soon as the boy found himself actually at sea, and upon a voyage of two or three years in
length, his spirits failed him; he refused to work, and became so miserable, that Captain Arthur took him into the
cabin, where he assisted the steward, and occasionally pulled and hauled about decks. He was in this capacity when
we saw him; and though it was much better for him than the life in the forecastle, and the hard work, watching, and
exposure, which his delicate frame could not have borne, yet, to be joined with a black fellow in waiting upon a man
whom he probably looked upon as but little, in point of education and manners, above one of his father’s servants,
was almost too much for his spirit to bear. Had he entered upon his situation of his own free will, he could have
endured it; but to have been deceived, and, in addition to that, forced into it, was intolerable. He made every effort
to go home in our ship, but his captain refused to part with him except in the way of exchange, and that he could not
effect. If this account of the whole matter, which we had from the boy, and which was confirmed by all the crew, be
correct, I cannot understand why Captain Arthur should have refused to let him go, especially being a captain who
had the name, not only with that crew, but with all whom he had ever commanded, of an unusually kind-hearted
man. The truth is, the unlimited power which merchant captains have, upon long voyages on strange coasts, takes
away a sense of responsibility, and too often, even in men otherwise well-disposed, substitutes a disregard for the
rights and feelings of others. The lad was sent on shore to join the gang at the hide-house; from whence, I was
afterwards rejoiced to hear, he effected his escape, and went down to Callao in a small Spanish schooner; and from
Callao, he probably returned to England.
Soon after the arrival of the California, I spoke to Captain Arthur about Hope; and as he had known him on the
voyage before, and was very fond of him, he immediately went to see him, gave him proper medicines, and, under
such care, he began rapidly to recover. The Saturday night before our sailing, I spent an hour in the oven, and took
leave of my Kanaka friends; and, really, this was the only thing connected with leaving California which was in any
way unpleasant. I felt an interest and affection for many of these simple, true-hearted men, such as I never felt before
but for a near relation. Hope shook me by the hand, said he should soon be well again, and ready to work for me
when I came upon the coast, next voyage, as officer of the ship; and told me not to forget, when I became captain,
how to be kind to the sick. Old “Mr. Bingham” and “King Mannini” went down to the boat with me, shook me
heartily by the hand, wished us a good voyage, and went back to the oven, chanting one of their deep monotonous
songs, the burden of which I gathered to be about us and our voyage.
May 8, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 8 of 5 M 1836 / Attended meetings & I must say they were
seasons of much dryness to me but I have no doubt the fault was
my own
Father had short Service in both. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed out of San Diego harbor, headed south. Aboard the vessel was
Professor Thomas Nuttall of Harvard College, returning to Boston from his botanical expedition to the
California coast:
This passenger ... was no one else than a gentleman whom I had known in my better days;
and the last person I should have expected to have seen on the coast of California–
Professor N______, of Cambridge [Thomas Nuttall]. I had left him quietly seated in the
chair of Botany and Ornithology, in Harvard University; and the next I saw of him, was
strolling about San Diego beach, in a sailor’s pea-jacket, with a wide straw hat, and
barefooted, with his trowsers rolled up to his knees, picking up stones and shells. He had
travelled overland to the North-west Coast, and come down in a small vessel to Monterey.
There he learned that there was a ship at the leeward, about to sail for Boston; and, taking
passage in the Pilgrim, which was then at Monterey, he came slowly down, visiting the
intermediate ports, and examining the trees, plants, earths, birds, etc., and joined us at San
Diego shortly before we sailed. The second mate of the Pilgrim told me that they had an
old gentleman on board who knew me, and came from the college that I had been in. He
could not recollect his name, but said he was a “sort of an oldish man,” with white hair,
and spent all his time in the bush, and along the beach, picking up flowers and shells, and
such truck, and had a dozen boxes and barrels, full of them. I thought over everybody who
would be likely to be there, but could fix upon no one; when, the next day, just as we were
about to shove off from the beach, he came down to the boat, in the rig I have described,
with his shoes in his hand, and his pockets full of specimens. I knew him at once, though
I should not have been more surprised to have seen the Old South steeple shoot up from
the hide-house. He probably had no less difficulty in recognizing me. As we left home
about the same time, we had nothing to tell one another; and, owing to our different
situations on board, I saw but little of him on the passage home. Sometimes, when I was
at the wheel of a calm night, and the steering required no attention, and the officer of the
watch was forward, he would come aft and hold a short yarn with me; but this was against
the rules of the ship, as is, in fact, all intercourse between passengers and the crew.… The
Pilgrim’s crew christened Mr. N. “Old Curious,” from his zeal for curiosities, and some
of them said that he was crazy, and that his friends let him go about and amuse himself in
this way. Why else a rich man (sailors call every man rich who does not work with his
hands, and wears a long coat and cravat) should leave a Christian country, and come to
such a place as California, to pick up shells and stones, they could not understand. One
of them, however, an old salt, who had seen something more of the world ashore, set all
to rights, as he thoughts– “Oh, ’vast there!– You don’t know anything about them craft.
I’ve seen them colleges, and know the ropes. They keep all such things for curiosities,
and study ’em, and have men a’ purpose to go and get ’em. This old chap knows what
he’s about. He a’n’t the child you take him for. He’ll carry all these things to the college,
and if they are better than any that they have had before, he’ll be head of the college.
Then, by-and-by, somebody else will go after some more, and if they beat him, he’ll have
to go again, or else give up his berth. That’s the way they do it. This old covey knows the
ropes. He has worked a traverse over ’em, and come ’way out here, where nobody’s ever
been afore, and where they’ll never think of coming.” This explanation satisfied Jack; and
as it raised Mr. N.’s credit for capacity, and was near enough to the truth for common
purposes, I did not disturb it.
The Alert, for its homeward journey, was carrying in addition to the hides and its passenger a small quantity
of gold dust which had been brought down to the ports from the interior by various persons, something not at
all unusual which at that time was attracting little attention.21
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, May 8th. This promised to be our last day in California. Our forty thousand hides, thirty thousand
horns, besides several barrels of otter and beaver skins, were all stowed below, and the hatches calked down.
All our spare spars were taken on board and lashed; our water-casks secured; and our live stock, consisting
of four bullocks, a dozen sheep, a dozen or more pigs, and three or four dozen of poultry, were all stowed
away in their different quarters: the bullocks in the long-boat, the sheep in a pen on the fore-hatch, and the
pigs in a sty under the bows of the long-boat, and the poultry in their proper coop; and the jolly-boat was
full of hay for the sheep and bullocks. Our unusually large cargo, together with the stores for a five months’
voyage, brought the ship channels down into the water. In addition to this, she had been steeved so
thoroughly, and was so bound by the compression of her cargo, forced into her by so powerful machinery,
that she was like a man in a straight-jacket, and would be but a dull sailer, until she had worked herself loose.
The California had finished discharging her cargo, and was to get under weigh at the same time with us.
Having washed down decks and got our breakfast, the two vessels lay side by side, in complete readiness
for sea, our ensigns hanging from the peaks, and our tall spars reflected from the glassy surface of the river,
which, since sunrise, had been unbroken by a ripple. At length, a few whiffs came across the water, and, by
eleven o’clock, the regular north-west wind set steadily in. There was no need of calling all hands, for we
had all been hanging about the forecastle the whole forenoon, and were ready for a start upon the first sign
of a breeze. All eyes were aft upon the captain, who was walking the deck, with, every now and then, a look
to windward. He made a sign to the mate, who came forward, took his station, deliberately between the
knight-heads, cast a glance aloft, and called out, “All hands, lay aloft and loose the sails!” We were half in
the rigging before the order came, and never since we left Boston were the gaskets off the yards, and the
rigging overhauled, in a shorter time. “All ready forward, sir!”– “All ready the main!”– “Cross-jack yards
all ready, sir!”– “Lay down, all hands but one on each yard!” The yard-arm and bunt gaskets were cast off;
and each sail hung by the jigger, with one man standing by the tie to let it go. At the same moment that we
sprang aloft, a dozen hands sprang into the rigging of the California, and in an instant were all over her
yards; and her sails, too, were ready to be dropped at the word. In the mean time our bow gun had been
loaded and run out, and its discharge was to be the signal for dropping sails. A cloud of smoke came out of
our bows; the echoes of the gun rattled our farewell among the hills of California; and the two ships were
covered, from head to foot, with their white canvas. For a few minutes, all was uproar and apparent
confusion: men flying about like monkeys in the rigging; ropes and blocks flying; orders given and
answered, and the confused noises of men singing out at the ropes. The top-sails came to the mast-heads
with “Cheerily, men!” and, in a few minutes, every sail was set; for the wind was light. The head sails were
backed, the windlass came round “slip– slap” to the cry of the sailors;– “Hove short, sir,” said the mate;–
“Up with him!”– “Aye, aye, sir.”– A few hearty and long heaves, and the anchor showed its head. “Hook
cat!”– The fall was stretched along the decks; all hands laid hold;– “Hurrah, for the last time,” said the mate;
and the anchor came to the cat-head to the tune of “Time for us to go,” with a loud chorus. Everything was
done quick, as though it were for the last time. The head yards were filled away, and our ship began to move
through the water on her homeward-bound course.
The California had got under weigh at the same moment; and we sailed down the narrow bay abreast
and were just off the mouth, and finding ourselves gradually shooting ahead of her, were on the point of
giving her three parting cheers, when, suddenly, we found ourselves stopped short, and the California
ranging fast ahead of us. A bar stretches across the mouth of the harbor, with water enough to float common
vessels, but, being low in the water, and having kept well to leeward, as we were bound to the southward,
we had stuck fast, while the California, being light, had floated over.
21. Not until 1841 would the first notable gold discovery be made in California, in San Feliciano Canyon near
the Mission San Fernando.
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May 15, Sunday: Francisco Xavier Isturiz y Montero replaced Juan Alvarez Mendizabal as prime minister of
Spain.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was 1,300 miles south of where he had been a week before.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, May 15th, one week out, we were in latitude 14 56N., long. 116 14W., having gone, by
reckoning, over thirteen hundred miles in seven days. In fact, ever since leaving San Diego, we had had a
fair wind, and as much as we wanted of it. For seven days, our lower and topmast studding-sails were set
all the time, and our royals and top-gallant studding-sails, whenever she could stagger under them. Indeed,
the captain had shown, from the moment we got to sea, that he was to have no boy’s play, but that the ship
had got to carry all she could, and that he was going to make up, by “cracking on” to her, what she wanted
in lightness. In this way, we frequently made three degrees of latitude, besides something in longitude, in
the course of twenty-four hours.– Our days were spent in the usual ship’s work. The rigging which had
become slack from being long in port was to be set up; breast backstays got up; studding-sail booms rigged
upon the main yard; and the royal studding-sails got ready for the light trades; ring-tail set; and new rigging
fitted and sails got ready for Cape Horn. For, with a ship’s gear, as well as a sailor’s wardrobe, fine weather
must be improved to get ready for the bad to come. Our forenoon watch below, as I have said, was given to
our own work, and our night watches were spent in the usual manner:– a trick at the wheel, a look-out on
the forecastle, a nap on a coil of rigging under the lee of the rail; a yarn round the windlass-end; or, as was
generally my way, a solitary walk fore and aft, in the weather waist, between the windlass-end and the main
tack. Every wave that she threw aside brought us nearer home, and every day’s observation at noon showed
a progress which, if it continued, would in less than five months, take us into Boston Bay. This is the
pleasure of life at sea,– fine weather, day after day, without interruption,– fair wind, and a plenty of it,–
and homeward bound. Every one was in good humor; things went right; and all was done with a will.
At the dog watch, all hands came on deck, and stood round the weather side of the forecastle, or sat upon
the windlass, and sung sea songs, and those ballads of pirates and highwaymen, which sailors delight in.
Home, too, and what we should do when we got there, and when and how we should arrive, was no
infrequent topic. Every night, after the kids and pots were put away, and we had lighted our pipes and cigars
at the galley, and gathered about the windlass, the first question was,–
“Well, Tom, what was the latitude to-day?”
“Why fourteen, north, and she has been going seven knots ever since.”
“Well, this will bring us up to the fine in five days.”
“Yes, but these trades won’t last twenty-four hours longer,” says an old salt, pointing with the sharp
of his hand to leeward,– “I know that by the look of the clouds.”
Then came all manner of calculations and conjectures as to the continuance of the wind, the weather
under the line, the south-east trades, etc., and rough guesses as to the time the ship would be up with the
Horn; and some, more venturous, gave her so many days to Boston light, and offered to bet that she would
not exceed it.
“You’d better wait till you get round Cape Horn,” says an old croaker.
“Yes,” says another, “you may see Boston, but you’ve got to ‘smell hell’ before that good day.”
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
We kept all sail on, in the hope of forcing over, but failing in this, we hove aback, and lay waiting for the tide,
which was on the flood, to take us back into the channel. This was somewhat of a damper to us, and the captain
looked not a little mortified and vexed. “This is the same place where the Rosa got ashore,” observed the redheaded
second mate, most mal-a-propos. A malediction on the Rosa, and him too, was all the answer he got, and he slunk
off to leeward. In a few minutes, the force of the wind and the rising of the tide backed us into the stream, and we
were on our way to our old anchoring-place, the tide setting swiftly up, and the ship barely manageable, in the light
breeze. We came-to, in our old berth, opposite the hide-house, whose inmates were not a little surprised to see us
return. We felt as though we were tied to California; and some of the crew swore that they never should get clear
of the bloody coast.
In about half an hour, which was near high water, the order was given to man the windlass, and again the anchor
was catted; but not a word was said about the last time. The California had come back on finding that we had
returned, and was hove-to, waiting for us, off the point. This time we passed the bar safely, and were soon up with
the California, who filled away, and kept us company. She seemed desirous of a trial of speed, and our captain
accepted the challenge, although we were loaded down to the bolts of our chain plates, as deep as a sand-barge,
and bound so taught with our cargo that we were no more fit for a race than a man in fetters;– while our antagonist
was in her best trim. Being clear of the point, the breeze became stiff, and the royal masts bent under our sails, but
we would not take them in until we saw three boys spring aloft into the rigging of the California; when they were
all furled at once, but with orders to stay aloft at the top-gallant mastheads, and loose them again at the word. It
was my duty to furl the fore royal; and while standing by to loose it again, I had a fine view of the scene. From
where I stood, the two vessels seemed nothing but spars and sails, while their narrow decks, far below, slanting
over by the force of the wind aloft, appeared hardly capable of supporting the great fabrics raised upon them. The
California was to windward of us, and had every advantage; yet, while the breeze was stiff, we held our own. As
soon as it began to slacken, she ranged a little ahead, and the order was given to loose the royals. In an instant the
gaskets were off and the bunt dropped. “Sheet home the fore royal!– Weather sheet’s home!”– “Hoist away, sir!”
is bawled from aloft. “Overhaul your clew-lines!” shouts the mate. “Aye, aye, sir, all clear!”– “Taught leech! belay!
Well the lee brace; haul taught to windward”– and the royals are set. These brought us up again; but the wind
continuing light, the California set hers, and it was soon evident that she was walking away from us. Our captain
then hailed, and said that he should keep off to his course; adding– “She isn’t the Alert now. If I had her in your
trim, she would have been out of sight by this time.” This was good-naturedly answered from the California, and
she braced sharp up, and stood close upon the wind up the coast; while we squared away our yards, and stood
before the wind to the south-southwest. The California’s crew manned her weather rigging, waved their hats in the
air, and gave up three hearty cheers, which we answered as heartily, and the customary single cheer came back to
us from over the water. She stood on her way, doomed to eighteen months’ or two years’ hard service upon that
hated coast, while we were making our way to our home, to which every hour and every mile was bringing us
nearer.
As soon as we parted company with the California, all hands were sent aloft to set the studding-sails. Booms
were rigged out, tacks and halyards rove, sail after sail packed upon her, until every available inch of canvas was
spread, that we might not lose a breath of the fair wind. We could now see how much she was cramped and
deadened by her cargo; for with a good breeze on her quarter, and every stitch of canvas spread, we could not get
more than six knots out of her. She had no more life in her than if she were water-logged. The log was hove several
times; but she was doing her best. We had hardly patience with her, but the older sailors said– “Stand by! you’ll
see her work herself loose in a week or two, and then she’ll walk up to Cape Horn like a race-horse.”
When all sail had been set, and the decks cleared up, the California was a speck in the horizon, and the coast
lay like a low cloud along the north-east. At sunset they were both out of sight, and we were once more upon the
ocean where sky and water meet.
At eight o’clock all hands were called aft, and the watches set for the voyage. Some changes were made; but I was
glad to find myself still in the larboard watch. Our crew was somewhat diminished; for a man and a boy had gone
in the Pilgrim; another was second mate of the Ayacucho; and a third, the oldest man of the crew, had broken down
under the hard work and constant exposure on the coast, and, having had a stroke of the palsy, was left behind at
the hide-house under the charge of Captain Arthur.
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Rumors also of what had been said in the cabin, as usual, found their way forward. The steward had
heard the captain say something about the straits of Magellan, and the man at the wheel fancied he had heard
him tell the “passenger” that, if he found the wind ahead and the weather very bad off the Cape, he should
stick her off for New Holland, and come home round the Cape of Good Hope.
This passenger– the first and only one we had had, except to go from port to port, on the coast, was no one
else than a gentleman whom I had known in my better days; and the last person I should have expected to
have seen on the coast of California– Professor N______, of Cambridge. I had left him quietly seated in the
chair of Botany and Ornithology, in Harvard University; and the next I saw of him, was strolling about San
Diego beach, in a sailor’s pea-jacket, with a wide straw hat, and barefooted, with his trowsers rolled up to
his knees, picking up stones and shells. He had travelled overland to the North-west Coast, and come down
in a small vessel to Monterey.
There he learned that there was a ship at the leeward, about to sail for Boston; and, taking passage in the
Pilgrim, which was then at Monterey, he came slowly down, visiting the intermediate ports, and examining
the trees, plants, earths, birds, etc., and joined us at San Diego shortly before we sailed. The second mate of
the Pilgrim told me that they had an old gentleman on board who knew me, and came from the college that
I had been in. He could not recollect his name, but said he was a “sort of an oldish man,” with white hair,
and spent all his time in the bush, and along the beach, picking up flowers and shells, and such truck, and
had a dozen boxes and barrels, full of them. I thought over everybody who would be likely to be there, but
could fix upon no one; when, the next day, just as we were about to shove off from the beach, he came down
to the boat, in the rig I have described, with his shoes in his hand, and his pockets full of specimens. I knew
him at once, though I should not have been more surprised to have seen the Old South steeple shoot up from
the hide-house. He probably had no less difficulty in recognizing me. As we left home about the same time,
we had nothing to tell one another; and, owing to our different situations on board, I saw but little of him
on the passage home. Sometimes, when I was at the wheel of a calm night, and the steering required no
attention, and the officer of the watch was forward, he would come aft and hold a short yarn with me; but
this was against the rules of the ship, as is, in fact, all intercourse between passengers and the crew. I was
often amused to see the sailors puzzled to know what to make of him, and to hear their conjectures about
him and his business. They were as much puzzled as our old sailmaker was with the captain’s instruments
in the cabin. He said there were three:– the chro-nometer, the chre-nometer, and the the-nometer.
(Chronometer, barometer, and thermometer.) The Pilgrim’s crew christened Mr. N. “Old Curious,” from his
zeal for curiosities, and some of them said that he was crazy, and that his friends let him go about and amuse
himself in this way. Why else a rich man (sailors call every man rich who does not work with his hands, and
wears a long coat and cravat) should leave a Christian country, and come to such a place as California, to
pick up shells and stones, they could not understand. One of them, however, an old salt, who had seen
something more of the world ashore, set all to rights, as he thoughts– “Oh, ’vast there!– You don’t know
anything about them craft. I’ve seen them colleges, and know the ropes. They keep all such things for
curiosities, and study ’em, and have men a’ purpose to go and get ’em. This old chap knows what he’s about.
He a’n’t the child you take him for. He’ll carry all these things to the college, and if they are better than any
that they have had before, he’ll be head of the college. Then, by-and-by, somebody else will go after some
more, and if they beat him, he’ll have to go again, or else give up his berth. That’s the way they do it. This
old covey knows the ropes. He has worked a traverse over ’em, and come ’way out here, where nobody’s
ever been afore, and where they’ll never think of coming.” This explanation satisfied Jack; and as it raised
Mr. N.’s credit for capacity, and was near enough to the truth for common purposes, I did not disturb it.
With the exception of Mr. N., we had no one on board but the regular ship’s company, and the live stock.
Upon this, we had made a considerable inroad. We killed one of the bullocks every four days, so that they
did not last us up to the line. We, or, rather, they, then began upon the sheep and the poultry, for these never
come into Jack’s mess.22 The pigs were left for the latter part of the voyage, for they are sailors, and can
stand all weathers. We had an old sow on board, the mother of a numerous progeny, who had been twice
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round the Cape of Good Hope, and once round Cape Horn. The last time going round, was very nearly her
death. We heard her squealing and moaning one dark night, after it had been snowing and hailing for several
hours, and getting into the sty, we found her nearly frozen to death. We got some straw, an old sail, and other
things, and wrapped her up in a corner of the sty, where she staid until we got into fine weather again.
There is a singular piece of rhyme, traditional among sailors, which they say over such pieces of beef. I do
not know that it ever appeared in print before. When seated round the kid, if a particularly bad piece is
found, one of them takes it up, and addressing it, repeats these lines:
“Old horser old horse! what brought you here?”
—“From Sacarap to Portland pier
I’ve carted stone this many a year:
Till, killed by blows and sore abuse,
They salted down for sailors’ use.
The sailors they do me despise:
They turn me over and damn my eyes;
Cut off my meat, and pick my bones,
And pitch the rest to Davy Jones.”

There is a story current among seamen, that a beef-dealer was convicted, at Boston, of having sold old
horse for ship’s stores, instead of beef, and had been sentenced to be confined in jail, until he should eat the
whole of it; and that he is now lying in Boston jail. I have heard this story often, on board other vessels
beside those of our own nation. It is very generally believed, and is always highly commended, as a fair
instance of retaliatory justice.

22. The customs as to the allowance of “grub” are very nearly the same in all American merchantmen. Whenever a pig is killed, the
sailors have one mess from it. The rest goes to the cabin. The smaller live stock, poultry, etc., they never taste. And, indeed, they do
not complain of this, for it would take a great deal to supply them with a good meal, and without the accompaniments, (which could
hardly be furnished to them,) it would not be much better than salt beef. But even as to the salt beef, they are scarcely dealt fairly
with; for whenever a barrel is opened, before any of the beef is put into the harness-cask, the steward comes up, and picks it all over,
and takes out the best pieces, (those that have any fat in them) for the cabin. This was done in both the vessels I was in, and the men
said that it was usual in other vessels. Indeed, it is made no secret, but some of the crew are usually called to help in assorting and
putting away the pieces. By this arrangement the hard, dry pieces, which the sailors call “old horse,” come to their share.
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May 18, Wednesday: The report of the Pinckney Committee to the US House of Representatives, including
the first gag resolution.
The US Congress passed an amendment to the Naval Appropriations Bill authorizing the President to “send
out a surveying and exploring expedition to the Pacific Ocean and the South Seas,” and a total of $300,000
was appropriated for the expedition. The amendment passed the Senate by a vote of 26 to 3 while in the House
there was considerable opposition but the final vote was 79 to 65. The primary purpose of the expedition was
to aid commerce and navigation, but it was also supposed “to extend the bounds of science and to promote
knowledge.”
CHARLES WILKES
(Because the name of the expedition, United States South Seas Exploring Expedition, would soon be shortened
to “Ex. Ex.,” the ship that would be sent out, the Vincennes, would also be referred to informally as the “Ex.
Ex.”.)
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
The poor fellow wished very much to come home in the ship; and he ought to have been brought home in her. But a live dog is
better than a dead lion, and a sick sailor belongs to nobody’s mess; so he was sent ashore with the rest of the lumber, which was
only in the way. By these diminutions, we were shorthanded for a voyage round Cape Horn in the dead of winter. Besides
S______ and myself, there were only five in the forecastle; who, together with four boys in the steerage, the sailmaker, carpenter,
etc., composed the whole crew. In addition to this, we were only three or four days out, when the sailmaker, who was the oldest
and best seaman on board, was taken with the palsy, and was useless for the rest of the voyage. The constant wading in the water,
in all weathers, to take off hides, together with the other labors, is too much for old men, and for any who have not good
constitutions. Beside these two men of ours, the second officer of the California and the carpenter of the Pilgrim broke down
under the work, and the latter died at Santa Barbara. The young man, too, who came out with us from Boston in the Pilgrim,
had to be taken from his berth before the mast and made clerk, on account of a fit of rheumatism which attacked him soon after
he came upon the coast. By the loss of the sailmaker, our watch was reduced to five, of whom two were boys, who never steered
but in fine weather, so that the other two and myself had to stand at the wheel four hours apiece out of every twenty-four; and
the other watch had only four helmsmen. “Never mind– we’re homeward bound!” was the answer to everything; and we should
not have minded this, were it not for the thought that we should be off Cape Horn in the very dead of winter. It was now the first
part of May; and two months would bring us off the cape in July, which is the worst month in the year there; when the sun rises
at nine and sets at three, giving eighteen hours night, and there is snow and rain, gales and high seas, in abundance.
The prospect of meeting this in a ship half manned, and loaded so deep that every heavy sea must wash her fore and aft, was
by no means pleasant. The Alert, in her passage out, doubled the Cape in the month of February, which is midsummer; and we
came round in the Pilgrim in the latter part of October, which we thought was bad enough. There was only one of our crew who
had been off there in the winter, and that was in a whaleship, much lighter and higher than our ship; yet he said they had mankilling weather for twenty days without intermission, and their decks were swept twice, and they were all glad enough to see the
last of it. The Brandywine frigate, also, in her passage round, had sixty days off the Cape, and lost several boats by the heavy
sea. All this was for our comfort; yet pass it we must; and all hands agreed to make the best of it.
During our watches below we overhauled our clothes, and made and mended everything for bad weather. Each of us had
made for himself a suit of oil-cloth or tarpaulin, and these we got out, and gave thorough coatings of oil or tar, and hung upon
the stays to dry. Our stout boots, too, we covered over with a thick mixture of melted grease and tar, and hung out to dry. Thus
we took advantage of the warm sun and fine weather of the Pacific to prepare for its other face. In the forenoon watches below,
our forecastle looked like the workshop of what a sailor is– a Jack at all trades. Thick stockings and drawers were darned and
patched; mittens dragged from the bottom of the chest and mended; comforters made for the neck and ears; old flannel shirts cut
up to line monkey jackets; southwesters lined with flannel, and a pot of paint smuggled forward to give them a coat on the
outside; and everything turned to hand; so that, although two years had left us but a scanty wardrobe, yet the economy and
invention which necessity teaches a sailor, soon put each of us in pretty good trim for bad weather, even before we had seen the
last of the fine. Even the cobbler’s art was not out of place. Several old shoes were very decently repaired, and with waxed ends,
an awl, and the top of an old boot, I made me quite a respectable sheath for my knife.
There was one difficulty, however, which nothing that we could do would remedy; and that was the leaking of the forecastle,
which made it very uncomfortable in bad weather, rendered half of the berths tenantless. The tightest ships, in long voyage, from
the constant strain which is upon the bowsprit, will leak, more or less, round the heel of the bowsprit, and the bitts, which come
down into the forecastle; but, in addition to this, we this, we had an unaccountable leak on the starboard bow, near the cat-head,
which drove us from the forward berths on that side, and, indeed, when she was on the starboard tack, from all the forward berths.
One of the after berths, too, leaked in very bad weather; so that in a ship which was in other respects as tight as a bottle, and
brought her cargo to Boston perfectly dry, we had, after every effort made to prevent it, in the way of caulking and leading, a
forecastle with only three dry berths for seven of us. However, as there is never but one watch below at a time, by ‘turning in
and out,’ we did pretty well. And there being, in our watch, but three of us who lived forward, we generally had a dry berth
apiece in bad weather.1
All this, however, was but anticipation. We were still in fine weather in the North Pacific, running down the north-east trades,
which we took on the second day after leaving San Diego.
1. On removing the cat-head, after the ship arrived at Boston, it was found that there were two holes under it which had been bored for the purpose
driving treenails, and which, accidentally, had not been plugged up when the cat-head was placed over them. This was sufficient to account for the l
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WALDEN: I have always endeavored to acquire strict business
habits; they are indispensable to every man. If your trade is with
the Celestial Empire, then some small counting house on the coast,
in some Salem harbor, will be fixture enough. You will export such
articles as the country affords, purely native products, much ice
and pine timber and a little granite, always in native bottoms.
These will be good ventures. To oversee all the details yourself
in person; to be at once pilot and captain, and owner
and underwriter; to buy and sell and keep the accounts; to read
every letter received, and write or read every letter sent;
to superintend the discharge of imports night and day; to be upon
many parts of the coast almost at the same time; –often the
richest freight will be discharged upon a Jersey shore;– to be
your own telegraph, unweariedly sweeping the horizon, speaking
all passing vessels bound coastwise; to keep up a steady despatch
of commodities, for the supply of such a distant and exorbitant
market; to keep yourself informed of the state of the markets,
prospects of war and peace every where, and anticipate the
tendencies of trade and civilization, –taking advantage of the
results of all exploring expeditions, using new passages and all
improvements in navigation;– charts to be studied, the position
of reefs and new lights and buoys to be ascertained, and ever,
and ever, the logarithmic tables to be corrected, for by the error
of some calculator the vessel often splits upon a rock that should
have reached a friendly pier, –there is the untold fate of La
Perouse;– universal science to be kept pace with, studying the
lives of all great discoverers and navigators, great adventurers
and merchants, from Hanno and the Phoenicians down to our day;
in fine, account of stock to be taken from time to time, to know
how you stand. It is a labor to task the faculties of a man, –
such problems of profit and loss, of interest, of tare and tret,
and gauging of all kinds in it, as demand a universal knowledge.
JEAN-FRANÇOIS DE GALOUP
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WALDEN: What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring
Expedition, with all its parade and expense, but an indirect
recognition of the fact, that there are continents and seas in
the moral world, to which every man is an isthmus or an inlet,
yet unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail many
thousand miles through cold and storm and cannibals, in a
government ship, with five hundred men and boys to assist one,
than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific
Ocean of one’s being alone.–

PEOPLE OF

WALDEN

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”
Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.
CHARLES WILKES
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert had reached the doldrums of the Equator.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Wednesday, May 18th. Lat. 9 54N., long. 113 17W., The north-east trades had now left us, and we had
the usual variable winds, which prevail near the line, together with some rain. So long as we were in these
latitudes, we had but little rest in our watch on deck at night, for, as the winds were light and variable, and
we could not lose a breath, we were all the watch bracing the yards, and taking in and making sail, and
“humbugging” with our flying kites. A little puff of wind on the larboard quarter, and then– “larboard fore
braces!” and studding-booms were rigged out, studding-sails set alow and aloft, the yards trimmed, and jibs
and spanker in; when it would come as calm as a duck-pond, and the man at the wheel stand with the palm
of his hand up, feeling for the wind. “Keep her off a little!” “All aback forward, sir!” cries a man from the
forecastle. Down go the braces again; in come the studding-sails, all in a mess, which half an hour won’t
set right; yards braced sharp up; and she’s on the starboard tack, close hauled. The studding-sails must now
be cleared away, and set up in the tops, and on the booms. By the time this is done, and you are looking out
for a soft plank for a nap,– “Lay aft here, and square in the head yards!” and the studding-sails are all set
again on the starboard side. So it goes until it is eight bells,– call the watch,– heave the log,– relieve the
wheel, and go below the larboard watch.
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May 22, Sunday: At the Niederrheinisches Musikfest in Dusseldorf, Felix Mendelssohn conducted his own
St. Paul, an oratorio to words of Schubring after the Bible for the initial time (this and other performances at
the festival would assure Mendelssohn’s international stature).
Sam Houston landed in New Orleans, where he was met by a band and huzzahing crowds. I bring you tidings
of great cheer — Texians are revolting!
The laying, in Concord, of the corner-stone for a Trinitarian Congregationalist Church.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert were approaching the equator.
After an equatorial rain squall, everyone was able to take a freshwater bath.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, May 22d. Lat. 5 14N., long. 166 45W. We were now a fortnight out, and within five degrees
of the line, to which two days of good breeze would take us; but we had, for the most part, what sailors call
“an Irishman’s hurricane,– right up and down.” This day it rained nearly all day, and being Sunday, and
nothing to do, we stopped up the scuppers and filled the decks with rain water, and bringing all our clothes
on deck, had a grand wash, fore and aft. When this was through, we stripped to our drawers, and taking
pieces of soap and strips of canvas for towels, we turned-to and soaped, washed, and scrubbed one another
down, to get off, as we said, the California dust; for the common wash in salt water, which is all Jack can
get, being on an allowance of fresh, had little efficacy, and was more for taste than utility. The captain was
below all the afternoon, and we had something nearer to a Saturnalia than anything we had yet seen; for the
mate came into the scuppers, with a couple of boys to scrub him, and got into a battle with them in heaving
water. By unplugging the holes, we let the soapsuds off the decks, and in a short time had a new supply of
rain water, in which we had a grand rinsing. It was surprising to see how much soap and fresh water did for
the complexions of many of us; how much of what we supposed to be tan and sea-blacking, we got rid of.
The next day, the sun rising clear, the ship was covered, fore and aft, with clothes of all sorts, hanging out
to dry.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 22nd of 5 M 1836 / Father in both meetings today had
short but I thought lively & well adapted testimonies to bear but they were not very rich seasons to me. —
After tea I went to the head of the Long Wharf when the Steam
Boat came down from Providence - there were many persons there
but I did not know the cause of it till I got there - It seems
the Company of soldiers on Fort Walcot were to embark to go to
Georgia to Fight the Indians - after the boat had taken in her
passengers at the Long Wharf she went over to the fort wharf
where the poor fellows were arraneged in Martial order & we saw
them March down on board the boat to go off to be Shot at
It was an affecting scene to see them leave a pleasant Island &
healthy situation where their little gardens were made & their
articles of Vegitables already come up & in good progress -to
see them with heavy & very sorrowful & dismayed feelings leave
all this, for an unhealthy climate, which of itself is almost
certain death to a Northern constitution, & above all to be shot
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at & Killed or to Kill the Indians in their way
It was a very affecting scene & reminded me of a scene I once
saw in Providence of a Man who was going to the Gallows It seemed nearly as awful when I saw these poor objects March
down from the Barracks & go on board the boat - but over all
& above all, when we reflect on the utter inconsistency &
repugnance it is to the Gospel of Jesus Christ. How truly Awful.
—
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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May 28, Saturday: David Henry Thoreau needed to drop out of Harvard College on account of an illness,
presumably tubercular, and would presumably have been being cared for at the family home in Concord.23
THOREAU RESIDENCES
In Upper Canada, Lieutenant Governor Sir Francis Bond Head dissolved the parliament and ordered that writs
be issued for the election of a new legislature (and indeed, his side would win and the Reformists would lose
in that new election).

Down with Reform!
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert crossed the equator and caught the winds down the western coast of
South America toward Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
As we approached the line, the wind became more easterly, and the weather clearer, and in twenty
days from San Diego,–
Saturday, May 28th, at about three P.M., with a fine breeze from the east-southeast, we crossed the
equator. In twenty-four hours, after crossing the line, which was very unusual, we took the regular
south-east trades. These winds come a little from the eastward of south-east, and, with us, they blew
directly from the east-southeast, which was fortunate for us, for our course was south-by-west, and we
could thus go one point free. The yards were braced so that every sail drew, from the spanker to the
flying-jib; and the upper yards being squared in a little, the fore and main top-gallant studding-sails
were set, and just drew handsomely. For twelve days this breeze blew steadily, not varying a point, and
just so fresh that we could carry our royals; and, during the whole time, we hardly started a brace. Such
progress did we make, that at the end of seven days from the time we took the breeze, on —

June 5, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 5 of 6 M / This morning our friend Sam Rhodes arrived
in the Steam Boat & came to our house while we were eating
23. While recuperating over the summer he would go “to New York with Father, peddling” wholesale for the family pencil business,
not returning to his education until the fall term.
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breakfast he is from Pennsylvania near Philad. & is a Minister
with a good certificate from the Meeting he belongs — he attended
our Morning Meeting & had acceptable service — In the Afternoon
he attended a Meeting appointed at Portsmouth, & expects to
attend as many Meetings as he can before YMeeting. —Our
Afternoon meeting was solid, & father had a short good
testimony. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. noted that the Alert had made 1,200 miles in seven days.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, June 5th, we were in lat. 19 29S., and long. 118 01W., having made twelve hundred miles in
seven days, very nearly upon a taught bowline. Our good ship was getting to be herself again, had increased
her rate of sailing more than one-third since leaving San Diego. The crew ceased complaining of her, and
the officers hove the log every two hours with evident satisfaction. This was glorious sailing. A steady
breeze; the light trade-wind clouds over our heads; the incomparable temperature of the Pacific,– neither
hot nor cold; a clear sun every day, and clear moon and stars each night; and new constellations rising in the
south, and the familiar ones sinking in the north, as we went on our course,– “stemming nightly toward the
pole.” Already we had sunk the north star and the Great Bear in the northern horizon, and all hands looked
out sharp to the southward for the Magellan Clouds, which, each succeeding night, we expected to make.
“The next time we see the north star,” said one, “we shall be standing to the northward, the other side of the
Horn.” This was true enough, and no doubt it would be a welcome sight; for sailors say that in coming home
from round Cape Horn, and the Cape of Good Hope, the north star is the first land you make.
These trades were the same that, in the passage out in the Pilgrim, lasted nearly all the way from
Juan Fernandez to the line; blowing steadily on our starboard quarter for three weeks, without our starting
a brace, or even brailing down the skysails. Though we had now the same wind, and were in the same
latitude with the Pilgrim on her passage out, yet we were nearly twelve hundred miles to the westward of her
course; for the captain, depending upon the strong south-west winds which prevail in high southern latitudes
during the winter months, took the full advantage of the trades, and stood well to the westward, so far that
we passed within about two hundred miles of Ducie’s Island.
It was this weather and sailing that brought to my mind a little incident that occurred on board the
Pilgrim, while we were in the same latitude. We were going along at a great rate, dead before the wind, with
studding-sails out on both sides, alow and aloft, on a dark night, just after midnight, and everything was as
still as the grave, except the washing of the water by the vessel’s side; for, being before the wind, with a
smooth sea, the little brig, covered with canvas, was doing great business, with very little noise. The other
watch was below, and all our watch, except myself and the man at the wheel, were asleep under the lee of
the boat. The second mate, who came out before the mast, and was always very thick with me, had been
holding a yarn with me, and just gone aft to his place on the quarter-deck, and I had resumed my usual walk
to and from the windlass-end, when, suddenly, we heard a loud scream coming from ahead, apparently
directly from under the bows. The darkness, and complete stillness of the night, and the solitude of the
ocean, gave to the sound a dreadful and almost supernatural effect. I stood perfectly still, and my heart beat
quick. The sound woke up the rest of the watch, who stood looking at one another. “What, in the name of
God, is that?” said the second mate, coming slowly forward. The first thought I had was, that it might be a
boat, with the crew of some wrecked vessel, or perhaps the boat of some whaleship, out over night, and we
had run them down in the darkness. Another scream, but less loud than the first. This started us, and we ran
forward, and looked over the bows, and over the sides, to leeward, but nothing was to be seen or heard. What
was to be done. Call the captain, and heave the ship aback? Just at this moment, in crossing the forecastle,
one of the men saw a light below, and looking down the scuttle, saw the watch all out of their berths, and
afoul of one poor fellow, dragging him out of his berth, and shaking him, to wake him out of a nightmare.
They had been waked out of their sleep, and as much alarmed at the scream as we were, and were hesitating
whether to come on deck, when the second sound, coming directly from one of the berths, revealed the
cause of the alarm. The fellow got a good shaking for the trouble he had given. We made a joke of the matter
and we could well laugh, for our minds were not a little relieved by its ridiculous termination.
We were now close upon the southern tropical line, and, with so fine a breeze, were daily leaving the sun
behind us, and drawing nearer to Cape Horn, for which it behoved us to make every preparation.
Our rigging was all examined and overhauled, and mended, or replaced with new, where it was necessary:
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new and strong bobstays fitted in the place of the chain ones, which were worn out; the spritsail yard and
martingale guys and back-ropes set well taught; bran new fore and main braces rove; top-gallant sheets, and
wheel-ropes, made of green hide, laid up in the form of rope, were stretched and fitted; and new top-sail
clewlines, etc., rove; new fore-topmast back-stays fitted; and other preparations made, in good season, that
the ropes might have time to stretch and become limber before we got into cold weather.
June 12, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert experienced a week of intermittent winds.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, June 12th. Lat. 26 04S., 116 31W. We had now lost the regular trades, and had the winds
variable, principally from the westward, and kept on, in a southerly course, sailing very nearly upon a
meridian, and at the end of the week,
Hearing reports that the Texas government was in chaos, Sam Houston began a difficult journey back.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 12 of 6 M 1836 / Our Morning Meeting was a season of
remarkable solemnity & favour - Father Rodman opened the service
in a short lively testimony & was followed in a powerful living
gospel communication by Saml Bettle, Supplication by Hannah
Evans - after a time of very solid waiting Saml was engaged in
another Supplication after which the Meeting closed.
In the Afternoon the Meeting was very large & the weight of the
Service lay on Isaac Thorn his testimony was powerful &
prevalent & considering the great concourse present the Meeting
was as quiet as I ever knew it in the Afternoon. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
June 19, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert began to enter the waters off Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, June 19th, were in lat. 34 15S., and long. 116 38W.
There now began to be a decided change in the appearance of things. The days became shorter and shorter;
the sun running lower in its course each day, and giving less and less heat; and the nights so cold as to
prevent our sleeping on deck; the Magellan Clouds in sight, of a clear night; the skies looking cold and
angry; and, at times, a long, heavy, ugly sea, setting in from the southward, told us what we were coming
to. Still, however, we had a fine, strong breeze, and kept on our way, under as much sail as our ship would
bear. Toward the middle of the week, the wind hauled to the southward, which brought us upon a taught
bowline, made the ship meet, nearly head on, the heavy swell which rolled from that direction; and there
was something not at all encouraging in the manner in which she met it. Being so deep and heavy, she
wanted the buoyancy which should have carried her over the seas, and she dropped heavily into them, the
water washing over the decks; and every now and then, when an unusually large sea met her fairly upon the
bows, she struck it with a sound as dead and heavy as that with which a sledge-hammer falls upon the pile,
and took the whole of it in upon the forecastle, and rising, carried it aft in the scuppers, washing the rigging
off the pins, and carrying along with it everything which was loose on deck. She had been acting in this way
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all of our forenoon watch below; as we could tell by the washing of the water over our heads, and the heavy
breaking of the seas against her bows, (with a sound as though she were striking against a rock,) only the
thickness of the plank from our heads, as we lay in our berths, which are directly against the bows. At eight
bells, the watch was called, and we came on deck, one hand going aft to take the wheel, and another and
another going to the galley to get the grub for dinner. I stood on the forecastle, looking at the seas, which
were rolling high, as far as the eye could reach, their tops white with foam, and the body of them of a deep
indigo blue, reflecting the bright rays of the sun. Our ship rose slowly over a few of the largest of them, until
one immense fellow came rolling on, threatening to cover her, and which I was sailor enough to know, by
“the feeling of her” under my feet, she would not rise over. I sprang upon the knight-heads, and seizing hold
of the fore-stay with my hands, drew myself upon it. My feet were just off the stanchion, when she struck
fairly into the middle of the sea, and it washed her fore and aft, burying her in the water. As soon as she rose
out of it, I looked aft, and everything forward of the main-mast, except the long-boat, which was griped and
doublelashed down to the ring-bolts, was swept off clear. The galley, the pig-sty, the hen-coop, and a large
sheep-pen which had been built upon the forehatch, were all gone, in the twinkling of an eye– leaving the
deck as clean as a chin new-reaped– and not a stick left, to show where they had stood. In the scuppers lay
the galley, bottom up, and a few boards floating about, the wreck of the sheep-pen– and half a dozen
miserable sheep floating among them, wet through, and not a little frightened at the sudden change that had
come upon them. As soon as the sea had washed by, all hands sprung out of the forecastle to see what had
become of the ship and in a few moments the cook and old Bill crawled out from under the galley, where
they had been lying in the water, nearly smothered, with the galley over them. Fortunately, it rested against
the bulwarks, or it would have broken some of their bones. When the water ran off, we picked the sheep up,
and put them in the long-boat, got the long-boat, got the galley back in its place, and set things a little to
rights; but, had not our ship had uncommonly high bulwarks and rail, everything must have been washed
overboard, not excepting Old Bill and the cook. Bill had been standing at the galley-door, with the kid of
beef in his hand for the forecastle mess, when, away he went, kid, beef, and all. He held on to the kid till
the last, like a good fellow, but the beef was gone, and when the water had run off, we saw it lying high and
dry, like a rock at low tide– nothing could hurt that. We took the loss of our beef very easily, consoling
ourselves with the recollection that the cabin had more to lose than we; and chuckled not a little at seeing
the remains of the chicken-pie and pan-cakes floating in the scuppers. “This will never do!” was what some
said, and every one felt. Here we were, not yet within a thousand miles of the latitude of Cape Horn, and
our decks swept by a sea not one half so high as we must expect to find there. Some blamed the captain for
loading his ship so deep, when he knew what he must expect; while others said that the wind was always
southwest, off the Cape, in the winter; and that, running before it, we should not mind the seas so much.
When we got down into the forecastle, Old Bill, who was somewhat of a croaker,– having met with a great
many accidents at sea– said that if that was the way she was going to act, we might as well make our wills,
and balance the books at once, and put on a clean shirt. “’Vast there, you bloody old owl! You’re always
hanging out blue lights! You’re frightened by the ducking you got in the scuppers, and can’t take a joke!
What’s the use in being always on the look-out for Davy Jones?” “Stand by!” says another, “and we’ll get
an afternoon watch below, by this scrape;” but in this they were disappointed, for at two bells, all hands were
called and set to work, getting lashings upon everything on deck; and the captain talked of sending down
the long top-gallant masts; but, as the sea went down toward night, and the wind hauled abeam we left them
standing, and set the studding-sails.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 19th of 6th M 1836 / Our fr Joshua Lynch & his companion
Joel Woolman staid last night at David Buffums, being engaged
in looking for a horse to go the journey they have in propect.
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— They returned to Meeting with us in the forenoon & went to an
appt Meeting at Portsmouth at 4 OC this Afternoon intending to
go from thence to Edw Wings in Tiverton & stay tonight - Joshua
had a good testimony with us in the Morning & in the Afternoon
Meeting Father Rodman was concerned in lively testimony
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

June 20, Monday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. helped rig the Alert for her supreme trial.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
The next day, all hands were turned-to upon unbending the old sails, and getting up the new ones; for a
ship, unlike people on shore, puts on her best suit in bad weather. The old sails were sent down, and three
new topsails, and new fore and main courses, jib, and fore-topmast staysail, which were made on the coast,
and never had been used, were bent, with a complete set of new earings, robands and reef-points; and reeftackles were rove to the courses, and spilling-lines to the top-sails. These, with new braces and clew-lines,
fore and aft, gave us a good suit of running rigging.
The wind continued westerly, and the weather and sea less rough since the day on which we shipped the
heavy sea, and we were making great progress under studding-sails, with our light sails all set, keeping a
little to the eastward of south; for the captain, depending upon westerly winds off the Cape, had kept so far
to the westward, that though we were within about five hundred miles of the latitude of Cape Horn, we were
nearly seventeen hundred miles to the westward of it. Through the rest of the week, we continued on with
a fair wind, gradually, as we got more to the southward, keeping a more easterly course, and bringing the
wind on our larboard quarter, until —

June 26, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert were within 1,800 miles of Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, June 26th, when, having a fine, clear day, the captain got a lunar observation, as well as his meridian
altitude, which made us in lat. 47 50S., long. 113 49W.; Cape Horn bearing, according to my
calculation, E. S. E. 1/2 E., and distant eighteen hundred miles.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 26th of 6th M 1836 / The remains of Redwood Hazard was
brought into Town, & buried after Meeting - Father Rodman was
engaged in testimony as were Hannah Dennis & Anna D Wing - the
latter also appeared in supplication - it appeared to me the
Meeting was preserved, & a good degree of solemnity was spread
over it. —
In the Afternoon Anna was again concerned to preach —Father also
said a few word.— In the evening I met Hannah & Anna at Fathers.
—
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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June 27, Monday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. helped configure the Alert’s sails for the Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Monday, June 27th. During the first part of this day, the wind continued fair, and, as we were going before
it, it did not feel very cold, so that we kept at work on deck, in our common clothes and round jackets.
Our watch had an afternoon watch below, for the first time since leaving San Diego, and having inquired of
the third mate what the latitude was at noon, and made our usual guesses as to the time she would need,
to be up with the Horn, we turned in, for a nap. We were sleeping away “at the rates of knots,” when three
knocks on the scuttle, and “All hands ahoy!” started us from our berths. What could be the matter?
It did not appear to be blowing hard, and looking up through the scuttle, we could see that it was a clear day,
overhead; yet the watch were taking in sail. We thought there must be a sail in sight, and that we were about
to heave-to and speak her; and were just congratulating ourselves upon it– for we had seen neither sail nor
land since we had left port– when we heard the mate’s voice on deck, (he turned-in “all standing,” and was
always on deck the moment he was called,) singing out to the men who were taking in the studding-sails,
and asking where his watch were. We did not wait for a second call, but tumbled up the ladder; and there,
on the starboard bow, was a bank of mist, covering sea and sky, and driving directly for us. I had seen the
same before, in my passage round in the Pilgrim, and knew what it meant, and that there was no time to be
lost. We had nothing on but thin clothes, yet there was not a moment to spare, and at it we went.
The boys of the other watch were in the tops, taking in the topgallant studding-sails, and the lower and
topmast studding-sails were and down by the run. It was nothing but “haul down and clew up,” until we got
all the studding-sails in, and the royals, flying-jib, and mizen top-gallant sail furled, and the ship kept off a
little, to take the squall. The fore and main top-gallant sails were still on her, for the “old man” did not mean
to be frightened in broad daylight, and was determined to carry sail till the last minute. We all stood waiting
for its coming, when the first blast showed us that it was not be trifled with. Rain, sleet, snow, and wind,
enough to take our breath from us, and make the toughest turn his back to windward! The ship lay nearly
over on her beam-ends; the spars and rigging snapped and cracked; and her top-gallant masts bent like whipsticks. “Clew up the fore and main top-gallant sails!” shouted the captain, and all hands sprang to the
clewlines. The decks were standing nearly at an angle of forty-five degrees, and the ship going like a mad
steed through the water, the whole forward part of her in a smother of foam. The halyards were let go and
the yard clewed down, and the sheets started, and in a few minutes the sails smothered and kept in by
clewlines and buntlines.– “Furl ’em, sir?” asked the mate.– “Let go the topsail halyards, fore and aft!”
shouted the captain, in answer, at the top of his voice. Down came the topsail yards, the reef-tackles were
manned and hauled out, and we climbed up to windward, and sprang into the weather rigging. The violence
of the wind, and the hail and sleet, driving nearly horizontally across the ocean, seemed actually to pin us
down to the rigging. It was hard work making head against them. One after another, we got out upon the
yards. And here we had work to do; for our new sails, which had hardly been bent long enough to get the
starch out of them, were as stiff as boards, and the new earings and reef-points, stiffened with the sleet,
knotted like pieces of iron wire. Having only our round jackets and straw hats on, we were soon wet through,
and it was every moment growing colder. Our hands were soon stiffened and numbed, which, added to the
stiffness of everything else, kept us a good while on the yard. After we had got the sail hauled upon the yard,
we had to wait a long time for the weather earing to be passed; but there was no fault to be found, for French
John was at the earing, and a better sailor never laid out on a yard; so we leaned over the yard, and beat our
hands upon the sail to keep them from freezing. At length the word came– “Haul out to leeward,”– and we
seized the reef-points and hauled the band taught for the lee earing. “Taught band– Knot away,” and we got
the first reef fast, and were just going to lay down, when– “Two reefs– two reefs!” shouted the mate, and
we had a second reef to take, in the same way. When this was fast, we laid down on deck, manned the
halyards to leeward, nearly up to our knees in water, set the topsail, and then laid aloft on the main topsail
yard, and reefed that sail in the same manner; for, as I have before stated, we were a good deal reduced in
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numbers, and, to make it worse, the carpenter, only two days before, cut his leg with an axe, so that he could
not go aloft. This weakened us so that we could not well manage more than one topsail at a time, in such
weather as this, and, of course, our labor was doubled.
From the main topsail yard, we went upon the main yard, and took a reef in the mainsail. No sooner had we
got on deck, than– “Lay aloft there, mizen-top-men, and close-reef the mizen topsail!” This called me; and
being nearest to the rigging, I got first aloft, and out to the weather earing. English Ben was on the yard just
after me, and took the lee earing, and the rest of our gang were soon on the yard, and began to fist the sail,
when the mate considerately sent up the cook and steward, to help us. I could now account for the long time
it took to pass the other earings, for, to do my best, with a strong hand to help me at the dog’s ear, I could
not get it passed until I heard them beginning everything to complain in the bunt. One reef after another we
took in, until the sail was close-reefed, when we went down and hoisted away at the halyards. In the mean
time, the jib had been furled and the staysail set, and the ship, under her reduced sail, had got more upright
and was under management; but the two top-gallant sails were still hanging in the buntlines, and slatting
and jerking as though they would take the masts out of her. We gave a look aloft, and knew that our work
was not done yet; and, sure enough, no sooner did the mate see that we were on deck, than– “Lay aloft there,
four of you, and furl the top-gallant sails!” This called me again, and two of us went aloft, up the fore
rigging, and two more up the main, upon the top-gallant yards. The shrouds were now iced over, the sleet
having formed a crust or cake round all the standing rigging, and on the weather side of the masts and yards.
When we got upon the yard, my hands were so numb that I could not have cast off the knot of the gasket to
have saved my life. We both lay over the yard for a few seconds, beating our hands upon the sail, until we
started the blood into our fingers’ ends, and at the next moment our hands were in a burning heat. My
companion on the yard was a lad, who came out in the ship a weak, puny boy, from one of the Boston
schools;– “no larger than a spritsail sheet knot,” nor “heavier than a paper of lampblack,” and “not strong
enough to haul a shad off a gridiron,” but who was now “as long as a spare topmast, strong enough to knock
down an ox, and hearty enough to eat him.” We fisted the sail together, and after six or eight minutes of hard
hauling and pulling and beating down the sail, which was as stiff as sheet iron, we managed to get it furled;
and snugly furled it must be, for we knew the mate well enough to be certain that if it got adrift again, we
should be called up from our watch below, at any hour of the night, to furl it.
I had been on the look-out for a moment to jump below and clap on a thick jacket and south-wester; but
when we got on deck we found that eight bells had been struck, and the other watch gone below, so that
there were two hours of dog watch for us, and a plenty of work to do. It had now set in for a steady gale
from the south-west; but we were not yet far enough to the southward to make a fair wind of it, for we must
give Terra del Fuego a wide berth. The decks were covered with snow, and there was a constant driving of
sleet. In fact, Cape Horn had set in with good earnest. In the midst of all this, and before it became dark, we
had all the studding-sails to make up and stow away, and then to lay aloft and rig in all the booms, fore and
aft, and coil away the tacks, sheets, and halyards. This was pretty tough work for four or five hands, in the
face of a gale which almost took us off the yards, and with ropes so stiff with ice that it was almost
impossible to bend them. I was nearly half an hour out on the end of the fore yard, trying to coil away and
stop down the topmast studding-sail tack and lower halyards. It was after dark when we got through, and
we were not a little pleased to hear four bells struck, which sent us below for two hours, and gave us each
a pot of hot tea with our cold beef and bread, and, what was better yet, a suit of thick, dry clothing, fitted
for the weather, in place of our thin clothes, which were wet through and now frozen stiff.
This sudden turn, for which we were so little prepared, was as unacceptable to me as to any of the rest; for
I had been troubled for several days with a slight tooth-ache, and this cold weather, and wetting and
freezing, were not the best things in the world for it. I soon found that it was getting strong hold, and running
over all parts of my face; and before the watch was out I went aft to the mate, who had charge of the
medicine-chest, to get something for it. But the chest showed like the end of a long voyage, for there was
nothing that would answer but a few drops of laudanum, which must be saved for any emergency; so I had
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only to bear the pain as well as I could.
When we went on deck at eight bells, it had stopped snowing, and there were a few stars out, but the clouds
were still black, and it was blowing a steady gale. Just before midnight, I went aloft and sent down the mizen
royal yard, and had the good luck to do it to the satisfaction of the mate, who said it was done “out of hand
and ship-shape.” The next four hours below were but little relief to me, for I lay awake in my berth, the
whole time, from the pain in my face, and heard every bell strike, and, at four o’clock, turned out with the
watch, feeling little spirit for the hard duties of the day. Bad weather and hard work at sea can be borne up
against very well, if one only has spirit and health; but there is nothing brings a man down, at such a time,
like bodily pain and want of sleep. There was, however, too much to do to allow time to think; for the gale
of yesterday, and the heavy seas we met with a few days before, while we had yet ten degrees more southing
to make, had convinced the captain that we had something before us which was not to be trifled with, and
orders were given to send down the long topgallant masts. The top-gallant and royal yards were accordingly
struck, the flying jib-boom rigged in, and the top-gallant masts sent down on deck, and all lashed together
by the side of the long-boat. The rigging was then sent down and coiled away below, and everything was
made snug aloft. There was not a sailor in the ship who was not rejoiced to see these sticks come down; for,
so long as the yards were aloft, on the least sign of a lull, the top-gallant sails were loosed, and then we had
to furl them again in a snow-squall, and shin up and down single ropes caked with ice, and send royal yards
down in the teeth of a gale coming right from the south pole. It was an interesting sight, too, to see our noble
ship, dismantled of all her top-hamper of long tapering masts and yards, and boom pointed with spear-head,
which ornamented her in port; and all that canvas, which a few days before had covered her like a cloud,
from the truck to the water’s edge, spreading far out beyond her hull on either side, now gone; and she,
stripped, like a wrestler for the fight. It corresponded, too, with the desolate character of her situation;–
alone, as she was, battling with storms, wind, and ice, at this extremity of the globe, and in almost constant
night.
July 1, Friday: Henry James Hungerford, having died without children, the US Congress finally saw its way
clear to accept the money Hungerford’s uncle James Smithson, who had died on June 27, 1829, had left in his
will, over the protests of various types that the congress lacked the authority to do so and that it would be
beneath our dignity to do so. –Money will be money, and the feeding trough known as the “Smithsonian
Institution” was on its way.
Water was let into the first stretch of the Erie and Wabash Canal.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert began to enter the latitude of Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, July 1st. We were now nearly up to the latitude of Cape
Horn, and having over forty degrees of easting to make, we
squared away the yards before a strong westerly gale, shook a
reef out of the fore-topsail, and stood on our way, east-bysouth, with the prospect of being up with the Cape in a week or
ten days. As for myself, I had had no sleep for forty-eight
hours; and the want of rest, together with constant wet and cold,
had increased the swelling, so that my face was nearly as large
as two, and I found it impossible to get my mouth open wide
enough to eat. In this state, the steward applied to the captain
for some rice to boil for me, but he only got only got a– “No!
d--- you! Tell him to eat salt junk and hard bread, like the
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rest of them.” For this, of course, I was much obliged to him,
and in truth it was just what I expected. However, I did not
starve, for the mate, who was a man as well as a sailor, and had
always been a good friend to me, smuggled a pan of rice into the
galley, and told the cook to boil it for me, and not let the
“old man” see it. Had it been fine weather, or in port, I should
have gone below and lain by until my face got well; but in such
weather as this, and short-handed as we were, it was not for me
to desert my post; so I kept on deck, and stood my watch and did
my duty as well as I could.

July 3, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert sailed on through drifting, shifting archipelago of
islands of ice.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Toward morning, a strong breeze sprang up, and we filled away, and left it astern, and at daylight it was out
of sight. The next day, which was
Sunday, July 3d, the breeze continued strong, the air exceedingly chilly, and the thermometer low.
In the course of the day we saw several icebergs, of different sizes, but none so near as the one which we
saw the day before. Some of them, as well as we could judge, at the distance at which we were, must have
been as large as that, if not larger. At noon we were in latitude 55 12’ south, and supposed longitude 89
5’ west. Toward night the wind hauled to the southward, and headed us off our course a little, and blew
a tremendous gale; but this we did not mind, as there was no rain nor snow, and we were already under
close sail.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 3rd of 7 M / In our morning Meeting Father Rodman was
engaged in testimony^supplication — & also in testimony in the
Afternoon much to satisfaction
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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Our national birthday, Monday the 4th of July: Completion of the 1st session of the 24th federal Congress.
The practice of human enslavement was still very legal in the United States of America, land of the free and
home of the brave.24
CELEBRATING OUR B-DAY
Construction began on the Susquehanna and Tidewater Canal.
William Johnson of Natchez, a free black man who was himself a slavemaster (!) as well as being a barber and
a successful businessman, kept a diary of short entries, hardly missing a day between 1836 and 1851. This
diary has seen publication as William Johnson’s NATCHEZ, THE ANTE-BELLUM DIARY OF A FREE NEGRO, ed.
William Ransom Hogan and Edwin Adams Davis (1951, 1979, and a Louisiana State UP paperback in 1993).
Here is one of a series of Johnson’s 4th-of-July entries: “Big marching about town. The Huzars turned Out
for the first time in the streets on parade — the Fencibles and the Mechanicks also — Big Dinner at Mr West
tavern ....”

24. This was Nathaniel Hawthorne’s 32d birthday.
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(Notice that although white men of this period generally feared social contamination
by inferior blacks, even an intimate touching, as by a barber, could be permissible,
as depicted here in a Virginia barbershop — so long as the relationship was one clearly
marked as an intransitive one, between a superior or customer and an inferior or servant.)
The balloon of the intrepid master goldbeater Louis Lauriat was gracing the skies above Lowell MA. On this
same date (although, among the ice islands at the other end of the world, he was imagining it to be a Monday),
Richard Henry Dana, Jr., among the ice islands at the other end of the world, was imagining what
Independence day was like in Boston.
(next screens).
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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Monday, July 4th. This was “independence day” in Boston. What firing of guns, and ringing of bells,
and rejoicings of all sorts, in every part of our country! The ladies (who have not gone down to Nahant,
for a breath of cool air, and sight of the ocean) walking the streets with parasols over their heads, and the dandies
in their white pantaloons and silk stockings! What quantities of ice-cream have been eaten, and what quantities
of ice brought into the city from a distance, and sold out by the lump and the pound! The smallest of the islands
which we saw to-day would have made the fortune of poor Jack, if he had had it in Boston; and I dare say he
would have had no objection to being there with it. This, to be sure, was no place to keep the fourth of July. To
keep ourselves warm, and the ship out of the ice, was as much as we could do. Yet no one forgot the day; and
many were the wishes, and conjectures, and comparisons, both serious and ludicrous, which were made among
all hands. The sun shone bright as long as it was up, only that a scud of black clouds was ever and anon driving
across it. At noon we were in lat. 54 27S. and long. 85 5W., having made a good deal of easting, but having
lost in our latitude by the heading of the wind. Between daylight and dark– that is, between nine o’clock and
three– we saw thirty-four ice islands, of various sizes; some no bigger than the hull of our vessel, and others
apparently nearly as large as the one that we first saw; though, as we went on, the islands became smaller and
more numerous; and, at sundown of this day, a man at the mast-head saw large fields of floating ice called “fieldice” at the south-east. This kind of ice is much more dangerous than the large islands, for those can be seen at a
distance, and kept away from; but the field-ice, floating in great quantities, and covering the ocean for miles and
miles, in pieces of every size-large, flat, and broken cakes, with here and there an island rising twenty and thirty
feet, and as large as the ship’s hull;– this, it is very difficult to sheer clear of. A constant look-out was necessary;
for any of these pieces, coming with the heave of the sea, were large enough to have knocked a hole in the ship,
and that would have been the end of us; for no boat (even if we could have got one out) could have lived in such
a sea; and no man could have lived in a boat in such weather. To make our condition still worse, the wind came
out due east, just after sundown, and it blew a gale dead ahead, with hail and sleet, and a thick fog, so that we
could not see half the length of the ship. Our chief reliance, the prevailing westerly gales, was thus cut off; and
here we were, nearly seven hundred miles to the westward of the Cape, with a gale dead from the eastward, and
the weather so thick that we could not see the ice with which we were surrounded, until it was directly under our
bows. At four, P.M. (it was then quite dark) all hands were called, and sent aloft in a violent squall of hall and
rain, to take in sail. We had now all got on our “Cape Horn rig”– thick boots, south-westers coming down over
our neck and ears, thick trowsers and jackets, and some with oil-cloth suits over all. Mittens, too, we wore on
deck, but it would not do to go aloft with them on, for it was impossible to work with them, and, being wet and
stiff, they might let a man slip overboard, for all the hold be could get upon a rope; so, we were obliged to work
with bare hands, which, as well as our faces, were often cut with the hail-stones, which fell thick and large. Our
ship was now all cased with ice,– hull, spars, and standing rigging;– and the running rigging so stiff that we could
hardly bend it so as to delay it, or, still worse, take a knot with it; and the sails nearly as stiff as sheet iron. One
at a time, (for it was a long piece of work and required many hands,) we furled the courses, mizen topsail, and
fore-topmast staysail, and close-reefed the fore and main topsails, and hove the ship to under the fore, with the
main hauled up by the clewlines and buntlines, and ready to be sheeted home, if we found it necessary to make
sail to get to windward of an ice island. A regular look-out was then set, and kept by each watch in turn, until
the morning. It was a tedious and anxious night. It blew hard the whole time, and there was an almost constant
driving of either rain, hall, or snow. In addition to this, it was “as thick as muck,” and the ice was all about us.
The captain was on deck nearly the whole night, and kept the cook in the galley, with a roaring fire, to make
coffee for him, which he took every few hours, and once or twice gave a little to his officers; but not a drop of
anything was there for the crew. The captain, who sleeps all the daytime, and comes and goes at night as he
chooses, can have his brandy and water in the cabin, and his hot coffee at the galley; while Jack, who has to stand
through everything, and work in wet and cold, can have nothing to wet his lips or warm his stomach. This was
a “temperance ship,” and, like too many such ships, the temperance was all in the forecastle. The sailor, who
only takes his one glass as it is dealt out to him, is in danger of being drunk; while the captain, who has all under
his hand, and can drink as much as he chooses, and upon whose self-possession and cool judgment the lives of
all depend, may be trusted with any amount, to drink at his will.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Sailors will never be convinced that rum is a dangerous thing, by taking it away from them, and giving it to
the officers; nor that, that temperance is their friend, which takes from them what they have always had, and
gives them nothing in the place of it. By seeing it allowed to their officers, they will not be convinced that
it is taken from them for their good; and by receiving nothing in its place, they will not believe that it is done
in kindness. On the contrary, many of them look upon the change as a new instrument of tyranny. Not that
they prefer rum. I never knew a sailor, in my life, who would not prefer a pot of hot coffee or chocolate, in
a cold night, to all the rum afloat. They all say that rum only warms them for a time; yet, if they can get
nothing better, they will miss what they have lost. The momentary warmth and glow from drinking it; the
break and change which is made in a long, dreary watch by the mere calling all hands aft and serving of it
out; and the simply having some event to look forward to, and to talk about; give it an importance and a use
which no one can appreciate who has not stood his watch before the mast. On my passage round Cape Horn
before, the vessel that I was in was not under temperance articles, and grog was served out every middle
and morning watch, and after every reefing of topsails; and though I had never drank rum before, and never
intend to again, I took my allowance then at the capstan, as the rest did, merely for the momentary warmth
it gave the system, and the change in our feelings and aspect of our duties on the watch. At the same time,
as I have stated, there was not a man on board who would not have pitched the rum to the dogs, (I have
heard them say so, a dozen times) for a pot of coffee or chocolate; or even for our common beverage– “water
bewitched, and tea begrudged,” as it was.1 The temperance reform is the best thing that ever was undertaken
for the sailor; but when the grog is taken from him, he ought to have something in its place. As it is now, in
most vessels, it is a mere saving to the owners; and this accounts for the sudden increase of temperance
ships, which surprised even the best friends of the cause. If every merchant, when he struck grog from the
list of the expenses of his ship, had been obliged to substitute as much coffee, or chocolate, as would give
each man a pot-full when he came off the topsail yard, on a stormy night;– I fear Jack might have gone to
ruin on the old road.2
But this is not doubling Cape Horn. Eight hours of the night, our watch was on deck, and during the
whole of that time we kept a bright look-out: one man on each bow, another in the bunt of the fore yard, the
third mate on the scuttle, one on each quarter, and a man always standing by the wheel. The chief mate was
everywhere, and commanded the ship when the captain was below. When a large piece of ice was seen in
our way, or drifting near us, the word was passed along, and the ship’s head turned one way and another;
and sometimes the yards squared or braced up. There was little else to do than to look out; and we had the
sharpest eyes in the ship on the forecastle. The only variety was the monotonous voice of the look-out
forward– “Another island!”– “Ice ahead!” “Ice on the lee bow!”– “Hard up the helm!”– “Keep her off a
little!”– “Stead-y!”
In the meantime, the wet and cold had brought my face into such a state that I could neither eat nor sleep;
and though I stood it out all night, yet, when it became light, I was in such a state, that all hands told me I
must go below, and lie-by for a day or two, or I should be laid up for a long time, and perhaps have the lockjaw. When the watch was changed I went into the steerage, and took off my hat and comforter, and showed
my face to the mate, who told me to go below at once, and stay in my berth until the swelling went down,
and gave the cook orders to make a poultice for me, and said he would speak to the captain.

1. The proportions of the ingredients of the tea that was made for us (and ours, as I have before stated, was a favorable specimen
of American merchantmen) were, a pint of tea, and a pint and a half of molasses, to about three gallons of water. These are all boiled
down together in the “coppers,” and before serving it out, the mess is stirred up with a stick, so as to give each man his fair share of
sweetening and tea-leaves. The tea for the cabin is, of course, made in the usual way, in a tea-pot, and drank with sugar.
2. I do not wish these remarks, so far as they relate to the saving of expense in the outfit, to be applied to the owners of our ship,
for she was supplied with an abundance of stores, of the best kind that are given to seamen; though the dispensing of them is
necessarily left to the captain. Indeed, so high was the reputation of “the employ” among men and officers, for the character and
outfit of their vessels, and for their liberality in conducting their voyages, that when it was known that they had a ship fitting out for
a long voyage, and that hands were to be shipped at a certain time,– a half hour before the time, as one of the crew told me, numbers
of sailors were steering down the wharf, hopping over the barrels, like flocks of sheep.
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July 5, Tuesday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
3rd day 5 of 7 M / This Morning I went on board the Steam Boat
& got to Providence in season to attend the Meeting of the Subcommittee & Spent the day at the School House
Lodged at my dear fr Moses Browns
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
David Henry Thoreau wrote from Concord to Henry Vose, a classmate at Harvard College and fellow
Concordian who would eventually sit on the Superior Court of Massachusetts.

Concord, July 5.th 1836.
Dear Vose.
You will probably recognise in the following dialogue a part which
you yourself acted.
Act 1st. Scene 1st.
T. Come, Vose, let’s hear from a fellow now and then.
V. We–––ll, I certainly will, but you must write first.
T. No, confound you, I shall have my hands full, and moreover shall
have nothing to say, while you will have bonfires, gunpowder plots,
and deviltry enough to back you.
V. Well, I’ll write first, and in the course of our correspondence we
can settle a certain other matter.
Now ’tis to this “certain other matter” alone that you are indebted
for this epistle. The length and breadth, the height and depth, the
sum & substance, of what I have to say, is this. Your humble servant
will endeavor to enter the Senior Class of Harvard University next
term, and if you intend taking a room in College, and it should be
consistent with your pleasure, will joyfully sign himself your lawful
and proper “Chum”.
Should the case be otherwise, you will oblige him much if you will
request that sage doughface of a Wheeler to secure me one of the following rooms. Agreeably to his polite offer.
H. 23
St. do
H. 27
St. do
St 28
H. do
Look well to the order.
I shall expect to hear from you forthwith. I leave it to you to obtain
a room, should it be necessary.
Yrs
Matter-of-factly
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Until Friday, aboard the Alert, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would be sick in his hammock.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
I went below and turned-in, covering myself over with blankets and jackets, and lay in my berth nearly
twenty-four hours, half asleep and half awake, stupid, from the dull pain. I heard the watch called, and the
men going up and down, and sometimes a noise on deck, and a cry of “ice,” but I gave little attention to
anything. At the end of twenty-four hours the pain went down, and I had a long sleep, which brought me
back to my proper state; yet my face was so swollen and tender, that I was obliged to keep to my berth for
two or three days longer. During the two days I had been below, the weather was much the same that it had
been, head winds, and snow and rain; or, if the wind came fair, too foggy, and the ice too thick, to run. At
the end of the third day the ice was very thick; a complete fog-bank covered the ship. It blew a tremendous
gale from the eastward, with sleet and snow, and there was every promise of a dangerous and fatiguing
night. At dark, the captain called all hands aft, and told them that not a man was to leave the deck that night;
that the ship was in the greatest danger; any cake of ice might knock a hole in her, or she might run on an
island and go to pieces. No one could tell whether she would be a ship the next morning. The look-outs were
then set, and every man was put in his station. When I heard what was the state of things, I began to put on
my clothes to stand it out with the rest of them, when the mate came below, and looking at my face, ordered
me back to my berth, saying that if we went down, we should all go down together, but if I went on deck I
might lay myself up for life. This was the first word I had heard from aft; for the captain had done nothing,
nor inquired how I was, since I went below.
In obedience to the mate’s orders, I went back to my berth; but a more miserable night I never wish to
spend. I never felt the curse of sickness so keenly in my life. If I could only have been on deck with the rest,
where something was to be done, and seen, and heard; where there were fellow-beings for companions in
duty and danger– but to be cooped up alone in a black hole, in equal danger, but without the power to do,
was the hardest trial. Several times, in the course of the night, I got up, determined to go on deck; but the
silence which showed that there was nothing doing, and the knowledge that I might make myself seriously
ill, for nothing, kept me back. It was not easy to sleep, lying, as I did, with my head directly against the
bows, which might be dashed in by an island of ice, brought down by the very next sea that struck her. This
was the only time I had been ill since I left Boston, and it was the worst time it could have happened. I felt
almost willing to bear the plagues of Egypt for the rest of the voyage, if I could but be well and strong for
that one night. Yet it was a dreadful night for those on deck. A watch of eighteen hours, with wet, and cold,
and constant anxiety, nearly wore them out; and when they came below at nine o’clock for breakfast, they
almost dropped asleep on their chests, and some of them were so stiff that they could with difficulty sit
down. Not a drop of anything had been given them during the whole time, (though the captain, as on the
night that I was on deck, had his coffee every four hours,) except that the mate stole a potful of coffee for
two men to drink behind the galley, while he kept a look-out for the captain. Every man had his station, and
was not allowed to leave it; and nothing happened to break the monotony of the night, except once setting
the main topsails to run clear of a large island to leeward, which they were drifting fast upon. Some of the
boys got so sleepy and stupefied, that they actually fell asleep at their posts; and the young third mate, whose
station was the exposed one of standing on the fore scuttle, was so stiff, when he was relieved, that he could
not bend his knees to get down. By a constant look-out, and a quick shifting of the helm, as the islands and
pieces came in sight, the ship went clear of everything but a few small pieces, though daylight showed the
ocean covered for miles.
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July 9, Saturday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. characterized the crew of the Alert as being dangerously close to
mutiny.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
At daybreak it fell a dead calm, and with the sun, the fog cleared a little, and a breeze sprung up from
the westward, which soon grew into a gale. We had now a fair wind, daylight, and comparatively clear
weather; yet, to the surprise of every one, the ship continued hove-to. Why does not he run? What is the
captain about? was asked by every one; and from questions, it soon grew into complaints and murmurings.
When the daylight was so short, it was too bad to lose it, and a fair wind, too, which every one had been
praying for. As hour followed hour, and the captain showed no sign of making sail, the crew became
impatient, and there was a good deal of talking and consultation together, on the forecastle. They had been
beaten out with the exposure and hardship, and impatient to get out of it, and this unaccountable delay was
more than they could bear in quietness, in their excited and restless state. Some said that the captain was
frightened,– completely cowed, by the dangers and difficulties that surrounded us, and was afraid to make
sail; while others said that in his anxiety and suspense he had made a free use of brandy and opium, and was
unfit for his duty. The carpenter, who was an intelligent man, and a thorough seaman, and had great
influence with the crew, came down into the forecastle, and tried to induce the crew to go aft and ask the
captain why he did not run, or request him, in the name of all hands, to make sail. This appeared to be a very
reasonable request, and the crew agreed that if he did not make sail before noon, they would go aft. Noon
came, and no sail was made. A consultation was held again, and it was proposed to take the ship from the
captain and give the command of her to the mate, who had been heard to say that, if he could have his way,
the ship would have been half the distance to the Cape before nights,– ice or no ice. And so irritated and
impatient had the crew become, that even this proposition, which was open mutiny, punishable with state
prison, was entertained, and the carpenter went to his berth, leaving it tacitly understood that something
serious would be done, if things remained as they were many hours longer. When the carpenter left, we
talked it all over, and I gave my advice strongly against it. Another of the men, too, who had known
something of the kind attempted in another ship by a crew who were dissatisfied with their captain, and
which was followed with serious consequences, was opposed to it. S______, who soon came down, joined
us, and we determined to have nothing to do with it. By these means, they were soon induced to give it up,
for the present, though they said they would not lie where they were much longer without knowing the
reason.
The affair remained in this state until four o’clock, when an order came forward for all hands to come aft
upon the quarter-deck. In about ten minutes they came forward again, and the whole affair had been blown.
The carpenter, very prematurely, and without any authority from the crew, had sounded the mate as to
whether he would take command of the ship, and intimated an intention to displace the captain; and the
mate, as in duty bound, had told the whole to the captain, who immediately sent for all hands aft. Instead of
violent measures, or, at least, an outbreak of quarter-deck bravado, threats, and abuse, which they had every
reason to expect, a sense of common danger and common suffering seemed to have tamed his spirit, and
begotten something like a humane fellow feeling; for he received the crew in a manner quiet, and even
almost kind. He told them what he had heard, and said that he did not believe that they would try to do any
such thing as was intimated; that they had always been good men,– obedient, and knew their duty, and he
had no fault to find with them; and asked them what they had to complain of– said that no one could say
that he was slow to carry sail, (which was true enough;) and that, as soon as he thought it was safe and
proper, he should make sail. He added a few words about their duty in their present situation, and sent them
forward, saying that he should take no further notice of the matter; but, at the same time, told the carpenter
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to recollect whose power he was in, and that if he heard another word from him he would have cause to
remember him to the day of his death.
This language of the captain had a very good effect upon the crew, and they returned quietly to their duty.
For two days more the wind blew from the southward and eastward; or in the short intervals when it was
fair, the ice was too thick to run; yet the weather was not so dreadfully bad, and the crew had watch and
watch. I still remained in my berth, fast recovering, yet still not well enough to go safely on deck. And I
should have been perfectly useless; for, from having eaten nothing for nearly a week, except a little rice,
which I forced into my mouth the last day or two, I was as weak as an infant. To be sick in a forecastle is
miserable indeed. It is the worst part of a dog’s life; especially in bad weather. The forecastle, shut up tight
to keep out the water and cold air;– the watch either on deck, or asleep in their berths;– no one to speak to;–
the pale light of the single lamp, swinging to and fro from the beam, so dim that one can scarcely see, much
less read by it;– the water dropping from the beams and carlines, and running down the sides; and the
forecastle so wet, and dark, and cheerless, and so lumbered up with chests and wet clothes, that sitting up
is worse than lying in the berth! These are some of the evils. Fortunately, I needed no help from any one,
and no medicine; and if I had needed help, I don’t know where I should have found it. Sailors are willing
enough, but it is true, as is often said– No one ships for nurse on board a vessel. Our merchant ships are
always under-manned, and if one man is lost by sickness, they cannot spare another to take care of him.
A sailor is always presumed to be well, and if he’s sick, he’s a poor dog. One has to stand his wheel, and
another his lookout, and the sooner he gets on deck again, the better.
Accordingly, as soon as I could possibly go back to my duty, I put on my thick clothes and boots and southwester, and made my appearance on deck. Though I had been but a few days below, yet everything looked
strangely enough. The ship was cased in ice,– decks, sides, masts, yards, and rigging. Two close-reefed topsails were all the sail she had on, and every sail and rope was frozen so stiff in its place, that it seemed as
though it would be impossible to start anything. Reduced, too, to her top-masts, she had altogether a most
forlorn and crippled appearance. The sun had come up brightly; the snow was swept off the decks, and ashes
thrown upon them, so that we could walk, for they had been as slippery as glass. It was, course, too cold to
carry on any ship’s work, and we had only to walk the deck and keep ourselves warm. The wind was still
ahead, and the whole ocean, to the eastward, covered with islands and field-ice. At four bells the order was
given to square away the yards; and the man who came from the helm said that the captain had kept her off
to N.N.E. What could this mean? Some said that he was going to put into Valparaiso, and winter, and others
that he was going to run out of the ice and cross the Pacific, and go home round the Cape of Good Hope.
Soon, however, it leaked out, and we found that we were running for the straits of Magellan. The news soon
spread through the ship, and all tongues were at work, talking about it. No one on board had been through
the straits but I had in my chest an account of the passage of the ship A.J. Donelson, of New York, through
those straits, a few years before. The account was given by the captain, and the representation was as
favorable as possible. It was soon read by every one on board, and various opinions pronounced. The
determination of our captain had at least this good effect; it gave every one something to think and talk
about, made a break in our life, and diverted our minds from the monotonous dreariness of the prospect
before us. Having made a fair wind of it, we were going off at a good rate, and leaving the thickest of the
ice behind us. This, at least, was something.
Having been long enough below to get my hands well warmed and softened, the first handling of the ropes
was rather tough; but a few days hardened them, and as soon as I got my mouth open wide enough to take
in a piece of salt beef and hard bread, I was all right again.
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July 22, Friday: There was a break in the clouds and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the others aboard the Alert
caught a glimpse of Staten Land, just eastward of Cape Horn.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, July 22d. This day we had a steady gale from the southward, and stood on under close sail, with
the yards eased a little by the weather braces, the clouds lifting a little, and showing signs of breaking away.
In the afternoon, I was below with Mr. H______ the third mate, and two others, filling the bread locker in
the steerage from the casks, when a bright gleam of sunshine broke out and shone down the companion-way
and through the sky-light, lighting up everything below, and sending a warm glow through the heart of every
one. It was a sight we had not seen for weeks,– an omen, a god-send. Even the roughest and hardest face
acknowledged its influence. Just at that moment we heard a loud shout from all parts of the deck, and the
mate called out down the companion-way to the captain, who was sitting in the cabin. What he said,
we could not distinguish, but the captain kicked over his chair, and was on deck at one jump. We could not
tell what it was; and, anxious as we were to know, the discipline of the ship would not allow of our leaving
our places. Yet, as we were not called, we knew there was no danger. We hurried to get through with our
job, when, seeing the steward’s black face peering out of the pantry, Mr. H______ hailed him. to know what
was the matter. “Lan’ o, to be sure, sir! No you hear ’em sing out, ‘Lan’ o?’ De cap’em say ’im Cape Horn!”
This gave us a new start, and we were soon through our work, and on deck; and there lay the land, fair upon
the larboard beam, and slowly edging away upon the quarter. All hands were busy looking at it,– the captain
and mates from the quarter-deck, the cook from his galley, and the sailors from the forecastle; and even Mr.
N., the passenger, who had kept in his shell for nearly a month, and hardly been seen by anybody, and who
we had almost forgotten was on board, came out like a butterfly, and was hopping round as bright as a bird.
The land was the island of Staten Land, and, just to the eastward of Cape Horn; and a more desolate-looking
spot I never wish to set eyes upon;– bare, broken, and girt with rocks and ice, with here and there, between
the rocks and broken hillocks, a little stunted vegetation of shrubs. It was a place well suited to stand at the
junction of the two oceans, beyond the reach of human cultivation, and encounter the blasts and snows of a
perpetual winter. Yet, dismal as it was, it was a pleasant sight to us; not only as being the first land we had
seen, but because it told us that we had passed the Cape,– were in the Atlantic,– and that, with twenty-four
hours of this breeze, might bid defiance to the Southern Ocean. It told us, too, our latitude and longitude
better than any observation; and the captain now knew where we were, as well as if we were off the end of
Long wharf.
In the general joy, Mr. N. said he should like to go ashore upon the island and examine a spot which probably
no human being had ever set foot upon; but the captain intimated that he would see the island– specimens
and all,– in– another place, before he would get out a boat or delay the ship one moment for him.
We left the land gradually astern; and at sundown had the Atlantic Ocean clear before us.
It is usual, in voyages round the Cape from the Pacific, to keep to the eastward of the Falkland Islands; but as
it had now set in a strong, steady, and clear south-wester, with every prospect of its lasting, and we had had
enough of high latitudes, the captain determined to stand immediately to the northward, running inside the
Falkland Islands. Accordingly, when the wheel was relieved at eight o’clock, the order was given to keep
her due north, and all hands were turned up to square away the yards and make sail. In a moment, the news
ran through the ship that the captain was keeping her off, with her nose straight for Boston, and Cape Horn
over her taffrail. It was a moment of enthusiasm. Every one was on the alert, and even the two sick men
turned out to lend a hand at the halyards. The wind was now due south-west, and blowing a gale to which
a vessel close hauled could have shown no more than a single close-reefed sail; but as we were going before
it, we could carry on. Accordingly, hands were sent aloft, and a reef shaken out of the top-sails, and the
reefed foresail set. When we came to masthead the topsail yards, with all hands at the halyards, we struck
up “Cheerily, men,” with a chorus which might have been heard half-way to Staten Land.
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Under her increased sail, the ship drove on through the water. Yet she could bear it well; and the captain
sang out from the quarter-deck– “Another reef out of that fore-topsail, and give it to her!” Two hands sprang
aloft; the frozen reef-points and earings were cast adrift, the halyards manned, and the sail gave out her
increased canvas to the gale. All hands were kept on deck to watch the effect of the change. It was as much
as she could well carry, and with a heavy sea astern, it took two men at the wheel to steer her. She flung the
foam from her bows; the spray breaking aft as far as the gangway. She was going at a prodigious rate. Still,
everything held. Preventer braces were reeved and hauled taught; tackles got upon the backstays; and each
thing done to keep all snug and strong. The captain walked the deck at a rapid stride, looked aloft at the
sails, and then to windward; the mate stood in the gangway, rubbing his hands, and talking aloud to the ship–
“Hurrah, old bucket! the Boston girls have got hold of the tow-rope!” and the like; and we were on the
forecastle, looking to see how the spars stood it, and guessing the rate at which she was going,– when the
captain called out– “Mr. Brown, get up the topmast studding-sail! What she can’t carry she may drag!”
The mate looked a moment; but he would let no one be before him in daring. He sprang forward– “Hurrah,
men! rig out the topmast studdingsail boom! Lay aloft, and I’ll send the rigging up to you!”– We sprang
aloft into the top; lowered a girt-line down, by which we hauled up the rigging; rove the tacks and halyards;
ran out the boom and lashed it fast, and sent down the lower halyards, as a preventer. It was a clear starlight
night, cold and blowing; but everybody worked with a will. Some, indeed, looked as though they thought
the “old man” was mad, but no one said a word. We had had a new topmast studding-sail made with a reef
in it,– a thing hardly ever heard of, and which the sailors had ridiculed a good deal, saying that when it was
time to reef a studding-sail, it was time to take it in. But we found a use for it now; for, there being a reef in
the topsail, the studding-sail could not be set without one in it also. To be sure, a studding-sail with reefed
topsails was rather a new thing; yet there was some reason in it, for if we carried that away, we should lose
only a sail and a boom; but a whole topsail might have carried away the mast and all.
While we were aloft, the sail had been got out, bent to the yard, reefed, and ready for hoisting. Waiting for
a good opportunity, the halyards were manned and the yard hoisted fairly up to the block; but when the mate
came to shake the catspaw out of the downhaul, and we began to boom-end the sail, it shook the ship to her
centre. The boom buckled up and bent like a whip-stick, and we looked every moment to see something go;
but, being of the short, tough upland spruce, it bent like whalebone, and nothing could break it. The
carpenter said it was the best stick he had ever seen. The strength of all hands soon brought the tack to the
boom-end, and the sheet was trimmed down, and the preventer and the weather brace hauled taught to take
off the strain. Every rope-yarn seemed stretched to the utmost, and every thread of canvas; and with this sail
added to her, the ship sprang through the water like a thing possessed. The sail being nearly all forward, it
lifted her out of the water, and she seemed actually to jump from sea to sea. From the time her keel was laid,
she had never been so driven; and had it been life or death with every one of us, she could not have borne
another stitch of canvas.
Finding that she would bear the sail, the hands were sent below, and our watch remained on deck. Two men
at the wheel had as much as they could do to keep her within three points of her course, for she steered as
wild as a young colt. The mate walked the deck, looking at the sails, and then over the side to see the foam
fly by her, slapping his hands upon his thighs and talking to the ship– “Hurrah, you jade, you’ve got the
scent!– you know where you’re going!” And when she leaped over the seas, and almost out of the water,
and trembled to her very keel, the spars and masts snapping and creaking,– “There she goes!– There she
goes,– handsomely!– as long as she cracks she holds!”– while we stood with the rigging laid down fair for
letting go, and ready to take in sail and clear away, if anything went. At four bells we hove the log, and she
was going eleven knots fairly; and had it not been for the sea from aft which sent the ship home, and threw
her continually off her course, the log would have shown her to have been going much faster. I went to the
wheel with a young fellow from the Kennebec, who was a good helmsman; and for two hours we had our
hands full. A few minutes showed us that our monkey-jackets must come off; and, cold as it was, we stood
in our shirt-sleeves, in a perspiration; and were glad enough to have it eight bells, and the wheel relieved.
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We turned-in and slept as well as we could, though the sea made a constant roar under her bows, and washed
over the forecastle like a small cataract.
At four o’clock, we were called again. The same sail was still on the vessel, and the gale, if there was any
change, had increased a little. No attempt was made to take the studding-sail in; and, indeed, it was too late
now. If we had started anything toward taking it in, either tack or halyards, it would have blown to pieces,
and carried something away with it. The only way now was to let everything stand, and if the gale went
down, well and good; if not, something must go– the weakest stick or rope first– and then we could get it
in. For more than an hour she was driven on at such a rate that she seemed actually to crowd the sea into a
heap before her; and the water poured over the spritsail yard as it would over a dam. Toward daybreak the
gale abated a little, and she was just beginning to go more easily along, relieved of the pressure, when Mr.
Brown, determined to give her no respite, and depending upon the wind’s subsiding as the sun rose, told us
to get along the lower studding-sail. This was an immense sail, and held wind enough to last a Dutchman a
week,– hove-to. It was soon ready, the boom topped up, preventer guys rove, and the idlers called up to man
the halyards; yet such was still the force of the gale, that we were nearly an hour setting the sail;
carried away the outhaul in doing it, and came very near snapping off the swinging boom. No sooner was
it set than the ship tore on again like one that was mad, and began to steer as wild as a hawk. The men at
the wheel were puffing and blowing at their work, and the helm was going hard up and hard down,
constantly. Add to this, the gale did not lessen as the day came on, but the sun rose in clouds. A sudden lurch
threw the man from the weather wheel across the deck and against the side. The mate sprang to the wheel,
and the man, regaining his feet, seized the spokes, and they hove the wheel up just in time to save her from
broaching to; though nearly half the studding-sail went under water; and as she came to, the boom stood up
at an angle of forty-five degrees. She had evidently more on her than she could bear; yet it was in vain to
try to take it in– the clewline was not strong enough; and they were thinking of cutting away, when another
wide yaw and a come-to, snapped the guys, and the swinging boom came in, with a crash, against the lower
rigging. The outhaul block gave way, and the topmast studding-sail boom bent in a manner which I never
before supposed a stick could bend. I had my eye on it when the guys parted, and it made one spring and
buckled up so as to form nearly a half circle, and sprang out again to its shape. The clewline gave way at
the first pull; the cleat to which the halyards were belayed was wrenched off, and the sail blew round the
spritsail yards and head guys, which gave us a bad job to get it in. A half hour served to clear all away, and
she was suffered to drive on with her topmast studding-sail set, it being as much as she could stagger under.
During all this day and the next night, we went on under the same sail, the gale blowing with undiminished
force; two men at the wheel all the time; watch and watch, and nothing to do but to steer and look out for
the ship, and be blown along;– until the noon of the next day–
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July 24, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and the Alert had passed the Falklands.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, July 24th, when we were in latitude 50 27S., longitude 62 13W., having made four degrees of
latitude in the last twenty-four hours. Being now to northward of the Falkland Islands, the ship was kept off,
north-east, for the equator; and with her head for the equator, and Cape Horn over her taffrail, she went
gloriously on; every heave of the sea leaving the Cape astern, and every hour bringing us nearer to home,
and to warm weather. Many a time, when blocked up in the ice, with everything dismal and discouraging
about us, had we said,– if we were only fairly round, and standing north on the other side, we should ask
for no more:– and now we had it all, with a clear sea, and as much wind as a sailor could pray for. If the best
part of the voyage is the last part, surely we had all now that we could wish. Every one was in the highest
spirits, and the ship seemed as glad as any of us at getting out of her confinement. At each change of the
watch, those coming on deck asked those going below– “How does she go along?” and got for answer,
the rate, and the customary addition– “Aye! and the Boston girls have had hold of the tow-rope all the watch,
and can’t haul half the slack in!” Each day the sun rose higher in the horizon, and the nights grew shorter;
and at coming on deck each morning, there was a sensible change in the temperature. The ice, too, began
to melt from off the rigging and spars, and, except a little which remained in the tops and round the hounds
of the lower masts, was soon gone. As we left the gale behind us, the reefs were shaken out of the topsails,
and sail made as fast as she could bear it; and every time all hands were sent to the halyards, a song was
called for, and we hoisted away with a will.
Sail after sail was added, as we drew into fine weather; and in one week after leaving Cape Horn,
the long topgallant masts were got up, topgallant and royal yards crossed, and the ship restored to her fair
proportions.
The Southern Cross we saw no more after the first night; the Magellan Clouds settled lower and lower
in the horizon; and so great was our change of latitude each succeeding night, that we sank some
constellation in the south, and raised another in the northern horizon.

Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 24th of 7th M 1836 / In our Morning Meeting Father Rodman
was very acceptably engaged in testimony & in supplication
In the Afternoon he was also concerned in testimony & both were
very good Meetings for which I trust many were truly thankful. —
Last evening my young friend Moses Blockwood came & set with us.
& I was sorry he had previously engaged lodgings as I should
have been glad to have entertained him for the love I bear for
him while associated together at the YMB School.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

HDT

WHAT?

RACE WAR,

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

July 31, Sunday: Mr. David H. Thoreau was written to by his classmate Charles Rice, from his home town of
Brookfield, Massachusetts:
Postmark: BROOKFIELD
Aug 1

10

MAS
Address: Mr. David H. Thoreau
Concord Mass.
Written perpendicular to address: Charles Rice [notation in a different
hand]
Classmate
[see next screen]
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Brookfield, July 31, 1836
Friend David,
Pardon, pardon for not better fulfilling my promise. The term has past
and gone, and the end of nearly two weeks of vacation finds me at home,
passing the week days in the hay-field and the Sabbath in attendance
upon church. I came home sick, went immediately to haying, and now do
not know that I was ever better in my life than I am at this moment.
The hay-field is a capital place for a sick man. The scent of the hay
is good and healthy, and the work among it truly invigorating. Part of
the time I have been hoeing potatoes and corn. This is being right in
the dirt, and you know that there is nothing more healthy[.] I am not
sure that it would work well with you, but I would advise you, if you
have an opportunity, to try the experiment of working among the hay and
dirt. For myself, I believe that if I had not tried this, I should have
been upon my bed at this moment. I hope that I shall see you back at
Cambridge in the commencement of next term in fine health and spirits.
As for news from Cambridge, I am ignorant of the greatest — those of
exhibition and class day, except from report. Being unwell I chose to
go home the Saturday before these eventful days. I have learnt however
that the chapel was crowded on both days. Hale’s oration is said to have
been very excellent. Phillip’s oration good, but not well adapted to
the occasion; Prince’s poem — poor. But all this you have probably heard
before. As for your own occupation, I conclude that you are digging for
indian remains. What success? Do you find anything as curious as the
head, that was dug up ‘all along shore’, and exposed to sale before the
Antiquarian Bookstore, Boston? If you will come to Brookfield, I will
show you ponds where the Indians used to fish, and passages into and
through rocks, which the imagination easily converts into [c]aves
formerly inhabited by the Indians. There is one place in Brookfield
called Cranberry hill that contains several of these. Before I became
a collegian and since, have I occupied considerable time in examining
these, and think it very probable, that they were once dwelling places
of the Indians. They are at least objects of curiosity, well worth
visiting and examining[.] Vose has been with me this vacation. He was
intending to visit Northampton, and we made our arrangements so that he
went with Russell and staid till teusday of the week after the close of
the term. Then on returning from a jaunt in the northe[rn] part of the
county, I took him in at Princeton, and brought him home with me, and
the next day he started for Northampton. He had had a very severe attack
of the asthma at Princeton and was very unwell when I saw him, teusday.
The next day, however, he appeared to be much better. Do you read any
french, now? Chateaubriand’s Travels — have you finished them? You may
well suppose that my farming occupations allow [but li]ttle time for
reading. This will my excuse for [not rea]ding more than I shall, this
vacation. Concord is said to be one of the most beautiful towns in New
[E]ngland. It must contain many pleasant retreats for one of your musing
temperament. Write [to] me [—] some of the results of your musings. I am
not to be disappointed of a letter, as I perhaps have disappointed you,
and therefore I allow you one week only[ ]from the date of this letter,
to [write] me one in return[.] Do not disappoint me. Friend and
Classmate — good night.
Y ’
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Under a driving wind the Alert made 1,000 miles in four days and a half, with Richard Henry Dana, Jr. noting
that this was as good as could have been achieved under steam power.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, July 31st. At noon we were in lat. 36 41S., long. 38 08W., having traversed the distance of two
thousand miles, allowing for changes of course, in nine days. A thousand miles in four days and a half!–
This is equal to steam.
Soon after eight o’clock, the appearance of the ship gave evidence that this was the first Sunday we had
yet had in fine weather. As the sun came up clear, with the promise of a fair, warm day, and, as usual on
Sunday, there was no work going on, all hands turned-to upon clearing out the forecastle. The wet and soiled
clothes which had accumulated there during the past month, were brought up on deck; the chests moved;
brooms, buckets of water, swabs, scrubbing-brushes, and scrapers carried down, and applied, until the
forecastle floor was as white as chalk, and everything neat and in order. The bedding from the berths was
then spread on deck, and dried, and aired; the deck-tub filled with water; and a grand washing begun of all
the clothes which were brought up. Shirts, frocks, drawers, trowsers, jackets, stockings, of every shape and
color, wet and dirty– many of them mouldy from having been lying a long time wet in a foul corner– these
were all washed and scrubbed out, and finally towed overboard for half an hour; and then made fast in the
rigging to dry. Wet boots and shoes were spread out to dry in sunny places on deck; and the whole ship
looked like a back yard on a washing day. After we had done with our clothes, we began upon our own
persons. A little fresh water, which we had saved from our allowance, was put in buckets, and with soap
and towels, we had what sailors call a fresh-water wash. The same bucket, to be sure, had to go through
several hands, and was spoken for by one after another, but as we rinsed off in salt water, pure from the
ocean, and the fresh was used only to start the accumulated grime and blackness of five weeks, it was held
of little consequence. We soaped down and scrubbed one another with towels and pieces of canvas,
stripping to it; and then, getting into the head, threw buckets of water upon each other. After this, came
shaving, and combing, and brushing; and when, having spent the first part of the day in this way, we sat
down on the forecastle, in the afternoon, with clean duck trowsers, and shirts on, washed, shaved, and
combed, and looking a dozen shades lighter for it, reading, sewing, and talking at our ease, with a clear sky
and warm sun over our heads, a steady breeze over the larboard quarter, studding-sails out alow and aloft,
and all the flying kites aboard;– we felt that we had got back into the pleasantest part of a sailor’s life. At
sundown the clothes were all taken down from the rigging– clean and dry– and stowed neatly away in our
chests; and our southwesters, thick boots, guernsey frocks, and other accompaniments of bad weather, put
out of the way, we hoped, for the rest of the voyage, as we expected to come upon the coast early in the
autumn.
Notwithstanding all that has been said about the beauty of a ship under full sail, there are very few who
have ever seen a ship, literally, under all her sail. A ship coming in or going out of port, with her ordinary
sails, and perhaps two of three studding-sails, is commonly said to be under full sail; but a ship never has
all her sail upon her, except when she has a light, steady breeze, very nearly, but not quite, dead aft, and so
regular that it can be trusted, and is likely to last for some time. Then, with all her sails, light and heavy, and
studding-sails, on each side, alow and aloft, she is the most glorious moving object in the world. Such a
sight, very few, even some who have been at sea a great deal, have ever beheld; for from the deck of your
own vessel you cannot see her, as you would a separate object.
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August: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. reported struggles between the captain and the 1st mate of the Alert, and a
confrontation which resulted in the “black soger” steward being flogged with a rope.

You will immediately note that in the comic book version, the “black soger” has been transformed as a white
man — with blond hair yet. Pause and reflect for a moment, if you will, the difference in reception of that
Classic Comic, had it shown the real black man being flogged with that rope. How many of the white children
in the intended American audience for this commercial product, in the earlier years of the 20th Century smack
in the middle of our era of race lynchings and church torchings, would have been distracted by this story detail
and would instantly have understood such a flogging not as an example of nautical brutality but, because of
its interracial component, as unpleasantly unimportant or perhaps unpleasantly necessary?
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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One night, while we were in these tropics, I went out to the end of the flying-jib-boom, upon some duty,
and, having finished it, turned round, and lay over the boom for a long time, admiring the beauty of the sight
before me. Being so far out from the deck, I could look at the ship, as at a separate vessel;– and there rose
up from the water, supported only by the small black hull, a pyramid of canvas, spreading out far beyond
the hull, and towering up almost, as it seemed in the indistinct night air, to the clouds. The sea was as still
as an inland lake; the light trade-wind was gently and steadily breathing from astern; the dark blue sky was
studded with the tropical stars; there was no sound but the rippling of the water under the stem; and the sails
were spread out, wide and high;– the two lower studding-sails stretching, on each side, far beyond the deck;
the topmast studding-sails, like wings to the topsails; the top-gallant studding-sails spreading fearlessly out
above them; still higher, the two royal studding-sails, looking like two kites flying from the same string;
and, highest of all, the little skysail, the apex of the pyramid, seeming actually to touch the stars, and to be
out of reach of human hand. So quiet, too, was the sea, and so steady the breeze, that if these sails had been
sculptured marble, they could not have been more motionless. Not a ripple upon the surface of the canvas;
not even a quivering of the extreme edges of the sail– so perfectly were they distended by the breeze.
I was so lost in the sight, that I forgot the presence of the man who came out with me, until he said,
(for he, too, rough old man-of-war’s-man as he was, had been gazing at the show,) half to himself,
still looking at the marble sails– “How quietly they do their work!”
The fine weather brought work with it, as the ship was to be put in order for coming into port. This may
give a landsman some notion of what is done on board ship.– All the first part of a passage is spent in getting
a ship ready for sea, and the last part in getting her ready for port. She is, as sailors say, like a lady’s watch,
always out of repair. The new, strong sails, which we had up off Cape Horn, were to be sent down, and the
old set, which were still serviceable in fine weather, to be bent in their place; all the rigging to be set up,
fore and aft; the masts stayed; the standing rigging to be tarred down; lower and topmast rigging rattled
down, fore and aft; the ship scraped, inside and out, and painted; decks varnished; new and neat knots,
seizings and coverings to be fitted; and every part put in order, to look well to the owner’s eye, on coming
into Boston. This, of course, was a long matter; and all hands were kept on deck at work for the whole of
each day, during the rest of the voyage. Sailors call this hard usage; but the ship must be in crack order,
and “we’re homeward bound” was the answer to everything.
We went on for several days, employed in this way, nothing remarkable occurring; and, at the latter part
of the week, fell in with the south-east trades, blowing about east-southeast, which brought them nearly two
points abaft our beam. These blew strong and steady, so that we hardly started a rope, until we were beyond
their latitude. The first day of “all hands,” one of those little incidents occurred, which are nothing in
themselves, but are great matters in the eyes of a ship’s company, as they serve to break the monotony of
a voyage, and afford conversation to the crew for days afterwards. These small matters, too, are often
interesting, as they show the customs and state of feeling on shipboard.
In merchant vessels, the captain gives his orders as to the ship’s work, to the mate, in a general way,
and leaves the execution of them, with the particular ordering, to him. This has become so fixed a custom,
that it is like a law, and is never infringed upon by a wise master, unless his mate is no seaman; in which
case, the captain must often oversee things for himself. This, however, could not be said of our chief mate;
and he was very jealous of any encroachment upon the borders of his authority.
On Monday morning, the captain told him to stay the fore-topmast plumb. He accordingly came
forward, turned all hands to, with tackles on the stays and back-stays, coming up with the seizings,
hauling here, belaying there, and full of business, standing between the knightheads to sight the mast,–
when the captain came forward, and also began to give orders. This made confusion, and the mate,
finding that he was all aback, left his place and went aft, saying to the captain —
“If you come forward, sir, I’ll go aft. One is enough on the forecastle.”
This produced a reply, and another fierce answer; and the words flew, fists were doubled up,
and things looked threateningly.
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“I’m master of this ship.”
“Yes, sir, and I’m mate of her, and know my place! My place is forward, and yours is aft!”
“My place is where I choose! I command the whole ship; and you are mate only so long as I choose!”
“Say the word, Capt. T., and I’m done! I can do a man’s work aboard! I didn’t come through the cabin
windows! If I’m not mate, I can be man,” etc., etc.
This was all fun for us, who stood by, winking at each other, and enjoying the contest between the higher
powers. The captain took the mate aft; and they had a long talk, which ended in the mate’s returning to his
duty. The captain had broken through a custom, which is a part of the common-law of a ship, and without
reason; for he knew that his mate was a sailor, and needed no help from him; and the mate was excusable
for being angry. Yet he was wrong, and the captain right. Whatever the captain does is right, ipso facto, and
any opposition to it is wrong, on board ship; and every officer and man knows this when he signs the ship’s
articles. It is a part of the contract. Yet there has grown up in merchant vessels a series of customs, which
have become a well understood system, and have almost the force of prescriptive law. To be sure, all power
is in the captain, and the officers hold their authority only during his will; and the men are liable to be called
upon for any service; yet, by breaking in upon these usages, many difficulties have occurred on board ship,
and even come into courts of justice, which are perfectly unintelligible to any one not acquainted with the
universal nature and force of these customs. Many a provocation has been offered, and a system of petty
oppression pursued towards men, the force and meaning of which would appear as nothing to strangers, and
doubtless do appear so to many “’long-shore” juries and judges.
The next little diversion, was a battle on the forecastle one afternoon, between the mate and the steward.
They had been on bad terms the whole voyage; and had threatened a rupture several times. This afternoon,
the mate asked him for a tumbler of water, and he refused to get it for him, saying that he waited upon
nobody but the captain: and here he had the custom on his side. But in answering, he left off “the handle to
the mate’s name.” This enraged the mate, who called him a “black soger;” and at it they went, clenching,
striking, and rolling over and over; while we stood by, looking on, and enjoying the fun. The darky tried to
butt him, but the mate got him down, and held him, the steward singing out, “Let me go, Mr. Brown, or
there’ll be blood spilt!” In the midst of this, the captain came on deck, separated them, took the steward aft,
and gave him half a dozen with a rope’s end. The steward tried to justify himself; but he had been heard to
talk of spilling blood, and that was enough to earn him his flogging; and the captain did not choose to inquire
any further.
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The same day, I met with one of those narrow escapes, which are so often happening in a sailor’s life.
I had been aloft nearly all the afternoon, at work, standing for as much as an hour on the fore top-gallant
yard, which was hoisted up, and hung only by the tie; when, having got through my work, I balled up my
yarns, took my serving-board in my hand, laid hold deliberately of the top-gallant rigging, took one foot
from the yard, and was just lifting the other, when the tie parted, and down the yard fell. I was safe, by my
hold upon the rigging, but it made my heart beat quick. Had the tie parted one instant sooner, or had I stood
an instant longer on the yard, I should inevitably have been thrown violently from the height of ninety or a
hundred feet, overboard; or, what is worse, upon the deck. However, “a miss is as good as a mile;” a saying
which sailors very often have occasion to use. An escape is always a joke on board ship. A man would be
ridiculed who should make a serious matter of it. A sailor knows too well that his life hangs upon a thread,
to wish to be always reminded of it; so, if a man has an escape, he keeps it to himself, or makes a joke of it.
I have often known a man’s life to be saved by an instant of time, or by the merest chance,– the swinging
of a rope,– and no notice taken of it. One of our boys, when off Cape Horn, reefing topsails of a dark night,
and when there were no boats to be lowered away, and where, if a man fell overboard he must be left
behind,– lost his hold of the reef-point, slipped from the foot-rope, and would have been in the water in a
moment, when the man who was next to him on the yard caught him by the collar of his jacket, and hauled
him up upon the yard, with– “Hold on, another time, you young monkey, and be d-----d to you!”– and that
was all that was heard about it.
August 7, Sunday: The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. encountered the English bark Mary-Catherine,
out of Bahia bound for Calcutta.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, August 7th. Lat. 25 59S., long. 27 0W., Spoke the English bark Mary-Catherine, from Bahia,
bound to Calcutta. This was the first sail we had fallen in with, and the first time we had seen a human form
or heard the human voice, except of our own number, for nearly a hundred days. The very yo-ho-ing of the
sailors at the ropes sounded sociably upon the ear. She was an old, damaged-looking craft, with a high poop
and top-gallant forecastle, and sawed off square, stem and stern, like a true English “tea-wagon,” and with
a run like a sugar-box. She had studding-sails out alow and aloft, with a light but steady breeze, and her
captain said he could not get more than four knots out of her and thought he should have a long passage.
We were going six on an easy bowline.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 7 of 8th M 1836 / Our Morning meeting was a good solid
one held in Silence - divers strangers were present from Philad.
& other places. — In the Afternoon again silent - but it was a
good solid Meeting. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
To Amos Bronson Alcott
August 7th 1836
Dear Sir:
The very day after my letter to you I received a
communication from a friend; by which I learn that much more
extensive than either you or I were aware of is the discussion
of such subjects as it is known were discussed in connection
with the birth of Christ censured even by friends of your system
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and of yourself, and that something of an impression was
gratuitously taken tip that I left the School on that account –
and impression for which I can in no ways account, except it was
thought I ought to leave it. For I have been very wary what I
said about it generally leading off from the subject when it was
mentioned, but turning attention upon your purity of association
being so much like that of children. For I always wanted the
plan to succeed in this particular of it especially, so sure I
am that it is impossible to keep children ignorant and that it
is better to lead their imaginations than to leave them to be
directed by idle curiosity. And yet I do not think I should ever
have ventured so far myself. And a great many questions I thought
were quite superfluous, and what was to be gained by them was
not worth the risk of having them repeated and misunderstood
abroad. A great deal is repeated, I find, and many persons,
liking the school In every other respect, think it is decisive
against putting female children to it especially.
I have told you this in the spirit of friendship, and hope you
will not despise it. I am conscious of the effect of a few week's
freedom from the excitement of being a part of the School, or
taking down that exaggerated feeling which made every detail of
it seem so very important to the great course of Spiritual
Culture; and I never was under half the illusion in this respect
that you were.
But with respect to the Record: whatever may be said of the
wisdom of pursuing your plan as you have hitherto done in the
schoolroom, where you always command the spirits of those around
you (only subject to the risk of having your mere words repeated
or misinterpreted) I feel more and more that these questionable
parts ought not to go into the printed book, at least that they
must be entirely disconnected with me.
In the first place, in all these conversations where I have
spoken, I should like to have that part of the conversation
omitted, so that it may be felt that I was entirely passive. And
I would go a little farther: there is a remark of Josiah Quincy's
about the formation of the body out of “the naughtiness of other
people” which is very remarkable. Please to correct that in my
record. But if you wish to retain it, you can add a note in the
margin saying: “the Recorder omitted Josiah's answer in this
place, which was &c &c.”
putting Josiah's answer in your note.
There are many places where this might be done, and thus the
whole responsibility rest upon you. I should like, too, to have
the remarks I made on the Circumcision omitted. I do not wish
to appear as an interlocutor in that conversation either.
Besides this, I must desire you to put a preface of your own
before mine, and express in it, in so many words, that on you
rests all the responsibility of introducing the subjects, and
that your Recorder did not entirely sympathize or agree with you
with respect to the course taken, adding (for I have not the
slightest objection), that this disagreement or want of sympathy
often prevented your views from being done full justice to, as
she herself freely acknowledges. In this matter yourself also
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is concerned.
Why did prophets and apostles veil this subject in fables and
emblems if there was not a reason for avoiding physiological
inquiries &c? This is worth thinking of. However, you as a man
can say anything; but I am a woman, and have feelings that I
dare not distrust, however little I can understand them or give
an account of them.
Yours, etc.
E.P. PEABODY

August 12, Friday: Waldo Emerson to his journal:
Yesterday Margaret Fuller returned home after making us a visit
of three weeks — a very accomplished & very intelligent person.

MARGARET FULLER
Sergeants of the Guard forced the queen regent of Spain to accept a radical ministry, and restored the
Constitution of 1812 and the national militia.
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sighted the island of Trinidad.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, August 12th. At daylight made the island of Trinidad, situated in lat. 20 28S., long.
29 08W. At twelve M., it bore N. W. 1/2 N., distant twenty-seven miles. It was a beautiful
day, the sea hardly ruffled by the light trades, and the island looking like a small blue mound
rising from a field of glass. Such a fair and peaceful-looking spot is said to have been, for a long
time, the resort of a band of pirates, who ravaged the tropical seas.
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August 18, Thursday: The presence of a young slave named Med had been discovered in a home on Pinkney
Street in Boston. The girl was alleged to be the property of a New Orleans relative of the occupants. The
attorney for the slavemaster actually burst into tears at the prospect that little Med might be set free by the
judge and thus severed from her mama, a slave in New Orleans. The judge, however, Chief Justice Lemuel
Shaw, was less impressed by the crocodile’s tears, and by the accusation “mistaken benevolence” which this
crocodile managed to blurt out, than by documentary evidence available to the court that it was their intention
to sell this child Med once they had her safely back home in the Deep South.
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. the island of Fernando Naronha.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, August 18th. At three P.M., made the island of Fernando Naronha, lying in lat. 3 55S.,
long. 32 35W.; and …

Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day Morning returned to Lynn to attend the Qrly Meeting it was a large Meeting but not as large as I expected -Thos
Anthony was much favourd in testimony after which James Emmons
a person not a Member preached & I thought for a thing wholly
wrong there was considerable good in his communication —& as
this may be read by some who may not take my meaning where I may
not be here to explain it may just say I believe it was wrong
for him to impose his testimony on the Meeting yet most of his
observations were pretty good & did not disturb the Meeting as
much as I have known such offerings to do — Then Hannah Robinson
appeared pretty well & then Thos Jones after which the Meeting
closed - the part for buisness was pretty well conducted — I
dined at Micajah C Pratts after which I returned to the Meeting
House to another Sitting of the committee - & then went back to
Micajahs to tea, & to Isaac Bassetts to Lodge.—
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
August 19, Friday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
6th day Morning rose early & went to Nathan Breeds to breakfast
after which I rode with Edw Wing to Boston - he went on homewards
& I staid to take the Rail Road to Providence & got home by the
Steam Boat before Night — While in Boston I went to look at
Friends New meeting house in Milton place —
This is the first time I was ever at Boston Lynn or Salem & I
may acknowledge it has been an interesting journey to me. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
On this day and the following one the Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. crossed the equator.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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... between twelve o’clock Friday night and one o’clock Saturday morning, crossed the equator, for the
fourth time since leaving Boston, in long. 35 W.; having been twenty-seven days from Staten Land– a
distance, by the courses we had made, of more than four thousand miles.
We were now to the northward of the line, and every day added to our latitude. The Magellan Clouds, the
last sign of South latitude, were sunk in the horizon, and the north star, the Great Bear, and the familiar signs
of northern latitudes, were rising in the heavens. Next to seeing land, there is no sight which makes one
realize more that he is drawing near home, than to see the same heavens, under which he was born, shining
at night over his head. The weather was extremely hot, with the usual tropical alternations of a scorching
sun and squalls of rain; yet not a word was said in complaint of the heat, for we all remembered that only
three or four weeks before we would have given nearly our all to have been where we now were. We had
plenty of water, too, which we caught by spreading an awning, with shot thrown in to make hollows. These
rain squalls came up in the manner usual between the tropics.– A clear sky; burning, vertical sun; work
going lazily on, and men about decks with nothing but duck trowsers, checked shirts, and straw hats; the
ship moving as lazily through the water; the man at the helm resting against the wheel, with his hat drawn
over his eyes; the captain below, taking an afternoon nap; the passenger leaning over the taffrail, watching
a dolphin following slowly in our wake; the sailmaker mending an old topsail on the lee side of the
quarterdeck; the carpenter working at his bench, in the waist; the boys making sinner; the spun-yarn winch
whizzing round and round, and the men walking slowly fore and aft with their yarns.– A cloud rises to
windward, looking a little black; the sky-sails are brailed down; the captain puts his head out of the
companion-way, looks at the cloud, comes up, and begins to walk the deck.– The cloud spreads and comes
on;– the tub of yarns, the sail, and other matters, are thrown below, and the sky-light and booby-hatch put
on, and the slide drawn over the forecastle.– “Stand by the royal halyards;”– the man at the wheel keeps a
good weather helm, so as not to be taken aback. The squall strikes her. If it is light, the royal yards are
clewed down, and the ship keeps on her way; but if the squall takes strong hold, the royals are clewed up,
fore and aft; light hands lay aloft and furl them; top-gallant yards clewed down, flying-jib hauled down, and
the ship kept off before it,– the man at the helm laying out his strength to heave the wheel up to windward.
At the same time a drenching rain, which soaks one through in an instant. Yet no one puts on a jacket or cap;
for if it is only warm, a sailor does not mind a ducking; and the sun will soon be out again. As soon as the
force of the squall has passed, though to a common eye the ship would seem to be in the midst of its– “Keep
her up to her course, again!”– “Keep her up, sir,” (answer);– “Hoist away the top-gallant yards!”– “Run up
the flying jib!”– “Lay aloft, you boys, and loose the royals!”– and all sail is on her again before she is fairly
out of the squall; and she is going on in her course. The sun comes out once more, hotter than ever, dries up
the decks and the sailors’ clothes; the hatches are taken off; the sail got up and spread on the quarter-deck;
spun-yarn winch set a whirling again; rigging coiled up; captain goes below; and every sign of an
interruption is removed.
These scenes, with occasional dead calms, lasting for hours, and sometimes for days, are fair specimens of
the Atlantic tropics. The nights were fine; and as we had all hands all day, the watch were allowed to sleep
on deck at night, except the man at the wheel, and one look-out on the forecastle. This was not so much
expressly allowed, as winked at. We could do it if we did not ask leave. If the look-out was caught napping,
the whole watch was kept awake. We made the most of this permission, and stowed ourselves away upon
the rigging, under the weather rail, on the spars, under the windlass, and in all the snug corners; and
frequently slept out the watch, unless we had a wheel or a look-out. And we were glad enough to get this
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rest; for under the “all hands” system, out of every other thirty-six hours, we had only four below; and even
an hour’s sleep was a gain not to be neglected. One would have thought so, to have seen our watch, some
nights, sleeping through a heavy rain. And often have we come on deck, and finding a dead calm and a light,
steady rain, and determined not to lose our sleep, have laid a coil of rigging down so as to keep us out of
the water which was washing about decks, and stowed ourselves away upon it, covering a jacket over us,
and slept as soundly as a Dutchman between two feather beds.
For a week or ten days after crossing the line, we had the usual variety of calms, squalls, head winds, and
fair winds;– at one time braced sharp upon the wind, with a taught bowline, and in an hour after, slipping
quietly along, with a light breeze over the taffrail, and studding-sails out on both sides;– until we fell in with
the north-east trade-winds; which we did on the afternoon of ...
August 31, Wednesday: Jones Very was graduated from Harvard College, second in honors, and delivered a
commencement address entitled “Individuality.” It was so unseasonably cold that not a single public sot
was visible at this commencement, and it was so windy and dry that the streets near the college were being
sprinkled with water to hold down the dust.
This would have been the graduating class for Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had he not been forced to leave college
temporarily due to his eyesight. The newspaper reports of this Commencement would reach this seaman
aboard the Alert along the Santa Barbara, California coast, and be consumed avidly, on February 28th of the
following year.
September 4, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 4th of 9 M / Rowland was at our Meeting this forenoon &
was engaged in Testimony, much to satisfaction & comfort — In
the Afternoon he attended an appointed Meeting at Portsmouth
In the Afternoon Father bore a short but good testimony in our
Meeting. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had reached the doldrums of the Horse latitudes and sailing was slow.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, Sept. 4th, when they left us, in lat. 22 N., long. 51 W., directly under the tropic of Cancer.
For several days we lay “humbugging about” in the Horse latitudes, with all sorts of winds and weather, and
occasionally, as we were in the latitude of the West Indies– a thunder storm. It was hurricane month, too,
and we were just in the track of the tremendous hurricane of 1830, which swept the North Atlantic,
destroying almost everything before it. The first night after the tradewinds left us, while we were in the
latitude of the island of Cuba, we had a specimen of a true tropical thunder storm. A light breeze had been
blowing directly from aft during the first part of the night which gradually died away, and before midnight
it was dead calm, and a heavy black cloud had shrouded the whole sky. When our watch came on deck at
twelve o’clock, it was as black as Erebus; the studding-sails were all taken in, and the royals furled; not a
breath was stirring; the sails hung heavy and motionless from the yards; and the perfect stillness, and the
darkness, which was almost palpable, were truly appalling. Not a word was spoken, but every one stood as
though waiting for something to happen. In a few minutes the mate came forward, and in a low tone, which
was almost a whisper, told us to haul down the jib. The fore and mizen top-gallant sails were taken in, in
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the same silent manner; and we lay motionless upon the water, with an uneasy expectation, which, from the
long suspense, became actually painful. We could hear the captain walking the deck, but it was too dark to
see anything more than one’s hand before the face. Soon the mate came forward again, and gave an order,
in a low tone, to clew up the main top-gallant sail; and so infectious was the awe and silence, that the
clewlines and buntlines were hauled up without any of the customary singing out at the ropes. An English
lad and myself went up to furl it; and we had just got the bunt up, when the mate called out to us, something,
we did not hear what,– but supposing it to be an order to bear-a-hand, we hurried, and made all fast, and
came down, feeling our way among the rigging. When we got down we found all hands looking aloft, and
there, directly over where we had been standing, upon the main top-gallant-mast-head, was a ball of light,
which the sailors name a corposant (corpus sancti), and which the mate had called out to us to look at. They
were all watching it carefully, for sailors have a notion that if the corposant rises in the rigging, it is a sign
of fair weather, but if it comes lower down, there will be a storm. Unfortunately, as an omen, it came down,
and showed itself on the top-gallant yard-arm. We were off the yard in good season, for it is held a fatal sign
to have the pale light of the corposant thrown upon one’s face. As it was, the English lad did not feel
comfortably at having had it so near him, and directly over his head. In a few minutes it disappeared, and
showed itself again on the fore top-gallant yard; and after playing about for some time, disappeared again;
when the man on the forecastle pointed to it upon the flying-jib-boom-end. But our attention was drawn
from watching this, by the falling of some drops of rain and by a perceptible increase of the darkness, which
seemed suddenly to add a new shade of blackness to the night. In a few minutes, low, grumbling thunder
was heard, and some random flashes of lightning came from the south-west. Every sail was taken in but the
topsails, still, no squall appeared to be coming. A few puffs lifted the topsails, but they fell again to the mast,
and all was as stiff as ever. A moment more, and a terrific flash and peal broke simultaneously upon us, and
a cloud appeared to open directly over our heads and let down the water in one body, like a falling ocean.
We stood motionless, and almost stupefied; yet nothing had been struck. Peal after peal rattled over our
heads, with a sound which seemed actually to stop the breath in the body, and the “speedy gleams” kept the
whole ocean in a glare of light. The violent fall of rain lasted but a few minutes, and was succeeded by
occasional drops and showers; but the lightning continued incessant for several hours, breaking the
midnight darkness with irregular and blinding flashes. During all which time there was not a breath stirring,
and we lay motionless, like a mark to be shot at, probably the only object on the surface of the ocean for
miles and miles. We stood hour after hour, until our watch was out, and we were relieved, at four o’clock.
During all this time, hardly a word was spoken; no bells were struck, and the wheel was silently relieved.
The rain fell at intervals in heavy showers, and we stood drenched through and blinded by the flashes, which
broke the Egyptian darkness with a brightness which seemed almost malignant; while the thunder rolled in
peals, the concussion of which appeared to shake the very ocean. A ship is not often injured by lightning,
for the electricity is separated by the great number of points she presents, and the quantity of iron which she
has scattered in various parts.
The electric fluid ran over our anchors, top-sail sheets and ties; yet no harm was done to us. We went below
at four o’clock, leaving things in the same state. It is not easy to sleep, when the very next flash may tear
the ship in two, or set her on fire; or where the deathlike calm may be broken by the blast of a hurricane,
taking the masts out of the ship. But a man is no sailor if he cannot sleep when he turns-in, and turn out
when he’s called. And when, at seven bells, the customary “All the larboard watch, ahoy!” brought us on
deck, it was a fine, clear, sunny morning, the ship going leisurely along, with a good breeze and all sail set.
From the latitude of the West Indies, until we got inside the Bermudas, where we took the westerly and
south-westerly winds, which blow steadily off the coast of the United States early in the autumn, we had
every variety of weather, and two or three moderate gales, or, as sailors call them, double-reef-topsail
breezes, which came on in the usual manner, and of which one is a specimen of all.– A fine afternoon;
all hands at work, some in the rigging, and others on deck; a stiff breeze, and ship close upon the wind, and
skysails brailed down.– Latter part of the afternoon, breeze increases, ship lies over to it, and clouds look
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windy. Spray begins to fly over the forecastle, and wets the yarns the boys are knotting;– ball them up and
put them below.– Mate knocks off work and clears up decks earlier than usual, and orders a man who has
been employed aloft to send the royal halyards over to windward, as he comes down. Breast backstays
hauled taught, and tackle got upon the martingale back-rope.– One of the boys furls the mizen royal.–
Cook thinks there is going to be “nasty work,” and has supper ready early.– Mate gives orders to get supper
by the watch, instead of all hands, as usual.– While eating supper, hear the watch on deck taking in the
royals.– Coming on deck, find it is blowing harder, and an ugly head sea is running.– Instead of having all
hands on the forecastle in the dog watch, smoking, singing, and telling yarns, one watch goes below and
turns-in, saying that it’s going to be an ugly night, and two hours’ sleep is not to be lost. Clouds look black
and wild; wind rising, and ship working hard against a heavy sea, which breaks over the forecastle, and
washes aft through the scuppers. Still, no more sail is taken in, for the captain is a driver, and, like all drivers,
very partial to his top-gallant sails. A top-gallant sail, too, makes the difference between a breeze and a gale.
When a top-gallant sail is on a ship, it is only a breeze, though I have seen ours set over a reefed topsail,
when half the bowsprit was under water, and it was up to a man’s knees in the scuppers. At eight bells,
nothing is said about reefing the topsails, and the watch go below, with orders to “stand by for a call.”
We turn-in, growling at the “old man” for not reefing the topsails when the watch was changed, but putting
it off so as to call all hands, and break up a whole watch below. Turn-in “all standing,” and keep ourselves
awake, saying there is no use in going asleep to be waked up again.– Wind whistles on deck, and ship works
hard, groaning and creaking, and pitching into a heavy head sea, which strikes against the bows, with a noise
like knocking upon a rock.– The dim lamp in the forecastle swings to and fro, and things “fetch away” and
go over to leeward.– “Doesn’t that booby of a second mate ever mean to take in his top-gallant sails?– He’ll
have the sticks out of her soon,” says old Bill, who was always growling, and, like most old sailors, did not
like to see a ship abused.– By-and-by an order is given– “Aye, aye, sir!” from the forecastle;– rigging is
heaved down on deck;– the noise of a sail is heard fluttering aloft, and the short, quick cry which sailors
make when hauling upon clewlines.– “Here comes his fore-top-gallant sail in!”– We are wide awake, and
know all that’s going on as well as if we were on deck.– A well-known voice is heard from the mast-head
singing out the officer of the watch to haul taught the weather brace.– “Hallo! There’s S______ aloft to furl
the sail!”– Next thing, rigging is heaved down directly over our heads, and a long-drawn cry and a rattling
of hanks announce that the flying-jib has come in.– The second mate holds on to the main top-gallant sail
until a heavy sea is shipped, and washes over the forecastle as though the whole ocean had come aboard;
when a noise further aft shows that that sail, too, is taking in. After this, the ship is more easy for a time;
two bells are struck, and we try to get a little sleep. By-and-by,-bang, bang, bang, on the scuttle– “All ha-aands, a ho-o-y!”– We spring out of our berths, clap on a monkey-jacket and south-wester, and tumble up the
ladder.– Mate up before us, and on the forecastle, singing out like a roaring bull; the captain singing out on
the quarter-deck, and the second mate yelling, like a hyena, in the waist. The ship is lying over half upon
her beam-ends; lee scuppers under water, and forecastle all in a smother of foam.– Rigging all let go, and
washing about decks; topsail yards down upon the caps, and sails flapping and beating against the masts;
and starboard watch hauling out the reef-tackles of the main topsail. Our watch haul out the fore, and lay
aloft and put two reefs into it, and reef the foresail, and race with the starboard watch, to see which will
mast-head its topsail first.
All hands tally-on to the main tack, and while some are furling the jib, and hoisting the staysail, we mizentopmen double-reef the mizen topsail and hoist it up. All being made fast– “Go below, the watch!” and we
turn-in to sleep out the rest of the time, which is perhaps an hour and a half. During all the middle, and for
the first part of the morning watch, it blows as hard as ever, but toward daybreak it moderates considerably,
and we shake a reef out of each topsail, and set the top-gallant sails over them and when the watch come
up, at seven bells, for breakfast, shake the other reefs out, turn all hands to upon the halyards, get the watchtackle upon the top-gallant sheets and halyards, set the flying-jib, and crack on to her again.
Our captain had been married only a few weeks before he left Boston; and, after an absence of over two
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years, it may be supposed he was not slow in carrying sail. The mate, too, was not to be beaten by anybody;
and the second mate, though he was afraid to press sail, was afraid as death of the captain, and being
between two fears, sometimes carried on longer than any of them. We snapped off three flying-jib booms
in twenty-four hours, as fast as they could be fitted and rigged out; sprung the spritsail yard; and made
nothing of studding-sail booms. Beside the natural desire to get home, we had another reason for urging the
ship on. The scurvy had begun to show itself on board. One man had it so badly as to be disabled and off
duty, and the English lad, Ben, was in a dreadful state, and was daily growing worse. His legs swelled and
pained him so that he could not walk; his flesh lost its elasticity, so that if it was pressed in, it would not
return to its shape; and his gums swelled until he could not open his mouth. His breath, too, became very
offensive; he lost all strength and spirit; could eat nothing; grew worse every day; and, in fact, unless
something was done for him, would be a dead man in a week, at the rate at which he was sinking. The
medicines were all, or nearly all, gone; and if we had had a chest-full, they would have been of no use; for
nothing but fresh provisions and terra firma has any effect upon the scurvy. This disease is not so common
now as formerly; and is attributed generally to salt provisions, want of cleanliness, the free use of grease
and fat (which is the reason of its prevalence among whalemen,) and, last of all, to laziness. It never could
have been from the latter cause on board our ship; nor from the second, for we were a very cleanly crew,
kept our forecastle in neat order, and were more particular about washing and changing clothes than many
better-dressed people on shore. It was probably from having none but salt provisions, and possibly from our
having run very rapidly into hot weather, after having been so long in the extremest cold.
Depending upon the westerly winds, which prevail off the coast in the autumn, the captain stood well to the
westward, to run inside of the Bermudas, and in the hope of falling in with some vessel bound to the West
Indies or the Southern States. The scurvy had spread no farther among the crew, but there was danger that
it might; and these cases were bad ones.
September 11, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 11th of 9th M 1836 / Silent & solid Meetings tho’ rather
fewer in Number than common
Father Rodman has been confined with a lame back for some days.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. encountered the brig Solon, of Plymouth, from the Connecticut River,
and last from New York, bound to the Spanish Main with a cargo of fresh provisions, and managed to trade
for some of those fresh provisions.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Sunday, Sept. 11th. Lat. 30 04N., long. 63 23W.; the Bermudas bearing north-northwest, distant one
hundred and fifty miles. The next morning, about ten o’clock, “Sail ho!” was cried on deck; and all hands
turned up to see the stranger. As she drew nearer, she proved to be an ordinary-looking hermaphrodite brig,
standing south-southeast; and probably bound out, from the Northern States, to the West Indies; and was
just the thing we wished to see. She hove-to for us, seeing that we wished to speak her; and we ran down to
her; boom-ended our studding-sails; backed our main topsail, and hailed her– “Brig, ahoy!”– “Hallo!”–
“Where are you from, pray?”– “From New York, bound to Curacoa.”– “Have you any fresh provisions to
spare?”– “Aye, aye! plenty of them!” We lowered away the quarter-boat, instantly; and the captain and four
hands sprang in, and were soon dancing over the water, and alongside the brig. In about half an hour, they
returned with half a boat-load of potatoes and onions, and each vessel filled away, and kept on her course.
She proved to be the brig Solon, of Plymouth, from the Connecticut river, and last from New York,
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bound to the Spanish Main, with a cargo of fresh provisions, mules, tin bake-pans, and other notions.
The onions were genuine and fresh; and the mate of the brig told the men in the boat, as he passed the
bunches over the side, that the girls had strung them on purpose for us the day he sailed. We had supposed,
on board, that a new president had been chosen, the last winter, and, just as we filled away, the captain hailed
and asked who was president of the United States. They answered, Andrew Jackson; but thinking that the
old General could not have been elected for a third time, we hailed again, and they answered–
Jack Downing; and left us to correct the mistake at our leisure.
It was just dinner-time when we filled away; and the steward, taking a few bunches of onions for the cabin,
gave the rest to us, with a bottle of vinegar. We carried them forward, stowed them away in the forecastle,
refusing to have them cooked, and ate them raw, with our beef and bread. And a glorious treat they were.
The freshness and crispness of the raw onion, with the earthy taste, give it a great relish to one who has been
a long time on salt provisions. We were perfectly ravenous after them. It was like a scent of blood to a hound.
We ate them at every meal, by the dozen; and filled our pockets with them, to eat in our watch on deck; and
the bunches, rising in the form of a cone, from the largest at the bottom, to the smallest, no larger than a
strawberry, at the top, soon disappeared. The chief use, however, of the fresh provisions, was for the men
with the scurvy. One of them was able to eat, and he soon brought himself to, by gnawing upon raw potatoes;
but the other, by this time, was hardly able to open his mouth; and the cook took the potatoes raw, pounded
them in a mortar, and gave him the juice to drink. This he swallowed, by the tea-spoonful at a time, and
rinsed it about his gums and throat. The strong earthy taste and smell of this extract of the raw potato at first
produced a shuddering through his whole frame, and after drinking it, an acute pain, which ran through all
parts of his body; but knowing, by this, that it was taking strong hold, he persevered, drinking a spoonful
every hour or so, and holding it a long time in his mouth; until, by the effect of this drink, and of his own
restored hope, (for he had nearly given up, in despair) he became so well as to be able to move about, and
open his mouth enough to eat the raw potatoes and onions pounded into a soft pulp. This course soon
restored his appetite and strength; and in ten days after we spoke the Solon, so rapid was his recovery, that,
from lying helpless and almost hopeless in his berth, he was at the mast-head, furling a royal.
With a fine south-west wind, we passed inside of the Bermudas; and notwithstanding the old couplet, which
was quoted again and again by those who thought we should have one more touch of a storm before our
voyage was up, —
“If the Bermudas let you pass,
You must beware of Hatteras-”

we were to the northward of Hatteras, with good weather, and beginning to count, not the days, but the
hours, to the time when we should be at anchor in Boston harbor.
Our ship was in fine order, all hands having been hard at work upon her from daylight to dark, every day
but Sunday, from the time we got into warm weather on this side the Cape.
It is a common notion with landsmen that a ship is in her finest condition when she leaves port to enter upon
her voyage; and that she comes home, after a long absence,
“With over-weathered ribs and ragged sails;

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

Lean, rent and beggared by the strumpet wind.”

But so far from that, unless a ship meets with some accident, or comes upon the coast in the dead of winter,
when work cannot be done upon the rigging, she is in her finest order at the end of the voyage. When she
sails from port, her rigging is generally slack; the masts need staying; the decks and sides are black and dirty
from taking in cargo; riggers’ seizings and overhand knots in place of nice seamanlike work; and
everything, to a sailor’s eye, adrift. But on the passage home, the fine weather between the tropics is spent
in putting the ship into the neatest order. No merchant vessel looks better than an Indiaman, or a Cape
Horner, after a long voyage; and many captains and mates will stake their reputation for seamanship upon
the appearance of their ship when she hauls into the dock. All our standing rigging, fore and aft, was set up
and tarred; the masts stayed; the lower and top-mast rigging rattled down, (or up, as the fashion now is;)
and so careful were our officers to keep the rattlins taught and straight, that we were obliged to go aloft upon
the ropes and shearpoles with which the rigging was swifted in; and these were used as jury rattlins until we
got close upon the coast. After this, the ship was scraped, inside and out, decks, masts, booms and all; a
stage being rigged outside, upon which we scraped her down to the water-line; pounding the rust off the
chains, bolts and fastenings. Then, taking two days of calm under the line, we painted her on the outside,
giving her open ports in her streak, and finishing off the nice work upon the stern, where sat Neptune in his
car, holding his trident, drawn by sea-horses; and re-touched the gilding and coloring of the cornucopia
which ornamented her billet-head. The inside was then painted, from the skysail truck to the waterways–
the yards black; mast-heads and tops, white; monkey-rail, black, white, and yellow; bulwarks, green; plankshear, white; waterways, lead color, etc., etc. The anchors and ring-bolts, and other iron work, were
blackened with coal-tar; and the steward kept at work, polishing the brass of the wheel, bell, capstan, etc.
The cabin, too, was scraped, varnished, and painted; and the forecastle scraped and scrubbed; there being
no need of paint and varnish for Jack’s quarters. The decks were then scraped and varnished, and everything
useless thrown overboard; among which the empty tar barrels were set on fire and thrown overboard, on a
dark night, and left blazing astern, lighting up the ocean for miles. Add to all this labor, the neat work upon
the rigging;– the knots, flemish-eyes, splices, seizings, coverings, pointings, and graffings, which show a
ship in crack order. The last preparation, and which looked still more like coming into port, was getting the
anchors over the bows, bending the cables, rowsing the hawsers up from between decks, and overhauling
the deep-sea-lead-line.
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September 15, Thursday: The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. reached the Gulf Stream.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Thursday, September 15th. This morning the temperature and peculiar appearance of the water,
the quantities of gulf-weed floating about, and a bank of clouds lying directly before us, showed that we
were on the border of the Gulf Stream. This remarkable current, running north-east, nearly across the ocean,
is almost constantly shrouded in clouds, and is the region of storms and heavy seas. Vessels often run from
a clear sky and light wind, with all sail, at once into a heavy sea and cloudy sky, with doublereefed topsails.
A sailor told me that on a passage from Gibraltar to Boston, his vessel neared the Gulf Stream with a light
breeze, clear sky, and studding-sails out, alow and aloft; while, before it, was along line of heavy, black
clouds, lying like a bank upon the water, and a vessel coming out of it, under double-reefed topsails, and
with royal yards sent down. As they drew near, they began to take in sail after sail, until they were reduced
to the same condition; and, after twelve or fourteen hours of rolling and pitching in a heavy sea, before
a smart gale, they ran out of the bank on the other side, and were in fine weather again, and under their royals
and skysails. As we drew into it, the sky became cloudy, the sea high, and everything had the appearance
of the going off, or the coming on, of a storm. It was blowing no more than a stiff breeze; yet the wind,
being north-east, which is directly against the course of the current, made an ugly, chopping sea, which
heaved and pitched the vessel about, so that we were obliged to send down the royal yards, and to take in
our light sails. At noon, the thermometer, which had been repeatedly lowered into the water, showed the
temperature to be seventy; which was considerably above that of the air,– as is always the case in the centre
of the Stream. A lad who had been at work at the royal mast-head, came down upon the deck, and took a turn
round the long-boat; and looking very pale, said he was so sick that he could stay aloft no longer, but was
ashamed to acknowledge it to the officer. He went up again, but soon gave out and came down, and leaned
over the rail, “as sick as a lady passenger.” He had been to sea several years, and had, he said, never been
sick before. He was made so by the irregular, pitching motion of the vessel, increased by the height to which
he had been above the hull, which is like the fulcrum of the lever. An old sailor, who was at work on the
top-gallant yard, said he felt disagreeably all the time, and was glad, when his job was done, to get down
into the top, or upon the deck. Another hand was sent to the royal masthead, who staid nearly an hour, but
gave up. The work must be done, and the mate sent me. I did very well for some time, but began at length
to feel very unpleasantly, though I had never been sick since the first two days from Boston, and had been
in all sorts of weather and situations. Still, I kept my place, and did not come down, until I had got through
my work, which was more than two hours. The ship certainly never acted so badly before. She was pitched
and jerked about in all manner of ways; the sails seeming to have no steadying power over her. The tapering
points of the masts made various curves and angles against the sky overhead, and sometimes, in one sweep
of an instant, described an are of more than forty-five degrees, bringing up with a sudden jerk which made
it necessary to hold on with both hands, and then sweeping off, in another long, irregular curve. I was not
positively sick, and came down with a look of indifference, yet was not unwilling to get upon the
comparative terra firma of the deck. A few hours more carried us through, and when we saw the sun go
down, upon our larboard beam, in the direction of the continent of North America, we had left the bank of
dark, stormy clouds astern, in the twilight.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 15 of 9 M / Our meeting was small but solid - Father was
at Meeting & bore a short testimony —
Recd a letter from our Dear John dated the 4th inst giving an
acct of the decease of Phebe D Leach a friend of their Moy
[Monthly] Meeting — and also that Saml Rhodes had recently
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visited them & attended their Meeting & also PDLs funeral
I had just before receiving Johns letter had closed & sealed one
to him giving an acct of the Decease & funeral of our fr Moses
Brown
I also finished a letter & closed a parcell to Thos Thompson &
sent it to NYork by David Sherman to be forwarded to Liverpool
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS

September 16, Friday: Treaty of peace between the United States and Morocco.

READ THE FULL TEXT
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sailed under strong winds directly for Boston Harbor and home, with
everyone in the best of spirits.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday, Sept. 16th. Lat. 38 N., long. 69 00W. A fine south-west wind; every hour carrying us nearer in
toward land. All hands on deck at the dog watch, and nothing talked about, but our getting in; where we
should make the land; whether we should arrive before Sunday; going to church; how Boston would look;
friends; wages paid;– and the like. Every one was in the best of spirits; and, the voyage being nearly at an
end, the strictness of discipline was relaxed; for it was not necessary to order in a cross tone, what every one
was ready to do with a will. The little differences and quarrels which a long voyage breeds on board a ship,
were forgotten, and every one was friendly; and two men, who had been on the eve of a battle half the
voyage, were laying out a plan together for a cruise on shore. When the mate came forward, he talked to the
men, and said we should be on George’s Bank before to-morrow noon; and joked with the boys, promising
to go and see them, and to take them down to Marblehead in a coach.
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
6th day 16th of 9 M / Wrote to Abel Townsend & of Fallston Penns.
giving him an acct of Moses Browns decease & funeral
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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September 17, Saturday: The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sounded and discovered underneath them, at
60 fathoms, the black mud which could only mean that they were off Block Island.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, 17th. The wind was light all day, which kept us back somewhat; but a fine breeze springing
up at nightfall, we were running fast in toward the land. At six o’clock we expected to have the ship hoveto for soundings, as a thick fog, coming up showed we were near them; but no order was given, and we kept
on our way. Eight o’clock came, and the watch went below, and, for the whole of the first hour, the ship was
tearing on, with studding-sails out, alow and aloft, and the night as dark as a pocket. At two bells the captain
came on deck, and said a word to the mate, when the studding sails were hauled into the tops, or boomended, the after yards backed, the deep-sea-lead carried forward, and everything got ready for sounding.
A man on the spritsail yard with the lead, another on the cat-head with a handful of the line coiled up,
another in the fore chains, another in the waist, and another in the main chains, each with a quantity of the
line coiled away in his hand. “All ready there, forward?”– “Aye, aye, sir!”– “He-e-e-ave!”– “Watch! ho!
watch!” sings out the man on the man on the spritsail yard, and the heavy lead drops into the water. “Watch!
ho! watch!” bawls the man on the cat-head, as the last fake of the coil drops from his hand, and “Watch! ho!
watch!” is shouted by each one as the line falls from his hold; until it comes to the mate, who tends the lead,
and has the line in coils on the quarter-deck. Eighty fathoms, and no bottom! A depth as great as the height
of St. Peter’s! the line is snatched in a block upon the swifter, and three or four men haul it in and coil it
away. The after yards are braced full, the studding-sails hauled out again, and in a few minutes more the
ship had her whole way upon her. At four bells, backed again, hove the lead, and– soundings! at sixty
fathoms! Hurrah for Yankee land! Hand over hand, we hauled the lead in, and the captain, taking it to the
light, found black mud on the bottom. Studding-sails taken in; after yards filled, and ship kept on under easy
sail all night; the wind dying away.
The soundings on the American coast are so regular that a navigator knows as well where he has made
land, by the soundings, as he would by seeing the land. Black mud is the soundings of Block Island. As you
go toward Nantucket, it changes to a dark sand; then, sand and white shells; and on George’s Banks, white
sand; and so on. Being off Block Island, our course was due east, to Nantucket Shoals, and the South
Channel; but the wind died away and left us becalmed in a thick fog, in which we lay the whole of Sunday.

September 18, Sunday: Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
1st day 18th of 9 M / In both Meetings father has a few words
to offer, but to me both Meetings were rather low times. — Henry
Gould absent at Connanicut. —
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
The Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sailed along some 15 miles off Block Island, but could catch no glimpse
of the land.

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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At noon of Sunday, 18th, Block Island bore, by calculation, N.W. 1-4 W. fifteen miles; but the fog was
so thick all day that we could see nothing.
Having got through the ship’s duty, and washed and shaved, we went below, and had a fine time overhauling
our chests, laying aside the clothes we meant to go ashore in and throwing overboard all that were worn out
and good for nothing. Away went the woollen caps in which we had carried hides upon our heads, for
sixteen months, on the coast of California; the duck frocks, for tarring down rigging; worn-out and darned
mittens and patched woollen trowsers which had stood the tug of Cape Horn. We hove them overboard with
a good will; for there is nothing like being quit of the very last appendages and remnants of our evil fortune.
We got our chests all ready for going ashore, ate the last “duff” we expected to have on board the ship Alert;
and talked as confidently about matters on shore as though our anchor were on the bottom.
“Who’ll go to church with me a week from to-day?”
“I will,” says Jack; who said aye to everything.
“Go away, salt water!” says Tom. “As soon as I get both legs ashore, I’m going to shoe my heels, and button
my ears behind me, and start off into the bush, a straight course, and not stop till I’m out of the sight of salt
water!”
“Oh! belay that! Spin that yarn where nobody knows your filling! If you get once moored, stem and stern,
in old B_____’s grog-shop, with a coal fire ahead and the bar under your lee, you won’t see daylight for
three weeks!”
“No!” says Tom, “I’m going to knock off grog, and go and board at the Home, and see if they won’t ship
me for a deacon!”
“And I,” says Bill, “am going to buy a quadrant and ship for navigator of a Hingham packet!”
These and the like jokes served to pass the time while we were lying waiting for a breeze to clear up the fog
and send us on our way.
Toward night a moderate breeze sprang up; the fog however continuing as thick as before; and we kept on
to the eastward. About the middle of the first watch, a man on the forecastle sang out, in a tone which
showed that there was not a moment to be lost,– “Hard up the helm!” and a great ship loomed up out of the
fog, coming directly down upon us. She luffed at the same moment, and we just passed one another; our
spanker boom grazing over her quarter. The officer of the deck had only time to hail, and she answered,
as she went into the fog again, something about Bristol– Probably, a whaleman from Bristol, Rhode Island,
bound out. The fog continued through the night, with a very light breeze, before which we ran to the
eastward, literally feeling our way along. The lead was heaved every two hours, and the gradual change
from black mud to sand, showed that we were approaching Nantucket South Shoals.
September 19, Monday: The crew of the Alert and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. were able to know without sighting
any land that they had in fact already entered Boston Harbor.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
On Monday morning, the increased depth and deep blue color of the water, and the mixture of shells and
white sand which we brought up, upon sounding, showed that we were in the channel, and nearing George’s;
accordingly, the ship’s head was put directly to the northward, and we stood on, with perfect confidence
in the soundings, though we had not taken an observation for two days, nor seen land; and the difference
of an eighth of a mile out of the way might put us ashore. Throughout the day a provokingly light wind
prevailed, and at eight o’clock, a small fishing schooner, which we passed, told us we were nearly abreast
of Chatham lights. Just before midnight, a light land-breeze sprang up, which carried us well along;
and at four o’clock, thinking ourselves to the northward of Race Point, we hauled upon the wind and stood
into the bay, west-northwest, for Boston light, and commenced firing guns for a pilot. Our watch went below
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at four o’clock, but could not sleep, for the watch on deck were banging away at the guns every few minutes.
And, indeed, we cared very little about it, for we were in Boston Bay; and if fortune favored us, we could
all “sleep in” the next night, with nobody to call the watch every four hours.
We turned out, of our own will, at daybreak, to get a sight of land. In the grey of the morning, one or two
small fishing smacks peered out of the mist; and when the broad day broke upon us, there lay the low sandhills of Cape Cod, over our larboard quarter, and before us, the wide waters of Massachusetts Bay, with here
and there a sail gliding over its smooth surface. As we drew in toward the mouth of the harbor, as toward a
focus, the vessels began to multiply until the bay seemed actually alive with sails gliding about in every
direction; some on the wind, and others before it, as they were bound to or from the emporium of trade and
centre of the bay. It was a stirring sight for us, who had been months on the ocean without seeing anything
but two solitary sails; and over two years without seeing more than the three or four traders on an almost
desolate coast. There were the little coasters, bound to and from the various towns along the south shore,
down in the bight of the bay, and to the eastward; here and there a square-rigged vessel standing out to
seaward; and, far in the distance, beyond Cape Ann, was the smoke of a steamer, stretching along in a
narrow, black cloud upon the water. Every sight was full of beauty and interest. We were coming back to
our homes; and the signs of civilization, and prosperity, and happiness, from which we had been so long
banished, were multiplying about us. The high land of Cape Ann and the rocks and shore of Cohasset were
full in sight, the lighthouses, standing like sentries in white before the harbors, and even the smoke from the
chimney on the plains of Hingham was seen rising slowly in the morning air. One of our boys was the son
of a bucket-maker; and his face lighted up as he saw the tops of the well-known hills which surround his
native place. About ten o’clock a little boat came bobbing over the water, and put a pilot on board, and
sheered off in pursuit of other vessels bound in. Being now within the scope of the telegraph stations,
our signals were run up at the fore, and in half an hour afterwards, the owner on ’change, or in his countingroom, knew that his ship was below; and the landlords, runners, and sharks in Ann street learned that there
was a rich prize for them down in the bay: a ship from round the Horn, with a crew to be paid off with two
years’ wages.
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The wind continuing very light, all hands were sent aloft to strip off the chafing gear; and battens,
parcellings, roundings, hoops, mats, and leathers, came flying from aloft, and left the rigging neat and clean,
stripped of all its sea bandaging. The last touch was put to the vessel by painting the skysail poles;
and I was sent up to the fore, with a bucket of white paint and a brush, and touched her off, from the truck
to the eyes of the royal rigging. At noon, we lay becalmed off the lower light-house; and it being about slack
water, we made little progress. A firing was heard in the direction of Hingham, and the pilot said there was
a review there. The Hingham boy got wind of this, and said if the ship had been twelve hours sooner,
he should have been down among the soldiers, and in the booths, and having a grand time. As it was, we had
little prospect of getting in before night. About two o’clock a breeze sprang up ahead, from the westward,
and we began beating up against it. A full-rigged brig was beating in at the same time, and we passed one
another, in our tacks, sometimes one and sometimes the other, working to windward, as the wind and tide
favored or opposed.
It was my trick at the wheel from two till four; and I stood my last helm, making between nine hundred and
a thousand hours which I had spent at the helms of our two vessels. The tide beginning to set against us, we
made slow work; and the afternoon was nearly spent, before we got abreast of the inner light. In the
meantime, several vessels were coming down, outward bound; among which, a fine, large ship, with yards
squared, fair wind and fair tide, passed us like a race-horse, the men running out upon her yards to rig out
the studding-sail booms. Toward sundown the wind came off in flaws, sometimes blowing very stiff, so that
the pilot took in the royals, and then it died away; when, in order to get us in before the tide became too
strong, the royals were set again. As this kept us running up and down the rigging all the time, one hand was
sent aloft at each mast-head, to stand-by to loose and furl the sails, at the moment of the order.
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I took my place at the fore, and loosed and furled the royal five times between Rainsford Island and the
Castle. At one tack we ran so near to Rainsford Island, that, looking down from the royal yard, the island,
with its hospital buildings, nice gravelled walks, and green plats, seemed to he directly under our yard-arms.
So close is the channel to some of these islands, that we ran the end of our flying-jib-boom over one of the
out-works of the fortifications on George’s Island; and had had an opportunity of seeing the advantages of
that point as a fortified place; for, in working up the channel, we presented a fair stem and stern, for raking,
from the batteries, three or four times. One gun might have knocked us to pieces.
We had all set our hearts upon getting up to town before night and going ashore, but the tide beginning to
run strong against us, and the wind, what there was of it, being ahead, we made but little by weather-bowing
the tide, and the pilot gave orders to cock-bill the anchor and overhaul the chain. Making two long stretches,
which brought us into the roads, under the lee of the castle, he clawed up the topsails, and let go the anchor;
and for the first time since leaving San Diego,– one hundred and thirty-five days– our anchor was upon
bottom. In half an hour more, we were lying snugly, with all sails furled, safe in Boston harbor; our long
voyage ended; the well-known scene about us; the dome of the State House fading in the western sky; the
lights of the city starting into sight, as the darkness came on; and at nine o’clock the clangor of the bells,
ringing their accustomed peals; among which the Boston boys tried to distinguish the well-known tone of
the Old South.

[For interest, this is the dome of the State House in Boston, to which Dana here refers]

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

We had just done furling the sails, when a beautiful little pleasure-boat luffed up into the wind, under our
quarter, and the junior partner of the firm to which our ship belonged, jumped on board. I saw him from the
mizen topsail yard, and knew him well. He shook the captain by the hand, and went down into the cabin,
and in a few moments came up and inquired of the mate for me. The last time I had seen him, I was in the
uniform of an undergraduate of Harvard College, and now, to his astonishment, there came down from aloft
a “rough alley” looking fellow, with duck trowsers and red shirt, long hair, and face burnt as black as an
Indian’s. He shook me by the hand, congratulated me upon my return and my appearance of health and
strength, and said my friends were all well. I thanked him for telling me what I should not have dared to
ask; and if–
______ “the first bringer of unwelcome news
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue
Sounds ever after like a sullen bell-”

certainly I shall ever remember this man and his words with pleasure.
The captain went up to town in the boat with Mr. H____, and left us to pass another night on board ship,
and to come up with the morning’s tide under command of the pilot.
So much did we feel ourselves to be already at home, in anticipation, that our plain supper of hard bread
and salt beef was barely touched; and many on board, to whom this was the first voyage, could scarcely
sleep. As for myself, by one of those anomalous changes of feeling of which we are all the subjects,
I found that I was in a state of indifference, for which I could by no means account. A year before, while
carrying hides on the coast, the assurance that in a twelve month we should see Boston, made me half wild;
but now that I was actually there, and in sight of home, the emotions which I had so long anticipated feeling,
I did not find, and in their place was a state of very nearly entire apathy.
Something of the same experience was related to me by a sailor whose first voyage was one of five years
upon the North-west Coast. He had left home, a lad, and after several years of very hard and trying
experience, found himself homeward bound; and such was the excitement of his feelings that, during the
whole passage, he could talk and think of nothing else but his arrival, and how and when he should jump
from the vessel and take his way directly home. Yet when the vessel was made fast to the wharf and the
crew dismissed, he seemed suddenly to lose all feeling about the matter. He told me that he went below and
changed his dress; took some water from the scuttle-butt and washed himself leisurely; overhauled his chest,
and put his clothes all in order; took his pipe from its place, filled it, and sitting down upon his chest, smoked
it slowly for the last time. Here he looked round upon the forecastle in which he had spent so many years,
and being alone and his shipmates scattered, he began to feel actually unhappy. Home became almost a
dream; and it was not until his brother (who had heard of the ship’s arrival) came down into the forecastle
and told him of things at home, and who were waiting there to see him, that he could realize where he was,
and feel interest enough to put him in motion toward that place for which he had longed, and of which he
had dreamed, for years. There is probably so much of excitement in prolonged expectation, that the quiet
realizing of it produces a momentary stagnation of feeling as well as of effort. It was a good deal so with
me. The activity of preparation, the rapid progress of the ship, the first making land, the coming up the
harbor, and old scenes breaking upon the view, produced a mental as well as bodily activity, from which the
change to a perfect stillness, when both expectation and the necessity of labor failed, left a calmness, almost
of indifference, from which I must be roused by some new excitement.
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September 20, Tuesday: The Alert bearing Richard Henry Dana, Jr. dropped anchor in Boston Harbor.
Immediately an event occurred which you will not find on record in TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST. Dana’s
sea chest containing his extensive journal and memorabilia disappeared at dockside — all that was left of his
book in progress was a little notebook and the few letters he had written home to his family. Although I am
willing to grant that luggage disappears from airports all the time, stolen by baggage handlers, by other
passengers, and by persons who float through airports specifically to pick up luggage and walk away with it,
I consider this a highly suspicious event. The timing is most curious. It would represent precisely the most
appropriate time for the crew of the vessel, or the officers of the vessel, or the owners of the vessel, to
appropriate Dana’s writings and verify that in them there was contained no material which could harm their
reputations or their financial interests. Were I among this crew, or among these officers, or among these
owners, I know I would be fearful, and would be tempted to secure these written materials precisely at this
time. It would take Dana six months to rewrite his narrative from scratch.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
And the next morning, when all hands were called, and we were busily at work, clearing the decks, and
getting everything in readiness for going up to the wharves,– loading the guns for a salute, loosing the sails,
and manning the windlass– mind and body seemed to wake together.
About ten o’clock, a sea-breeze sprang up, and the pilot gave orders to get the ship under weigh.
All hands manned the windlass, and the long-drawn “Yo, heave, ho!” which we had last heard dying away
among the desolate hills of San Diego, soon brought the anchor to the bows; and, with a fair wind and tide,
a bright sunny morning, royals and sky-sails set, ensign, streamer, signals, and pennant, flying, and with our
guns firing, we came swiftly and handsomely up to the city. Off the end of the wharf, we rounded-to and let
go our anchor; and no sooner was it on the bottom, than the decks were filled with people: custom-house
officers; Toplier’s agent, to inquire for news; others, inquiring for friends on board, or left upon the coast;
dealers in grease, besieging the galley to make a bargain with the cook for his slush; “loafers” in general;
and last and chief, boarding-house runners, to secure their men. Nothing can exceed the obliging disposition
of these runners, and the interest they take in a sailor returned from a long voyage with a plenty of money.
Two or three of them, at different times, took me by the hand; remembered me perfectly; were quite sure
I had boarded with them before I sailed; were delighted to see me back; gave me their cards; had a handcart waiting on the wharf, on purpose to take my things up: would lend me a hand to get my chest ashore;
bring a bottle of grog on board if we did not haul in immediately,– and the like. In fact, we could hardly get
clear of them, to go aloft and furl the sails. Sail after sail, for the hundredth time, in fair weather and in foul,
we furled now for the last time together, and came down and took the warp ashore, manned the capstan, and
with a chorus which waked up half the North End, and rang among the buildings in the dock, we hauled her
in to the wharf. Here, too, the landlords and runners were active and ready, taking a bar to the capstan,
lending a hand at the ropes, laughing and talking and telling the news. The city bells were just ringing one
when the last turn was made fast, and the crew dismissed; and in five minutes more, not a soul was left on
board the good ship Alert, but the old ship-keeper, who had come down from the counting-house to take
charge of her.
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Fall: Back from his two-years-before-the-mast excellent adventure as a common seaman along America’s
western seaboard, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. re-entered Harvard College, as a senior alongside David Henry
Thoreau.25

25. And what a BMOC he must have been! His exploit, for young men of the 19th Century, must have been the equivalent of a
college junior taking a couple of years off to lug oxygen bottles at the base on the far side of the moon, for young students of our
generation.
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1837
July 6, Thursday: Captain Edward H. Faucon sailed the Pilgrim into Boston Harbor, stuffed utterly full of
California cowhide.

Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 6th of 7 M / Our Meeting was rather small & Silent but
some favour was experienced tho’ dullness was apparant
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
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July 7, Thursday: Frédéric François Chopin arrived incognito in London, with Camille Pleyel, for a 3-week
stay. He would enjoy the visit except for fits of coughing due to soot in the air.
Lowell Mason called at the home of Gaspare Spontini in Berlin and was warmly received.
The new King of Hanover, Ernst August II, suppressed the constitution.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was reunited with some of his buddies from the Alert.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

Something less than a year after my return in the Alert, and when, my eyes having recovered, I was again in
college life, I found one morning in the newspapers, among the arrivals of the day before, “The brig Pilgrim,
Faucon, from San Diego, California:” In a few hours I was down in Ann Street, and on my way to Hackstadt’s
boarding-house, where I knew Tom Harris and others would lodge. Entering the front room, I heard my name
called from amid a group of blue-jackets, and several sunburned, tar-colored men came forward to speak to me.
They were, at first, a little embarrassed by the dress and style in which they had never seen me, and one of them
was calling me Mr. Dana; but I soon stopped that, and we were shipmates once more. First, there was Tom Harris,
in a characteristic occupation. I had made him promise to come and see me when we parted in San Diego; he had
got a directory of Boston, found the street and number of my father’s house, and, by a study of the plan of the city,
had laid out his course, and was committing it to memory. He said he could go straight to the house without asking
a question. And so he could, for I took the book from him, and he gave his course, naming each street and turn to
right or left, directly to the door.
Tom had been second mate of the Pilgrim, and had laid up no mean sum of money. True to his resolution, he
was going to England to find his mother, and he entered into the comparative advantages of taking his money
home in gold or in bills,– a matter of some moment, as this was in the disastrous financial year of 1837, He seemed
to have his ideas well arranged, but I took him to a leading banker, whose advice he followed; and, declining my
invitation to go up and show himself to my friends, he was off for New York that afternoon, to sail the next day
for Liverpool. The last I ever saw of Tom Harris was as he passed down Tremont Street on the sidewalk, a man
dragging a hand-cart in the street by his side, on which were his voyage-worn chest, his mattress, and a box of
nautical instruments.
Sam seemed to have got funny again, and he and John the Swede learned that Captain Thompson had several
months before sailed in command of a ship for the coast of Sumatra, and that their chance of proceedings against
him at law was hopeless. Sam was afterwards lost in a brig off the coast of Brazil, when all hands went down. Of
John and the rest of the men I have never heard. The Marblehead boy, Sam, turned out badly; and, although he
had influential friends, never allowed them to improve his condition. The old carpenter, the Fin, of whom the cook
stood in such awe, had fallen sick and died in Santa Barbara, and was buried ashore. Jim Hall, from the Kennebec,
who sailed with us before the mast, and was made second mate in Foster’s place, came home chief mate of the
Pilgrim. I have often seen him since. His lot has been prosperous, as he well deserved it should be. He has
commanded the largest ships, and when I last saw him, was going to the Pacific coast of South America, to take
charge of a line of mail steamers. Poor, luckless Foster I have twice seen. He came into my rooms in Boston, after
I had become a barrister and my narrative had been published, and told me he was chief mate of a big ship; that
he had heard I had said some things unfavorable of him in my book; that he had just bought it, and was going to
read it that night, and if I had said anything unfair of him, he would punish me if he found me in State Street. I
surveyed him from head to foot, and said to him, “Foster, you were not a formidable man when I last knew you,
and I don’t believe you are now.” Either he was of my opinion, or thought I had spoken of him well enough, for
the next (and last) time I met him he was civil and pleasant.
I believe I omitted to state that Mr. Andrew B. Amerzene, the chief mate of the Pilgrim, an estimable, kind,
and trustworthy man, had a difficulty with Captain Faucon, who thought him slack, was turned off duty, and sent
home with us in the Alert. Captain Thompson, instead of giving him the place of a mate off duty, put him into the
narrow between-decks, where a space, not over four feet high, had been left out among the hides, and there
compelled him to live the whole wearisome voyage, through trades and tropics, and round Cape Horn, with
nothing to do,– not allowed to converse or walk with the officers, and obliged to get his grub himself from the
galley, in the tin pot and kid of a common sailor. I used to talk with him as much as I had opportunity to, but his
lot was wretched, and in every way wounding to his feelings. After our arrival, Captain Thompson was obliged
to make him compensation for this treatment. It happens that I have never heard of him since.
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EDWARD H. FAUCON

THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
I went with her, and in a small room, with the most scanty furniture, upon a mattress on the floor,–
emaciated, ashy pale, with hollow voice and sunken eyes,– lay the boy George, whom we took out a small,
bright boy of fourteen from a Boston public school, who fought himself into a position on board ship, and
whom we brought home a tall, athletic youth, that might have been the pride and support of his widowed
mother. There he lay, not over nineteen years of age, ruined by every vice a sailor’s life absorbs. He took
my hand in his wasted feeble fingers, and talked a little with his hollow, death-smitten voice. I was to leave
town the next day for a fortnight’s absence, and whom had they to see to them? The mother named her
landlord,– she knew no one else able to do much for them. It was the name of a physician of wealth and
high social position, well known in the city as the owner of many small tenements, and of whom hard things
had been said as to his strictness in collecting what he thought his dues. Be that as it may, my memory
associates him only with ready and active beneficence. His name has since been known the civilized world
over, from his having been the victim of one of the most painful tragedies in the records of the criminal law.
I tried the experiment of calling upon him; and, having drawn him away from the cheerful fire, sofa, and
curtains of a luxurious parlor, I told him the simple tale of woe, of one of his tenants, unknown to him even
by name. He did not hesitate; and I well remember how, in that biting, eager air, at a late hour, he drew his
cloak about his thin and bent form, and walked off with me across the Common, and to the South End,
nearly two miles of an exposed walk, to the scene of misery. He gave his full share, and more, of kindness
and material aid; and, as George’s mother told me, on my return, had with medical aid and stores, and a
clergyman, made the boy’s end as comfortable and hopeful as possible.
The Alert made two more voyages to the coast of California, successful, and without a mishap, as usual,
and was sold by Messrs. Bryant and Sturgis, in 1843, to Mr. Thomas W. Williams, a merchant of New
London, Connecticut, who employed her in the whale trade in the Pacific. She was as lucky and prosperous
there as in the merchant service. When I was at the Sandwich Islands in 1860, a man was introduced to me
as having commanded the Alert on two cruises, and his friends told me that he was as proud of it as if he
had commanded a frigate.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINUED:
Especially he spoke of his favorite seaman, French John. John, after a few more years at sea, became a
boatman, and kept his neat boat at the end of Granite Wharf, and was ready to take all, but delighted to take
any of us of the old Alert’s crew, to sail down the harbor. One day Captain Faucon went to the end of the
wharf to board a vessel in the stream, and hailed for John. There was no response, and his boat was not there.
He inquired of a boatman near, where John was. The time had come that comes to all! There was no loyal
voice to respond to the familiar call, the hatches had closed over him, his boat was sold to another, and he
had left not a trace behind. We could not find out even where he was buried.
Mr. Richard Brown, of Marblehead, our chief mate in the Alert, commanded many of our noblest ships
in the European trade, a general favorite. A few years ago, while stepping on board his ship from the wharf,
he fell from the plank into the hold and was killed. If he did not actually die at sea, at least he died as a
sailor,– he died on board ship.
Our second mate, Evans, no one liked or cared for, and I know nothing of him, except that I once saw
him in court, on trial for some alleged petty tyranny towards his men,– still a subaltern officer.
The third mate, Mr. Hatch, a nephew of one of the owners, though only a lad on board the ship, went
out chief mate the next voyage, and rose soon to command some of the finest clippers in the California and
India trade, under the new order of things,– a man of character, good judgment, and no little cultivation.
Of the other men before the mast in the Alert, I know nothing of peculiar interest. When visiting, with
a party of ladies and gentlemen, one of our largest line-of-battle ships, we were escorted about the decks by
a midshipman, who was explaining various matters on board, when one of the party came to me and told
me that there was an old sailor there with a whistle round his neck, who looked at me and said of the officer,
“he can’t show him anything aboard a ship.” I found him out, and, looking into his sunburnt face, covered
with hair, and his little eyes drawn up into the smallest passages for light,– like a man who had peered into
hundreds of northeasters,– there was old “Sails” of the Alert, clothed in all the honors of boatswain’s-mate.
We stood aside, out of the cun of the officers, and had a good talk over old times. I remember the contempt
with which he turned on his heel to conceal his face, when the midshipman (who was a grown youth) could
not tell the ladies the length of a fathom, and said it depended on circumstances. Notwithstanding his advice
and consolation to “Chips,” in the steerage of the Alert, and his story of his runaway wife and the flagbottomed chairs, he confessed to me that he had tried marriage again, and had a little tenement just outside
the gate of the yard.
Harry Bennett, the man who had the palsy, and was unfeelingly left on shore when the Alert sailed, came
home in the Pilgrim, and I had the pleasure of helping to get him into the Massachusetts General Hospital.
When he had been there about a week, I went to see him in his ward, and asked him how he got along. “Oh!
first-rate usage, sir; not a hand’s turn to do, and all your grub brought to you, sir.” This is a sailor’s paradise,–
not a hand’s turn to do, and all your grub brought to you. But an earthly paradise may pall. Bennett got tired
of in-doors and stillness, and was soon out again, and set up a stall, covered with canvas, at the end of one
of the bridges, where he could see all the passers-by, and turn a penny by cakes and ale. The stall in time
disappeared, and I could learn nothing of his last end, if it has come.
Of the lads who, beside myself, composed the gig’s crew, I know something of all but one. Our brighteyed, quick-witted little cockswain, from the Boston public schools, Harry May, or Harry Bluff, as he was
called, with all his songs and gibes, went the road to ruin as fast as the usual means could carry him. Nat, the
“bucketmaker,” grave and sober, left the seas, and, I believe, is a hack-driver in his native town, although
I have not had the luck to see him since the Alert hauled into her berth at the North End.
One cold winter evening, a pull at the bell, and a woman in distress wished to see me. Her poor son
George,– George Somerby,– “you remember him, sir; he was a boy in the Alert; he always talks of you,–
he is dying in my poor house.”
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August 31, Thursday: La preghiera di un popolo, a hymn by Gaetano Donizetti for solo voices, chorus and
orchestra, was performed for the initial time, in Teatro San Carlo, Naples.
At noon, at University Hall in Cambridge, 200 academics lined up in their pecking order and marched west,
to the music of a band, into the 1st Parish Church that had been erected where Mrs. Anne Hutchinson had been
examined before her exile for heresy. In this structure they intended to hear an address “Man Thinking” by the
Reverend Waldo Emerson,26 an honorary member of the  society who had been retained at the eleventh
hour (after they had been turned down by the orator of their choice).

The records of that society assert that the Reverend Emerson’s oration, of 1¼ hour, was “in the misty, dreamy,
unintelligible style of Swedenborg, Coleridge, and Carlyle.” The last paragraph of this address included a
quote from Johann Heinrich Pestalozzi, here rendered in boldface:

26. Which would be retitled and printed in 1841 as “THE AMERICAN SCHOLAR”.

VIEW THIS ONLINE
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Another sign of our times, also marked by an analogous political
movement, is, the new importance given to the single person. Every
thing that tends to insulate the individual, — to surround him with
barriers of natural respect, so that each man shall feel the world
is his, and man shall treat with man as a sovereign state with a
sovereign state; — tends to true union as well as greatness. “I
learned,” said the melancholy Pestalozzi, “that no man in God’s wide
earth is either willing or able to help any other man.” Help must
come from the bosom alone. The scholar is that man who must take up
into himself all the ability of the time, all the contributions of
the past, all the hopes of the future. He must be an university of
knowledges. If there be one lesson more than another, which should
pierce his ear, it is, The world is nothing, the man is all; in
yourself is the law of all nature, and you know not yet how a globule
of sap ascends; in yourself slumbers the whole of Reason; it is for
you to know all, it is for you to dare all. …this confidence in the
unsearched might of man belongs, by all motives, by all prophecy,
by all preparation, to the American Scholar. We have listened too
long to the courtly muses of Europe. The spirit of the American
freeman is already suspected to be timid, imitative, tame. Public
and private avarice make the air we breathe thick and fat. The
scholar is decent, indolent, complaisant. See already the tragic
consequence. The mind of this country, taught to aim at low objects,
eats upon itself. There is no work for any but the decorous and the
complaisant. Young men of the fairest promise, who begin life upon
our shores, inflated by the mountain winds, shined upon by all the
stars of God, find the earth below not in unison with these, — but
are hindered from action by the disgust which the principles on
which business is managed inspire, and turn drudges, or die of
disgust, — some of them suicides. What is the remedy? They did not
yet see, and thousands of young men as hopeful now crowding to the
barriers for the career, do not yet see, that, if the single man
plant himself indomitably on his instincts, and there abide, the
huge world will come round to him. Patience, — patience; — with the
shades of all the good and great for company; and for solace, the
perspective of your own infinite life; and for work, the study and
the communication of principles, the making those instincts
prevalent, the conversion of the world. Is it not the chief disgrace
in the world, not to be an unit; — not to be reckoned one character;
— not to yield that peculiar fruit which each man was created to
bear, but to be reckoned in the gross, in the hundred, or the
thousand, of the party, the section, to which we belong; and our
opinion predicted geographically, as the north, or the south? Not
so, brothers and friends, — please God, ours shall not be so. We
will walk on our own feet; we will work with our own hands; we will
speak our own minds. The study of letters shall be no longer a name
for pity, for doubt, and for sensual indulgence. The dread of man
and the love of man shall be a wall of defence and a wreath of joy
around all. A nation of men will for the first time exist, because
each believes himself inspired by the Divine Soul which also
inspires all men.
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr., once Emerson’s pupil, was there, back from his two years before the mast and
graduating first in his Harvard College class and preparing to take up the study of law at Harvard’s Dane Law
School. James Russell Lowell was there and later stated that the day was “an event without any parallel in our

literary annals” (it is hard to imagine how what the lecturer had to offer might have been without any parallel
in our literary annals, since basically he was merely channeling schoolmaster Noah Webster, Jr.’s bloviation
of 1783, “America must be as independent in literature as she is in politics, as famous for arts as for arms”).
Emerson’s heresy lasted however an hour and a quarter, after which all dined in University Hall. Davidem
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Henricum Thoreau was not apparent either at this Cambridge bloviation, or at its festive table.

Thoreau had not really won much recognition in college, except for a couple of $25.00 scholarships, and except
for the recognition a student obtains by being difficult. The administration summed up his attitude in this
manner, carefully pointing out that it had, despite his resistance, done everything that might be expected of it:
He had … imbibed some notions concerning emulation and
college rank which had a natural tendency to diminish
his zeal, if not his exertions. His instructors were
impressed with the conviction that he was indifferent,
even to a degree that was faulty…. I appreciate very
fully the goodness of his heart and the strictness of
his moral principle; and have done as much for him as,
under the circumstances, was possible.
But today we would say he was, for a Comp Lit undergrad student, well “trained:” by the time he left, he had
read not only the Greek and Latin canon, but also widely in Italian, French, Spanish, and German literatures
(Sanskrit, Chinese, and Arabic literatures were of course encountered in translation). Luckily, as he left higher
27
education, he was able to retain his access to that omphalos of the universe, the Harvard library. We can only
be grateful that there was no Sierra Press in 1843, and that no publisher cut a contract with this writer fresh
from college, to produce a series of glossy-illustration nature books or “miscellanies” to lay on the nation’s
coffee-tables for beaucoup bucks, and that for lack of a such a contract, this young writer had to go back to his
home town and rusticate and take nature hikes. Dr. Edward Waldo Emerson’s comment on this significant
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27. There’s an oft-repeated story that Thoreau refused to accept his Harvard diploma, which I showed you above. This is from
Lawrence and Lee’s play “The Night Thoreau Spent in Jail”:
HENRY: (embracing him) John!
JOHN: Welcome home. How’s your overstuffed brain?
HENRY: I’ve forgotten everything already.
JOHN: At least you’ve got a diploma!
HENRY: No, I don’t.
JOHN: Why not?
HENRY: They charge you a dollar. And I wouldn’t pay it.
JOHN: But think how Mama would love it — your diploma
from Harvard, framed on the wall!
HENRY: Let every sheep keep his own skin.

He did pay his $2.50 diploma fee, he did go to his commencement, he did receive his A.B. sheepskin. Davidem Henricum Thoreaus
did say “Let every sheep keep but his own skin” ( November 14, 1847) and “Harvard College was partly built by a lottery. My
father tells me he bought a ticket in it” ( January 27, 1855). When he made a speech at this commencement, as we have seen,
what he told his classmates and superiors was “This curious world which we inhabit is more wonderful than it is convenient; more
beautiful than it is useful; it is more to be admired and enjoyed than used.” What happened, how this repudiation-of-diploma story
got started, was that Harvard offered, for an extra $10.00 and no additional work, to magically transform A.B. degrees into A.M.
degrees, that is, despite Thoreau’s academic record, to make him a Master after the fact. Six members of the class of 1837 earned
an advanced degree, and an additional 21 received the advanced degree through this painless learning, but Mr. Thoreau entirely
ignored Harvard’s meretricious fund-raising scheme ( Cameron).
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ceremonial day, late in his life, was:
Highly interesting it is to find that Thoreau at
twenty, in his “Part” at Commencement, pleaded for the
life that, later, he carried out. An observer from the
stars, he imagines, “of our planet and the restless
animal for whose sake it was contrived, where he found
one man to admire with him his fair dwelling-place, the
ninety and nine would be scraping together a little of
the gilded dust upon its surface.... Let men, true to
their natures, cultivate the moral affections, lead
manly and independent lives; ...The sea will not
stagnate, the earth will be as green as ever, and the
air as pure. This curious world ... sublime revelations
of Nature.”
Friend Stephen Wanton Gould wrote in his journal:
5th day 31st of 8th M 1837 / Took a Carryall & rode to Portsmouth
with my wife & Mary Williams to attend the Monthly Meeting —
Mary Hicks & Hannah Hale preached — To me both Meetings were
hard uncomfortable seasons - We dined at Shadrach Chases & it
being Rainy came home early.
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS
The Phi Beta Kappa address that the Reverend Emerson delivered at the Brattle Street Church in Cambridge
on this occasion has been described by Philip Cafaro as “what remains America’s most famous
commencement speech.” –Silly me, I thought America’s most famous commencement address was this one
that Kurt Vonnegut did not deliver at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology in 1997:
Ladies and gentlemen of the class of ’97.
Wear Sunscreen.
If I could offer you only one tip for the future, sunscreen would
be it. The long-term benefits of sunscreen have been proved by
scientists, whereas the rest of my advice has no basis more
reliable than my own meandering experience. I will dispense this
advice now.
Enjoy the power and beauty of your youth. Oh, never mind. You
will not understand the power and beauty of your youth until
they’ve faded. But trust me, in 20 years, you’ll look back at
photos of yourself and recall in a way you can’t grasp now how
much possibility lay before you and how fabulous you really
looked. You are not as fat as you imagine.
Don’t worry about the future. Or worry, but know that worrying
is as effective as trying to solve an algebra equation by chewing
bubble gum. The real troubles in your life are apt to be things
that never crossed your worried mind, the kind that blindside
you at 4 pm on some idle Tuesday. Do one thing every day that
scares you.
Sing.
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Don’t be reckless with other people’s hearts. Don’t put up with
people who are reckless with yours.
Floss.
Don’t waste your time on jealousy. Sometimes you’re ahead,
sometimes you’re behind. The race is long and, in the end, it’s
only with yourself. Remember compliments you receive. Forget the
insults. If you succeed in doing this, tell me how. Keep your
old love letters. Throw away your old bank statements.
Stretch.
Don’t feel guilty if you don’t know what you want to do with
your life. The most interesting people I know didn’t know at 22
what they wanted to do with their lives. Some of the most
interesting 40-year-olds I know still don’t. Get plenty of
calcium. Be kind to your knees. You’ll miss them when they’re
gone. Maybe you’ll marry, maybe you won’t. Maybe you’ll have
children, maybe you won’t. Maybe you’ll divorce at 40, maybe
you’ll dance the funky chicken on your 75th wedding anniversary.
Whatever you do, don’t congratulate yourself too much, or berate
yourself either. Your choices are half chance. So are everybody
else’s.
Enjoy your body. Use it every way you can. Don’t be afraid of
it or of what other people think of it. It’s the greatest
instrument you’ll ever own.
Dance, even if you have nowhere to do it but your living room.
Read the directions, even if you don’t follow them.
Do not read beauty magazines. They will only make you feel ugly.
Get to know your parents. You never know when they’ll be gone
for good. Be nice to your siblings. They’re your best link to
your past and the people most likely to stick with you in the
future.
Understand that friends come and go, but with a precious few you
should hold on. Work hard to bridge the gaps in geography and
lifestyle, because the older you get, the more you need the
people who knew you when you were young.
Live in New York City once, but leave before it makes you hard.
Live in Northern California once, but leave before it makes you
soft.
Travel.
Accept certain inalienable truths. Prices will rise. Politicians
will philander. You, too will get old. And when you do, you’ll
fantasize that when you were young, prices were reasonable,
politicians were noble, and children respected their elders.
Respect your elders.
Don’t expect anyone else to support you. Maybe you have a trust
fund. Maybe you’ll have a wealthy spouse. But you never know
when either one might run out.
Don’t mess too much with your hair or by the time you’re 40 it
will look 85. Be careful whose advice you buy, but be patient
with those who supply it. Advice is a form of nostalgia.
Dispensing it is a way of fishing the past from the disposal,
wiping it off, painting over the ugly parts and recycling it for
more than it’s worth.
But trust me on the sunscreen.
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1838
April: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was confirmed in the Episcopal Cathedral Church of St. Paul in Boston.
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1839
Thomas B. Laighton, the businessman of Portsmouth, New Hampshire who owned Appledore Island,
Cedar Island, Malaga Island, and Smuttynose Island, got mad because he had been defeated by means which
he considered unfair in a race for governor of New Hampshire. So he sold his business and moved his family
out to White Island on a 2-year contract to be the keeper of the Isles of Shoals Lighthouse. He was the father
of the poet Celia Thaxter, at this time still a child. Celia’s father and his friend Levi Thaxter had the notion to
build a grand hotel on Appledore. The daughter’s memories in books such as AMONG THE ISLES OF SHOALS

(1873) would make her and the locale known throughout the country. By the time her 1st poem was published,
the two men would have turned their unlikely $2,000 investment into a successful business. Celia’s literary
fame and Boston connections provided the ideal public relations tool, drawing the cream of big city society to
the isolated hotel. Laighton would be so smitten by life away from the mainland that he would never leave the
Isles. Visitors during his lifelong tenure would include Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and Nathaniel Hawthorne,
who at this point were neither of them yet the sort of famous author whose name would noticeably distinguish
one’s guestbook, plus Harriet Beecher Stowe and Friend John Greenleaf Whittier, the painter Childe Hassam,
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Samuel Cunard founded a steamship line.
An article on the cruelty Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had observed toward seamen on sailing vessels was
published in the American Jurist.

RICHARD HENRY DANA, JR.
January: While attending Harvard College’s law school,28 Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was appointed to instruct
in elocution at the college (he would resign during February 1840).
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May: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. submitted his manuscript of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST to William Cullen
Bryant.

28. Just in case you didn’t know: Harvard Law School had been founded with money from the selling of slaves in the sugarcane
fields of Antigua.
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1840
During this decade competition with closer producers, such as Brazil and Argentina, would be driving down
the price of utility grade cowhide to the point at which the Lynn trade relationship with Alta California for raw
shoe leather would need to be abandoned. Los Angeles would no longer be our “Boston on the Pacific.” By
this point fewer than 500 of the Juaneños of Alta California remained alive, with fewer than 100 still in the
vicinity of the former Franciscan Mission San Juan Capistrano. On the East Coast, Harper & Brothers was
paying Richard Henry Dana, Jr. the piddling sum of $250.00 for all rights to the “boy’s book” TWO YEARS
BEFORE THE MAST which over the years would bring in to their coffers some $50,000.00,29
this book was going through the presses, and its author was in the process of obtaining his admission to the
Massachusetts bar.
My great success –my book– was a boy’s book.

January 6, Monday: Fanny Burney died in London at the age of 88. She had survived a full 28 years after her successful
mastectomy operation.
Charles Stearns Wheeler replied from Cambridge that he could not accept Henry Thoreau’s invitation to
lecture on Wednesday night at the Concord Lyceum — but that Richard Henry Dana, Jr., then attending
Harvard Law School, would come instead.

Cambridge, Jan. 6th, 1840.
Dear Thoreau,
I have the pleasure of informing you that in my inability to come up
to Concord next Wednesday evening, I have secured a lecture to you
from Dawes, of the Divinity School, who has had some experience in
that line, and who I make no doubt will please your good people. My
engagements for that evg. are such that I cannot be with you, nor if
29. Collins had initially offered the author 10% after the first 1,000 copies sold, and had he accepted this offer his earnings would
eventually have amounted to some $5,000.00, which would have been the equivalent of perhaps $400,000.00 today. Instead the
budding advocate chose a fool as his first client, and negotiated on his own behalf for immediate payment in full. He settled for one
lump sum advance payment totaling $250.00 plus 25 to 30 freebee copies of his book to hand around among his chums.
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they were otherwise have I a lecture prepared, or time to write one.
Clarke and Dall are als[ ] unable to write a lecture in so short a
time. Daw[ ] has one which he will give, and so my commissio[ ]
is happily discharged. I should be happy to come to Concord to lecture, and will hope to be able to come at some future time.
Wishing you many happy new Years and happy re[t]rospects of old
ones, and desiring to be remembered to my Concord friends,
I am truly your friend [&] Classmate,
C. S. Wheeler.
Page 2
Postmark: [CAMB]RIDGE
[J]AN
7
MS.
Address: Mr. H. D. Thoreau
Concord
Mass.
Postage: 6
{written perpendicularly in right margin: C.S. Wheeler}

Mr. Forsyth of the US Department of State wrote to Mr. Holabird, the US Attorney for the District of
Connecticut, at New Haven, in regard to the Africans of La Amistad (26th Congress., 1st sess., 1840. H. Doc.
185):
Mr. Forsyth to Mr. Holabird.
DEPARTMENT OF STATE,
Washington, January 6, 1840.
SIR: Your letter of the 20th ultimo was duly received, and has been laid before the President [President Martin
Van Buren]. The Spanish minister having applied to this department for the use of a vessel of the United States,
in the event of the decision of the circuit court in the case of the Amistad being favorable to his former
application, to convey the negroes to Cuba, for the purpose of being delivered over to the authorities of that
island, the President has, agreeably to your suggestion, taken in connexion with the request of the Spanish
minister, ordered a vessel [the USS Grampus] to be in readiness to receive the negroes from the custody of the
marshal as soon as their delivery shall have been ordered by the court. As the request of the Spanish minister
for the delivery of the negroes to the authorities of Cuba has, for one of its objects, that those people should
have an opportunity of proving, before the tribunals of the island, the truth of the allegations made in their
behalf in the course of the proceedings before the circuit court that they are not slaves, the President, desirous
of affording the Spanish courts every facility that may be derived from this country towards a fair and full
investigation of all the circumstances, and particularly of the allegation referred to with regard to the real
condition of the negroes, has directed that Lieutenants Gedney and Meade be directed to proceed to Cuba, for
the purpose of giving their testimony in any proceedings that may be instituted there in the premises; and that
complete records of all those which have been had before the circuit court of your district, including the
evidence taken in the cause, be, with the same view, furnished to the Spanish colonial authorities. In obedience
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to this last mentioned order, you will cause to be prepared an authentic copy of the records of the court in the
case, and of all the documents and evidence connected with it, so as to have it ready to be handed over to the
commander of the vessel which is to take out the negroes, who will be instructed as to the disposition he is to
make of them.
With regard to the schooner Amistad, which the Spanish minister represents not to be in a condition to be sent
to sea, and the goods found on board as part of her cargo, as the presumption is that the court will decree the
same disposition of them as of the negroes, they are to remain in the custody of the marshal, to be delivered
over to such person as the Spanish minister may appoint; subject, however, in case of their being sold in the
United States, to the legal demands of the custom-house upon them.
I am, sir, your obedient servant,
JOHN FORSYTH
W. S. HOLABIRD, Esq.,
Att’y U.S. for Dist. of Conn., New Haven.
February: After a year’s stint as an instructor in elocution at Harvard College, Richard Henry Dana, Jr.,
nearing the beginning of his apprenticeship with a legal firm, resigned.
March: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. wrote the opening and closing chapters of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST. In
publishing his book, Dana requested that only his initials appear on the title page. Some people speculated that
the book was an entire fiction and had been written by Washington Irving. The author/sailor left Harvard Law
School30 to work in a Boston law office for practical experience preparatory for admission to the bar.
July:

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. wrote a brief introductory statement-of-motivation letter for his publication of TWO
YEARS BEFORE THE MAST:
I am unwilling to present this narrative to the public without
a few words in explanation of my reasons for publishing it. Since
Mr. Cooper’s PILOT31 and RED ROVER,32 there have been so many
stories of sea-life written, that I should really think it
unjustifiable in me to add one to the number without being able
to give reasons in some measure warranting me in so doing.
With the single exception, as I am quite confident, of Mr. Ames’
entertaining, but hasty and desultory work, called “Mariner’s
Sketches,”33 all the books professing to give life at sea have
been written by persons who have gained their experience as
naval officers, or passengers, and of these, there are very few
which are intended to be taken as narratives of facts.
Now, in the first place, the whole course of life, and daily
duties, the discipline, habits and customs of a man-of-war are

30. Just in case you didn’t know: Harvard Law School had been founded with money from the selling of slaves in the sugarcane
fields of Antigua.
31. James Fenimore Cooper, THE PILOT, 1824.
32. James Fenimore Cooper, THE RED ROVER, 1824.
33. Nathaniel Ames, a Harvard graduate who had served before the mast in the naval and merchant services before dying in 1835,
had published a volume entitled A MARINER’S SKETCHES in 1830.
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very different from those of the merchant service; and in the
next place, however entertaining and well written these books
may be, and however accurately they may give sea-life as it
appears to their authors, it must still be plain to every one
that a naval officer, who goes to sea as a gentleman, “with his
gloves on,” (as the phrase is,) and who associates only with his
fellow-officers, and hardly speaks to a sailor except through a
boatswain’s mate, must take a very different view of the whole
matter from that which would be taken by a common sailor.
Besides the interest which every one must feel in exhibitions
of life in those forms in which he himself has never experienced
it; there has been, of late years, a great deal of attention
directed toward common seamen, and a strong sympathy awakened
in their behalf. Yet I believe that, with the single exception
which I have mentioned, there has not been a book written,
professing to give their life and experiences, by one who has
been of them, and can know what their life really is. A voice
from the forecastle has hardly yet been heard.
In the following pages I design to give an accurate and authentic
narrative of a little more than two years spent as a common
sailor, before the mast, in the American merchant service. It
is written out from a journal which I kept at the time, and from
notes which I made of most of the events as they happened; and
in it I have adhered closely to fact in every particular, and
endeavored to give each thing its true character. In so doing,
I have been obliged occasionally to use strong and coarse
expressions, and in some instances to give scenes which may be
painful to nice feelings; but I have very carefully avoided
doing so, whenever I have not felt them essential to giving the
true character of a scene. My design is, and it is this which
has induced me to publish the book, to present the life of a
common sailor at sea as it really is,--the light and the dark
together.
There may be in some parts a good deal that is unintelligible
to the general reader; but I have found from my own experience,
and from what I have heard from others, that plain matters of
fact in relation to customs and habits of life new to us, and
descriptions of life under new aspects, act upon the
inexperienced through the imagination, so that we are hardly
aware of our want of technical knowledge. Thousands read the
escape of the American frigate through the British Channel,34
and the chase and wreck of the Bristol trader in the RED ROVER,
and follow the minute nautical manœuvres with breathless
interest, who do not know the name of a rope in the ship; and
perhaps with none the less admiration and enthusiasm for their
want of acquaintance with the professional detail.
In

preparing

this

narrative

34. A reference to an incident in Chapter V of THE PILOT by Cooper.

I

have

carefully

avoided
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incorporating into it any impressions but those made upon me by
the events as they occurred, leaving to my concluding chapter,
to which I shall respectfully call the reader’s attention, those
views which have been suggested to me by subsequent reflection.
These reasons, and the advice of a few friends, have led me to
give this narrative to the press. If it shall interest the
general reader, and call more attention to the welfare of
seamen, or give any information as to their real condition,
which may serve to raise them in the rank of beings, and to
promote in any measure their religious and moral improvement,
and diminish the hardships of their daily life, the end of its
publication will be answered.
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September 18, Friday: Following up on an abstract that had been published in 1838 in the American Philosophical
Society Proceedings, Caleb Goldsmith Forshey lectured before the American Philosophical Society in
Philadelphia on the configuration and contents of an 84-foot “Great Indian mound near Washington, Adams
County, Mississippi” and displayed a graphic of his own creation.
Harpers’ Family Library published TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST; A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF LIFE AT SEA
at $0.45 per copy. It would earn $10,000.00 in profits entirely for them within the first two years, and a
cumulative $50,000.00 for them by the end of their copyright, with the author Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
receiving nothing more than that one lump sum of $250.00 he had bargained for in advance.

(Since it has been suggested that this book had an influence upon Henry Thoreau’s A WEEK ON THE CONCORD
AND MERRIMACK RIVERS, you should take a close look at it in this original “anonymous” edition that Thoreau
would have seen, rather than relying exclusively upon the much-later revised and revised and expanded and
fact-checked versions that we have available to us in our own era as exemplified at TWO YEARS BEFORE THE
MAST; A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF LIFE AT SEA. Here is that original “anonymous” edition.)

THE ORIGINAL EDITION

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

In this month, also, the author sailor was admitted to the bar and opened a law office at 20 Court Street in
Boston. (He would soon began to do quite well — but how could such a capable lawyer have suckered himself
into such a ridiculous book deal?) Here, as commentary on the significance of this event to a hypertextspace
of Thoreau materials, are pages 23-24 of Thomas Philbrick’s introduction to the 1981 Penguin edition of this
text:
Perhaps the largest claim to be made for the influence of Dana’s
book is to suggest that it, more apparently than any other single
work, initiated the genre of journey narratives that was to play
a central role in the literature of the American Renaissance.
The essential characteristics of that genre would seem to be
threefold:
• the narrative is related in the first person;
• the protagonist is a young man, reared and educated in
genteel circumstances; and
• the motion of the narrative carries its young hero from
the familiarity and security of his home surroundings into
a remote region where he comes in contact with primitive
nature and uncivilized peoples....
By 1849, the young-man’s narrative of far journeying was so well
established as a literary type that Thoreau, who graduated from
Harvard with Dana in 1837, could slyly parody his classmate’s
book in A WEEK ON THE CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS, the account of a
voyage on the local rivers in a homemade skiff. Soon the genre
would be expanded in the directions of epic and tragedy in MOBYDICK; OR, THE WHALE (1851), enlisted in the service of irony in
Hawthorne’s THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE (1852), and transformed into
metaphor in Thoreau’s WALDEN (1854), but even there the example
that Dana had provided cast its shadow.
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Lecture Season: In the 2d season of The Lowell Institute in Boston, the lines of the hopeful waiting outside the Old
Corner Bookshop for ticket distribution for Professor Benjamin Silliman, Sr.’s chemistry series crushed in the
windows of the shop:

2d Season of The Lowell Institute
Professor Joseph Lovering, A.M.
Electricity and Electro-magnetism

24 lectures

Jeffries Wyman, M.D.
Comparative Anatomy

24 lectures

Reverend James Walker, D.D.
Natural Religion

12 lectures

Professor Benjamin Silliman, Sr., LL.D.
Chemistry

24 lectures

Reverend John Gorham Palfrey, D.D.
Evidences of Christianity

THE LOWELL INSTITUTE

8 lectures
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The 12th course of lectures offered by the Salem Lyceum consisted of:

The Salem Lyceum — 12th Season
John Quincy Adams
Faith
William H. Simmons
Hamlet
George H. Devereux of Salem
Public Opinion
John L. Hayes
Life of Cuvier
William H. Simmons
Macbeth
Convers Francis
Lessons of the Past
William M. Rogers
A Business Life
Heman Humphrey
Mental Philosophy
Henry K. Oliver of Salem
The Druids (1st lecture)
Henry K. Oliver of Salem
The Druids (2nd lecture)
Samuel M. Worcester of Salem
Reasoning
James T. Austin
Siege of Boston
William G. Swett
Reading
Samuel Osgood
State and Prospects of the Jews
Andrew P. Peabody
The Poor Man
John C. Clark
THe Law of Marriage

Richard Henry Dana, Jr.

Importance of Cultivating the Affections
J.V.C. Smith
Ancient and Modern History of the Coinage of Metals
Ezra S. Gannett
Excitability of the American Character
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1841
By this point there remained merely “thirty-eight persons plus four gentiles” at the ruin of the former
Franciscan Mission San Juan Capistrano of Alta California. On the East Coast, Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s
article on the cruelty toward seamen which he had observed during his two years of service before the mast
along this coastline, previously published in the American Jurist, was being republished as part of his THE
SEAMAN’S FRIEND.
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Henry Thoreau would own a copy of one edition of this oft-republished volume.

THE SEAMAN’S FRIEND
February: The publisher of the English edition of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST; A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF LIFE
00
AT SEA, Edward Moxon, paid Richard Henry Dana, Jr. $500. (all the various translations into other
languages would be pirate editions from which the author would receive nothing).
August 25, Wednesday: In Hartford, Connecticut, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. got married with Sarah “Sally” Watson.35

35. The couple would produce: Sarah Watson Dana, June, 1842; Ruth Charlotte Dana, June 1844; Elizabeth Ellery Dana, April
1846; Mary Rosamund Dana, September 1848; Richard Henry Dana III, January 1851; and Angela Henrietta Channing Dana,
February 1857.
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October: Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s article on cruelty toward seamen, previously published in the American Jurist, was
republished as part of his THE SEAMAN’S FRIEND.

THE SEAMAN’S FRIEND

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR

Lecture Season: The 13th course of lectures offered by the Salem Lyceum consisted of:

The Salem Lyceum — 13th Season
Henry Giles
Crabbe
G. Tochman
Poland
George E. Ellis
Scenery of Switzerland
David H. Barlow
Our Times
Henry Giles
Irish History (1st lecture)
Henry Giles
Irish Character (2nd lecture)
Henry Giles
Irish Society (3rd lecture)
Joseph R. Chandler
Cultivation of the Affections as a Means of Happiness
Nehemiah Adams
Sketches of Nature and Art in Foreign Travel
John Pierpont
Snow

Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
Macbeth

Andrew P. Peabody
Fiction
Daniel Kimball
Whale Fisheries
Professor Adams
Chinese War (1st lecture)
Professor Adams
Chinese War (2nd lecture)
Henry Giles
Burns
John Lord
Causes of Modern Civilization (1st lecture)
John Lord
Causes of Modern Civilization (2nd lecture)
John Lord
Causes of Modern Civilization (3rd lecture)
Oliver Wendell Holmes
Homœopathy

Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
Reality of the Sea
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December: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began keeping the journal which he would keep until September 1860.
When Canandaigua merchants petitioned the Auburn & Rochester Railroad for at least one freight train a week
to pick up shipments, they were challenging a freight monopoly held by the canal interests.
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1842
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began the public lecturing which he would continue until 1856.
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Lecture Season: The Winter Lecture Season at the Odeon Theatre at the corner of Federal and Franklin streets in
Boston:

4th Season of The Lowell Institute
Prof. J. Lovering, A.M., Astronomy
12 lectures (then repeated, total 24)
Prof. Jared Sparks, LL.D., American History
12 lectures
Prof. J. Walker, D.D., Natural Religion
12 lectures
Prof. B. Silliman, LL.D., Chemistry
12 lectures (then repeated, total 24)

The 14th course of lectures offered by the Salem Lyceum may be viewed on the following screen.
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(click here)
The Salem Lyceum — 14th Season
John Quincy Adams
Government
William Mitchell
Astronomy, Comets (1st lecture)
William Mitchell
Astronomy, Comets (2nd lecture)
Humphrey Moore
March of Mind
Reverend George B. Cheever of Salem
Gothic Architecture
L.F. Tasistro
Master Spirits of English Poetry
Benjamin Sears
Germany
Charles Francis Adams, Sr.
Shakspeare (1st lecture)
Charles Francis Adams, Sr.
Shakspeare (2nd lecture)
Dr. Fitch
Music as a Fine Art
Henry Giles
Byron (1st lecture)
Henry Giles
Byron (2nd lecture)
George Bancroft
Spirit of the Age
Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
Woman
James E. Murdock
Human Voice, with Illustrations
Edwin Jocyln of Salem
Spirit of Teaching
Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
Desdemona
John C. Park
Character of the Pilgrims
George H. Colton
American Indians
James E. Murdock
The Passions
Henry Giles
Elliott, the Corn Law Rhymer
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1843
A new gobernadore of Alta California, Manuel Micheltorena, tried to restore Mission San Juan Capistrano
to the Franciscan fathers. This attempt would fail and he would need to flee the territory. Back East, Richard
Henry Dana, Jr. the former sailor, present lawyer, and perpetual adolescent, was donning his old sailor togs in
order to sample the enticements to be found in the “Five Points” district of New-York — our nation’s main
slum.
Thomas W. Williams was purchasing of Messrs. Bryant and Sturgis, for his firm of Williams and Haven,
for use as a whaling vessel, the good ship Alert in which the younger Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had sailed in
California waters, and in which he had returned to his home port of Boston and to his adult responsibilities.

And now for something entirely different: Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s father, Richard Henry Dana, Sr., was at
this point in St. Paul’s Episcopal Church of Boston, being confirmed.
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1844
January: In Boston, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. moved his law offices to 30 Court Street.
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1846
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. took Francis Edward Parker as law partner (until 1861).
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1847
Thomas B. Laighton, the lighthouse keeper of White Island and the owner of Appledore Island, Cedar
Island, Malaga Island, and Smuttynose Island, constructed a grand hotel in the Isles of Shoals. Visitors would
include Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and Nathaniel Hawthorne. Over the years this group of outer islands would
become a favored isolated summer vacation spot for the Unitarians of the Boston area, up to and including
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During this year Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and Herman Melville met. Leon Howard has suggested that during
the couple of years in which these two authors knew one another, Dana may have been prompting Melville to
attempt to do for whalers what Dana had done for merchant sailors.36

Morison, Samuel Eliot. THE MARITIME HISTORY OF MASSACHUSETTS: 1783-1860. Boston: Houghton Mifflin,
1921

“A Review From Professor Ross’s Seminar”
“Direct Connections Between Massachusetts Maritime Tradition
and Massachusetts Literary Tradition”
Morison cites the literary and social contributions of such Massachusetts men as
Waldo Emerson, William Lloyd Garrison, Wendell Phillips, Horace Mann, Sr., Samuel
Gridley Howe & Thomas Handasyd Perkins, Longfellow, Prescott, Charles Sumner, James
Russell Lowell, Thoreau, and the Brook Farm experience. However, “there is little
connection, to be sure, between the maritime history of Massachusetts and these
highlights of reform, revolt, and letters” (227). “In general ... the New England
poet’s attitude toward the sea is that of a summer boarder who is afraid to get
his feet wet” (footnote on page 227). Of the Massachusetts literati of the mid19th Century, only Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and Herman Melville were in touch with
the sea, and “What seafaring people, in the nineteenth century, has left prose
monuments to compare with these?” (227) {”You there, Joseph Conrad, sit down!”
Those New Englanders and their centrism!}
(James E. Stout, March 14, 1986)

36. Melville had read TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST between his voyage in the merchantman St. Lawrence and his voyage in
the whaler Acushnet.
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1848
August: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. attended the National Free Soil Party Convention in Buffalo, New York.

The Reverend Daniel Foster left Salem, Massachusetts for Danvers and was ordained as a Methodist minister.
Frederick Douglass began a lecture tour of New York, Pennsylvania, and Ohio with William Lloyd Garrison
and Stephen Symonds Foster.
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1849
May 15, Tuesday: While visiting with Bronson Alcott at the Alcott home at 12 West Street, Waldo Emerson
encountered his earlier student Richard Henry Dana, Jr. at a meeting of the Town and Country Club.
Prussia declared war on the Baden revolutionaries.
Neapolitan royal troops entered Palermo, thus ending the rebellion there.
At the age of 38 Louis A. Surette, who had previously been married with Jeanne Françoise Bourque (a widow
with a child Mathurin Surette), remarried with Frances Jane Shattuck, 19-or-20-year-old daughter of the
Honorable Daniel Shattuck of Concord, Massachusetts. The couple would produce 5 children there, 2 of whom
would die young.
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1850
Richard Henry Dana, Sr. prepared a 2d edition of his POEMS AND PROSE WRITINGS and went on the last of his
lecture tours.
A volume of Washington Allston’s LECTURES ON ART, AND POEMS was prepared by Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
(New-York: Baker and Scribner). Henry Thoreau would immediately copy segments of this into his literary
notebook.

LECTURES ON ART ...
June 7, Friday: The Frolic, under Captain Edward H. Faucon, in the service of Samuel Russell & Co. of Shanghai
and Boston, left Hong Kong destined for San Francisco. This opium-running is a period in Richard Henry
Dana, Jr.’s favorite captain’s life upon which Dana has not considered it important to report in any great detail,
choosing instead to report extensively on the putative disappearance of a “French John” character he had put
in his “boys’ book” who definitely did not appear on any of the ship’s crew lists and who may very well have
never existed outside the realm of the literary imagination.
TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: Captain Faucon, who took out the Alert,
and brought home the Pilgrim, spent many years in command of
vessels in the Indian and Chinese seas, and was in our volunteer
navy during the late war, commanding several large vessels in
succession, on the blockade of the Carolinas, with the rank of
lieutenant. He has now given up the sea, but still keeps it under
his eye, from the piazza of his house on the most beautiful hill
in the environs of Boston. I have the pleasure of meeting him
often. Once, in speaking of the Alert’s crew, in a company of
gentlemen, I heard him say that that crew was exceptional: that
he had passed all his life at sea, but whether before the mast or
abaft, whether officer or master, he had never met such a crew,
and never should expect to; and that the two officers of the
Alert, long ago shipmasters, agreed with him that, for
intelligence, knowledge of duty and willingness to perform it,
pride in the ship, her appearance and sailing, and in absolute
reliableness, they never had seen their equal. Especially he
spoke of his favorite seaman, French John. John, after a few more
years at sea, became a boatman, and kept his neat boat at the end
of Granite Wharf, and was ready to take all, but delighted to take
any of us of the old Alert’s crew, to sail down the harbor. One
day Captain Faucon went to the end of the wharf to board a vessel
in the stream, and hailed for John. There was no response, and
his boat was not there. He inquired of a boatman near, where John
was. The time had come that comes to all! There was no loyal voice
to respond to the familiar call, the hatches had closed over him,
his boat was sold to another, and he had left not a trace behind.
We could not find out even where he was buried.
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October 4, Friday: Henry Thoreau and Ellery Channing returned from Canada:
We left Montreal Wednesday, the 2d of October [this can only be an inaccurate transcription
from notes, for our pair of intrepid travelers had left Montréal for Québec on Wednesday the
2d, and they were leaving Montréal for home on Friday the 4th, and there is simply no way to
reconstrue their reported travels and adventures into 8 days rather than 10], late in the afternoon.
In the La Prairie cars the Yankees made themselves merry, imitating the cries of the charettedrivers to perfection, greatly to the amusement of some French-Canadian travellers, and they
kept it up all the way to Boston. I saw one person on board the boat at St. John’s, and one or two
more elsewhere in Canada, wearing homespun gray great-coats, or capotes, with conical and
comical hoods, which fell back between their shoulders like small bags, ready to be turned up
over the head when occasion required, though a hat usurped that place now. They looked as if
they would be convenient and proper enough as long as the coats were new and tidy, but would
soon come to have a beggarly and unsightly look, akin to rags and dust-holes. We reached
Burlington early in the morning, where the Yankees tried to pass off their Canada coppers, but
the news-boys knew better. Returning through the Green Mountains, I was reminded that I had
not seen in Canada such brilliant autumnal tints as I had previously seen in Vermont. Perhaps
there was not yet so great and sudden a contrast with the summer heats in the former country as
in these mountain valleys. As we were passing through Ashburnham, by a new white house
which stood at some distance in a field, one passenger exclaimed, so that all in the car could hear
him, “There, there’s not so good a house as that in all Canada!” I did not much wonder at his
remark, for there is a neatness, as well as evident prosperity, a certain elastic easiness of
circumstances, so to speak, when not rich, about a New England house, as if the proprietor could
at least afford to make repairs in the spring, which the Canadian houses do not suggest. Though
of stone, they are not better constructed than a stone barn would be with us; the only building,
except the château, and while every village here contains at least several gentlemen or “squires,”
there there is but one to a seigniory.
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It was Frederick Douglass’s speech at Faneuil Hall on this evening that prompted the formation of the Boston

Vigilance Committee, which eventually would spawn the Secret “Six” conspiracy in support of the activities
of Captain John Brown,37 with the Boston attorney Richard Henry Dana, Jr. providing it with legal counsel.

Frederick Douglass declared bravely, in accordance with the Southern code of honor which equated
willingness to abandon life with deservingness of freedom,38 that “I should welcome the intelligence
37. (Of course, this was Captain Brown’s conspiracy, since he was a white man and therefore a leader, and not Frederick Douglass’s
conspiracy, since he was a black man and therefore a follower — despite the fact that while said conspiracy was being hatched John
Brown was residing in the spare bedroom of Douglass’s home in Rochester NY! :-)
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tomorrow, should it come, that slaves had risen in the South, and that the sable arms which had been engaged
in beautifying and adorning the South, were engaged in spreading death and devastation.”
(Of course, although the idea of the raid on Harpers Ferry happened to be hatched while Brown was residing
in Douglass’s spare bedroom, the idea of the raid was obviously all the white man’s idea and obviously none
of the colored man’s idea, since we all know that colored people are not either originative or possessed of
leadership capabilities. ;-)

A Vigilance Committee was also forming on this day in Syracuse, New York. It was made up of:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

P.H. Agan
George Barnes
Abnr. Bates
Lyman Clary
C.W. Levenworth
J.W. Loguen
H. Putnam
R.R. Raymond
C.B. Sedgwick
V.W. Smith
John Thomas
C.A. Wheaton
John Wilkinson

38. Cf the slavemaster Patrick Henry’s often-quoted “patriotic” declaration before the Virginia House of Burgesses, “I know not
what course others may take, but as for me, Give Me Liberty Or Give Me Death.”
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Under the pressure of the Fugitive Slave Law, the “nonresistant” Henry C. Wright eventually came –surprise,
surprise– to legitimate violence. No more Mr. Nice Guy:
Every man, who believes resistance to tyrants to be
obedience to God, is bound by his own principles (not by
mine) to arm himself with a pistol or a dirk, a bowie-knife,
a rifle, or any deadly weapon, and inflict death with his
own hand, on each and ever man who shall attempt to execute
the recent law of Congress, or any other law, made with a
view to re-capture and return to bondage fugitive slaves.

James Bowie
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1851
February 15, Saturday: Evelina E. Vannevar Slack wrote concerning family matters from Chelsea, Massachusetts to
Charles Wesley Slack in St. Johnsburg, Vermont. Slack’s father added a note to this letter.
Frederick Jenkins (or Wilkins or Minkins, depending on what source you accept) known generally as
“Shadrach,” a Boston waiter who was a fugitive from Georgia, had been detained by slave-catchers. Henry
Williams, who had escaped from Virginia and whom Henry Thoreau assisted, was a friend of Jenkins. Richard
Henry Dana, Jr. represented Shadrach in court. Chief Justice Shaw ruled for the rights of the slave catchers but
a group of Boston’s indignant black citizens then swept into the hearing room through one door and out
through another, taking him along within the press of their crowd. Daniel Webster of course fulminated that
such a rescue from the US criminal system was “strictly speaking, a case of treason.”

UNDERGROUND RAILROAD
After Jenkins was thus rescued, Francis Edwin Bigelow, the Concord blacksmith who according to Horace
Rice Hosmer “had strong negro features for a white man,” and his wife Ann Bigelow, concealed him for one
night until he could be escorted to the home of Jonathan Drake and Frances Drake in Leominster (for a few
days) and then Fitchburg and into Vermont and on up across the Canada border (in this they were assisted by
the Brooks family next door, and there is a story that Nathan Brooks helped outfit the fugitive with one of his
hats). This offense against property and legitimate ownership, and New England’s guilty complicity in it,
caused conservatives in Boston to become concerned about social unrest and determined to use brutality
to prevent it. A well-known abolitionist, Elizur Wright, Jr., would be charged with this crime, and would be
defended by lawyer Dana. When Wright saw the blacksmith Bigelow sitting in the jury box, he immediately
intuited that his trial was going to go all right — for on Shadrach’s way toward safety he had been put up
overnight at the Bigelow home! Dana‘s work in these “Rescue Trials” would continue into 1852.
February 15, Saturday: Fatal is the discovery that our friend is fallible –that he has prejudices. He is
then only prejudiced in our favor. What is the value of his esteem who does not justly esteem another?
Alas! Alas! When my friend begins to deal in confessions –breaks silence –makes a theme of friendship –
(which then is always something past) and descends to merely human relations As long as there is a spark of
love remaining cherish that alone –only that can be kindled into a flame.
I thought that friendship –that love was still possible between –I thought that we had not withdrawn very far
asunder– But now that my friend rashly thoughtlessly –prophanely speaks recognizing the distance between us
–that distance seems infinitely increased.
Of our friends we do not incline to speak to complain to others –we would not disturb the foundations of
confidence that may still be.
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Why should we not still continue to live with the intensity & rapidity of infants. Is not the world –are not the
heavens as unfathomed as ever? Have we exhausted any joy –any sentiment?
The author of Festus well exclaims
“Could we but think with the intensity
We love with, we might do great things, I think.”

FESTUS; A POEM
PHILIP JAMES BAILEY
April: In this month and the next, the Thomas Simms (Sims) affair would be furnishing Henry Thoreau with
illustrative material for “SLAVERY IN MASSACHUSETTS”. That is to say, the variety of kidnappers known as
“slave catchers” were in the process of kidnapping a teenage Boston waiter known to them as “fugitive slave
Sims.” Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would be defending, but unsuccessfully, as such kidnapping was not then a
federal crime but instead a federal perpetration.39Friend Seth Concklin had spirited the wife Lavinia and the

children of Peter Still away and they had made it all the way up out of Alabama and out of the South into
Indiana — but then at one point Concklin had needed to be away on an errand and, during his absence, the Still
family was captured. When he tried to obtain a writ of habeas corpus he also was thrown in the Indiana jail.
After murdering him, the slave-catchers would restore the black family to its Alabama slavemaster.
The Reverend Samuel Ringgold Ward was summoned from his place of residence in Syracuse, New York to
the bedside of his father in Newark, New Jersey:
After his escape, my father learned to read, so that he could
enjoy the priceless privilege of searching the Scriptures.
Supporting himself by his trade as a house painter, or whatever
else offered (as he was a man of untiring industry), he lived
in Cumberland County, New Jersey, from 1820 until 1826; in New
York city from that year until 1838; and in the city of Newark,
New Jersey, from 1838 until May 1851, when he died, at the age
of 68.... In April I was summoned to his bedside, where I found
him the victim of paralysis. After spending some few days with
him, and leaving him very much better, I went to Pennsylvania
on business, and returned in about ten days, when he appeared
still very comfortable; I then, for a few days, left him. My
mother and I knew that another attack was to be feared — another,

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR
we knew too well, would prove fatal; but when it would occur was
of course beyond our knowledge; but we hoped for the best. My
father and I talked very freely of his death. He had always
maintained that a Christian ought to have his preparation for
his departure made, and completed in Christ, before death, so
as when death should come he should have nothing to do BUT TO
DIE. “That,” said my father, “is enough to do at once: let
repenting, believing, everything else, be sought at a proper

39. Under the heading “Pacifist, Thoreau not a” on page 191 of CONCORD: CLIMATE FOR FREEDOM, a history written by the
anti-pacifist Ruth R. Wheeler, the incident of the return of Thomas Simms (Sims) is cited as one of the author’s two proof-texts,
demonstrating that Henry Thoreau believed in resisting evil, and was characterized as follows:

Henry Thoreau at this time (April, 1851) expressed
himself at length and bitterly in his Journal. He was
proud to read that the man who made the prayer on the
wharf was Daniel Foster of CONCORD but when he thought
what a short time Foster had lived in Concord, he was
ashamed that the Buttricks and Davises and Hosmers,
descendants of the men who had fought at the bridge for
their liberty, should be celebrating that fight on
April 19th while themselves unwilling to do anything
to help three million slaves attain their freedom.
But
I
would
have
done
with
comparing
ourselves
with
our
ancestors, for I believe that even
they, if somewhat braver and less
corrupt than we, were not men of so
much principle and generosity as to
go to war in behalf of another race
in their midst. I do not believe
that the North will soon come to
blows with the South on this
question. It would be too bright a
page to be written in the history
of the race at present.
History in 1861 was to show how wrong Thoreau was in
this estimate.
The man who was converted to a life of violence by the violence of the Simms case was, of course, the Reverend Daniel Foster,
the Concord minister who had attracted notice by praying on the dock in 1851 as Simms was being extradited from Boston to
Savannah GA in 1851 — not Thoreau. Leaving the Concord church, Foster had become Chaplain of the Massachusetts House of
Representatives and was in attendance when Captain John Brown spoke before a committee about the Kansas troubles.
Almost immediately afterward he quit his Chaplaincy and moved to Kansas, “convinced that our cause must receive a baptism of
blood before it can be victorious.”

I expect to serve in Capt. John Brown’s company in the next Kansas war, which
I hope is inevitable & near at hand.
(Clearly, Wheeler was neither a reader with any capacity to recognize sarcasm nor a writer with any capacity to reserve judgment.)
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time; let dying alone be done at the dying time.” In my last
conversation with him he not only maintained, but he felt, the
same. Then, he seemed as if he might live a twelvemonth....
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1852
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. moved into his own home at 4 Berkeley Street in Cambridge.
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1853
May-August: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. participated in a Massachusetts Constitutional Convention in Boston.
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1854
May 14, Wednesday: Henry Wadsworth Longfellow wrote to Thomas Gold Appleton, his brother-in-law, in Paris
(Appleton happens to have been the Boston wit who originated the famous comment “Good Americans, when
they die, go to Paris”) that “We have formed a Dinner Club, once a month, at Parker’s. Agassiz, Motley,
Emerson, Peirce, Lowell, Whipple, Sam Ward, Holmes, Dwight, Woodman, myself, and yourself. We sit from
three o’clock till nine, generally, which proves it to be very pleasant.”40
May 14. Air full of golden robins. Their loud clear note betrays them as soon as they arrive. Yesterday
and to-clay I see half a dozen tortoises on a rail, — their first appearance in numbers. Catbird amid shrub oaks.
Female red-wing [Red-winged Blackbird
Agelaius phoeniceus]. Flood tells me he saw cherry-birds am the
12th of April in Monroe’s garden.

40. Longfellow overlooked to mention that Richard Henry Dana, Jr., Ebenezer Rockwood Hoar, and Cornelius Conway Felton would soon join.

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

May 24, Wednesday: Henry Thoreau left at 4:30 AM for the Cliffs, and in the afternoon went to Pedrick’s meadow.
This would turn out, in Boston, to be the day of Anthony Burns’s arrest. It seems Burns, a 6-footer classifiable
as an “escaped slave,” had made the mistake of attempting to send a note to a brother still held in Virginia. The
note had of course been intercepted by his brother’s “owner,” who had thus discovered where he was hiding.

He was arrested by US Marshall Asa O. Butman while working as a presser in a tailor shop on Brattle Street
in Boston, and accused of running away from his owner Mr. Charles Francis Suttle.41 Thomas Wentworth
Higginson would lead an assault on the jail, and in the attempt to rescue Burns, a deputy named James
Batchelder would be killed.42

41. At the time of the passage of the Fugitive Slave Law, according to Lawrence Lader’s THE BOLD BRAHMINS (NY: Dutton,
1961, page 140), there were some 600 “runaway slaves” living and working in the city of Boston.
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A telegram originating in Washington DC, allegedly from President of the United States of America Franklin
Pierce,43 sided with the kidnappers of Burns but offered a quite ambiguous sentiment,
The law must be executed.
indeed one with which all anarchists everywhere would be able most heartily to concur:
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would be the attorney for the defense. The trial would cost more than $40,000.00
and would be lost. In the course of all this lawyer Dana would be assaulted at night by a hired thug.44
Democrats had dragged cannon from the Custom House to the Common, and were there firing off salutes to
the new Kansas-Nebraska Act extending the territory of American slavery, at 8PM while Anthony Burns was
being taken into custody as he walked home along Brattle Street. (Caleb Page, a Boston truckman who had
gone along with Butman to arrest Burns, would later be outraged when informed that he had helped in the
recapture of an escaped slave — Butman had assured his hired day-deputy that he was merely assisting in the
capture of a thief which technically under the law was a correct explanation as, under the law as it then existed,
Burns was stealing himself and his services from their rightful owner. The next day in court there a broken
bone would be seen to be protruding from his right hand, but this had not been the result of harm he had
sustained while he was being taken into custody, for as a child that hand had been damaged in some machinery
at a shop to which his owner had hired out his labor. Dana would describe the “scarred” right hand for the court
record as “a bone stands out from the back of it, a hump an inch high, and it hangs almost useless from the
wrist, a huge scar or gash covering half its surface.” I do not know whether this meant that the white bone was
protruding permanently through the skin, or whether this meant that the deformed bone made a pronounced
lump under the skin.)
Brad Dean summarized: “In September 1850 the United States Congress passed the Fugitive Slave Law,
which granted slaveholders the right to seize runaway slaves anywhere in the U.S. and carry them back to the
South. The first attempt at rendition in February 1851 failed when abolitionists rescued a runaway called
Shadrach (Frederick Jenkins) from his captors in Boston and sent him on to safety in Canada. Less than two
months later, however, another runaway, Thomas Simms (Sims), was seized in Boston, but on that occasion
local, state, and federal troops ensured that Sims’s owners were able to carry him back to Georgia. Thoreau
and hundreds of thousands of others in the North were outraged by the Fugitive Slave Law and the Sims
rendition, which seemed to them flagrant violations by the federal government of the rights guaranteed to
states under the US Constitution. As a consequence of these and similar actions by the federal government, the
Nullification movement, which posited that a state had a right to nullify laws mandated by the federal
government, garnered more serious attention in the North than it had before been accorded. Two key events
immediately preceded and helped set the stage for the meeting sponsored by the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery
Society on July 4, 1854. On May 24, Anthony Burns, a fugitive slave working in a Boston clothing store, was
arrested and slated to be shipped back to Virginia. Abolitionists protested at Faneuil Hall, and the Reverend
Thomas Wentworth Higginson led a failed attempt to rescue Burns from the Boston jail. Burns was escorted
42. James Batchelder was either shot or stabbed, either by an abolitionist on purpose or by accident or by another police agent on
purpose or by accident. What we know for sure is that he quickly bled out after his femoral artery was “nearly divided.” It would
be said that he had received the wages for his sin of favoring human enslavement, but it needs to be mentioned that we do not know
how many children this Irish immigrant had in some Boston tenement, to feed and clothe.
43. Although this telegram must have been a fraud –since President Pierce was never indited as a co-conspirator in this kidnapping
of Burns– our history books say nothing further about the source of the telegram and appear to have little interest in uncovering who
it was in Washington who could have been behind such a slanderous misuse of a President’s name. –And recently, when Rodney
King was attacked and abused by the “LAPD,” an armed and exceedingly dangerous group of bigoted criminals operating in the
Los Angeles area, the same sort of slanderous attack was made on the good name of President George Herbert Walker Bush!
44. Hopefully, this hired thug was not in the employ of the White House plumbers.
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under heavy guard by the militia to a revenue cutter, which returned him to slavery. The second key event was
the passage of the Kansas-Nebraska Act, which became law on May 30. One provision of the Act was the
repeal of the Missouri Compromise, an action that removed the explicit prohibition of slavery in the northern
reaches of the Louisiana Purchase. Thoreau was incensed over the Burns affair. On May 29, he began a long,

scathing journal entry with these two sentences, the second of which would echo again in “SLAVERY IN
MASSACHUSETTS”: “These days it is left to one Mr. Loring to say whether a citizen of Massachusetts is a slave
or not. Does any one think that Justice or God awaits Mr. Loring’s decision?”45 The arrangements by which
Thoreau joined William Lloyd Garrison, Wendell Phillips, and the others on the podium at Framingham MA
are not known. The absence of his name from announcements of the event suggests that he was a last-minute
addition, but we do not know whether he was asked to speak or sought the opportunity. In view of his aroused
emotions at the moment and of his apparent difficulty getting Concordians to talk about the North rather than
the South, it is certainly possible that the announced rally struck him as an ideal forum to get things off his
chest. Minimal time to prepare was not really a problem because on the issue of slavery and Massachusetts his
long-stewing thought and rhetoric had already reached the boiling point. Indeed, in writing “Slavery in
Massachusetts,” he essentially mined his still fresh journal entries on Burns and earlier passages on the
Thomas Simms (Sims) case.”

45. THE JOURNAL OF HENRY D. THOREAU, ed. Bradford Torrey and Francis Henry Allen, 14 volumes. Boston: Houghton,
Mifflin, 1906, 6:313.
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December 16, Saturday: In a letter to Franz Liszt, Richard Wagner came up with the idea behind the opera
Tristan und Isolde.

LISTEN TO IT NOW
At what would come to be known as the initial meeting of the Saturday Club, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. recorded
in his journal, he dined at the Albion Hotel “in a select company,” which is to say Waldo Emerson, James
Russell Lowell, Amos Bronson Alcott, a visiting lecturer Charles H. Goddard from Cincinnati, Thomas
Cholmondeley, Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, and the Boston attorney Horatio Woodman.46 “Emerson is an
excellent dinner table man, always a gentleman, never bores or preaches, or dictates, but drops & takes up
topics very agreeably, & has even skill & tact in managing his conversation. So, indeed, has Alcott, & it is
quite surprising to see these transcendentalists appearing well as men of the world.”
The National Anti-Slavery Standard suggested that neither Henry Thoreau’s A WEEK ON THE CONCORD AND
MERRIMACK RIVERS nor WALDEN; OR, LIFE IN THE WOODS had “received ... adequate notice in our Literary
Journals.”
TIMELINE OF WALDEN
TIMELINE OF A WEEK

46. Woodman would be one of the small number purchasing Thoreau’s WALDEN. Whether he would read it, we wish we knew.
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1855
January 27, Saturday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. dined again with the Saturday Club at the Albion Hotel in downtown
Boston, with James Russell Lowell, Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, Edwin Percy Whipple, and Waldo Emerson.
Either before or after this meal Emerson was lecturing in Worcester.

LIFE IS LIVED FORWARD BUT UNDERSTOOD BACKWARD?
— NO, THAT’S GIVING TOO MUCH TO THE HISTORIAN’S STORIES.
LIFE ISN’T TO BE UNDERSTOOD EITHER FORWARD OR BACKWARD.

Summer: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. joined the Saturday Club as one of its original members.

THE FALLACY OF MOMENTISM: THIS STARRY UNIVERSE DOES NOT
Not Civil War

“Stack of the Artist of Kouroo” Project
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CONSIST OF A SEQUENCE OF MOMENTS. THAT IS A FIGMENT, ONE WE
HAVE RECOURSE TO IN ORDER TO PRIVILEGE TIME OVER CHANGE,
A PRIVILEGING THAT MAKES CHANGE SEEM UNREAL, DERIVATIVE, A
MERE APPEARANCE. IN FACT IT IS CHANGE AND ONLY CHANGE WHICH
WE EXPERIENCE AS REALITY, TIME BEING BY WAY OF RADICAL
CONTRAST UNEXPERIENCED — A MERE INTELLECTUAL CONSTRUCT.
THERE EXISTS NO SUCH THING AS A MOMENT. NO “INSTANT” HAS
EVER FOR AN INSTANT EXISTED.

August 9, Thursday: Review of WALDEN; OR, LIFE IN THE WOODS titled “The Battle of the Ants” in the Boston
Christian Watchman and Reflector, 125:2-4.
From a work entitled, Thoreau’s Life in the Woods, we
select the following, which has a moral to it worthy
of attention:

[Reprints “Brute Neighbors,” pages 228.25-231.26.]
Mexican liberals (Juaristas) defeated loyalist troops at Acapulco.
Aug. 9 Elecampane, apparently several days. River is risen and fuller, and the weeds at bathing-place
washed away somewhat. Fall to them.
Dana says a sprit is the diagonal boom or gaff, and hence a spritsail. Host fore-and-aft sails have a gaff and
boom.

RICHARD HENRY DANA, JR.

Not Civil War

“Stack of the Artist of Kouroo” Project
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1856
February 8, Friday: Edward Tyrrel Channing died. Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would write a biographical notice which
would appear in a published collection of his lectures at Harvard College — lectures that he had delivered to,
among others, student David Henry Thoreau.

CHANNING’S LECTURES
Feb. 8. 9 A.M. — To Fair Haven Pond.
A clear and a pleasanter and warmer day than we have had for a long time. The snow begins (at noon) to soften
somewhat in the road.
For two or three weeks, successive light and dry snows have fallen on the old crust and been drifting about on
it, leaving it at last three quarters bare and forming drifts against the fences, etc., or here and there low, slaty,
fractured ones in mid-field, or pure white hard-packed ones. These drifts on the crust are commonly quite low
and flat. But yesterday’s snow turning to rain, which froze as it fell, there is now a glaze on the trees, giving
them a hoary look, icicles like rakes’ teeth on the rails, and a thin crust over all the snow. At this hour the crust
sparkles with a myriad brilliant points or mirrors, one to every six inches, at least. This crust is cracked like ice
into irregular figures a foot or two square. Perhaps the snow has settled considerably, for the track in the roads
is the highest part. Some heard a loud cracking in the ground or ice last night.
I cut through, five or six rods from the east shore of hair Haven, and find seven inches of snow, nine inches of
snow ice and eight of water ice, — seventeen of both. The water rises to within half an inch of the top of the
ice. Isaac Garfield has cut a dozen holes on the west side. The ice there averages nineteen inches in thickness.
Half the holes are five or six rods from the shore, and the rest nine or ten, the water from three to seven feet
deep. In some places more than half the whole depth is ice. The thinnest ice is 17 inches; the thickest, 20+. [In
the middle of river, in front of our house, same day, it is 13+ inches thick, only 5 of it snow ice, it having been
late to freeze there, comparatively.] The inner row invariably the thickest. The water rises above the ice in some
cases.
Edward and Isaac Garfield were fishing there, and Puffer came along, and afterward Lewis Miner with his gun.
He cannot get near the partridges [Ruffed Grouse
Bonasa umbellus (Partridge)] on account of the
cracklings of the crust. I saw the last two approaching with my glass.
The fishermen agreed saying that the pickerel have generally been eating, and are full, when they bite. Puffer
thinks they eat a good deal, but seldom. Some think it best to cut the holes the day before, because the noise
frightens them; and the crackling of the crust to-day was thought to frighten there. E. Garfield says that his
Uncle Daniel was once scaling a pickerel, when he pricked his finger against the horn of a pout which the
pickerel had swallowed. He himself killed a pickerel with a paddle, in the act of swallowing a large perch. Puffer
had taken a striped snake out of one.
They send to Lowell for their bait, and fishermen send thither from far and wide, so that there is not a sufficient
supply for them. I. Garfield once caught an eel there with his pickerel bait, through the ice; also speared a trout
that weighed three and a half pounds, he says, off Well Meadow.
E. Garfield says that he was just turning into the pond from up-stream when he heard a loud sound and saw and
caught those two great mud turtles. He let the boat drift down upon them. One had got the other by the neck,
and their shells were thumping together and their tails sticking up. He caught one in each hand suddenly, and
succeeded in getting them into the boat only by turning them over, since they resisted with their claws against
the side; then stood on them turned over, paddled to nearest shore, pulled his boat up with his heel, and, taking
a tail in each hand, walked backward through the meadow in water a foot deep, dragging them; then carried one
a few rods, left him and returned for the other, and so on. One weighed forty-three and the other forty-seven
pounds, together ninety. Puffer said that he never saw two together so heavy. I. Garfield said that he had seen
one that weighed sixty-three pounds. All referred to the time when (about fifteen years ago; one said the year
of the Bunker Hill Monument celebration) some forty were found dead on the meadows between there and
Sudbury. It was about the end of March, and Puffer inferred that they had come out thus early from the river,
and, the water going down, the ice had settled on them and killed them; but the Garfields thought that. the ice,
which tore up the meadows very much that year, exposed them and so they froze. I think the last most likely.
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Puffer searches for them in May under the cranberry vines with a spear, and calls one of the small kinds the
“grass tortoise.”
E. Garfield says that he saw the other day where a fox had caught in the snow three partridges
and eaten
two. He himself last winter caught two, on the hillside south of Fair Haven, with his hands. They flew before
him and dived into the snow, which was about a foot deep, going twice their length into it. He thrust his hand
in and caught them. Puffer said that his companion one night speared a partridge
on the alders on the south
side of the pond.
E. Garfield says there were many quails here last fall, but that they are suffering now. One night as he was
spearing on Conant’s cranberry meadow, just north the pond, his dog caught a sheldrake in the water by the
shore. Some days ago he saw what he thought a hawk, as white as snow, fly over the pond, but it may have been
a white owl (which last he never saw). [Was it a gyrfalcon?] He sometimes sees a hen-hawk at this season.
Speaks again of that large speckled hawk he killed once, which some called a “cape eagle.” Had a hum-bird’s
[Ruby-throated Hummingbird
Archilochus colubris] nest behind their house last summer, and was
amused to see the bird drive off other birds; would pursue a robin and alight on his back; let none come near.
I. Garfield saw one’s nest on a horizontal branch of a white pine near the Charles Miles house, about seven feet
from ground. E. Garfield spoke of the wren’s nest as not uncommon, hung in the grass of the meadows, and
how swiftly and easily the bird would run through a winrow of hay.
Puffer saw a couple of foxes cross the pond a few days ago. The wheelwright in the Corner saw four at once,
about the same time.
They think that most squirrel-tracks now are of the gray ones; that they do not lay up anything. Their tracks are
much larger than those of the red. Puffer says that five gray squirrels came out of one of their leafy nests in a
middle-sized white pine, after it was cut down, behind the Harrington house the other day, and, a day or two
after, three out of another. He says that they, too, use bark in making their nests, as well [as] leaves, — the inner
bark of old chestnut rails, which looks like seaweed.
E. Garfield says the chip squirrels come out this month.
Puffer saw a star-nosed mole yesterday in the road. Its track was dog-like.
Coming home at twelve, the ice is fast melting on the trees, and I see in the drops the colors of all the gems.
The snow is soft, and the eaves begin to run as not for many weeks.
Thermometer at 3.30 P. M., 31°.
Puffer once found the nest of what he calls the deer mouse (probably jumping) in pile of wood at what is now
R. Rice’s place in Sudbury, and the old one carried off nine young clinging to her teats. These men do not chop
now; they saw, because the snow is so deep and the crust cuts their legs.
Mr. Prichard tells me that he remembers a six weeks of more uninterruptedly severe cold than we have just
[had], and that was in’31, ending the middle of January. The eaves on the south side of his house did not once
run during that period, but they have run or drifted a trifle on several days during the past six weeks.
Puffer says that he and Daniel (?) Haynes set lines once when there was good skating in all the bays, from the
long causeway in Sudbury down to the railroad bridge, but caught only two or three perch.

BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE.
EDWARD TYRREL CHANNING was born in Newport, in Rhode Island,
December 12, 1790. The biography of his elder brother, William
Ellery Channing, has made all acquainted with the history of his
family. Coming from Dorsetshire in England, they resided for
several generations in Newport, and filled highly respectable
positions in professional and commercial life. His father, after
holding the offices of District Attorney of the United States,
and Attorney General of the State, died young, leaving a family
of nine children.
The biography to which we have referred has also shown us the
virtues and strength of mind of his mother, who was a daughter
of William Ellery. The eldest brother, Francis Dalla Channing,
died young, like his father, while rapidly advancing in
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reputation at the Boston bar. The second brother in age, and
third in order of death, was the celebrated divine.
The eldest now surviving is the distinguished physician and late
professor in the Medical College of Harvard University.
Edward entered Harvard University in 1804, at the age of
thirteen. He was not graduated in course, as he was involved in
the famous rebellion of 1807, one of the few in which the
students seem, on the whole, not to have been in the wrong. But
he received his degree a few years afterwards, and, in 1851, the
further degree of Doctor of Laws. On leaving college, he studied
law with his elder brother, and was admitted to the Boston bar.
He read law philosophically and carefully, carrying along with
his stricter professional studies, a course of reading in
history and in the Greek and Roman classics. It was thought by
his friends that he would ripen into a learned and accomplished
jurist, as his mind was judicial, and his scholarship much above
that of most of his contemporaries at the bar. But his paramount
tastes were literary; and with a circle of friends, nearly all
of whom have since become known to the public, he devoted himself
chiefly to literary pursuits.
The North American Review, the earliest permanent periodical in
America, had its origin in a club of young men who, in the winter
of 1814-15, projected a bi-monthly magazine, to be called the
New England Magazine and Review.
1he first mover in this undertaking was Mr. Willard Phillips,
then a tutor at Cambridge, and since judge of Probate, and well
known as the author of the learned treatises on Insurance and
Patents. Mr. Phillips was to be the editor, and committees were
to be appointed for the different departments, who were to
inspect and pass upon the contributions. The committee on
politics was to be composed of George Cabot, James Lloyd, John
Lowell, Josiah Quincy, and others. President Kirkland was
particularly active and earnest in favor of the undertaking.
The first meeting was attended by seven persons, of whom, in a
memorandum found among his papers, Mr. Channing could only
recollect besides himself, President Kirkland, Richard H. Dana
and Mr. Phillips. The results of this meeting were given by Mr.
Channing in a letter to his friend, Mr. George Ticknor, then at
Washington, dated December 10, 1814, from whom the club had been
promised an article upon Aristophanes, for their first number.
At this time, however, Mr. William Tudor, since known as author
of the life of James Otis, returned from Europe, with a plan for
publishing a periodical. The field not being wide enough for
two, an amicable arrangement was made, by which the club
discontinued their proceedings, which had gone as far as the
issuing of circulars, the procuring of some subscribers, and a
contract with publishers, and transferred their labors and the
good-will of their projected magazine to Mr. Tudor; and in May
1815, Mr. Tudor issued the first number of the North American
Review. Mr. Tudor edited it for two years, when, in 1817, it
passed into the hands of a club, composed of the members of the
original club and a few others, among whom were Jared Sparks,
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since the distinguished historian, then a tutor in Cambridge,
John Gallison, William Powell Mason, and Nathan Hale. Mr. Sparks
edited it for one year, when the editorship was undertaken by
Mr. Channing, assisted by his cousin, Richard H. Dana, both
being under the age of thirty.
The club now held weekly meetings for reading and deciding upon
communications, and for selecting and distributing subjects to
be written upon. These, though in some part business meetings,
were kept up with much interest, vivacity and harmony; the
literary friends of the associates often attended, and the zeal
and spirit of the association became infused into the Review.
With Mr. Channing’s papers, we find his correspondence relating
to the Review, including several letters of considerable
interest.
Among these, are letters from Mr. Bryant, with criticisms and
suggestions on literary subjects, and from Mr. Verplanck and
Chancellor Kent on matters of law and history.
In the autumn of 1819, at the age of twenty-eight, Mr. Channing
was appointed Boylston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory, at
Cambridge. This terminated his editorship of the Review, which
was transferred to Mr. Edward Everett, the proprietorship still
remaining in the association.
The account of this literary undertaking is carried into these
details, because it is thought to be an important chapter in the
history of the periodical literature of America.
Mr. Channing held the office of Professor of Rhetoric and
Oratory for thirty-two years. The students who enjoyed the
privilege of his instruction, now to be numbered by thousands
rather than by hundreds, in all parts of our land, and in all
occupations, unite in grateful acknowledgment of their
obligations to him. His reputation for pure style, and for
exquisite taste and judgment in English literature, has been
long established; and all who have been his pupils know how
faithfully and successfully he brought these gifts and
acquirements to bear upon the duties of his office. They
acknowledge, too, his dignity, justice and impartiality, and his
insight into character. They recognize, almost daily, the
benefits of his criticisms in composition and elocution.
But these constitute by no means the sum of their obligations.
He was their adviser and guide in their reading: that which
developes the minds and so much forms the tastes and influences
the opinions of the young. Not merely by his course of lectures,
and by private interviews, but also in the voluntary reading
classes that met at his study, he drew them from the fascinations
of the superficial, brilliant favorites of the day, to the
writers of deep thought, elevated sentiments and pure style.
During the term of his professorship, he outlived many fashions
of opinion and taste in literature and elocution.
For thirty years and more, he stood a breakwater against the
tides and currents of false and misleading fashions; and under
that lee, in calmer airs, and in smoother but not less deep
waters, the student was protected in his feebler and less
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skilful early efforts. Many will recall the quiet, keen,
epigrammatic satire, that he used so sparingly and so well, with
which he gave a death wound to the popularity of some illdeserving favorite in oratory or poetry. Yet, though severe in
his tastes, he was, on the whole, a wide liker. He was not fond
of fault finding. He was no martinet. Wherever he saw sincerity,
earnestness and power, no man made larger allowances for faults.
So it was that, although decided in his convictions and exact
in his tastes, yet, as is well known to his friends, those young
men who early espoused and have since distinguished themselves
in courses of doctrine and style most distasteful to him, still
preserved intimate relations with him in college, and cordial
friendships in after life. Thus he escaped the condition in
which too many nice critics find themselves, a condition marked
rather by distastes than by tastes, and powerless for good
influence over the tempers and feelings of the young. He was
also much aided by his humor and wit, qualities which so
liberalize and make genial the mind. In the exercise of these
gifts he was choice and reserved, but as his humor was of that
kind which springs from and attaches itself to what is general
in human nature, it was widely received and well remembered.
It is in no spirit of disparagement to other institutions that
we refer to the fact, that for the last quarter of a century
Cambridge has been distinguished for the purity and elegance of
its style in composition and elocution. And it is no injustice
to other teachers there, indeed it is but uttering their common
voice when we add that the credit of this is chiefly due to Mr.
Channing.
The department of themes, forensics and elocution has not
usually, in our colleges, held a high position, compared with
the other departments, as respects the determining of academic
rank, and the attention to it has been less exact and obligatory.
But Mr. Channing carried his department forward until its
relative influence was so great that excellence in it became
essential to honors and high rank, and neglect of it
incompatible with continuance in college at all. Themes,
forensics and declamations became frequent, and distinction in
this department more coveted than in any other.
If it be said in offset to this commendation, as has sometimes
been suggested, that Cambridge has been less distinguished for
boldness, idiosyncracies and vigor, waiving the question of the
justice of the suggestion, we may reply that if true, or so far
as it be true, this is not to be attributed to the department
of rhetoric and belles-lettres, but rather to the classes of
society from which the Cambridge students are chiefly drawn, and
to the uniform set and drift of opinion in matters literary,
political and religious, which has so long marked the highly
cultivated, but small and rather removed society of which the
university and neighboring city have been the Centre. It may
also be treated as one of the compensations which must always
be made for the advantages of long established, reposing and
highly educated communities.
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Mr. Channing was a good classical scholar, and at one time made
a particularly careful study of the Greek and Latin orators, and
continued to the last to read a few of the poets, and the De
Officiis and other essays of Cicero. But, his reading lay
chiefly in the works of his own tongue. It is needless to say
that he was a thoughtful student of Shakspeare, Milton and
Spenser, and a familiar reader of the prose writers of Queen
Anne’s time, and of Burke, Johnson, Goldsmith, Fielding,
Richardson and Scott. All this, is of course. He was also a
student of Chaucer and the earliest English writers, and of the
old dramatists, and a lover of the unique and quaint, the
novelists and humorists of all periods. The theologians, too,
Barrow, Taylor and South, were the friends of his more serious
leisure, which they shared with Young, Cowper and Bunyan. Of the
writers of the Regency and since, while he yielded most perhaps
to the charm of Scott, yet he was among the earliest to recognize
the genius and influences, in their various characters, of
Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Southey, Campbell and Lamb. With
our own literature, he had grown up. Irving, Cooper, Bryant, and
Miss Sedgwick, were his contemporaries; while Longfellow, and
our historians, have gained their reputations since he came to
maturity. In the productions of England at the present time, he
saw so much of vicious style, and of questionable usefulness of
thought, that he suffered them mostly to glide by him; but to
the humor and pathos of Dickens, with all his defects, he was
fully alive.
Like most men, he passed through his period of metaphysical
inquiry, and during that time he made careful study of the
different schools, and knew well how the leading minds had
treated the great problems of life. The result appears to have
been a preference for the philosophy of Reid, from whose style
of thought he seemed to receive peculiar satisfaction.
In the department of oratory, Mr. Channing exerted an excellent
influence upon the students. Respect for his judgment, and a
wholesome fear of his satire, kept them from indulgence in that
captivating, but eventually palling oratory, often so seductive
to the young, and led them to the selection of passages from the
poets and prose writers, the statesmen and advocates, whose
reputations have been tested by time. He was not himself an
orator. But there was in his public delivery, though neither
impassioned nor exactly graceful, something which produced the
unmistakable impression of a man of dignity and thought, a
gentleman, speaking on a subject which he understood and felt.
In more private familiar reading, of prose or verse, his style
was nearly perfect.
In politics, like most of his relatives and friends, who
gathered in the family circles of Judge Dana at Cambridge, and
of Mr. Ellery at Newport, he was educated in the school of
Washington, and adopted the opinions of the Federal party.
Through life, he was conservative, in the true and high sense
of that term.
But with much that sometimes takes to itself that name, being
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little else than the results of timidity, love of security and
indifference to the rights and advancement of men, he had no
more sympathy than with radicalism. He had strong instincts of
liberty; and his sympathies were always with the efforts for
reasonable and responsible systems of freedom, at home or
abroad.
In 1826, Mr. Channing married his cousin, Henrietta A.S. Ellery,
who survives him. From his appointment until he resigned his
office in 1861, his life was strictly academic. The announcement
of his resignation surprised his most intimate acquaintance. He
had formed an early resolution to retire from office at the age
of sixty, and although in full vigor, and with good reason to
look forward to many years of health and ability, he refused to
recall his resignation, resisting the most flattering and
pressing requests from his brother officers and friends.
Mr. Channing was a member and communicant of the church attached
to the college chapel.
In his theological opinion, he was a Unitarian, of the old
school. He did not embrace the doctrine of the Trinity, but he
held high and reverent views of a personal Deity, of the nature
and offices of the Saviour, and of revelation. Close as was his
intimacy with the English classical authors, there was no book
he knew so intimately and so nearly by heart, as the Holy
Scriptures. In these he was a daily and devout reader.
Of his conversational talent, his friends need not be told, but
it will be a pleasure to them to recall its charm. Natural, free,
animating, humorous, and, when need be, using against any
predominant folly or evil, that classic, restrained, but
effective satire, of which he was a master, his style in
conversation was as pure and choice as in writing. But it was
not a finish or choiceness which labored or embarrassed. It was
as natural to him, as awkwardness and solecisms are to many. Not
a professed story-teller, in characteristic anecdote or graphic
description of persons, classes or neighborhoods, in portraying
what was peculiar in character or manners, he was not easily to
be surpassed. Still, his best conversation was his most
thoughtful. While no man more readily fell into, or more
successfully sustained the humorous, it was strictly his
recreation and not his habit. His numerous friends and
relatives, who enjoyed, at his house, the weekly Saturday
dinner, at which, without special invitation, it was known they
were always welcome, will take a sad pleasure in calling to mind,
among the beauties and privileges of their lives, the
attractions that presided at either end of the table, dividing
their attention and doubling their delight.
As he was not a professed wit, so he was not a controversialist.
His powers were best seen in the contemplative, in the pursuit
of serious thought, or of beauty in nature, art or character.
As a letter-writer, he was valued by his friends beyond price.
Perhaps there was no field in which his talents played more
naturally and fitly than in the light and shade, the
affectionate, grave and humorous of friendly letter writing.
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Throughout life he retained the warmth of his affection for the
young; and anyone who had the claim upon him of blood, or of
childhood or youth, must have been ill-deserving indeed not to
have held an inner place in his heart.
It has been remarked of him by one who knew him intimately from
boyhood, that although society or intercourse with a single
friend always pleased and animated him, and his powers
particularly displayed themselves in conversation, yet he was
as fond of being alone as if he had been unsocial and morose.
His preference for solitude arose from the cheerfulness and
equanimity of his temper, and his great resources in himself for
pleasure and improvement.
A change to society was not unwelcome to him, but the return to
solitude was even more congenial.
All that we have here attempted to portray has gone from us. But
it will live in the recollections of his friends; and when they
too have passed away, it will still linger in the traditions of
the university and city.
Mr. Channing left no children, but a band of most attached
relatives, in every degree of consanguinity, and at all stages
of life, followed his body to the grave. He lies by the side of
his brother William, at Mount Auburn.
Mr. Channing was not known as an author. That is to say, he
published no book. But in his influence over the taste and
judgment of the men who learned from him, it would not be easy
to estimate his indirect contributions to the literature and
eloquence of America. He was, still, widely known and highly
valued as an occasional contributor to the North American and
other reviews. His life of his grandfather, William Ellery, in
Mr. Sparks’s series, is one of the most exquisite of American
biographies.
In the leisure of the few years after his retirement from the
professorship, he prepared, out of his course of lectures on
English literature, the following series of Essays, for the
press. They are published just as he left them, in the hope that
they may be suggestive of pleasing memories to his pupils, and
may add a valuable contribution to the critical literature of
our country.

July/August: During this July and August Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was vacationing in England and France.
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October: The law offices of Richard Henry Dana, Jr. moved to Brattle and Court Streets, Boston.
There was an Underground Railroad line, the “stations” of which were Salem in Southeastern Iowa, Tabor,
Lewis, Des Moines, Grinnel, Iowa City, West Liberty, Springdale, Iowa, Tipton, Dewitt, and Clinton. During
this month Captain John Brown was in Iowa City meeting with William Penn Clarke, Dr. Jesse Bowen,
Colonel Samuel C. Trowbridge (Iowa City’s first sheriff), and other abolitionists of the Kansas National
Committee for Iowa. He visited Springdale, the Quaker community east of Iowa City.

Oliver Brown returned from Kansas to North Elba, New York, where in 1858 he would marry with Martha E.
Brewster (Martha Brewster Brown).
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1857
Publication of the edition of Richard Henry Dana, Jr.’s THE SEAMAN’S FRIEND that would be found in the
personal library of Henry Thoreau.

THE SEAMAN’S FRIEND
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1859
February 12, Saturday: In New-York, R.H. Macy’s department store at the corner of 14th Street and 6th Avenue was
advertising its wares:

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. departed for a vacation in Cuba. He would be away until March 17th.
Henry Thoreau wrote to Friend Daniel Ricketson.

Concord Feb 12th 1859
Friend Ricketson,
I thank you for your kind letter. I sent you the notice of my Father's
death as much because you knew him, as because you know me. I
can hardly realize that he is dead. He had been sick about two years,
and at last declined rather rapidly though steadily. Till within a
week or ten days before he died, he was hoping to see another
spring; but he then discovered that this was a vain expectation, and
thinking that he was dying he took his leave of us several times within a week before his departure. Once or twice he expressed a slight
impatience at the delay. He was quite conscious to the last, and his
death was so easy, that though we had all been sitting around the
bed for an hour or more, expecting that event, as we had sat before,
he was gone at last almost before we were aware of it.
I am glad to read what you say about his social nature. I think I may
say that he was wholly unpretending; and there was this peculiarity
in his aim, that, though he had pecuniary difficulties to contend with
the greater part of his life, he always studied merely how to make a
good article, pencil or other, (for he practised various arts) and was
never satisfied with what he had produced,– nor was he ever in the
least disposed to put off a poor one for the sake of pecuniary gain;–
as if he labor ed for a higher end.
Though he was not very old, and was not a native of Concord, I think
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that he was, on the whole, more identified with Concord street than
any man now alive, having come here when he was about twelve
years old, and set up for himself as a merchant here at the age of 21,
fifty years ago.
As I sat in a circle the other evening with my mother and Sister, my
Mother's two sisters & my Father's two sisters, it occurred to me that
my Father, though 71 belonged to the youngest four of the eight who
recently composed our family.
How swiftly, at last, but unnoticed, a generation passes away! Three
years ago I was called with my Father to be a witness to the signing
of our neighbor Mr Frost's will. Mr Samuel Hoar, who was there
writing it, also signed it. I was lately required to go to Cambridge to
testify to the genuineness of the will, being the only one of the four
who could be there; and now I am the only one alive.
My Mother & Sister thank you heartily for your sympathy. The latter
in particular agrees with you in thinking, that it is communion with
still living & healthy nature alone which can restore to sane and
cheerful views.
I thank you for your invitation to New Bedford– but I feel somewhat
confined here for the present. I did not know but we should see you
the day after Alger was here. It is not too late for a winter walk in
Concord
It does me good to hear of spring birds, and singing ones too, for
spring seems far away from Concord yet.
I am going to Worcester to read a parlor lecture on the 22nd, and
shall see Blake & Brown. What if you were to meet me there! or go
with me from here! You would see them to good advantage.
Cholmondeley has been here again, after going as far south as Virginia, and left for Canada about three weeks ago. He is a good soul,
and I am afraid that I did not sufficiently recognize him.
Please remember me to Mrs Ricketson, and to the rest of your family.
Yrs
Henry D. Thoreau

February 12, Saturday: You may account for that ash by the Rock having such a balanced and regular
outline by the fact that in an open place their branches are equally drawn toward the light on all sides, and not
because of a mutual understanding through the trunk. For there is Cheney’s abele, which stands just south of a
large elm. It grows wholly southward, and in form is just half a tree.
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So with the tupelos under the Hill shore, east of Fairhaven Pond. They terminate abruptly like a bull’s horn,
having no upward leading shoot, and bend off over the water,–are singularly one-sided.

In short, trees appear to grow regularly because the sky and diffusion of light are commonly regular.
There is a peculiarly drooping elm at George Prescott’s great gate just north of his house, very different from
the common or upright stiff-branched ones near by it.

April: In this month or the next Richard Henry Dana, Jr. published TO CUBA AND BACK.
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. had a severe fit, induced evidently by overwork, or by the stress of his secret activities
as the legal counselor for the Secret “Six” conspiracy to fund the activities of Captain John Brown.

At 11 Pearl Street in Salem, Massachusetts, Moses Gerrish Farmer lit the parlor of his home with a lamp on
each side of the mantelpiece. When you looked closely at the glow at the top of the Farmer family’s lamps,
what you saw was not flame, but instead lines of light. This was being emitted by platinum wire that Farmer
was making to glow by connecting it to wet cell batteries and running a current of electricity through it. After
awhile Farmer would switch back from this curiosity to the common type of lamp, for to light one’s parlor in
this manner at this time turned out to cost not just more than gas, but four times more than gas.47

LIGHTING THE NIGHT
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July 20, Wednesday: In a letter from Montreux, Canton de Vaud, Switzerland to Charles Wesley Slack, the Reverend
Theodore Parker informed Slack that Charles Sumner would not be able to return to lecture soon without
making himself an invalid, and discussed Edwin McMasters Stanton as a presidential candidate.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. started on a trip around the world (ending September 27, 1860). As an aging man he
reminisced 24 years subsequent to the one great boyish adventure of his life:
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
It was in the winter of 1835-6 that the ship Alert, in the prosecution of her voyage for hides on the remote
and almost unknown coast of California, floated into the vast solitude of the Bay of San Francisco.
All around was the stillness of nature. One vessel, a Russian, lay at anchor there, but during our whole stay
not a sail came or went. Our trade was with remote Missions, which sent hides to us in launches manned
by their Indians. Our anchorage was between a small island, called Yerba Buena, and a gravel beach in a
little bight or cove of the same name, formed by two small projecting points. Beyond, to the westward of
the landing place, were dreary sand-hills, with little grass to be seen, and few trees, and beyond them higher
hills, steep and barren, their sides gullied by the rains. Some five or six miles beyond the landing-place,
to the right, was a ruinous Presidio, and some three or four miles to the left was the Mission of Dolores,
as ruinous as the Presidio, almost deserted, with but few Indians attached to it, and but little property in
cattle. Over a region far beyond our sight there were no other human habitations, except that an enterprising
Yankee, years in advance of his time, had put up, on the rising ground above the landing, a shanty of rough
boards, where he carried on a very small retail trade between the hide ships and the Indians. Vast banks
of fog, invading us from the North Pacific, drove in through the entrance, and covered the whole bay;
and when they disappeared, we saw a few well-wooded islands, the sand-hills on the west, the grassy
and wooded slopes on the east, and the vast stretch of the bay to the southward, where we were told lay
the Missions of Santa Clara and San Jose, and still longer stretches to the northward and northeastward,
where we understood smaller bays spread out, and large rivers poured in their tributes of waters. There
were no settlements on these bays or rivers, and the few ranchos and Missions were remote and widely
separated. Not only the neighborhood of our anchorage, but the entire region of the great bay, was a
solitude. On the whole coast of California there was not a lighthouse, a beacon, or a buoy, and the charts
were made up from old and disconnected surveys by British, Russian, and Mexican voyagers. Birds of
prey and passage swooped and dived about us, wild beasts ranged through the oak groves, and as we slowly
floated out of the harbor with the tide, herds of deer came to the water’s edge, on the northerly side of the
entrance, to gaze at the strange spectacle.

July 20: The little Holbrook boy showed me an egg which I unhesitatingly pronounced a peetweet’s,
given him by Joe Smith. The latter, to my surprise, declares it a meadow-hen’s; saw the bird and young, and
says the latter were quite black and had hen bills. Can it be so?
Humphrey Buttrick says he finds snipes’ nests in our meadows oftener than woodcocks’.
P. M.–To Eddy Bridge.
Abel Hosmer says that the Turnpike Company did not fulfill their engagement to build a new bridge over the
Assabet in 1807; that the present stone bridge was not built till about the time the Orthodox meeting-house was
built. (That was in 1826.) Benjamin says it was built soon after the meeting-house, or perhaps 1827, and was
placed some fifty feet higher up-stream than the old wooden one.
47. And I’ll bet you had supposed that when electric lighting came along in a much later timeframe, it came about due to sheer
human creativity rather than due to relative costs in an economy of choices! –You have supposed that because you have succumbed
to the “great man” school of history, as sponsored by one of our national history’s candidate great men, the trumpet-tooting selfproclaiming Thomas Alva Edison.
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Hosmer says that the eddy and wearing away of the bank has been occasioned wholly by the bridge; that there
was only the regular bend there before. He had thought that it was in consequence of the bridge being set askew
or diagonally with the stream, so that the abutments turned the water and gave it a slant into the banks, thus:

I think that this did not create, only increased, the evil. The bank which it has worn away rises some sixteen
feet above low water, and, considering the depth of the water, you may say that it has removed the sand to a
depth of twenty-five feet over an area of a quarter of an acre, or say to the depth of three feet or a yard over two
acres, or 9680 cubic yards or cartloads, which, at twenty-five cents per load, it would have cost $2420 to move
in the ordinary manner, or enough to fill the present river for a quarter of a mile, calling it six rods wide and
twelve feet deep. Beside creating some small islands and bars close by, this sand and gravel has, of course, been
distributed along in the river and on the adjacent meadows below. Hosmer complains that his interval has
accordingly been very much injured by the sand washed on to it below,– “hundreds of dollars” damage done to
him. All this within some thirty-five [Or thirty-two?] years.
It may well be asked what has become of all this sand? Of course it has contributed to form sand-bars below,
possibly a great way below.
Jacob Farmer tells me that he remembers that when about twenty-one years old he and Hildreth were bathing
in the Assabet at the mouth of the brook above Winn’s, and Hildreth swam or waded across to a sandbar (now
the island there), but the water was so deep on that bar that he became frightened, and would have been drowned
if he had not been dragged out and resuscitated by others. This was directly over where that island is now, and
was then only a bar beginning under water. That island, as he said, had been formed within thirty-five years,
[Farrar (blacksmith) does not remember such a change.] or since the Eddy Bridge was built; and I suggest that
it may have been built mainly of the ruins of that bank. It is the only island in the Assabet for two and a half
miles.
There is a perfect standstill in the eddy at Eddy Bridge now, and there is a large raft of grass, weeds, and lumber
perfectly at rest there, against Hosmer’s bank. The coarser materials–stones as big as a hen’s egg–are dropped
close by, but the sand must have been carried far down-stream.
Hosmer says that when he digs down in his millet-field, twenty rods or more from the river, in his interval at
three or four feet depth he comes to coarse stones which look like an old bed of the river. I see them at each of
the small wooden bridges, and very likely they underlie the whole of that interval, covered with sand. Such is
the character of a river-bottom,–the stones from a hen’s egg to the size of your head dropped down to one level,
the sand being washed away, and now found in one stratum.
So completely emasculated and demoralized is our river that it is even made to observe the Christian Sabbath,
and Hosmer tells me that at this season on a Sunday morning [He should rather say Monday morning.] (for then
the river runs lowest, owing to the factory and mill gates being shut above) little gravelly islands begin to peep
out in the channel below. Not only the operatives make the Sunday a day of rest, but the river too, to some extent,
so that the very fishes feel the influence (or want of influence) of man’s religion. The very rivers run with fuller
streams on Monday morning. All nature begins to work with new impetuosity on Monday.
I see where turtles’ eggs are still being dug up!
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August 13, Saturday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to investigate the differences that the years had made not only in
himself but also in the Bay Area of California.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
On the evening of Saturday, the 13th of August, 1859, the superb steamship Golden Gate, gay with
crowds of passengers, and lighting the sea for miles around with the glare of her signal lights of red, green,
and white, and brilliant with lighted saloons and staterooms, bound up from the Isthmus of Panama,
neared the entrance to San Francisco, the great centre of a world-wide commerce. Miles out at sea,
on the desolate rocks of the Farallones, gleamed the powerful rays of one of the most costly and effective
light-houses in the world. As we drew in through the Golden Gate, another light-house met our eyes,
and in the clear moonlight of the unbroken California summer we saw, on the right, a large fortification
protecting the narrow entrance, and just before us the little island of Alcatraz confronted us,– one entire
fortress. We bore round the point toward the old anchoring-ground of the hide ships, and there, covering the
sand-hills and the valleys, stretching from the water’s edge to the base of the great hills, and from the old
Presidio to the Mission, flickering all over with the lamps of its streets and houses, lay a city of one hundred
thousand inhabitants. Clocks tolled the hour of midnight from its steeples, but the city was alive from the
salute of our guns, spreading the news that the fortnightly steamer had come, bringing mails and passengers
from the Atlantic world. Clipper ships of the largest size lay at anchor in the stream, or were girt to the
wharves; and capacious high-pressure steamers, as large and showy as those of the Hudson or Mississippi,
bodies of dazzling light, awaited the delivery of our mails to take their courses up the Bay, stopping at
Benicia and the United States Naval Station, and then up the great tributaries– the Sacramento, San Joaquin,
and Feather Rivers– to the far inland cities of Sacramento, Stockton, and Marysville.
The dock into which we drew, and the streets about it, were densely crowded with express wagons and
hand-carts to take luggage, coaches and cabs for passengers, and with men,– some looking out for friends
among our hundreds of passengers,– agents of the press, and a greater multitude eager for newspapers
and verbal intelligence from the great Atlantic and European world. Through this crowd I made my way,
along the well-built and well-lighted streets, as alive as by day, where boys in high-keyed voices were
already crying the latest New York papers; and between one and two o’clock in the morning found myself
comfortably abed in a commodious room, in the Oriental Hotel, which stood, as well as I could learn,
on the filled-up cove, and not far from the spot where we used to beach our boats from the Alert.
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August 14, Sunday: Jean-François Gravelot, “The Great Blondin,” again crossed the gorge of the Niagara River above
the Falls, this time carrying his manager Harry Colcord on his back.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. learned of the varying churches and the invariant white righteousness of the new
California, and profoundly approved of both.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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Sunday, August 14th. When I awoke in the morning, and looked from my windows over the city of
San Francisco, with its storehouses, towers, and steeples; its court-houses, theatres, and hospitals; its daily
journals; its well-filled learned professions; its fortresses and fight-houses; its wharves and harbor,
with their thousand-ton clipper ships, more in number than London or Liverpool sheltered that day, itself
one of the capitals of the American Republic, and the sole emporium of a new world, the awakened Pacific;
when I looked across the bay to the eastward, and beheld a beautiful town on the fertile, wooded shores of
the Contra Costa, and steamers, large and small, the ferryboats to the Contra Costa and capacious freighters
and passenger-carriers to all parts of the great bay and its tributaries, with lines of their smoke in the
horizon,– when I saw all these things, and reflected on what I once was and saw here, and what now
surrounded me, I could scarcely keep my hold on reality at all, or the genuineness of anything,
and seemed to myself like one who had moved in “worlds not realized.”
I could not complain that I had not a choice of places of worship. The Roman Catholics have an
archbishop, a cathedral, and five or six smaller churches, French, German, Spanish, and English; and the
Episcopalians, a bishop, a cathedral, and three other churches; he Methodists and Presbyterians have three
or four each, and there are Congregationalists, Baptists, a Unitarian, and other societies. On my way to
church, I met two classmates of mine at Harvard standing in a door-way, one a lawyer and the other a
teacher, and made appointments for a future meeting. A little farther on I came upon another Harvard man,
a fine scholar and wit, and full of cleverness and good-humor, who invited me to go to breakfast with him
at the French house,– he was a bachelor, and a late riser on Sundays. I asked him to show me the way to
Bishop Kip’s church. He hesitated, looked a little confused, and admitted that he was not as well up in
certain classes of knowledge as in others, but, by a desperate guess, pointed out a wooden building at the
foot of the street, which any one might have seen could not be right, and which turned out to be an African
Baptist meeting-house. But my friend had many capital points of character, and I owed much of the pleasure
of my visit to his attentions.
The congregation at the Bishop’s church was precisely like one you would meet in New York,
Philadelphia, or Boston. To be sure, the identity of the service makes one feel at once at home, but the people
were alike, nearly all of the English race, though from all parts of the Union. The latest French bonnets were
at the head of the chief pews, and business men at the foot. The music was without character, but there was
an instructive sermon, and the church was full.
I found that there were no services at any of the Protestant churches in the afternoon. They have two
services on Sunday; at 11 A.M., and after dark. The afternoon is spent at home, or in friendly visiting,
or teaching of Sunday Schools, or other humane and social duties.
This is as much the practice with what at home are called the strictest denominations as with any others.
Indeed, I found individuals, as well as public bodies, affected in a marked degree by a change of oceans and
by California life. One Sunday afternoon I was surprised at receiving the card of a man whom I had last
known, some fifteen years ago, as a strict and formal deacon of a Congregational Society in New England.
He was a deacon still, in San Francisco, a leader in all pious works, devoted to his denomination and to total
abstinence,– the same internally but externally– what a change! Gone was the downcast eye, the bated
breath, the solemn, non-natural voice, the watchful gait, stepping as if he felt responsible for the balance of
the moral universe! He walked with a stride, an uplifted open countenance, his face covered with beard,
whiskers, and mustache, his voice strong and natural,– and, in short, he had put off the New England deacon
and become a human being. In a visit of an hour I learned much from him about the religious societies,
the moral reforms, the “Dashaways,”– total abstinence societies, which had taken strong hold on the young
and wilder parts of society,– and then of the Vigilance Committee, of which he was a member, and of more
secular points of interest.

August 14, Sunday: P.M. To Barrett’s Bar. The zizania now makes quite a show along the river,
overtopping the withered heads of the early canary grass. When I reached the upper end of this weedy bar, at
about 3 P.M., this warm day, I noticed some light-colored object in mid-river, near the other end of the bar. At

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
In one of the parlors of the hotel, I saw a man of about sixty years of age, with his feet bandaged and
resting in a chair, whom somebody addressed by the name of Lies. [Pronounced “Leese”.] Lies! thought I,
that must be the man who came across the country from Kentucky to Monterey while we lay there in the
Pilgrim in 1835, and made a passage in the Alert, when he used to shoot with his rifle bottles hung from the
top-gallant studding-sail-boom-ends. He married the beautiful Dona Rosalia Vallejo, sister of Don
Guadalupe. There were the old high features and sandy hair. I put my chair beside him, and began
conversation, as any one may do in California. Yes, he was the Mr. Lies; and when I gave my name he
professed at once to remember me, and spoke of my book. I found that almost– I might perhaps say quite–
every American in California had read it; for when California “broke out,” as the phrase is, in 1848, and so
large a portion of the Anglo-Saxon race flocked to it, there was no book upon California but mine. Many
who were on the coast at the time the book refers to, and afterwards read it, and remembered the Pilgrim
and Alert, thought they also remembered me. But perhaps more did remember me than I was inclined at first
to believe, for the novelty of a collegian coming out before the mast had drawn more attention to me than
I was aware of at the time.
Late in the afternoon, as there were vespers at the Roman Catholic churches, I went to that of
Notre Dame des Victoires. The congregation was French, and a sermon in French was preached by an Abbe;
the music was excellent, all things airy and tasteful, and making one feel as if in one of the chapels in Paris.
The Cathedral of St. Mary, which I afterwards visited, where the Irish attend, was a contrast indeed,
and more like one of our stifling Irish Catholic churches in Boston or New York, with intelligence in
so small a proportion to the number of faces. During the three Sundays I was in San Francisco, I visited
three of the Episcopal churches, and the Congregational, a Chinese Mission Chapel, and on the Sabbath
(Saturday) a Jewish synagogue. The Jews are a wealthy and powerful class here. The Chinese, too,
are numerous, and do a great part of the manual labor and small shop-keeping, and have some wealthy
mercantile houses.
It is noticeable that European Continental fashions prevail generally in this city,– French cooking,
lunch at noon, and dinner at the end of the day, with cafe noir after meals, and to a great extent the European
Sunday,– to all which emigrants from the United States and Great Britain seem to adapt themselves.
Some dinners which were given to me at French restaurants were, it seemed to me,– a poor judge of such
matters, to be sure,– as sumptuous and as good, in dishes and wines, as I have found in Paris. But I had
a relish-maker which my friends at table did not suspect,– the remembrance of the forecastle dinners I ate
here twenty-four years before.
first I thought of some large stake or board standing amid the weeds there, then of a fisherman in a brown
holland sack, referring him to the shore beyond. Supposing it the last, I floated nearer and nearer till I saw
plainly enough the motions of the person, whoever it was, and that it was no stake. Looking through my glass
thirty or forty rods off, I thought certainly that I saw C., who had just bathed, making signals to me with his
towel, for I referred the object to the shore twenty rods further. I saw his motions as he wiped himself, —the
movements of his elbows and his towel. Then I saw that the person was nearer and there-fore smaller, that it
stood on the sand-bar in mid-stream in shallow water and must be some maiden [in] a bathing dress, —for it
was the color of brown holland web, —and a very peculiar kind of dress it seemed. But about this time I
discovered with my naked eye that it was a blue heron [Great Blue Heron
Ardea herodias] standing in very
shallow water amid the weeds of the bar and pluming itself. I had not noticed its legs at all, and its head, neck,
and wings being constantly moving, I had mistaken for arms, elbows, and towel of a bather, and when it stood
stiller its shapely body looked like a peculiar bathing-dress. I floated to within twenty-five rods and watched it
at my leisure. Standing on the shallowest part of the bar at that end it was busily dressing its feathers, passing
its bill like a comb down its feathers from base to tip. From its form and color, as well as size, it was singularly
distinct. Its great spear-shaped head and bill was very conspicuous, though least so when it turned toward me
(whom it was eying from time to time). It coils its neck away from its back or breast as a sailor might a rope,
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but occasionally stretches itself to its full height, as tall as a man, and looks around at me. Growing shy, it begins
to wade off, until its body is partly immersed amid the weeds, —potamogetons, —and then it looks more like
a goose. The neck is continually varying in length, as it is doubled up or stretched out, and the legs also, as it
wades in deeper or shallower water.
Suddenly comes a second, flying low, and alights on the bar yet nearer to me, almost high and dry. Then I hear
a note from them, perhaps of warning, – a short, coarse, frog-like purring or eructating sound. You might easily
mistake it for a frog. I heard it half a dozen times. It was not very loud. Any-thing but musical. The last proceeds
to plume himself, looking warily at me from time to time, while the other continues to edge off through the
weeds. Now and then the latter holds its neck as if it were ready to strike its prey, — stretched forward over the
water, —but I saw no stroke.

The arch may be lengthened or shortened, single or double, but the great spear-shaped bill and head are ever the
same. A great hammer or pick, prepared to transfix fish, frog, or bird. At last, the water becoming too deep for
wading, this one takes easily to wing, —though up to his body in water – and flies a few rods to the shore.
It rather flies, then, than swims. It was evidently scared. These were probably birds of this season. I saw some
distinct ferruginous on the angle of the wing. There they stood in the midst of the open river, on this shallow
and weedy bar in the sun, the leisurely sentries, lazily pluming them-selves, as if the day were too long for them.
They gave a new character to the stream. Adjutant they were to my idea of the river, these two winged men.
You have not seen our weedy river, you do not know the significance of its weedy bars, until you have seen the
blue heron wading and pluming itself on it. I see that it was made for these shallows, and they for it. Now the
heron is gone from the weedy shoal, the scene appears incomplete. Of course, the heron has sounded the depth
of the water on every bar of the river that is fordable to it. The water there is not so many feet deep, but so many
heron’s tibiae. Instead of a foot rule you should use a heron’s leg for a measure. If you would know the depth
of the water on these few shoalest places of Musketaquid, ask the blue heron that wades and fishes there. In
some places a heron can wade across.
How long we may have gazed on a particular scenery and think that we have seen and known it, when, at length,
some bird or quadruped comes and takes possession of it before our eyes, and imparts to it a wholly new
character. The heron uses these shallows as I cannot. I give them up to him.
By a gauge set in the river I can tell about what time the millers on the stream and its tributaries go to work in
the morning and leave off at night, and also can distinguish the Sundays, since it is the day on which the river
does not rise, but falls. If I had lost the day of the week, I could recover it by a careful examination of the river.
It lies by in the various mill-ponds on Sunday and keeps the Sabbath. What its persuasion is, is another question.
In 1677 the town’s “brandmarke” as fixed by the State was
David Heard says that the cattle liked the pipes so well that they distinguished their rustle from that of other
grass as he was bringing them to them, and were eager to get them. The cattle distinguished the peculiar rustle
of the pipes in the meadow-hay which was being brought to them, and were eager to get them.

August 17, Wednesday: Henry Thoreau surveyed for Rufus Morse in Lincoln. The land was near Hosmer-Moore land.
According to the FARRAR BOOK OF HOUSES, some of it had belonged to Thomas Goble in 1640.
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. found that, to Californians at least, he was a famous man.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
August 17th. The customs of California are free; and any person
who knows about my book speaks to me. The newspapers have
announced the arrival of the veteran pioneer of all. I hardly
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walk out without meeting or making acquaintances. I have already
been invited to deliver the anniversary oration before the
Pioneer Society, to celebrate the settlement of San Francisco.
Any man is qualified for election into the society who came to
California before 1853. What moderns they are! I tell them of
the time when Richardson’s shanty of 1835– not his adobe house
of 1836– was the only human habitation between the Mission and
the Presidio, and when the vast bay, with all its tributaries
and recesses, was a solitude,– and yet I am but little past forty
years of age. They point out the place where Richardson’s adobe
house stood, and tell me that the first court and first town
council were convened in it, the first Protestant worship
performed in it, and in it the first capital trial by the
Vigilance Committee held. I am taken down to the wharves, by
antiquaries of a ten or twelve years’ range, to identify the two
points, now known as Clark’s and Rincon, which formed the little
cove of Yerba Buena, where we used to beach our boats,– now
filled up and built upon. The island we called “Wood Island,”
where we spent the cold days and nights of December, in our
launch, getting wood for our year’s supply, is clean shorn of
trees; and the bare rocks of Alcatraz Island, an entire
fortress. I have looked at the city from the water and islands
from the city, but I can see nothing that recalls the times gone
by, except the venerable Mission, the ruinous Presidio, the high
hills in the rear of the town, and the great stretches of the
bay in all directions.
To-day I took a California horse of the old style,– the run, the
loping gait,– and visited the Presidio. The walls stand as they
did, with some changes made to accommodate a small garrison of
United States troops. It has a noble situation, and I saw from
it a clipper ship of the very largest class, coming through
the Gate, under her fore-and-aft sails. Thence I rode to the
Fort, now nearly finished, on the southern shore of the Gate,
and made an inspection of it. It is very expensive and of the
latest style. One of the engineers here is Custis Lee, who has
just left West Point at the head of his class,– a son of Colonel
Robert E. Lee, who distinguished himself in the Mexican War.
Another morning I ride to the Mission Dolores. It has a strangely
solitary aspect, enhanced by its surroundings of the most
uncongenial, rapidly growing modernisms; the hoar of ages
surrounded by the brightest, slightest, and rapidest of modern
growths. Its old belfries still clanged with the discordant
bells, and Mass was saying within, for it is used as a place of
worship for the extreme south part of the city.
In one of my walks about the wharves, I found a pile of dry hides
lying by the side of a vessel. Here was something to feelingly
persuade me what I had been, to recall a past scarce credible
to myself. I stood lost in reflection. What were these hides–
what were they not?– to us, to me, a boy, twenty-four years ago?
These were our constant labor, our chief object, our almost
habitual thought. They brought us out here, they kept us here,
and it was only by getting them that we could escape from the
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coast and return to home and civilized life. If it had not been
that I might be seen, I should have seized one, slung it over
my head, walked off with it, and thrown it by the old toss– I
do not believe yet a lost art– to the ground. How they called
up to my mind the months of curing at San Diego, the year and
more of beach and surf work, and the steering of the ship for
home! I was in a dream of San Diego, San Pedro,– with its hills
so steep for taking up goods, and its stones so hard to our bare
feet,– and the cliffs of San Juan! All this, too, is no more!
The entire hide-business is of the past, and to the present
inhabitants of California a dim tradition. The gold discoveries
drew off all men from the gathering or cure of hides, the
inflowing population made an end of the great droves of cattle;
and now not a vessel pursues the– I was about to say dear– the
dreary once hated business of gathering hides upon the coast,
and the beach of San Diego is abandoned and its hide-houses have
disappeared. Meeting a respectable-looking citizen on the wharf,
I inquired of him how the hide-trade was carried on. “O,” said
he, “there is very little of it, and that is all here. The few
that are brought in are placed under sheds in winter, or left
out on the wharf in summer, and are loaded from the wharves into
the vessels alongside. They form parts of cargoes of other
materials.” I really felt too much, at the instant, to express
to him the cause of my interest in the subject, and only added,
“Then the old business of trading up and down the coast and
curing hides for cargoes is all over?” “O yes, sir,” said he,
“those old times of the Pilgrim and Alert and California, that
we read about, are gone by.”

August 17, Wednesday: Frost in low ground this morning.
That was purple grass which I saw to-day. I see also the saw-grass in the shorn fields.
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August 20, Saturday: It was at about this time that the term “interview” was obtaining its modern American sense, and
in this day’s New-York Tribune appeared the 1st such modern interview with a major public figure, Brigham
Young, presenting verbatim all his responses to questions of public interest. Horace Greeley had interviewed
this leader of the Mormons in Salt Lake City on July 13th.

Frederick Douglass met secretly with John Brown in a stone quarry near Chambersburg, Pennsylvania, where
when he learned of the independent in injudicious moves currently being made by this Captain Brown who
had taken the bit between his teeth, he terminated his association with this group.

(One of the ironclad rules of this sort of loose conspiracy of treason is that it is the wildest heads that always
run away with the plans, taking over actual leadership and control through their very audacity and unwisdom
— becoming thus audacious and unwise is the very tactic by which they can ever seize this leadership and
control.)

[THOREAU MADE NO ENTRY IN HIS JOURNAL FOR AUGUST 20th]
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Richard Henry Dana, Jr. embarked on the Senator to steam south along the California coast toward San Diego.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Saturday, August 20th. The steamer Senator makes regular trips up and down the coast, between
San Francisco and San Diego, calling at intermediate ports. This is my opportunity to revisit the old
scenes. She sails to-day, and I am off, steaming among the great clippers anchored in the harbor, and
gliding rapidly round the point, past Alcatraz Island, the light-house, and through the fortified
Golden Gate, and bending to the southward,– all done in two or three hours, which, in the Alert, under
canvas, with head tides, variable winds, and sweeping currents to deal with, took us full two days.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONTINED:
Among the passengers I noticed an elderly gentleman, thin, with sandy hair and face that seemed
familiar. He took off his glove and showed one shrivelled hand. It must be he! I went to him and said,
“Captain Wilson, I believe.” Yes, that was his name. “I knew you, sir, when you commanded the Ayacucho
on this coast, in old hide-droghing times, in 1835-6.” He was quickened by this, and at once inquiries were
made on each side, and we were in full talk about the Pilgrim and Alert, Ayacucho and Loriotte, the
California and Lagoda. I found he had been very much flattered by the praise I had bestowed in my book
on his seamanship, especially in bringing the Pilgrim to her berth in San Diego harbor, after she had drifted
successively into the Lagoda and Loriotte, and was coming into him. I had made a pet of his brig, the
Ayacucho, which pleased him almost as much as my remembrance of his bride and their wedding, which
I saw at Santa Barbara in 1836. Dona Ramona was now the mother of a large family, and Wilson assured
me that if I would visit him at his rancho, near San Luis Obispo, I should find her still a handsome woman,
and very glad to see me. How we walked the deck together, hour after hour, talking over the old times,–
the ships, the captains, the crews, the traders on shore, the ladies, the Missions, the south-easters! indeed,
where could we stop? He had sold the Ayacucho in Chili for a vessel of war, and had given up the sea,
and had been for years a ranchero. (I learned from others that he had become one of the most wealthy and
respectable farmers in the State, and that his rancho was well worth visiting.) Thompson, he said, hadn’t the
sailor in him; and he never could laugh enough at his fiasco in San Diego, and his reception by Bradshaw.
Faucon was a sailor and a navigator. He did not know what had become of George Marsh, except that he
left him in Callao; nor could he tell me anything of handsome Bill Jackson, nor of Captain Nye of the
Loriotte. I told him all I then knew of the ships, the masters, and the officers. I found he had kept some run
of my history, and needed little information. Old Senor Noriego of Santa Barbara, he told me, was dead,
and Don Carlos and Don Santiago, but I should find their children there, now in middle life. Dona Augustia,
he said, I had made famous by my praises of her beauty and dancing, and I should have from her a royal
reception. She had been a widow, and remarried since, and had a daughter as handsome as herself.
The descendants of Noriego had taken the ancestral name of De la Guerra, as they were nobles of Old Spain
by birth; and the boy Pablo, who used to make passages in the Alert, was now Don Pablo de la Guerra,
a Senator in the State Legislature for Santa Barbara County.
The points in the country, too, he noticed, as he passed them,– Santa Cruz, San Luis Obispo, Point Ano
Nuevo, the opening to Monterey, which to my disappointment we did not visit. No; Monterey, the prettiest
town on the coast, and its capital and seat of customs, had got no advantage from the great changes, was out
of the way of commerce and of the travel to the mines and great rivers, and was not worth stopping at. Point
Conception we passed in the night, a cheery light gleaming over the waters from its tall light-house,
standing on its outermost peak. Point Conception! That word was enough to recall all our experiences and
dreads of gales, swept decks, topmast carried away, and the hardships of a coast service in the winter. But
Captain Wilson tells me that the climate has altered; that the southeasters are no longer the bane of the coast
they once were, and that vessels now anchor inside the kelp at Santa Barbara and San Pedro all the year
round. I should have thought this owing to his spending his winters on a rancho instead of the deck of the
Ayacucho, had not the same thing been told me by others.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
Passing round Point Conception, and steering easterly, we opened the islands that form, with the mainland, the canal of Santa Barbara. There they are, Santa Cruz and Santa Rosa; and there is the beautiful point,
Santa Buenaventura; and there lies Santa Barbara on its plain, with its amphitheatre of high hills and distant
mountains. There is the old white Mission with its belfries, and there the town, with its one-story adobe
houses, with here and there a two-story wooden house of later build; yet little is it altered;– the same repose
in the golden sunlight and glorious climate, sheltered by its hills; and then, more remindful than anything
else, there roars and tumbles upon the beach the same grand surf of the great Pacific as on the beautiful day
when the Pilgrim, after her five months’ voyage, dropped her weary anchors here; the same bright blue
ocean, and the surf making just the same monotonous, melancholy roar, and the same dreamy town, and
gleaming white Mission, as when we beached our boats for the first time, riding over the breakers with
shouting Kanakas, the three small hide-traders lying at anchor in the offing. But now we are the only vessel,
and that an unromantic, sail-less, spar-less, engine-driven hulk!
I landed in the surf, in the old style, but it was not high enough to excite us, the only change being
that I was somehow unaccountably a passenger, and did not have to jump overboard and steady the boat,
and run her up by the gunwales.
Santa Barbara has gained but little. I should not know, from anything I saw, that she was now a seaport
of the United States, a part of the enterprising Yankee nation, and not still a lifeless Mexican town.
At the same old house, where Senor Noriego lived, on the piazza in front of the court-yard, where was the
gay scene of the marriage of our agent, Mr. Robinson, to Dona Anita, where Don Juan Bandini and Dona
Augustia danced, Don Pablo de la Guerra received me in a courtly fashion. I passed the day with the family,
and in walking about the place; and ate the old dinner with its accompaniments of frijoles, native olives and
grapes, and native wines. In due time I paid my respects to Dona Augustia, and notwithstanding what
Wilson told me, I could hardly believe that after twenty-four years there would still be so much of the
enchanting woman about her.
She thanked me for the kind and, as she called them, greatly exaggerated compliments I had paid her;
and her daughter told me that all travellers who came to Santa Barbara called to see her mother, and that she
herself never expected to live long enough to be a belle.
Mr. Alfred Robinson, our agent in 1835-6, was here, with a part of his family. I did not know how he
would receive me, remembering what I had printed to the world about him at a time when I took little
thought that the world was going to read it; but there was no sign of offence, only cordiality which gave
him, as between us, rather the advantage in status.
The people of this region are giving attention to sheep-raising, wine-making, and the raising of olives,
just enough to keep the town from going backwards.
But evening is drawing on, and our boat sails to-night. So, refusing a horse or carriage, I walk down, not
unwilling to be a little early, that I may pace up and down the beach, looking off to the islands and the points,
and watching the roaring, tumbling billows. How softening is the effect of time! It touches us through the
affections. I almost feel as if I were lamenting the passing away of something loved and dear,– the boats,
the Kanakas, the hides, my old shipmates. Death, change, distance, lend them a character which makes them
quite another thing from the vulgar, wearisome toil of uninteresting, forced manual labour.
The breeze freshened as we stood out to sea, and the wild waves rolled over the red sun, on the broad
horizon of the Pacific; but it is summer, and in summer there can be no bad weather in California. Every
day is pleasant. Nature forbids a drop of rain to fall by day or night, or a wind to excite itself beyond a fresh
summer breeze.
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August 24, Wednesday: The Valley Spirit of Chambersburg, Pennsylvania reported on page 5, column 2 about the
recent visit by “Fred. Douglas,” “gentleman of color,” to that town, from August 16th into August 21st,
complimenting him on his public oratory but not on his message for “He would appear to forget altogether that
the Creator Himself has made a distinction when he established the great and immovable barrier of color
between the races.” This newspaper article did not, of course, mention Frederick Douglass’s secret meeting
with John Brown at the abandoned quarry.

August 24, Wednesday: P.M.–To Conantum.
The small sempervirens blackberry in prime in one place. Aster puniceus and Diplopappus umbellatus,
how long? Calamagrostis coarctata not quite, end of Hubbard’s meadow wood-path. Panicum virgatum, say two
or three weeks. Leersia, or cut-grass, some time, roadside, Corner road, by brook.
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The Senator, carrying Richard Henry Dana, Jr. steamed south from San Pedro toward Santa Barbara, passed
Point Conception, and stopped at San Luis Obispo to disembark a VIP passenger.

AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Wednesday, August 24th. At anchor at San Pedro by daylight. But instead of being roused out of the
forecastle to row the long-boat ashore and bring off a load of hides before breakfast, we were served with
breakfast in the cabin, and again took our drive with the wild horses to the Pueblo and spent the day; seeing
nearly the same persons as before, and again getting back by dark. We steamed again for Santa Barbara,
where we only lay an hour, and passed through its canal and round Point Conception, stopping at San Luis
Obispo to land my friend, as I may truly call him after this long passage together, Captain Wilson, whose
most earnest invitation to stop here and visit him at his rancho I was obliged to decline.
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August 26, Friday: Frederick Douglass wrote from Rochester, New York to Charles Wesley Slack correcting a mistake
that had appeared in The Tribune. He would not be departing for England until November, he informed Slack,
and he still planned to lecture in Boston. Speaking from Mr. Parker’s pulpit, he commented, brought fear and
trembling.48

The Senator steamed back through the Golden Gate and Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to tour in central
California.

48. Stimpert, James. A GUIDE TO THE CORRESPONDENCE IN THE CHARLES WESLEY SLACK MANUSCRIPT COLLECTION: 1848-1885.
Kent State University, Library, Special Collections

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

This is what San Francisco looked like, or, at least, what it had looked like a couple of years earlier:
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
Friday evening, 26th August, we entered the Golden Gate, passed the light-houses and forts, and clipper
ships at anchor, and came to our dock, with this great city, on its high hills and rising surfaces, brilliant
before us, and full of eager life.
Making San Francisco my head-quarters, I paid visits to various parts of the State,-down the Bay to
Santa Clara, with its live oaks and sycamores, and its Jesuit College for boys; and San Jose, where is the
best girls’ school in the State, kept by the Sisters of Notre Dame,– a town now famous for a year’s session
of “The legislature of a thousand drinks,”– and thence to the rich Almaden quicksilver mines, returning on
the Contra Costa side through the rich agricultural country, with its ranchos and the vast grants of the Castro
and Soto families, where farming and fruit-raising are done on so large a scale. Another excursion was up
the San Joaquin to Stockton, a town of some ten thousand inhabitants, a hundred miles from San Francisco,
and crossing the Tuolumne and Stanislaus and Merced, by the little Spanish town of Hornitos, and
Snelling’s Tavern, at the ford of the Merced, where so many fatal fights are had. Thence I went to Mariposa
County, and Colonel Fremont’s mines, and made an interesting visit to “the Colonel,” as he is called all over
the country, and Mrs. Fremont, a heroine equal to either fortune, the salons of Paris and the drawing-rooms
of New York and Washington, or the roughest life of the remote and wild mining regions of Mariposa,–
with their fine family of spirited, clever children. After a rest there, we went on to Clark’s Camp and the
Big Trees, where I measured one tree ninety-seven feet in circumference without its bark, and the bark is
usually eighteen inches thick; and rode through another which lay on the ground, a shell, with all the insides
out,– rode through it mounted, and sitting at full height in the saddle; then to the wonderful Yo Semite
Valley,– itself a stupendous miracle of nature, with its Dome, its Capitan, its walls of three thousand feet of
perpendicular height,– but a valley of streams, of waterfalls from the torrent to the mere shimmer of a bridal
veil, only enough to reflect a rainbow, with their plunges of twenty-five hundred feet, or their smaller falls
of eight hundred, with nothing at the base but thick mists, which form and trickle, and then run and at last
plunge into the blue Merced that flows through the centre of the valley. Back by the Coulterville trail,
the peaks of Sierra Nevada in sight, across the North Fork of the Merced, by Gentry’s Gulch, over hills
and through canons, to Fremont’s again, and thence to Stockton and San Francisco,– all this at the end of
August, when there has been no rain for four months, and the air is clear and very hot, and the ground
perfectly dry; windmills, to raise water for artificial irrigation of small patches, seen all over the landscape,
while we travel through square miles of hot dust, where they tell us, and truly that in winter and early spring
we should be up to our knees in flowers; a country, too, where surface gold-digging is so common and
unnoticed that the large, six-horse stage-coach, in which I travelled from Stockton to Hornitos, turned off
in the high road for a Chinaman, who, with his pan and washer, was working up a hole which an American
had abandoned, but where the minute and patient industry of the Chinaman averaged a few dollars a day.
These visits were so full of interest, with grandeurs and humors of all sorts, that I am strongly tempted
to describe them. But I remember that I am not to write a journal of a visit over the new California, but to
sketch briefly the contrasts with the old spots of 1835-6, and I forbear.
How strange and eventful has been the brief history of this marvellous city, San Francisco! In 1835 there
was one board shanty. In 1836, one adobe house on the same spot. In 1847, a population of four hundred
and fifty persons, who organized a town government. Then came the auri sacra fames, the flocking together
of many of the worst spirits of Christendom; a sudden birth of a city of canvas and boards, entirely destroyed
by fire five times in eighteen months, with a loss of sixteen millions of dollars, and as often rebuilt, until it
became a solid city of brick and stone, of nearly one hundred thousand inhabitants, with all the
accompaniments of wealth and culture, and now (in 1859) the most quiet and well-governed city of its size
in the United States.
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THE REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR DANA, CONCLUDED:
But it has been through its season of Heaven-defying crime, violence, and blood, from which it was rescued
and handed back to soberness, morality, and good government, by that peculiar invention of Anglo-Saxon
Republican America, the solemn, awe-inspiring Vigilance Committee of the most grave and responsible
citizens, the last resort of the thinking and the good, taken to only when vice, fraud, and ruffianism have
intrenched themselves behind the forms of law, suffrage, and ballot, and there is no hope but in organized
force, whose action must be instant and thorough, or its state will be worse than before. A history of the
passage of this city through those ordeals, and through its almost incredible financial extremes, should be
written by a pen which not only accuracy shall govern, but imagination shall inspire.
I cannot pause for the civility of referring to the many kind attentions I received, and the society of
educated men and women from all parts of the Union I met with; where New England, the Carolinas,
Virginia, and the new West sat side by side with English, French, and German civilization.
My stay in California was interrupted by an absence of nearly four months, when I sailed for the
Sandwich Islands in the noble Boston clipper ship Mastiff, which was burned at sea to the water’s edge;
we escaping in boats, and carried by a friendly British bark into Honolulu, whence, after a deeply interesting
visit of three months in that most fascinating group of islands, with its natural and its moral wonders,
I returned to San Francisco in an American whaler, and found myself again in my quarters on the morning
of Sunday, December 11th, 1859.

August 26: The dust is laid, the streets washed, the leaves–the first ripe crop–fallen, owing to
yesterday’s copious rain. It is clearer weather, and the creak of the crickets is more distinct, just as the air is
clearer.
The trees look greener and fresher, not only because their leaves are washed and erected, but because they have
for the most part shed their yellow and sere leaves.
The front-rank polygonum is now perhaps in its prime. Where it forms an island in the river it is surmounted in
the middle or highest part by the P. hydropiperoides.
P. M.–To Fair Haven Hill.
Elder-berries have fairly begun to be ripe, as also the Cornus sericea berries, and the dull-reddish leaves of the
last begin to be conspicuous.
The creak of the mole cricket has a very afternoon sound.
Potato vines are generally browning and rank Roman wormwood prevails over them; also erechthites, in new
and boggy ground, and butterweed. These lusty natives prevail in spite of the weeding hoe, and take possession
of the field at last. Potato vines have taken a veil of wormwood. The barn-yard grass and various panics
(sanguinale, capillare, and bottle-grass) now come forward with a rush and take possession of the cultivated
fields, partly abandoned for the present by the farmer and gardener.
How singular that the Polygonum aviculare should grow so commonly and densely about back doors where the
earth is trodden, bordering on paths! Hence properly called door-grass. I am not aware that it prevails in any
other places.
The pontederia leaves are already slightly imbrowned, though the flowers are still abundant.
The river is a little cooled by yesterday’s rain, and considerable heart-leaf (the leaves mainly) is washed up.
I begin to think of a thicker coat and appreciate the warmth of the sun. I see sun-sparkles on the river, such as I
have not seen for a long time. At any rate, they surprise me. There may be cool veins in the air now, any day.
Now for dangle-berries. Also Viburnum nudum fruit has begun.
I saw a cherry-bird [Cedar Waxwing
Bombycilla cedrorum] peck from the middle of its upright (vertical)
web on a bush one of those large (I think yellow-marked) spiders within a rod of me. It dropped to the ground,
and then the bird picked it up. It left a hole or rent in the middle of the web. The spider cunningly spreads his
net for feebler insects, and then takes up his post in the centre, but perchance a passing bird picks him from his
conspicuous station.
I perceived for the first time, this afternoon, in one place, a slight mouldy scent. There arc very few fungi in a
dry summer like this.
The Uvularia sessilifolia is for the most part turned yellow, with large green fruit, or even withered and brown.
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Some medeola is quite withered. Perhaps they are somewhat frost-bitten.
I see a goldfinch eating the seeds of the coarse barn yard grass, perched on it. It then goes off with a coo] twitter.
Notice arrowhead leaves very curiously eaten by some insect. They are dotted all over in lines with small
roundish white scales,–which your nail will remove, and then a scar is seen beneath,–as if some juice had
exuded from each puncture and then hardened.
The first fall rain is a memorable occasion, when the river is raised and cooled, and the first crop of sere and
yellow leaves falls. The air is cleared; the dogdays are over; sun-sparkles are seen on water; crickets sound more
distinct; saw-grass reveals its spikes in the shorn fields; sparrows and bobolinks fly in flocks more and more.
Farmers feel encouraged about their late potatoes and corn. Mill-wheels that have rested for want of water begin
to revolve again. Meadow-haying is over.
The first significant event (for a long time) was the frost of the 17th. That was the beginning of winter, the first
summons to summer. Some of her forces succumbed to it. The second event was the rain of yesterday.
My neighbor told me yesterday that about four inches of rain had fallen, for he sent his man for a pail that was
left in the garden during the rain, and there was about four inches depth of water in it. I inquired if the pail had
upright sides. “No,” he said, “it was flaring!!” However, according to another, there was full four inches in a tub.
Leersia or cut-grass in prime at Potter’s holes.
That first frost on the 17th was the first stroke of winter aiming at the scalp of summer. Like a stealthy and
insidious aboriginal enemy, it made its assault just before daylight in some deep and far-away hollow and then
silently withdrew. Few have seen the drooping plants, but the news of this stroke circulates rapidly through the
village. Men communicate it with a tone of warning. The foe is gone by sunrise, but some fearful neighbors
who have visited their potato and cranberry patches report this stroke. The implacable and irresistible foe to all
this tender greenness is not far off, nor can we be sure, any month in the year, that some scout from his low camp
may not strike down the tenderest of the children of summer. The earliest and latest frosts are not
distinguishable. This foe will go on steadily increasing in strength and boldness, till his white camps will be
pitched over all the fields, and we shall be compelled to take refuge in our strongholds, with some of summer’s
withered spoils stored up in barns, maintaining ourselves and our herds on the seeds and roots and withered
grass which we have em-barned. Men in anticipation of this time have been busily collecting and curing the
green blades all the country over, while they have still some nutriment in them. Cattle and horses have been
dragging homeward their winter’s food.
A new plant, apparently Lycopodium inundatum, Hubbard’s meadow-side, Drosera Flat, not out.
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October 20, Thursday: Fragmentary news of the raid upon the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry was appearing in the
Brooklyn Eagle:

Also:
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Also:

During this morning the conspirators George Luther Stearns and Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe of the Secret “Six”
conspiracy were consulting with their Boston lawyer of recourse, John Andrew (Boston lawyer Richard Henry
Dana, Jr., the chairperson of their conspiracy, being at the moment conveniently on a vacation trip around the
world), and were being heartily reassured that in his considered initial opinion they would be quite safe from
any prosecution: “A man cannot be held guilty of an overt act of levying war who was not present at the overt
act of war; who participated in none of the transactions of the principal actors at the scene and did not, in any
manner, render assistance, or attempt to do so, or put himself in a position where he might do so, if occasion
offered at the time…. Still, if one joins in a conspiracy to levy war, and war is, afterward, in fact levied, and
he performs any act, which in the case of a felony, would render one an accessory, he thereby renders himself
a principal to the treason, since, in treason all who are guilty at all are principals. Thus — if he gives arms,
ammunition, horses or what not, to aid the war, pursuant to the conspiracy, such acts, when the war has been
actually levied, will doubtless be deemed overt acts of treason, in themselves; but the party committing them
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can only be tried in the District where they were committed. A man who gave a cannon in Maine to the service
of the cause of treason could not be tried for it in Texas, merely because it was in Texas that other men,
afterward, fired it.”
Ruth Weaver to Governor Henry A. Wise:
Gov[erno]r of V[irgini]a
Smyrna 10t Mo 20th 1859
Chenango Co Ny
In the stillness and depth of night I have arose from my
sleepless bed to write to thee (in the fear and dread of the
Majesty of Heaven and also in a measure of his love which
breaths “peace on earth and good will to men”) a warning not
to suffer anything done to those late prisoners in a hasty or
harsh manner although they have committed an high offence
against thier country and also in the sight of the great
Creator and Judge of all the earth but Oh! let justice and
judgment go forth in His spirit seek his to know His will, and
remember the example of Him our Lord and Saviour when nailed
to the cross how He prayed for his murderers and now friend
who art chosen to fill the Chiefest seat in thy States
government if thou and thy people will let a measure of this
spirit of divine love rule your hearts in proceding against
those poor crimanals if you inflict death it will be in a mild
and easy way for even that is a great responsibility to take
that from our fellow men that which we cannot is impossible
for us again to restore; but O beware of in the heat of
excitement of giving away to heathinsh examples of inflicting
cruel and terrible deaths upon their prisoners and captives in
their power and thus provoke the Majesty of heaven who hath
said “vengence is mine I will repay saith the Lord” for we all
shall have to stand beffre the judgment-seat of Christ, from
a lover of truth & righteousness
Ruth Weaver
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November 2, Wednesday: On the very day that John Brown, having been found guilty of treason and murder, was
being condemned to be hanged, a printed circular was being posted in Boston, asking for help in covering his
legal expenses. The circular was signed by the Reverend Thomas Wentworth Higginson of the Secret “Six”
conspiracy, Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, Samuel Eliot Sewall, and Waldo Emerson. Not only would the
attorneys Samuel Chilton and Hiram Griswold need to be satisfied, but soon the others accused, John
Anderson Copeland, Jr., Edwin Coppoc, Shields Green, and Aaron D. Stevens, who were still being
represented by attorneys George Sennott and George H. Hoyt, were inevitably going to be condemned to be
hanged.
The Boston Atlas and Daily Bee carried a report of Henry Thoreau’s lecture on John Brown.

This would be the courthouse in what would become Charles Town, West Virginia at which John Brown was
tried, as of the Year Of Our Lord 1900:

The wounded John Brown lay on his cot and addressed this court in this building on this day in Charles Town,
Virginia:
I have, may it please the court, a few words to say.
In the first place, I deny everything but what I have all along
admitted, — the design on my part to free slaves. I intended
certainly to have made a clean thing of that matter, as I did
last winter, when I went into Missouri and took slaves without
the snapping of a gun on either side, moved them through the
country, and finally left them in Canada. I designed to do the
same thing again, on a larger scale. That was all I intended.
I never did intend murder, or treason, or the destruction of
property, or to excite or incite slaves to rebellion, or to make
insurrection.
I have another objection; and that is, it is unjust that I should
suffer such a penalty. Had I interfered in the manner which
I admit, and which I admit has been fairly proved (for I admire
the truthfulness and candor of the greater portion of the
witnesses who have testified in this case), –had I so interfered
in behalf of the rich, the powerful, the intelligent, the socalled great, or in behalf of any of their friends –either
father, mother, sister, wife, or children, or any of that class
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–and suffered and sacrificed what I have in this interference,
it would have been all right; and every man in this court would
have deemed it an act worthy of reward rather than punishment.
The court acknowledges, as I suppose, the validity of the law
of God. I see a book kissed here which I suppose to be the BIBLE,
or at least the New Testament. That teaches me that all things
whatsoever I would that men should do to me, I should do even
so to them. It teaches me further to “remember them that are in
bonds, as bound with them.” I endeavored to act up to that
instruction. I say, I am too young to understand that God is any
respecter of persons. I believe that to have interfered as
I have done –as I have always freely admitted I have done–
in behalf of His despised poor, was not wrong, but right.
Now if it is deemed necessary that I should forfeit my life for
the furtherance of the ends of justice, and mingle my blood
further with the blood of my children and with the blood
of millions in this slave country whose rights are disregarded
by wicked, cruel, and unjust enactments. —I submit; so let it
be done!
Let me say one word further.
I feel entirely satisfied with the treatment I have received on
my trial. Considering all the circumstances, it has been more
generous than I expected. I feel no consciousness of my guilt.
I have stated from the first what was my intention, and what was
not. I never had any design against the life of any person, nor
any disposition to commit treason, or excite slaves to rebel,
or make any general insurrection. I never encouraged any man to
do so, but always discouraged any idea of any kind.
Let me say also, a word in regard to the statements made by some
to those connected with me. I hear it has been said by some of
them that I have induced them to join me. But the contrary is
true. I do not say this to injure them, but as regretting their
weakness. There is not one of them but joined me of his own
accord, and the greater part of them at their own expense.
A number of them I never saw, and never had a word of
conversation with, till the day they came to me; and that was
for the purpose I have stated.
Now I have done.
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“Porte Crayon,” which is to say, the illustrator David Strother, was depicting the scene inside the courthouse
for the benefit of a news-eager nation. This is what we might have seen had one entire wall of the building
been cut away as is done routinely now for interior scenes on the sound stages of Hollywood:
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After the week-long trial it took 45 minutes of deliberation for the Virginia jury to find this unrepentant Captain
John Brown guilty of murder, treason, and inciting a slave insurrection and to sentence him to be hanged by
the neck until he be dead. Later, from his cell, the condemned man wrote his wife Mrs. Mary Ann Day Brown
at “Roadside” near Philadelphia:

I was sentenced to be hanged on Dec. 2nd next. Do not
grieve on my account. I am still quite cheerful.
God bless you all.

His speech was promptly printed as a broadside by C.C. Mead in Boston: ADDRESS OF JOHN BROWN ...
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SENTENCE OF DEATH; FOR HIS HEROIC ATTEMPT AT HARPERS FERRY...:

Edwin Coppoc was tried by a jury of his white male peers immediately after the sentence was handed down
in the case of Captain John Brown.

He was sentenced to be hanged. (His brother Barclay Coppoc was still eluding capture. From prison before his
hanging, he would write to his adoptive mother, of a nonresistant-abolitionist Quaker farm family, that he was
“sorry to say that I was ever induced to raise a gun.”
He would be hung with John E. Cook on December 16, 1859. The body would be buried in Winona after a
funeral attended by the entire town. Later the body would be reburied in Salem, Ohio.)
The weekly Valley Spirit contained a number of articles linking the Harpers Ferry raid with Chambersburg,
Pennsylvania. One article described John E. Cook and Albert Hazlett’s capture, detailing the papers found on

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

Cook’s person, while another reported on the transfer of the prisoners to Charlestown.

In “Capt. Kagi,” the editors express doubt that John Henry Kagi, a former Chambersburg resident, and Charles
Plummer Tidd had actually been killed during the raid. Local fears were not assuaged by the discovery of
rifles, ammunition, books and bandages in Beatty’s Woods.

[THOREAU MADE NO ENTRY IN HIS JOURNAL FOR NOVEMBER 2d]
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December 11, Sunday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. visited Sacramento, the capital of California.
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
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My first visit after my return was to Sacramento, a city of about forty thousand inhabitants, more than a
hundred miles inland from San Francisco, on the Sacramento, where was the capital of the State, and where were
fleets of river steamers, and a large inland commerce. Here I saw the inauguration of a Governor, Mr. Latham,
a young man from Massachusetts, much my junior; and met a member of the State Senate, a man who, as a
carpenter, repaired my father’s house at home some ten years before; and two more Senators from southern
California, relics of another age,– Don Andres Pico, from San Diego; and Don Pablo de la Guerra, whom I have
mentioned as meeting at Santa Barbara. I had a good deal of conversation with these gentlemen, who stood alone
in an assembly of Americans, who had conquered their country, spared pillars of the past. Don Andres had
fought us at San Pazqual and Sepulveda’s rancho, in 1846, and as he fought bravely, not a common thing among
the Mexicans, and, indeed, repulsed Kearney, is always treated with respect. He had the satisfaction, dear to the
proud Spanish heart, of making a speech before a Senate of Americans, in favor of the retention in office of an
officer of our army who was wounded at San Pazqual and whom some wretched caucus was going to displace
to carry out a political job. Don Andres’s magnanimity and indignation carried the day.
My last visit in this part of the country was to a new and rich farming region, the Napa Valley, the United
States Navy Yard at Mare Island, the river gold workings, and the Geysers, and old Mr. John Yount’s rancho. On
board the steamer, found Mr. Edward Stanley, formerly member of Congress from North Carolina, who became
my companion for the greater part of my trip. I also met– a revival on the spot of an acquaintance of twenty years
ago– Don Guadalupe Vallejo; I may say acquaintance, for although I was then before the mast, he knew my story,
and, as he spoke English well, used to hold many conversations with me, when in the boat or on shore. He
received me with true earnestness, and would not hear of my passing his estate without visiting him. He
reminded me of a remark I made to him once, when pulling him ashore in the boat, when he was commandante
at the Presidio. I learned that the two Vallejos, Guadalupe and Salvador, owned, at an early time, nearly all Napa
and Sonoma, having princely estates. But they have not much left. They were nearly ruined by their bargain
with the State, that they would put up the public buildings if the Capital should be placed at Vallejo, then a town
of some promise. They spent $100,000, the Capital was moved there, and in two years removed to San Jose on
another contract. The town fell to pieces, and the houses, chiefly wooden, were taken down and removed. I
accepted the old gentleman’s invitation so far as to stop at Vallejo to breakfast.
The United States Navy Yard, at Mare Island, near Vallejo, is large and well placed, with deep fresh water.
The old Independence, and the sloop Decatur, and two steamers were there, and they were experimenting on
building a despatch boat, the Saginaw, of California timber.
I have no excuse for attempting to describe my visit through the fertile and beautiful Napa Valley, nor even,
what exceeded that in interest, my visit to old John Yount at his rancho, where I heard from his own lips some
of his most interesting stories of hunting and trapping and Indian fighting, during an adventurous life of forty
years of such work, between our back settlements in Missouri and Arkansas, and the mountains of California,
trapping in Colorado and Gila,– and his celebrated dream, thrice repeated, which led him to organize a party to
go out over the mountains, that did actually rescue from death by starvation the wretched remnants of the Donner
Party.
I must not pause for the dreary country of the Geysers, the screaming escapes of steam, the sulphur,
the boiling caldrons of black and yellow and green, and the region of Gehenna, through which runs a quiet
stream of pure water; nor for the park scenery, and captivating ranchos of the Napa Valley, where farming is done
on so grand a scale,– where I have seen a man plough a furrow by little red flags on sticks, to keep his range by,
until nearly out of sight, and where, the wits tell us, he returns the next day on the back furrow; a region where,
at Christmas time, I have seen old strawberries still on the vines, by the side of vines in full blossom for the next
crop, and grapes in the same stages, and open windows, and yet a grateful wood fire on the hearth in early
morning; nor for the titanic operations of hydraulic surface mining, where large mountain streams are diverted
from their ancient beds, and made to do the work, beyond the reach of all other agents, of washing out valleys
and carrying away hills, and changing the whole surface of the country, to expose the stores of gold hidden for
centuries in the darkness of their earthly depths.
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December 11. At 2 P. M. begins to snow, and snows till night. Still, normal storm, large flakes, warm
enough, lodging.
See one sheldrake in Walden. As I stand on the railroad at Walden, at R. W. E.’s crossing, the sound of the
snowflakes falling on the dry oak leaves (which hold on) is exactly like a rustling produced by a steady but slight
breeze. But there is no wind. It is a gentle and uninterrupted susurrus.
This light snow, which has been falling for an hour, resting on the horizontal spray of the hemlocks, produces
the effect of so many crosses, or checker or lattice work.
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1860
January 11, Wednesday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. sailed off across the Pacific Ocean, bound for the Orient.
AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
On the morning of the 11th January, 1860, I passed, for the eighth time, through the Golden Gate, on my
way across the delightful Pacific to the Oriental world, with its civilization three thousand years older than
that I was leaving behind. As the shores of California faded in the distance, and the summits of the
Coast Range sank under the blue horizon, I bade farewell– yes, I do not doubt, forever– to those scenes
which, however changed or unchanged, must always possess an ineffable interest for me.
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Senator James Mason’s committee to investigate the raid upon the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry issued
summonses for the Secret “Six” conspirators Franklin Benjamin Sanborn, Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe, and
Gerrit Smith. A summons for their co-conspirator George Luther Stearns was overlooked but would follow in
due course. The committee would learn that Stearns and Dr. Howe, like Boston attorney Richard Henry Dana,
Jr., had fled to California, but eventually the Reverend Stearns would appear and testify that he believed John
Brown to be the representative man of this century as George Washington had been of the previous one.

On this date Bronson Alcott made the following entry in his journal:
Emerson, Alcott, Thoreau, Channing, Wasson, Sanborn,
and Hawthorn, which comes to 7 persons. Opened once a
week for conversations, without form, and from 7 to 10
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in the evening, at private houses.
WALDO EMERSON
HENRY THOREAU
ELLERY CHANNING
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

[THOREAU MADE NO ENTRY IN HIS JOURNAL FOR JANUARY 11th]
September 27, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr., back from his excellent trip around the world, was not about to
allow himself to be intercepted in the vicinity of Boston and arraigned for treason by the federal prosecutor.
Almost immediately he would embark on a 2d such trip.
US naval forces put ashore in the Bay of Panama, a shoreline of the nation of Columbia, in order to provide
protection for American investments during a local revolution (they would remain until October 8th).
US MILITARY INTERVENTIONS
September 27, Thursday: A.M.–Sawing up my raft by river.
River about thirty-five inches above summer level, and goes no higher this time.
Monroe’s tame ducks sail along and feed close to me as I am working there. Looking up, I see a little dipper
[Horned Grebe Podiceps auritus], about one-half their size, in the middle of the river, evidently attracted by
these tame ducks, as to a place of security. I sit down and watch it. The tame ducks have paddled four or five
rods down stream along the shore. They soon detect the dipper three or four rods off, and betray alarm by a
twittering note, especially when it dives, as it does continually. At last, when it is two or three rods off and
approaching them by diving, they all rush to the shore and come out on it in their fear, but the dipper shows
itself close to the shore, and when they enter the water again joins them within two feet, still diving from time
to time and threatening to come up in their midst. They return upstream, more or less alarmed and pursued in
this wise by the dipper, who does not know what to make of their fears, and soon the dipper is thus tolled along
to within twenty feet of where I sit, and I can watch it at my leisure. It has a dark bill and considerable white on
the sides of the head or neck, with black between it, no tufts, and no observable white on back or tail. When at
last disturbed by me, it suddenly sinks low (all its body) in the water without diving. Thus it can float at various
heights. (So on the 30th I saw one suddenly dash along the surface from the meadow ten rods before me to the
middle of the river, and then dive, and though I watched fifteen minutes and examined the tufts of grass, I could
see no more of it.)
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1861
April: The popular weekly literary magazine of London, Once A Week. An Illustrated Miscellany of Literature, Art,
Science, and Popular Information:

APR 1861 ONCE A WEEK
With the civil war well underway, President Abraham Lincoln appointed Richard Henry Dana, Jr. as United
States District Attorney for Massachusetts (until September 1866). All hands on deck! Conspirator, go thou
and sin no more!
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Henry Thoreau was being written to by Mrs. Mary Peabody Mann, with an invitation to dinner to meet a Mrs.
Josiah Quincy who evidently was the wife of the former Boston mayor Josiah Quincy, Jr. and a daughter-inlaw of the former president of Harvard College Josiah Quincy, Sr.

Daniel Foster returned from Boston to Centralia, Kansas and would remain there until May 1862.
July 9, Tuesday: The forgiven downtown Boston lawyer Richard Henry Dana, Jr. helped draft a bill to create a
volunteer mercantile navy to prey upon the shipping of the Confederate States of America.

He would arrange that his old skipper, Edward H. Faucon, would captain one of these blockading vessels,
the Fearnot.
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1862
August 30, Saturday: The whaler Alert sailed from the port of New London, Connecticut under the command of
Captain Edwin Church, in search of sperm oil off Hurd’s Island, the newly discovered land south of
Kerguelen’s.
Confederate troops invaded Kentucky, capturing Lexington.
Union troops again attacked at Manassas and again were repulsed. They retreated towards Washington DC.
The last 2 days have seen some 25,000 total casualties, in round numbers, produced near the Bull Run. Union
troops from Centreville, frightened out of their wits, were fortifying the District of Columbia. Any port in a
storm. President Abraham Lincoln would relieve the Union commander, General John Pope.
Louisa May Alcott volunteered as an Army nurse and was sent to Union Hospital in Georgetown. Among the
40 soldiers for whom she would care in her ward in the hospital in Washington DC, one had been a 12-yearold drummer. Here is the iniquitous manner in which she cleaned up her encounter with this wounded soldier/
boy for her story LITTLE WOMEN, OR, MEG, JO, BETH AND AMY:
“I think it was so splendid in Father to go as chaplain
when he was too old to be drafted, and not strong
enough for a soldier,” said Meg warmly. “Don’t I wish
I could go as a drummer, a vivan — what’s its name? Or
a nurse, so I could be near him and help him,”
exclaimed Jo, with a groan.
(To my way of thinking, this is in a no-class class with offering unsuspecting children Halloween treats,
with razor blades buried inside them.)49
US CIVIL WAR
While all this was going down on the surface of the planet, up in the heavens the comet Swift-Tuttle had been
brightening and brightening, and at this point its tail was spanning 25 to 30 degrees of the sky — possibly
spelling out the advice “Now you all behave yourselves.” A few Americans were watching it, sighting along
the black barrels of telescopes up into the starry skies rather than sighting at each other’s chests along the black
barrels of rifles. These people are to be congratulated. They were behaving themselves.
ASTRONOMY

Comet Swift-Tuttle, not a small body at all, and with a potential impact speed of 60 kilometers per second,
and with a generally intersecting trajectory, repeatedly whipping by us, has been described as the single most
dangerous object known to humankind — somewhat more deadly even that your proverbial speeding bullet.
September 8,Monday: Johannes Brahms left Hamburg for Vienna. Although unaware of it, he would not live there
again.
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September 9, Tuesday: After the death of his father Prince Albert (and it was all his fault because he was the spawn of
Satan who had caused this death due to his sinful sexiness and his mother was going to grieve for her beloved
Albert for the rest of her life), the Prince of Wales had gone off on an extended piece of tourism at Cairo,
Jerusalem, Damascus, Beirut, and Constantinople. Back in Britain arrangements were being made for his
opportune marriage, and on this day the engagement with the Princess Alexandra of Denmark became sealed
at Laeken in Belgium.
In Minnesota, Governor Alexander Ramsey departed from his prepared manuscript to announce genocide to
a special session of the legislature: “Our course then is plain. The Sioux Indians of Minnesota must be
exterminated or driven forever beyond the borders of Minnesota.” A few hundred of them had attacked a few
hundred thousand of us — feel free to imagine how righteousness rises like a gorge in our throat.
As Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would later report, the end of the Alert.

49. During the US civil war, the conscription law of the North made no provision for religious objectors except by providing a way
for people of means to buy their way out of the draft. Those who refused such an option or could not afford it would be treated
harshly. There would be 4,000 who would serve as unarmed legal conscientious objectors (COs). Of the first 292,441 American
citizens drafted to serve in the Union armies, a total of 52,288 would be financially (and morally) able to hire a substitute soldier,
to go do their killing and/or dying for them. Although the official cost of such a release from the draft was $300 payable directly to
our government, for some reason a significant number of wealthy men would be directly paying others as much as $2,000 each to
take their places. (Only in a nation whose legal principles and practice are based firmly upon a bedrock of human slavery law can
such events have transpired.)

OHNE MICH!
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AND NOW, FOR SOMETHING ENTIRELY DIFFERENT, A REPORT FROM OUR SAILOR:
I am permitted to publish the following letter from the owner of the Alert, giving her later record and
her historic end,– captured and burned by the rebel Alabama:
NEW LONDON, MARCH 17, 1868.
RICHARD H. DANA, ESQ.:
Dear Sir,– I am happy to acknowledge the receipt of your favor of the 14th inst., and to answer your
inquiries about the good ship Alert. I bought her of Messrs. Bryant and Sturgis in the year 1843,
for my firm of Williams and Haven, for a whaler, in which business she was successful until captured
by the rebel steamer Alabama, September, 1862, making a period of more than nineteen years,
during which she took and delivered at New London upwards of twenty-five thousand barrels of
whale and sperm oil. She sailed last from this port, August 30, 1862, for Hurd’s Island (the newly
discovered land south of Kerguelen’s), commanded by Edwin Church, and was captured and burned
on the 9th of September following, only ten days out, near or close to the Azores, with thirty barrels
of sperm oil on board, and while her boats were off in pursuit of whales.
The Alert was a favorite ship with all owners, officers, and men who had anything to do with her;
and I may add almost all who heard her name asked if that was the ship the man went in who wrote
the book called “Two Years before the Mast”; and thus we feel, with you, no doubt, a sort of
sympathy at her loss, and that, too, in such a manner, and by wicked acts of our own countrymen.
My partner, Mr. Haven, sends me a note from the office this P.M., saying that he had just found the
last log-book, and would send up this evening a copy of the last entry on it; and if there should be
anything of importance I will enclose it to you, and if you have any further inquiries to put, I will,
with great pleasure, endeavor to answer them.
Remaining very respectfully and truly yours,
THOMAS W. WILLIAMS.
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Dana also recorded the last entry of the log of the Alert, made on this date:
P. S.– Since writing the above I have received the extract from the log-book, and enclose the same.
The last Entry in the Log-Book of the Alert.
“SEPTEMBER 9, 1862.
“Shortly after the ship came to the wind, with the main yard aback, we went alongside and were
hoisted up, when we found we were prisoners of war, and our ship a prize to the Confederate steamer
Alabama. We were then ordered to give up all nautical instruments and letters appertaining to any
of us. Afterwards we were offered the privilege, as they called it, of joining the steamer or signing a
parole of honor not to serve in the army or navy of the United States. Thank God no one accepted
the former of these offers. We were all then ordered to get our things ready in haste, to go on shore,–
the ship running off shore all the time. We were allowed four boats to go on shore in, and when we
had got what things we could take in them, were ordered to get into the boats and pull for the shore,–
the nearest land being about fourteen miles off,– which we reached in safety, and, shortly after,
saw the ship in flames.
“So end all our bright prospects, blasted by a gang of miscreants, who certainly can have no regard
for humanity so long as they continue to foster their so-called peculiar institution, which is now
destroying our country.”
I love to think that our noble ship, with her long record of good service and uniform success, attractive and
beloved in her life, should have passed, at her death, into the lofty regions of international jurisprudence and
debate, forming a part of the body of the “Alabama Claims”; that, like a true ship, committed to her element
once for all at her launching, she perished at sea, and, without an extreme use of language, we may say,
a victim in the cause of her country.
R. H. D., JR.
BOSTON, MAY 6, 1869.
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1865
February: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. successfully presented the federal administration’s position concerning “Prize
Cases” before the US Supreme Court.
Union General William Tecumseh Sherman moved from Georgia through South Carolina, destroying virtually
everything in his path. Confederate President Jefferson Davis agreed to send delegates to a conference with
President Abraham Lincoln and Secretary of State William Seward to put an end to our Civil War, but insisted
on Northern recognition of the South’s independence as the prerequisite (Lincoln would refuse and such a
conference would never occur).
US CIVIL WAR
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1866
George William Curtis was actively involved in the elections of this year and was chosen as delegate-at-large
to the Convention for revising the New York State Constitution.
Thomas Hicks painted his “Authors of the United States” as a name-dropping set piece to show off various of
the portraits of prominent personages he had painted at his studio in New-York. We have no idea as to the
present whereabouts of the original of this, but an engraving of it was made by A.H. Ritchie. We note that the
statues on the upper balcony are of course of founding literary giants Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, William
Shakespeare, and Dante Alighieri. Henry Thoreau is of course as always not noticeably absent, since he would
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not emerge into his present renown until well into the 20th Century.

The personages depicted are 1=Washington Irving 2=William Cullen Bryant 3=James Fenimore Cooper
4=Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 5=Miss Sedgwick 6=Mrs. Lydia Howard Huntley Sigourney 7=Mrs.
E.D.E.N. Southworth 8=Mitchell 9=Nathaniel Parker Willis 10=Oliver Wendell Holmes, Jr. 11=Kennedy
12=Mrs. Mowatt Ritchie 13=Alice Carey 14=Prentice 15=G.W. Kendall 16=Morris 17=Edgar Allan Poe
18=Frederick Goddard Tuckerman 19=Nathaniel Hawthorne 20=Simms 21=P. Pendelton Cooke 22=Hoffman
23=William H. Prescott 24=George Bancroft 25=Parke Godwin 26=John Lothrop Motley 27=Reverend Henry
Ward Beecher 28=George William Curtis 29=Ralph Waldo Emerson 30=Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
31=Margaret Fuller, marchesa d’Ossoli 32=Reverend William Ellery Channing 33=Harriet Beecher Stowe
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34=Mrs. Kirkland 35=Friend John Greenleaf Whittier 36=James Russell Lowell 37=Boker 38=Bayard Taylor
39=Saxe 40=Stoddard 41=Mrs. Amelia Welby 42=Gallagher 43=Cozzens 44=Halleck.
Harvard College granted to Richard Henry Dana, Jr. the degree of Doctor of Laws. He resumed the practice
of law in his offices at Brattle and Court Streets, Boston (until 1878). He was elected to represent Cambridge
in the Massachusetts legislature (he would be reelected in 1867).
July:

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. took on the task of re-editing Wheaton’s ELEMENTS OF INTERNATIONAL LAW
(promptly, he would be sued for copyright infringement, by a previous editor).

September: Upon completing his stint as President Lincoln’s U.S. District Attorney for Massachusetts (since April
1861), Richard Henry Dana, Jr. again vacationed abroad.
October: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was sued by William Beach Lawrence, previous editor for Wheaton’s ELEMENTS OF
INTERNATIONAL LAW, for infringement of copyright (this case would drag on until 1880).
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Winter: Lecture Season of ’66/67, at the Odeon Hall in Boston:

26th Season of The Lowell Institute
Prof. L. Agassiz.
Brazil . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
Charles S. Peirce, S.D.
The Logic of Science and Induction . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
T. Sterry Hunt, F.R.S.
Chemical and Physical Geography . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
Wm. P. Atkinson.
English Literature . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
E. Geo. Squier.
The Inca Empire . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
Rev. E. Burgess.
The Antiquity of Man . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
R.H. Dana, Jr., LL.D.
International Law . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures
Rev. W.L. Gage.
Biblical Geography . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 lectures

THE LOWELL INSTITUTE
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1867
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. was reelected to represent Cambridge in the Massachusetts legislature. During this
year and the next he would be, on behalf of the US government, prosecuting Jefferson Davis for treason.
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1868
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. and his friend Edward H. Faucon “sat up together, in Cambridge, nearly the whole of
a winter’s night,” going over the book TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST page by page for a new edition and
correcting errors of fact. Dana had been persuaded to give all rights to the manuscript to the publisher for
practically nothing, originally, but that copyright had finally reverted to him and the original poor judgment
could be rectified by the issuance of a new edition.
TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST: Captain Faucon, who took out the Alert,
and brought home the Pilgrim, spent many years in command of
vessels in the Indian and Chinese seas, and was in our volunteer
navy during the late war, commanding several large vessels in
succession, on the blockade of the Carolinas, with the rank of
lieutenant. He has now given up the sea, but still keeps it under
his eye, from the piazza of his house on the most beautiful hill
in the environs of Boston. I have the pleasure of meeting him
often. Once, in speaking of the Alert’s crew, in a company of
gentlemen, I heard him say that that crew was exceptional: that
he had passed all his life at sea, but whether before the mast or
abaft, whether officer or master, he had never met such a crew,
and never should expect to; and that the two officers of the
Alert, long ago shipmasters, agreed with him that, for
intelligence, knowledge of duty and willingness to perform it,
pride in the ship, her appearance and sailing, and in absolute
reliableness, they never had seen their equal. Especially he
spoke of his favorite seaman, French John. John, after a few more
years at sea, became a boatman, and kept his neat boat at the end
of Granite Wharf, and was ready to take all, but delighted to take
any of us of the old Alert’s crew, to sail down the harbor. One
day Captain Faucon went to the end of the wharf to board a vessel
in the stream, and hailed for John. There was no response, and
his boat was not there. He inquired of a boatman near, where John
was. The time had come that comes to all! There was no loyal voice
to respond to the familiar call, the hatches had closed over him,
his boat was sold to another, and he had left not a trace behind.
We could not find out even where he was buried.
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November: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. unsuccessfully opposed Benjamin Franklin Butler for election to the
Massachusetts House of Representatives. During this year he had earned large retainers for admiralty work
and so, for reasons of health, he was able to go off on a brief European vacation. The Danas moved their
residence to 361 Beacon Hill, Boston.
Hull’s stone giant was transported by rail and wagon to Cardiff, New York, and buried on Stub Newell’s farm.
In Cuba, the rebel army had come to amount to 12,000 men. At the battle of “El Cristo” and “El Cobre,”
Antonio Maceo showed exceptional courage, initiative, and leadership. He was quickly promoted to sergeant,
and then to captain.

In Bayamo he achieves a victory that his commander, Colonel Pio Rosado, had considered impossible. He was
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November: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. unsuccessfully opposed Benjamin Franklin Butler for election to the
Massachusetts House of Representatives. During this year he had earned large retainers for admiralty work
and so, for reasons of health, he was able to go off on a brief European vacation. The Danas moved their
residence to 361 Beacon Hill, Boston.
Hull’s stone giant was transported by rail and wagon to Cardiff, New York, and buried on Stub Newell’s farm.
In Cuba, the rebel army had come to amount to 12,000 men. At the battle of “El Cristo” and “El Cobre,”
Antonio Maceo showed exceptional courage, initiative, and leadership. He was quickly promoted to sergeant,
and then to captain.

In Bayamo he achieves a victory that his commander, Colonel Pio Rosado, had considered impossible. He was
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1869
May 6, Thursday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. regained copyright control over his “boys’ book” TWO YEARS BEFORE THE
MAST and put out an “Author’s edition,” replacing the final chapter and expunging some of the antiromantic
opening paragraphs.
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1872
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. put out a new edition of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST with significant changes.
Alexander Hay Japp’s MEMOIR OF N. HAWTHORNE.
In England, building the reputation of her father with the help of Robert Browning, Una Hawthorne prepared
certain unfinished The Atlantic Monthly manuscripts as SEPTIMUS FELTON; OR, THE ELIXIR OF LIFE. This
would be prepared in Boston by James R. Osgood in terra-cotta cloth decoratively stamped in black and gilt,
inside a half-morocco slipcase.
According to an “Afterward” on page 474 of the Dover Edition of Professor Walter Roy Harding’s THE DAYS
OF HENRY THOREAU: A BIOGRAPHY, Henry Thoreau’s grave was moved from the New Burying Ground to

Authors’ Ridge in Sleepy Hollow Cemetery “ten years or so after the original burial,” which would be at about
this point. Walt Whitman would write about a visit he would make to Concord during the Fall of 1881, that he
“spent a half hour at Hawthorne’s and Thoreau’s graves. I got out and went up of course on foot, and stood a
long while and ponder’d. They lie close together in a pleasant wooded spot well up the cemetery hill, ‘Sleepy
Hollow.’ The flat surface of the first was densely cover’d by myrtle, with a border of arbor-vitae, and the other
had a brown headstone, moderately elaborate, with inscriptions. By Henry’s side lies his brother John, of
whom much was expected, but he died young.” Clearly, as of Whitman’s visit in 1881 at least, Henry’s grave
DIGGING UP THE DEAD
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had already been relocated to the tourist spot they were calling Authors’ Ridge, and clearly, the headstone Walt
saw in 1881 was dissimilar to the severely plain and small one that is above Henry’s body now. One wonders
what that inscription said. (By 1874 the old Thoreau family stones would be recycled to cover a drainage ditch,
and new “neat, plain, brown” ones set in place above the graves. The cemetery association keeps spare
gravestones for Henry’s grave in a shed somewhere, as these memorabilia do seem from time to time to wander
away.)

The Brooks family house that stood where the Concord Free Public Library now stands, at the intersection of
Main Street and Sudbury Road, was at this point moved to 45 Hubbard Street.
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Bronson Alcott’s CONCORD DAYS50 (pages 11-17):
My friend and neighbor united these qualities of sylvan and
human in a more remarkable manner than any whom it has been my
happiness to know. Lover of the wild, he lived a borderer on the
confines of civilization, jealous of the least encroachment upon
his possessions.
“Society were all but rude
In his umbrageous solitude.”

I had never thought of knowing a man so thoroughly of the
country, and so purely a son of nature. I think he had the
profoundest passion for it of any one of his time; and had the
human sentiment been as tender and pervading, would have given
us pastorals of which Virgil and Theocritus might have envied
him the authorship had they chanced to be his contemporaries.
As it was, he came nearer the antique spirit than any of our
native poets, and touched the fields and groves and streams of
his native town with a classic interest that shall not fade.
Some of his verses are suffused with an elegiac tenderness, as
if the woods and brooks bewailed the absence of their Lycidas,
and murmured their griefs meanwhile to one another,—responsive
like idyls. Living in close companionship with nature, his muse
breathed the spirit and voice of poetry. For when the heart is
once divorced from the senses and all sympathy with common
things, then poetry has fled and the love that sings.
The most welcome of companions was this plain countryman. One
seldom meets with thoughts like his, coming so scented of
mountain and field breezes and rippling springs, so like a
luxuriant clod from under forest leaves, moist and mossy with
earth-spirits. His presence was tonic, like ice-water in dogdays to the parched citizen pent in chambers and under brazen
ceilings. Welcome as the gurgle of brooks and dipping of
pitchers,—then drink and be cool! He seemed one with things, of
nature’s essence and core, knit of strong timbers,—like a wood
and its inhabitants. There was in him sod and shade, wilds and
waters manifold,—the mould and mist of earth and sky. Selfpoised and sagacious as any denizen of the elements, he had the
key to every animal’s brain, every plant; and were an Indian to
flower forth and reveal the scents hidden in his cranium, it
would not be more surprising than the speech of our Sylvanus.
He belonged to the Homeric age,—was older than pastures and
gardens, as if he were of the race of heroes and one with the
elements. He of all men seemed to be the native New-Englander,
as much so as the oak, the granite ledge; our best example of
an indigenous American, untouched by the old country, unless he
50. Bronson Alcott. CONCORD DAYS. Boston MA: Roberts Brothers, 1872 [bound in green cloth, blind-stamped;
“Concord Days” stamped in gold in center of front cover; spine stamped in gold; brown wove endpapers]
Although this volume was issued in 1872, according to a date past the title page, it appears to be a series of journal entries
(with some other stuff inserted) initiated between April and September of 1869.
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came down rather from Thor, the Northman, whose name he bore.
A peripatetic philosopher, and out-of-doors for the best part
of his days and nights, he had manifold weather and seasons in
him; the manners of an animal of probity and virtue unstained.
Of all our moralists, he seemed the wholesomest, the busiest,
and the best republican citizen in the world; always at home
minding his own affairs. A little over-confident by genius, and
stiffly individual, dropping society clean out of his theories,
while standing friendly in his strict sense of friendship, there
was in him an integrity and love of justice that made possible
and actual the virtues of Sparta and the Stoics,—all the more
welcome in his time of shuffling and pusillanimity. Plutarch
would have made him immortal in his pages had he lived before
his day. Nor have we any so modern withal, so entirely his own
and ours: too purely so to be appreciated at once. A scholar by
birthright, and an author, his fame had not, at his decease,
travelled far from the banks of the rivers he described in his
books; but one hazards only the truth in affirming of his prose,
that in substance and pith, it surpasses that of any naturalist
of his time; and he is sure of large reading in the future. There
are fairer fishes in his pages than any swimming in our streams;
some sleep of his on the banks of the Merrimack by moonlight
that Egypt never rivalled, a morning of which Memnon might have
envied the music, and a greyhound he once had, meant for Adonis;
frogs, better than any of Aristophanes; apples wilder than
Adam’s. His senses seemed double, giving him access to secrets
not easily read by others; in sagacity resembling that of the
beaver, the bee, the dog, the deer; an instinct for seeing and
judging, as by some other, or seventh sense; dealing with
objects as if they were shooting forth from his mind
mythologically, thus completing the world all round to his
senses; a creation of his at the moment. I am sure he knew the
animals one by one, as most else knowable in his town; the
plants, the geography, as Adam did in his Paradise, if indeed,
he were not that ancestor himself. His works are pieces of
exquisite sense, celebrations of Nature’s virginity exemplified
by rare learning, delicate art, replete with observations as
accurate as original; contributions of the unique to the natural
history of his country, and without which it were incomplete.
Seldom has a head circumscribed so much of the sense and core
of Cosmos as this footed intelligence.
If one would learn the wealth of wit there was in this plain
man, the information, the poetry, the piety, he should have
accompanied him on an afternoon walk to Walden, or elsewhere
about the skirts of his village residence. Pagan as he might
outwardly appear, yet he was the hearty worshipper of whatsoever
is sound and wholesome in nature,—a piece of russet probity and
strong sense, that nature delighted to own and honor. His talk
was suggestive, subtle, sincere, under as many masks and
mimicries as the shows he might pass; as significant,
substantial,—nature choosing to speak through his mouthpiece,—
cynically, perhaps, and searching into the marrows of men and
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times he spoke of, to his discomfort mostly and avoidance.
Nature, poetry, life,—not politics, not strict science, not
society as it is,—were his preferred themes. The world was holy,
the things seen symbolizing the things unseen, and thus worthy
of worship, calling men out-of-doors and under the firmament for
health and wholesomeness to be insinuated into their souls, not
as idolaters, but as idealists. His religion was of the most
primitive type, inclusive of all natural creatures and things,
even to “the sparrow that falls to the ground,” though never by
shot of his, and for whatsoever was manly in men, his worship
was comparable to that of the priests and heroes of all time. I
should say he inspired the sentiment of love, if, indeed, the
sentiment did not seem to partake of something purer, were that
possible, but nameless from its excellency. Certainly he was
better poised and more nearly self-reliant than other men.
“The happy man who lived content
With his own town, his continent,
Whose chiding streams its banks did curb
As ocean circumscribes its orb,
Round which, when he his walk did take,
Thought he performed far more than Drake;
For other lands he took less thought
Than this his muse and mother brought.”

More primitive and Homeric than any American, his style of
thinking was robust, racy, as if Nature herself had built his
sentences and seasoned the sense of his paragraphs with her own
vigor and salubrity. Nothing can be spared from them; there is
nothing superfluous; all is compact, concrete, as nature is.
His politics were of a piece with his individualism. We must
admit that he found little in political or religious
establishment answering to his wants, that his attitude was
defiant, if not annihilating, as if he had said to himself: —
“The state is man’s pantry at most, and filled at an
enormous cost,—a spoliation of the human common-wealth.
Let it go. Heroes can live on nuts, and free-men sun
themselves in the clefts of rocks, rather than sell
their liberty for this pottage of slavery. We, the few
honest neighbors, can help one another; and should the
state ask any favors of us, we can take the matter into
consideration leisurely, and at our convenience give a
respectful answer.
“But why require a state to protect one’s rights? the
man is all. Let him husband himself; needs he other
servant or runner? Selfkeeping is the best economy. That
is a great age when the state is nothing and man is all.
He founds himself in freedom, and maintains his
uprightness therein; founds an empire and maintains
states. Just retire from those concerns, and see how
soon they must needs go to pieces, the sooner for the
virtue thus withdrawn from them. All the manliness of
individuals is sunk in that partnership in trade. Not
only must I come out of myself, if I will be free and

HDT

WHAT?

RACE WAR,

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR
independent. Shall one be denied the privilege on coming
of mature age of choosing whether he will be a citizen
of the country he happens to be born in, or another? And
what better title to a spot of ground than being a man,
and having none? Is not man superior to state or
country? I plead exemption from all interference by men
or states with my individual prerogatives. That is mine
which none can steal from me, nor is that yours which I
or any man can take away.”
“I am too high born to be propertied,
To be a secondary at control,
Or useful serving man and instrument
To any sovereign state throughout the world.”
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1873
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. retired to Europe.
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1875
April 19, Monday: As part of the festivities of the day, Richard Henry Dana, Jr. stood on the Common of Lexington
acting as if he actually knew something about something and attempting to plead a case that “beyond doubt”
it had been on that town’s green rather than on Concord’s that the “first shots fired back by our troops at theirs”
had been fired and pretending that this made some sort of difference in the great scheme of world
belligerencies (his oration would of course be printed).
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1876
Another edition of TWO YEARS BEFORE THE MAST was put out, with further changes. Richard Henry Dana, Jr.
was serving as delegate-at-large to the Republican National Convention in Cincinnati, and thus playing his
own minor role in the infamous “Hayes-Tilden” compromise whereby Ohio Republican Rutherford B. Hayes
got to be President of the United States of America basically by promising to withdraw federal troops from the
South in exchange for southern Democratic political support, thereby abandoning to a condition of “Jim Crow”
apartheid the black Americans who had been freed as a result of the civil war.
(Note that at this point –since the federal legislature had not as yet enacted any legislative definition for the
terms of art “slave,” “slavery,” and “enslavement,” and since subsequent to this it would not ever be politically
possible to enact such a legislative definition– the XIIIth Amendment to the US Constitution, which had
authorized the federal congress to regulate or prohibit this undefined “slavery,” was rendered essentially
nugatory. There is simply no force whatever to a law which purports to prohibit something, when that
“whatever it is” has been provided with no legal definition. If someone were to come before a federal court
saying “You must protect me, I have been ‘enslaved’,” the court would be forced to respond “We are prepared
to grant that it would be a crime to ‘enslave’ you, but there is simply no way for you to prove to us that you
have been ‘enslaved’ because we have been provided with no legislative act or Common Law case precedent
which would instruct us as to the meaning of this term ‘enslaved’ — and thus there is no way on earth by which
we might be able to determine whether you have or have not in fact been subjected to a crime of having been
‘enslaved’.” This explains why it is that no American citizen has ever been arraigned or convicted or punished
for the crime of having enslaved someone.)
March: President Ulysses S. Grant’s nomination of Richard Henry Dana, Jr. as ambassador to England was blocked in
the US Senate by political and personal enemies, using as ammunition against him the still unresolved charge
of plagiarism which had been lodged against him a decade before.
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1877
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. attempted, but failed, to obtain federal employment through President Rutherford B.
Hayes.
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1878
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. retired from legal practice in order to write a book on international law.
He began to live pleasantly in Paris and to study casually.
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1879
July:

Richard Henry Dana, Jr. settled his deceased father Richard Henry Dana, Sr.’s estate.
Continuation of serial publication of Fyodor Mikhaylovich Dostoevski’s THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV in The
Russian Herald: Book V, 5-7 (Fedor’s hopes that Gushenka will come to his home.)

August: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. participated in the final hearings of the plagiarism case of Lawrence v. Dana.
Continuation of serial publication of Fyodor Mikhaylovich Dostoevski’s THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV in The
Russian Herald: Book VI (Death of Zosima creates suspense.)
September: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. returned to Paris.
Continuation of serial publication of Fyodor Mikhaylovich Dostoevski’s THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV in The
Russian Herald: Book VII (Alesha’s vision; he leaves the monastery.)
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1880
For the remainder of his life Richard Henry Dana, Jr. would live, study, and vacation in France, Switzerland,
and Italy.
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1881
December: Aunt Maria Thoreau died at the age of 84 in Bangor, Maine. She left most of her property to the Thatcher
family with which she had been living, and her in-law relative George A. Thatcher was the executor of the will.

HENRY’S
RELATIVES
Richard Henry Dana, Jr. began to write, in Rome, on international law.

YOU HAVE TO ACCEPT EITHER THE REALITY OF TIME OVER THAT OF
CHANGE, OR CHANGE OVER TIME — IT’S PARMENIDES, OR
HERACLITUS. I HAVE GONE WITH HERACLITUS.

Not Civil War

“Stack of the Artist of Kouroo” Project
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1882
January 6, Friday: Richard Henry Dana, Jr. died of pneumonia in Rome, and the body would be buried there in the
Protestant Cemetery.
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1887
Class Secretary Henry Williams put together the MEMORIALS OF THE CLASS OF 1837 OF HARVARD
UNIVERSITY. PREPARED FOR THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY OF THEIR GRADUATION (Printed for the Class,
Boston: Geo. H. Ellis, 141 Franklin Street).

HARVARD MEN OF 1837
John Healy Heywood’s Unitarian publication OUR INDIAN MISSION AND OUR FIRST MISSIONARY / REV.
CHARLES H.A. DALL / A MEMORIAL PAPER BY HIS DIVINITY SCHOOL CLASSMATE (Boston: Press of Geo. H.
Ellis, 141 Franklin Street).

OUR 1ST MISSIONARY

“MAGISTERIAL HISTORY” IS FANTASIZING: HISTORY IS CHRONOLOGY

Not Civil War

“Stack of the Artist of

HDT

WHAT?

INDEX

RACE WAR,

NOT CIVIL WAR
COPYRIGHT NOTICE: In addition to the property of others,
such as extensive quotations and reproductions of
images, this “read-only” computer file contains a great
deal of special work product of Austin Meredith,
copyright 2016. Access to these interim materials will
eventually be offered for a fee in order to recoup some
of the costs of preparation. My hypercontext button
invention which, instead of creating a hypertext leap
through hyperspace —resulting in navigation problems—
allows for an utter alteration of the context within
which one is experiencing a specific content already
being viewed, is claimed as proprietary to Austin
Meredith — and therefore freely available for use by
all. Limited permission to copy such files, or any
material from such files, must be obtained in advance
in writing from the “Stack of the Artist of Kouroo”
Project, 833 Berkeley St., Durham NC 27705. Please
contact the project at <Kouroo@kouroo.info>.
“It’s all now you see. Yesterday won’t be over until
tomorrow and tomorrow began ten thousand years ago.”
– Remark by character “Garin Stevens”
in William Faulkner’s INTRUDER IN THE DUST

Prepared: August 5, 2016
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ARRGH AUTOMATED RESEARCH REPORT
GENERATION HOTLINE

This stuff presumably looks to you as if it were generated by a
human. Such is not the case. Instead, someone has requested that
we pull it out of the hat of a pirate who has grown out of the
shoulder of our pet parrot “Laura” (as above). What these
chronological lists are: they are research reports compiled by
ARRGH algorithms out of a database of modules which we term the
Kouroo Contexture (this is data mining). To respond to such a
request for information we merely push a button.

HDT

RACE WAR,

WHAT?

INDEX

NOT CIVIL WAR

Commonly, the first output of the algorithm has obvious
deficiencies and we need to go back into the modules stored in
the contexture and do a minor amount of tweaking, and then we
need to punch that button again and recompile the chronology —
but there is nothing here that remotely resembles the ordinary
“writerly” process you know and love. As the contents of this
originating contexture improve, and as the programming improves,
and as funding becomes available (to date no funding whatever
has been needed in the creation of this facility, the entire
operation being run out of pocket change) we expect a diminished
need to do such tweaking and recompiling, and we fully expect
to achieve a simulation of a generous and untiring robotic
research librarian. Onward and upward in this brave new world.
First come first serve. There is no charge.
Place requests with <Kouroo@kouroo.info>. Arrgh.

