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INSCRIPTION EPISTOLARY
TO

W. C. R.

HEALTH AND CONTENT :

Hilary, my companionable acquaintance, dur-
ing an afternoon stroll under the trees along
the higher bluffs of our Riverside Park last
June, entertained me with one of those clever
little theories, for the originating and formulat-
ing whereof he has a singular aptitude. He had
but recently generalized it—so, at least, I inferred
—from certain subtler particulars which, in the
instances of sundry individuals, he flattered him-
self his perspicacity had enabled him to discern.



2 Inscription Epistolary.

Let me communicate to you this theory; not
that I imagine you will hail it as a rare intellect-
ual acquisition; hardly that, but because I am
much mistaken if it do not attract your personal
interest, however little it may otherwise, and with
other people, win consideration or regard.

Briefly put, it is this. Letting alone less famil-
iar nationalities, an American born in England,
or an Englishman born in America, each in his
natural make-up retains through life, and will
some way evince, an intangible something im-
bibed with his mother’s milk from the soil of
his nativity.

But for a signal illustration hereof, whom, think
you, he cites ? Well, look into any mirror at hand
and you will see the gentleman. Yes, Hilary
thinks he perceives in the nautical novels of
W. C. R. an occasional flavor as if the honest
mid-sea brine, their main constituent, were im-
pregnated with a dash of the New World’s allu-
vium—such, say, as is discharged by our Father
of Waters into the Gulf of Mexico. “Natural
enough,” he observes ; “for, though a country-
man of the Queen,—his parentage, home, and
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allegiance all Engish,—this writer, I am credibly
informed, is in his birthplace a New-Worlder ;
ay, first looked out upon life from a window here
of our island of Manhattan, nor very far from
the site of my place in Broadway, by Jove !”

Now, Hilary is that rare bird, a man at once
genial and acute. Genial, I mean, without shar-
ing much in mere gregariousness, which, with
some, passes for a sort of geniality; and acute,
though lacking more or less in cautionary self-
skepticism. No wonder then that, however pleas-
ing and instructive be Hilary’s companionship,
and much as I value the man, yet as touching
more than one of his shrewder speculations I have
been reluctantly led to distrust a little that pene-
trative perspicacity of his, a quality immoderately
developed in him, and perhaps (who knows ?),
developed by his business ; for he is an optician,
daily having to do with the microscope, telescope,
and other inventions for sharpening and extend-
ing our natural sight, thus enabling us mortals
(as T once heard an eccentric put it) liberally to
enlarge the field of our original and essential
ignorance.
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In a word, my excellent friend’s private little
theory, while, like many a big and bruited one,
not without a fancifully plausible aspect com-
mending it to the easy of belief, is yet, in my
humble judgment,—though I would not hint as
much to him for the world,—made up in no small
part of one element inadmissible in sound phi-
losophy — namely, moonshine.

As to his claim of finding signal evidence for it
in the novels aforementioned, that is another
matter. That, I am inclined to think, is little else
than the amiable illusion of a zealous patriot
eager to appropriate anything that in any
department may tend to reflect added luster
upon his beloved country .

But, dismissing theory, let me come to a fact,
and put it fact-wise ; that is to say, a bit bluntly :
By the suffrages of seamen and landsmen alike,
The Wreck of the Grosvenor entitles the author to
the naval crown in current literature. That book
led the series of kindred ones by the same hand ;
it is the flag-ship, and to name it implies the
fleet.

Upon the Grosvenor’s first appearance—in these
waters, I was going to say—all competent judges
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exclaimed, each after his own fashion, something
to this effect: The very spit of the brine in our
faces! What writer, so thoroughly as this one,
knows the sea, and the blue water of it; the sailor
and the heart of him; the ship, too, and the sail-
ing and handling of a ship ? Besides, to his
knowledge he adds invention. And, withal, in
his broader humane quality he shares the spirit
of Richard H. Dana, a true poet’s son, our own
admirable “Man before the Mast.”

Well, in view of those unanimous verdicts
summed up in the foregoing condensed delivery,
with what conscientious satisfaction did I but just
now, in the heading of this inscription, salute you,
W. C. R,, by running up your colors at my fore.
Would that the craft thus embravened were one
of some tonnage, so that the flag might be carried
on a loftier spar, commanding an ampler horizon
of your recognizing friends.

But the pleasure I take in penning these lines
is such that, did a literary inscription imply aught
akin to any bestowment, say, or benefit,—which it
is so very far indeed from implying,—then, sinner
though I am, I should be tempted to repeat that
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divine apothegm which, were it repeated forever,
would never stale: “It is more blessed to give
than to receive.” And tho’ by the world at large
so unworldly a maxim receives a more hospitable
welcome at the ear than in the heart,—and no
wonder, considering the persistent deceptiveness
of so many things mundane,—nevertheless, in one
province,—and I mean no other one than litera-
ture,—not every individual, I think, at least not
every one whose years ought to discharge him from
the minor illusions, will dispute it, who has had
experience alike in receiving and giving, in one
suggestive form or other, sincere contemporary
praise. And what, essentially, is such praise?
Little else indeed than a less ineloquent form of
recognition.

That these thoughts are no spurious ones, never
mind from whomsoever proceeding, one naturally
appeals to the author of The Wreck of the Gros-
venor, who, in his duality as a commended novelist
and liberal critic in his more especial department,
may rightly be deemed an authority well qualified
to determine.

Thus far as to matters which may be put into
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type. For personal feeling—the printed page is
hardly the place for reiterating that. So I close
here as I began, wishing you from my heart the
most precious things I know of in this world—
Health and Content.



JOHN MARR

AND OTHER SAILORS.



JOHN MARR.

OHN MARR, toward the close of the last cent-
ury born in America of a mother unknown,
and from boyhood up to maturity a sailor under
divers flags, disabled at last from further mari-
time life by a crippling wound received at close
quarters with pirates of the Keys, eventually be-
takes himself for a livelihood to less active em-
ployment ashore. There, too, he transfers his
rambling disposition acquired as a seafarer.
After a variety of removals, at first as a sail-
maker from sea-port to sea-port, then adventur-
ously inland as a rough bench-carpenter, he,
finally, in the last-named capacity, settles down
about the year 1838 upon what was then a fron-
tier-prairie, sparsely sprinkled with small oak-
groves and yet fewer log-houses of a little colony

11



12 John Marr and Other Sailors.

but recently from one of our elder inland States.
Here, putting a period to his rovings, he marries.

Ere long a fever, the bane of new settlements
on teeming loam, and whose sallow livery was
certain to show itself, after an interval, in the
complexions of too many of these people, carries
off his young wife and infant child. In one
coffin, put together by his own hands, they are
committed with meager rites to the earth—an-
other mound, though a small one, in the wide
prairie, nor far from where the mound-builders
of a race only conjecturable had left their pottery
and bones, one common clay, under a strange ter-
race serpentine in form.

With an honest stillness in his general mien—
swarthy and black-browed, with eyes that could
soften or flash, but never harden, yet disclosing
at times a melancholy depth—this kinless man
had affections which, once placed, not readily
could be dislodged or resigned to a substituted
object. Being now arrived at middle-life, he re-
solves never to quit the soil that holds the only
beings ever connected with him by love in the
family tie. His log-house he lets to a new-comer,

John Marr. 13

one glad enough to get it, and dwells with the
household.

While the acuter sense of his bereavement be-
comes mollified by time, the void at heart abides.
Fain, if possible, would he fill that void by culti-
vating social relations yet nearer than before with
a people whose lot he purposes sharing to the end
—relations superadded to that mere work-a-day
bond arising from participation in the same out-
ward hardships, making reciprocal helpfulness a
matter of course. But here, and nobody to blame,
he is obstructed.

More familiarly to consort, men of a practical
turn must sympathetically converse, and upon
topics of real life. But, whether as to persons or
events, one cannot always be talking about the
present, much less speculating about the future;
one must needs recur to the past, which, with the
mass of men, where the past is in any personal
way a common inheritance, supplies to most prac-
tical natures the basis of sympathetic communion.

But the past of John Marr was not the past of
these pioneers. Their hands had rested on the
plow-tail, his upon the ship’s helm. They knew
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but their own kind and their own usages ; to him
had been revealed something of the checkered
globe. So limited unavoidably was the mental
reach, and by consequence the range of sympathy,
in this particular band of domestic emigrants,
hereditary tillers of the soil, that the ocean, but a
hearsay to their fathers, had now through yet
deeper inland removal become to themselves little
more than a rumor traditional and vague.

They were a staid people; staid through habitu-
ation to monotonous hardship; ascetics by neces-
sity not less than through moral bias ; nearly all
of them sincerely, however narrowly, religious.
They were kindly at need, after their fashion ;
but to a man wonted—as John Marr in his pre-
vious homeless sojournings could not but have
been—to the free-and-easy tavern-clubs affording
cheap recreation of an evening in certain old and
comfortable sea-port towns of that time, and yet
more familiar with the companionship afloat of
the sailors of the same period, something was
lacking. That something was geniality, the flower
of life springing from some sense of joy in it,
more or less. This their lot could not give to

John Marr. 15

these hard-working endurers of the dispiriting
malaria,—men to whom a holiday never came,—
and they had too much of uprightness and no art
at all or desire to affect what they did not really
feel. At a corn-husking, their least grave of
gatherings, did the lone-hearted mariner seek to
divert his own thoughts from sadness, and in
some degree interest theirs, by adverting to aught
removed from the crosses and trials of their per-
sonal surroundings, naturally enough he would
slide into some marine story or picture, but would
soon recoil upon himself and be silent, finding no
encouragement to proceed. Upon one such occa-
sion an elderly man—a blacksmith, and at Sunday
gatherings an earnest exhorter—honestly said to
him, “Friend, we know nothing of that here.”

Such unresponsiveness in one’s fellow-creatures
set apart from factitious life, and by their voca-
tion—in those days little helped by machinery—
standing, as it were, next of kin to Nature; this,
to John Marr, seemed of a piece with the apathy
of Nature herself as envisaged to him here on a
prairie where none but the perished mound- build-
ers had as yet left a durable mark.
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The remnant of Indians thereabout—all but ex-
terminated in their recent and final war with reg-
ular white troops, a war waged by the Red Men
for their native soil and natural rights—had been
coerced into the occupancy of wilds not very far
beyond the Mississippi—wilds then, but now the
seats of municipalities and States. Prior to that,
the bisons, once streaming countless in proces-
sional herds, or browsing as in an endless battle-
line over these vast aboriginal pastures, had
retreated, dwindled in number, before the hunt-
ers, in main a race distinct from the agricultural
pioneers, though generally their advance-guard.
Such a double exodus of man and beast left the
plain a desert, green or blossoming indeed, but
almost as forsaken as the Siberian Obi. Save the
prairie-hen, sometimes startled from its lurking-
place in the rank grass; and, in their migratory
season, pigeons, high overhead on the wing, in
dense multitudes eclipsing the day like a pass-
ing storm-cloud; save these—there being no wide
woods with their underwood—birds were strangely
few.

Blank stillness would for hours reign unbroken

John Marr. 17

on this prairie. “It is the bed of a dried-up sea,”
said the companionless sailor—no geologist—to
himself, musing at twilight upon the fixed undu-
lations of that immense alluvial expanse bounded
only by the horizon, and missing there the stir
that, to alert eyes and ears, animates at all times
the apparent solitudes of the deep.

But a scene quite at variance with one’s ante-
cedents may yet prove suggestive of them. Hooped
round by a level rim, the prairie was to John Marr
a reminder of ocean.

With some of his former shipmates, chums on
certain cruises, he had contrived, prior to this last
and more remote removal, to keep up a little corre-
spondence at odd intervals. But from tidings of
anybody or any sort he, in common with the other
settlers, was now cut off ; quite cut off, except
from such news as might be conveyed over the
grassy billows by the last-arrived prairie-schooner—
the vernacular term, in those parts and times, for
the emigrant-wagon arched high over with sail-
cloth and voyaging across the vast champaign.
There was no reachable post-office as yet; not even
the rude little receptive box with lid and leather

3



18 John Marr and Other Sailors.

hinges, set up at convenient intervals on a stout
stake along some solitary green way, affording a
perch for birds, and which, later in the uninter-
mitting advance of the frontier, would perhaps
decay into a mossy monument, attesting yet an-
other successive overleaped limit of civilized life ;
a life which in America can to-day hardly be said
to have any western bound but the ocean that
washes Asia. Throughout these plains, now in
places overpopulous with towns overopulent ;
sweeping plains, elsewhere fenced off in every
direction into flourishing farms—pale townsmen
and hale farmers alike, in part, the descendants
of the first sallow settlers; a region that half a
century ago produced little for the sustenance
of man, but to-day launching its superabundant
wheat-harvest on the world; — of this prairie, now
everywhere intersected with wire and rail, hardly
can it be said that at the period here written of
there was so much as a traceable road. To the
long-distance traveler the oak-groves, wide apart,
and varying in compass and form ; these, with
recent settlements, yet more widely separate, of-
fered some landmarks; but otherwise he steered

John Marr. 19

by the sun. In early midsummer, even going but
from one log-encampment to the next, a journey
it might be of hours or good part of a day, travel
was much like navigation. In some more enriched
depressions between the long, green, graduated
swells, smooth as those of ocean becalmed receiv-
ing and subduing to its own tranquillity the vo-
luminous surge raised by some far-off hurricane
of days previous, here one would catch the first
indication of advancing strangers either in the
distance, as a far sail at sea, by the glistening
white canvas of the wagon, the wagon itself wading
through the rank vegetation and hidden by it, or,
failing that, when near to, in the ears of the team,
peeking, if not above the tall tiger-lilies, yet above
the yet taller grass.

Luxuriant, this wilderness; but, to its denizen, a
friend left behind anywhere in the world seemed
not alone absent to sight, but an absentee from
existence.

Though John Marr’s shipmates could not all
have departed life, yet as subjects of meditation
they were like phantoms of the dead. As the
growing sense of his environment threw him
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more and more upon retrospective musings, these
phantoms, next to those of his wife and child, be-
came spiritual companions, losing something of
their first indistinctness and putting on at last
a dim semblance of mute life; and they were lit
by that aureola circling over any object of the
affections in the past for reunion with which an
imaginative heart passionately yearns.

He invokes these visionary ones,—striving, as
it were, to get into verbal communion with them,
or, under yet stronger illusion, reproaching them
for their silence :—

Since as in night’s deck-watch ye show,
Why, lads, so silent here to me,
Your watchmate of times long ago ?

Once, for all the darkling sea,

You your voices raised how clearly,
Striking in when tempest sung ;
Hoisting up the storm-sail cheerly,
Life is storm—Ilet storm ! you rung.

John Marr.

Taking things as fated merely,
Child-like though the world ye spanned ;
Nor holding unto life too dearly,
Ye who hold your lives in hand—
Skimmers, who on oceans four
Petrels were, and larks ashore.

O, not from memory lightly flung,
Forgot, like strains no more availing,
The heart to music haughtier strung ;
Nay, frequent near me, never staleing,
Whose good feeling kept ye young.
Like tides that enter creek or stream,
Ye come, ye visit me, or seem
Swimming out from seas of faces,
Alien myriads memory traces,

To enfold me in a dream !

I yearn as ye. But rafts that strain,
Parted, shall they lock again ?

Twined we were, entwined, then riven,
Ever to new embracements driven,
Shifting gulf-weed of the main !

And how if one here shift no more,
Lodged by the flinging surge ashore ?
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Nor less, as now, in eve’s decline, And summoning trumps might vainly call,
Your shadowy fellowship is mine. And booming guns implore—

Ye float around me, form and feature :— A beat, a heart-beat musters all,
Tattooings, ear-rings, love-locks curled ; One heart-beat at heart-core.

Barbarians of man’s simpler nature, It musters. But to clasp, retain ;
Unworldly servers of the world. To see you at the halyards main—

Yea, present all, and dear to me, To hear your chorus once again !

Though shades, or scouring China’s sea.

Whither, whither, merchant-sailors,
Whitherward now in roaring gales ?
Competing still, ye huntsman-whalers,

In leviathan’s wake what boat prevails ?
And man-of-war’s men, whereaway ?

If now no dinned drum beat to quarters
On the wilds of midnight waters—
Foemen looming through the spray ;

Do yet your gangway lanterns, streaming,
Vainly strive to pierce below,

When, tilted from the slant plank gleaming,
A brother you see to darkness go ?

But, gunmates lashed in shotted canvas,

If where long watch-below ye keep,

Never the shrill “All hands up hammocks !”
Breaks the spell that charms your sleep,
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BRIDEGROOM DICK
(1876.)

SUNNING ourselves in October on a day

Balmy as spring, though the year was in decay,

I lading my pipe, she stirring her tea,

My old woman she says to me,

“Feel ye, old man, how the season mellows ?”

And why should I not, blessed heart alive,

Here mellowing myself, past sixty-five,

To think o’ the May-time o’ pennoned young
fellows

This stripped old hulk here for years may survive.

Ere yet, long ago, we were spliced, Bonny Blue,
(Silvery it gleams down the moon-glade o’ time,
Ah, sugar in the bowl and berries in the prime !)
Coxswain I o’ the Commodore’s crew—

27
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Under me the fellows that manned his fine gig,
Spinning him ashore, a king in full fig.
Chirrupy even when crosses rubbed me,
Bridegroom Dick lieutenants dubbed me.
Pleasant at a yarn, Bob o’ Linkum in a song,
Diligent in duty and nattily arrayed,

Favored I was, wife, and fleeted right along ;
And though but a tot for such a tall grade,

A high quartermaster at last I was made.

All this, old lassie, you have heard before,
But you listen again for the sake e’en 0’ me ;
No babble stales o’ the good times o’ yore
To Joan, if Darby the babbler be.

Babbler ?—O’ what ? Addled brains, they forget!
O—quartermaster I ; yes, the signals set,
Hoisted the ensign, mended it when frayed,
Polished up the binnacle, minded the helm,
And prompt every order blithely obeyed.
To me would the officers say a word cheery—
Break through the starch o’ the quarter-deck
realm;

Bridegroom Dick. 29

His coxswain late, so the Commodore’s pet.
Ay, and in night-watches long and weary,
Bored nigh to death with the naval etiquette,
Yearning, too, for fun, some younker, a cadet,
Dropping for time each vain bumptious trick,
Boy-like would unbend to Bridegroom Dick.
But a limit there was—a check, d’ ye see :
Those fine young aristocrats knew their degree.

Well, stationed aft where their lordships keep,—

Seldom going forward excepting to sleep,—

I, boozing now on by-gone years,

My betters recall along with my peers.

Recall them ? Wife, but I see them plain :

Alive, alert, every man stirs again.

Ay, and again on the lee-side pacing,

My spy-glass carrying, a truncheon in show,

Turning at the taffrail, my footsteps retracing,

Proud in my duty, again methinks I go.

And Dave, Dainty Dave, I mark where he stands,

Our trim sailing-master, to time the high-noon,

That thingumbob sextant perplexing eyes and
hands,

Squinting at the sun, or twigging o’ the moon ;
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Then, touching his cap to Old Chock-a-Block
Commanding the quarter-deck,—“Sir, twelve
o’clock.”

Where sails he now, that trim sailing-master,
Slender, yes, as the ship’s sky-s’l pole ?
Dimly I mind me of some sad disaster—
Dainty Dave was dropped from the navy-roll !
And ah, for old Lieutenant Chock-a-Block—
Fast, wife, chock-fast to death’s black dock !
Buffeted about the obstreperous ocean,
Fleeted his life, if lagged his promotion.
Little girl, they are all, all gone, I think,
Leaving Bridegroom Dick here with lids that
wink.

Where is Ap Catesby ? The fights fought of yore

Famed him, and laced him with epaulets, and more.

But fame is a wake that after-wakes cross,

And the waters wallow all, and laugh Where ’s
the loss ?

But John Bull’s bullet in his shoulder bearing

Ballasted Ap in his long seafaring.

Bridegroom Dick. 31

The middies they ducked to the man who had
messed

With Decatur in the gun-room, or forward pressed

Fighting beside Perry, Hull, Porter, and the rest.

Humped veteran o’ the Heart-o’-Oak war,
Moored long in haven where the old heroes are,
Never on you did the iron-clads jar !

Your open deck when the boarder assailed,

The frank old heroic hand-to-hand then availed.

But where ’s Guert Gan ? Still heads he the van ?

As before Vera-Cruz, when he dashed splashing
through

The blue rollers sunned, in his brave gold-and-
blue,

And, ere his cutter in keel took the strand,

Aloft waved his sword on the hostile land !

Went up the cheering, the quick chanticleering ;

All hands vying—all colors flying :

“Cock-a-doodle-doo !” and “Row, boys, row !”

“Hey, Starry Banner !” “Hi, Santa Anna !”"—

0Old Scott’s young dash at Mexico.
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Fine forces o’ the land, fine forces o’ the sea,
Fleet, army, and flotilla—tell, heart o’ me,
Tell, if you can, whereaway now they be !

But ah, how to speak of the hurricane unchained—

The Union’s strands parted in the hawser over-
strained ;

Our flag blown to shreds, anchors gone altogether—

The dashed fleet o’ States in Secession’s foul
weather.

Lost in the smother o’ that wide public stress,
In hearts, private hearts, what ties there were
snapped!
Tell, Hal—vouch, Will, o’ the ward-room mess,
On you how the riving thunder-bolt clapped.
With a bead in your eye and beads in your glass,
And a grip o’ the flipper, it was part and pass :
“Hal, must it be ? Well, if come indeed the shock,
To North or to South, let the victory cleave,
Vaunt it he may on his dung-hill the cock,
But Uncle Sam’s eagle never crow will, believe.”

Sentiment : ay, while suspended hung all,
Ere the guns against Sumter opened there the ball,

Bridegroom Dick. 33

And partners were taken, and the red dance began,

War’s red dance o’ death !—Well, we, to a man,

We sailors o’ the North, wife, how could we lag ?—

Strike with your kin, and you stick to the flag !

But to sailors o’ the South that easy way was
barred.

To some, dame, believe (and I speak o’ what I
know),

Wormwood the trial and the Uzzite’s black shard ;

And the faithfuller the heart, the crueller the
throe.

Duty ? It pulled with more than one string,

This way and that, and anyhow a sting.

The flag and your kin, how be true unto both ?

If one plight ye keep, then ye break the other
troth.

But elect here they must, though the casuists
were out ;

Decide—hurry up—and throttle every doubt.

Of all these thrills thrilled at keelson, and throes,
Little felt the shoddyites a-toasting o’ their toes ;
In mart and bazar Lucre chuckled the huzza,
Coining the dollars in the bloody mint of war.

5
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But in men, gray knights o’ the Order o’ Scars,

And brave boys bound by vows unto Mars,

Nature grappled honor, intertwisting in the
strife :—

But some cut the knot with a thoroughgoing
knife.

For how when the drums beat ? How in the fray

In Hampton Roads on the fine balmy day ?

There a lull, wife, befell—drop o’ silence in the
din.

Let us enter that silence ere the belchings re-
begin.—

Through a ragged rift aslant in the cannonade’s
smoke

An iron-clad reveals her repellent broadside

Bodily intact. But a frigate, all oak,

Shows honeycombed by shot, and her deck
crimson-dyed.

And a trumpet from port of the ironclad hails,

Summoning the other, whose flag never trails :

“Surrender that frigate, Will ! Surrender,

Or I will sink her—ram, and end her !”

Bridegroom Dick. 35

'T was Hal. And Will, from the naked heart-
o’-oak,

Will, the old messmate, minus trumpet, spoke,

Informally intrepid—“Sink her, and be damned !"*

Enough. Gathering way, the ironclad rammed.

The frigate, heeling over, on the wave threw a
dusk.

Not sharing in the slant, the clapper of her bell

The fixed metal struck—uninvoked struck the
knell

Of the Cumberland stillettoed by the Merrimac’s
tusk ;

While, broken in the wound underneath the gun-
deck,

Like a sword-fish’s blade in leviathan waylaid,

The tusk was left infixed in the fast-foundering
wreck.

There, dungeoned in the cockpit, the wounded go
down,

And the chaplain with them. But the surges
uplift

The prone dead from deck, and for moment they
drift

* Historic.
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Washed with the swimmers, and the spent swim-
mers drown.

Nine fathom did she sink,—erect, though hid
from light

Save her colours unsurrendered and spars that
kept the height.

Nay, pardon, old aunty !— Wife, never let it fall,
That big started tear that hovers on the brim;
I forgot about your nephew and the Merrimac’s

ball ;
No more then of her, since it summons up him.

But talk o’ fellows’ hearts in the wine’s genial
cup :—

Trap them in the fate, jamb them in the strait,

Guns speak their hearts then, and speak right up.

The troublous colic o’ intestine war

It sets the bowels o’ affection ajar.

But, lord, old dame, so spins the whizzing world,
A humming-top, ay, for the little boy-gods
Flogging it well with their smart little rods,
Tittering at time and the coil uncurled.

Bridegroom Dick. 37

Now, now, sweetheart, you sidle away,

No, never you like that kind o’ gay ;

But sour if I get, giving truth her due,
Honey-sweet forever, wife, will Dick be to you !

But avast with the War ! Why recall racking days

Since set up anew are the slip’s started stays ?

Nor less, though the gale we have left behind,

Well may the heave o’ the sea remind.

It irks me now, as it troubled me then,

To think o’ the fate in the madness 0’ men.

If Dick was with Farragut on the night-river,

When the boom-chain we burst in the fire-raft’s
glare,

That blood-dyed the visage as red as the liver ;

In the Battle for the Bay too if Dick had a share,

And saw one aloft a-piloting the war—

Trumpet in the whirlwind, a Providence in place—

Our Admiral old whom the captains huzza,

Dick joys in the man nor brags about the race.

But better, wife, I like to booze on the days
Ere the Old Order foundered in these very frays,
And tradition was lost and we learned strange ways.
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Often I think on the brave cruises then ;

Resailing them in memory, I hail the press o’ men

On the gunned promenade where rolling they go,

Ere the dog-watch expire and break up the show.

The Laced Caps I see between forward guns ;

Away from the powder-room they puff the cigar ;

“Three days more, hey, the donnas and the
dons !”

“Your Xeres widow, will you hunt her up, Starr ?”

The Laced Caps laugh, and the bright waves too ;

Very jolly, very wicked, both sea and crew,

Nor heaven looks sour on either, I guess,

Nor Pecksniff he bosses the gods’ high mess.

Wistful ye peer, wife, concerned for my head,
And how best to get me betimes to my bed.

But king o’ the club, the gayest golden spark,
Sailor o’ sailors, what sailor do I mark ?

Tom Tight, Tom Tight, no fine fellow finer,

A cutwater-nose, ay, a spirited soul ;

But, boozing away at the well-brewed bowl,

He never bowled back from that voyage to China.

Bridegroom Dick. 39

Tom was lieutenant in the brig-o’-war famed

When an officer was hung for an arch-mutineer,

But a mystery cleaved, and the captain was
blamed,

And a rumpus too raised, though his honor it
was clear.

And Tom he would say, when the mousers
would try him,

And with cup after cup o’ Burgundy ply him :

“Gentlemen, in vain with your wassail you beset,

For the more I tipple, the tighter do I get.”

No blabber, no, not even with the can—

True to himself and loyal to his clan.

Tom blessed us starboard and d——d us larboard,

Right down from rail to the streak o’ the garboard.

Nor less, wife, we liked him.—Tom was a man

In contrast queer with Chaplain Le Fan,

Who blessed us at morn, and at night yet again,

D—ning us only in decorous strain ;

Preaching ’tween the guns—each cutlass in its
place—

From text that averred old Adam a hard case.
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I see him—Tom—on horse-block standing,
Trumpet at mouth, thrown up all amain,

An elephant’s bugle, vociferous demanding

Of topmen aloft in the hurricane of rain,
“Letting that sail there your faces flog ?
Manhandle it, men, and you 1l get the good grog !”
O Tom, but he knew a blue-jacket’s ways,

And how a lieutenant may genially haze ;

Only a sailor sailors heartily praise.

Wife, where be all these chaps, I wonder ?

Trumpets in the tempest, terrors in the fray,

Boomed their commands along the deck like
thunder ;

But silent is the sod, and thunder dies away.

But Captain Turret, “Old Hemlock” tall,

(A leaning tower when his tank brimmed all,)
Manceuvre out alive from the war did he ?

Or, too old for that, drift under the lee ?
Kentuckian colossal, who, touching at Madeira,
The huge puncheon shipped o’ prime Santa-Clara ;
Then rocked along the deck so solemnly !

Bridegroom Dick. 41

No whit the less though judicious was enough
In dealing with the Finn who made the great
huff ;
Our three-decker’s giant, a grand boatswain’s
mate,
Manliest of men in his own natural senses ;
But driven stark mad by the devil’s drugged stuff,
Storming all aboard from his run-ashore late,
Challenging to battle, vouchsafing no pretenses,
A reeling King Ogg, delirious in power,
The quarter-deck carronades he seemed to make
cower.
“Put him in brig there !” said Lieutenant Marrot.
“Put him in brig !” back he mocked like a parrot ;
“Try it, then !” swaying a fist like Thor’s sledge,
And making the pigmy constables hedge—
Ship’s-corporals and the master-at-arms.
“In brig there, I say !”—They dally no more ;
Like hounds let slip on a desperate boar,
Together they pounce on the formidable Finn,
Pinion and cripple and hustle him in,
Anon, under sentry, between twin guns,
He slides off in drowse, and the long night
runs.
6
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Morning brings a summons. Whistling it calls,

Shrilled through the pipes of the boatswain’s
four aids ;

Thrilled down the hatchways along the dusk halls :

Muster to the Scourge !—Dawn of doom and its
blast !

As from cemeteries raised, sailors swarm before
the mast,

Tumbling up the ladders from the ship’s nether
shades.

Keeping in the background and taking small part,

Lounging at their ease, indifferent in face,

Behold the trim marines uncompromised in heart;

Their Major, buttoned up, near the staff finds
room—

The staff o’ lieutenants standing grouped in their
place.

All the Laced Caps o’ the ward-room come,

The Chaplain among them, disciplined and dumb.

The blue-nosed boatswain, complexioned like slag,

Like a blue Monday shows—his implements in bag.

Executioners, his aids, a couple by him stand,

At a nod there the thongs to receive from his hand.

Bridegroom Dick. 43

Never venturing a caveat whatever may betide,

Though functionally here on humanity’s side,

The grave Surgeon shows, like the formal
physician

Attending the rack o’ the Spanish Inquisition.

The angel o’ the “brig” brings his prisoner up ;
Then, st