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The sails of a semare-rigged ship, bung ount te dry in a calm.

1 - Flying jib 2 — Jib 3 - Fore topmast staysail 4 - Fore staysail 5 - Foresail or course

6 - Fore topsail 7 - Fore topgallant 8 — Mamstaysail 9 - Mantopmast staysail

10 - Middle staysail 11 - Main topgallant staysail 12 - Mainsail or cowrse 13 - Maintopsail
14 - Mam topgallant 15 - Mizzen staysail 16 - Mizzen topmast staysail

17 - Mizzen topgallant staysail 18 - Mizzen sail 19 — Spanker 20 - Mizzen topsail

21 - Mizzen topgallant



PATRICK O'BRIAN

Blue at the Mizzen

Chapter One

The Surprise, lying well out in the channel with Gibraltar half a mile away on her starboard
quarter, lying at a single anchor with her head to the freshening north-west breeze, piped
all hands at four bells in the afternoon watch; and at the cheerful sound her tender Ringle,
detached once more on a private errand by Lord Keith, cheered with the utmost good will,
while the Surprises turned out with a wonderful readiness, laughing, beaming and
thumping one another on the back in spite of a strong promise of rain and a heavy sea
running already. Many had put on their best clothes - embroidered waistcoats, and silk
Barcelona handkerchiefs around their necks - for the Surprises and their captain, Jack
Aubrey, had taken a very elegant prize indeed, a Moorish galley laden with gold, no less -
a galley that had fired on Surprise first, thus qualifying herself as a pirate, so that the
prize-court, sitting at the pressing request of Captain Aubrey's friend Admiral Lord Keith,
had condemned her out of hand: a perfectly lawful prize, to be shared according to the
usage of the sea, or more exactly according to the Prize Law of 1808.

And now they were all on deck, radiating joy and facing aft on the larboard side of the
quarterdeck in the usual disorderly naval heap, gazing at their captain, his officers, the
purser and the clerk, ranged athwartships and facing forward on either side of some
charming barrels. These had been brought aboard by a guard of Marines, heavily sealed:
but now their heads had been taken off (though carefully numbered and preserved by the
cooper) and it was apparent that their bodies were filled with coin. The gold was
somewhat unorthodox, it having been captured in small uneven ingots which the Gibraltar
goldsmiths had cast into smooth shining disks each marked 130z Troy: one hundred and
thirty grains Troy weight: but the silver and copper were in their usual homely forms.

The echo of the fourth bell and the cheering died: the clerk, catching his captain's nod,
called 'John Anderson'. Since no one else aboard Surprise in this commission had ever
come earlier in the alphabet it was no surprise to John Anderson or his shipmates; and
although he was ordinarily shy and awkward he now stepped aft quite happily to the
capstan-head: taking off his hat, he touched his forelock and cried, 'John Anderson, sir, if
you please: ordinary, larboard watch, afterguard.’ The clerk followed this conscientiously in
the book though he knew it all by heart; said, 'Very well: one hundred and fifty-seventh
part of a half-share: hold out your hat." And plunging his right hand into the barrel of gold
he drew out first one handful of disks and counted them into the hat, 'One, two . . . ten.’'
Plunged again, counted out seven more, said 'Wait a minute' to Anderson and to his little
dark shrewish assistant at the other two barrels, 'Seventeen and fourpence." Then to
Anderson again, 'That makes seventeen pound, seventeen shillings and fourpence: and
here is your witnessed paper asking for three hundred and sixty-five pound to be remitted
to Mrs Anderson. Are you content?’

'Oh dearie me, yes,' said Anderson, laughing. 'Oh yes, sir, quite content.’



"Then sign here,’ said the clerk: but seeing Anderson's uneasy look, he murmured, 'Well,
just make your mark in the bottom corner.’

And so it went, right through the list: there were a few men with no dependants of any
kind, and they walked off with the entire hundred and fifty-seventh part of half the splendid
prize; but most over thirty had yielded to the representations of their captain and divisional
officers to send at least some money home; and all eagerly agreed with the clerk's
reckoning. At one time Stephen Maturin, the frigate's surgeon, had been calculating the
degree of literacy aboard; but melancholy, no doubt helped by the increasing wind and the
spindrift, had welled up and he lost count among the names beginning with N. 'How | do
wish," he murmured to Jack in a moment's pause, 'that William and his Ringles might have
been here.’

'So do | indeed: but, you know, as a privately-owned tender to what is in fact a
hydrographical vessel | do not think they would stand in line for more than fourpence. In
any case | could not refuse Lord Keith - he had no other suitable craft at hand - he asked it
as a personal favour. And | owe him a great deal: | owe both of them a great deal.’

'Of course, of course: it was only that | should have liked some of the younger ones to
accept a gold piece, by way of memento,’ said Stephen. 'How the waves increase! The
darkness thickens.'

"They will rejoin at Madeira," said Jack. 'And then you can give them their gold pieces.’
They talked on quietly until Jack realized that Willis and Younghusband had been dealt
with, and that once Moses Zachary, one of Surprise's very old Sethian hands, had
stopped chuckling over the coins that he obscurely insisted upon stuffing or trying to stuff
into a variety of little inadequate triangular pockets it would be time for him as captain to
wind up proceedings.

But the proceedings would not be wound up: in spite of the gathering darkness and the
now quite vicious driving rain some hand, probably Giles, captain of the foretop, called out
'It's all along of the unicorn's horn - it's all along of the glorious hand. Huzzay, three times
huzzay for the Doctor.'

Lord, how they cheered their surgeon! It was he who had brought the narwhal's tusk
aboard: and the severed hand, the Hand of Glory, was his property: both symbolized (and
practically guaranteed) immense good fortune, virility, safety from poison or any disease
you chose to name: and both had proved their worth.

Jack Aubrey was a taut captain: he had been brought up by commanders who looked
upon exact discipline and exact gunfire as of equal importance in a man-of-war, but on
this occasion he knew that he had nothing whatsoever to say; and speaking privately to
his first lieutenant he observed, 'Mr. Harding, when things are a little calmer, let us weigh
and proceed south-west by west with all the sail she can bear. If any King's ship hails or
signals you will reply carrying dispatches and pursue your course, touching neither sheet
nor brace.'

'South-west by west it is, sir: and carrying dispatches,’ said Harding, and Jack, steadying
Stephen by the elbow - the frigate was pitching quite violently by now - guided him to the
great cabin, where they sat at their ease on the cushioned stern-lockers that ran across
the ship under the elegant, remarkably elegant sash-lights that gave on to the sea.

‘I am afraid it is going to turn out a truly dirty night," said Jack. He stood up and in his sure-
footed seaman's way walked over to his barometer. 'Yes,' he said. 'Dirtier than | had
thought." He came back and gazed out at the darkness, full of rain and flying water from



the ship's bow-wave, more and more as she increased her way. 'But, however,' he went
on, 'l am most heartily glad to be at sea. At one time | thought it could never be done . . .
indeed, without Queenie and Lord Keith it never would have been done." The stern-
lanterns were now lighting up the frigate's wake - exceptionally broad, white and agitated
for a ship with such fine lines - but in spite of the brilliance just aft he could still clearly
make out the distant red glow above Gibraltar, where they were still keeping it up in spite
of the wind and the rain.

For his own part he had had quite enough of the junketing, especially that part of it which
consisted of patriotic songs, self-praise and mocking the French, who had after all gone
down fighting, outnumbered, with the utmost gallantry - gibes that very often came from
those who had had nothing whatsoever to do with the war. Even Maturin, though he
loathed the whole Napoleonic system root and branch, could not bear the obscene,
gloating caricatures of Bonaparte that were everywhere to be seen, a penny plain and up
to as much as fourpence coloured.

‘Do you remember Malta, when there was a payment of six dollars a head for one-share
men?' asked Jack. '‘No, of course you do not: you were at the hospital, looking after poor
Hopkins's leg. Well, I thought it would answer, with a settled, steady crew of seamen: and
they certainly expected it, the bag of silver having been hauled out of the trabacolo's cabin
and spilt on deck. But | was wrong: once ashore they kicked up Bob's a-dying to a most
shocking extent and then set about the soldiery.’

'Indeed | remember it. My colleagues and | had to treat many of them: contusions, mostly,
and some quite important fractures.'

'So you did . . ." said Jack, shaking his head: then he stopped, listened intently, and ran on
deck. Coming back, he wiped the foam and rain from his face with an habitual gesture and
said, 'Fore topmast staysail carried away - a damned awkward veering wind and as black
as the Devil's arse. But young Wilcox was up there before | reached the fo'c'sle and they
were tallying the new sheet aft as though it were broad daylight and the sea as smooth as
a pond. But there you are: that is your seaman. He can put up with uncommon dirty
weather, endure great hardship and very short commons - a good, steady, courageous,
uncomplaining creature under officers he can respect. He will bear all that, and sometimes
harsh punishment, shipwreck and scurvy. What he cannot bear is sudden wealth. It goes
straight to their heads, and if there is the least possibility they get drunk and disorderly,
and desert in droves. In Malta it was not so bad. With the help of the whores their six
dollars were soon spent; and on an island there was no chance of deserting.

But now the case is altered, and each damn-fool hand with fifty guineas in his pocket
would have been blind drunk, poxed and stripped before Sunday, had we not got away:
besides - what is it, Killick?'

‘Which we shall have to ship washboards athwart the coach door: green seas is coming
aft as far as the capstan, and getting worse every minute. | doubt we'll ever get your
toasted cheese up dry, without | bring up the spirit-stove and do it here.’

'Who has the deck at the moment?’

‘Why, the Master, sir, in course: and he's just sent Mr. Daniel and a couple of strong
hands aloft with a spare lantern. Which the top-light came adrift again. And sir-'
addressing Stephen - 'your mate - | beg his pardon: Dr. Jacob as | ought to say - has had
a nasty tumble. Blood all over the gunroom.’



Stephen tried to leap to his feet, but the roll of the ship pressed him back: and when he
made a second attempt on the larboard heave it flung him forward with shocking force.
Both the captain and the captain's steward had the same notion of Stephen's seamanship,
however: between them they held him steady, and Jack, grasping his windward elbow,
guided him through the coach - the anteroom, as it were, to the great cabin - and so out
on to the deck, where the blast, the utter darkness, thick with racing spindrift, rain, and
even solid bodies of sea-water, took his breath away, used though he was to the
extremities of weather.

'Mr. Woodbine,' called Jack.

'Sir,' replied the Master, just beside the wheel, where the faint glow of the binnacle could
be made out by eyes growing accustomed to the darkness.

'How is the top-light coming along?'

‘I am afraid we shall have to rouse out the armourer, sir: | doubt Mr. Daniel can fix the
bracket without heavy tools." Then raising his voice he called to the quartermaster
stationed to windward, watching the weather-leeches. 'Higgs, hail the top and ask if Mr.
Daniel would like the armourer." Higgs had an enormous voice and very keen ears:
through all the shrieking of the wind in the rigging and its roaring changes he conveyed
and received the message. By this time Stephen could make out the small hand-lantern
high among the pattern of sails, all as close-hauled as ever they could be, with the frigate
plunging westward through the tumultuous seas. He could also see the faint light reflected
from the companion-ladder; and towards this he crept, holding on to everything that
offered, bowed against the wind and the blinding rain. But with each tentative step he took
down, the frantic uneven roll grew less - a question, as Jack had often told him, of the
centre of gravity. Yet a most discreditable scene it was when he opened the larboard door
of the bright-lit gunroom. Here were men, accustomed to bloodshed from their childhood,
now running about like a parcel of hens, mopping Jacob's arm with their napkins, giving
advice, proffering glasses of water, wine, brandy, loosening his neckcloth, undoing his
breeches at the waist and the knee. The purser was literally wringing his hands.

'Pass the word for Poll Skeeping,’ cried Stephen in a harsh peremptory tone. He thrust
them aside irrespective of rank, whipped out a lancet (always in a side-pocket), slit
Jacob's sleeve up to the shoulder, cut the shirt away, uncovered the spurting brachial
artery and two other ample sources of blood on the same limb. In turning a complete
somersault over both his chair and a small stool with a glass in his hand, at the moment of
a double rise on the part of the frigate followed by a sickening plunge, Jacob had contrived
not only to stun himself but also to shatter the glass, whose broad, sharp-edged sides had
severed the artery and many other smaller but still considerable vessels.

Poll came at a run, carrying bandages, gut-threaded needles, pledgets and splints.
Stephen, who had his thumb on the most important pressure-point, desired the members
of the gunroom to stand back, right back; and Poll instantly set about swabbing, dressing
and even tidying the patient before he was carried off to a sick-berth cot.

All this had called for a good deal of explanation and comment: and when Jack came
below, telling Mr. Harding that they were making truly remarkable way, barely six points off
the wind, the whole tedious thing seemed to be happening again, with people showing just
what had happened and how it had happened, when a truly enormous, an utterly shocking
crash checked the frigate's way entirely, thrusting her off her course and swinging the
lanterns so violently against the deck overhead that two went out - a crash that drove all



discussion of Jacob's injuries far, far from the collective mind. Jack shot up on deck,
followed by the whole gunroom.

He could at first see nothing in the roaring darkness: but Whewell, the officer of the watch,
told him that the forward starboard lookout had hailed 'Light on the starboard bow'
seconds before the enormous impact; that he himself had seen a huge, dark, and
otherwise lightless craft coming right before the wind at ten knots or more, strike the
frigate's bows, cross her shattered stem and run down her larboard side, her yards
sweeping Surprise's shrouds but always breaking free. A very heavy Scandinavian timber-
carrier, he thought: ship-rigged. Could see no name, no port, no flag. No hail came across.
He had roused out the bosun and the carpenter - they would report in a moment - the ship
was steering still, though she sagged to leeward.

Jack ran forward to meet them. 'Bowsprit and most of the head carried away, sir," said the
carpenter.

‘Nor | shouldn't answer for the foremast,' said the bosun.

A carpenter's mate addressed his chief: 'We'm making water: five ton a minute,’ in a tone
of penetrating anxiety that affected all who heard him.

Harding had already called all hands, and as they came tumbling up Jack put the ship
before the wind, furling everything but the main and fore courses and manning the pumps.
She answered her helm slowly, and she sailed slowly; but once Jack had her with the very
strong wind and the short, pounding sea on her uninjured larboard quarter she no longer
gave him that desperate sense of being about to founder any minute; and he and the
carpenter and Harding, each with a lantern, made their tour of inspection: what they found
was very, very bad - bowsprit, head and all the gear swept clean away - headsails gone,
of course; and there were certainly some sprung butts lower down. But by the end of the
middle watch, with the carpenter and his mates working as men will work with water
pouring into their ship, the pumps were holding their own, or even very slightly gaining on
the influx. 'Oh, it's only makeshift stuff, you know, sir," said the carpenter. 'And if ever you
can bring her inside the mole and so into the yard, | shall forswear evil living and give half
my prize-money to the poor: for it is only the yard that can make her anything like
seaworthy. God send we may creep inside that lovely old mole again.’

They did creep inside that lovely old mole again, and there they spent the remaining hours
of the night in relative peace, the wind howling overhead but sending no more than wafts
of foam and sometimes even webs of seaweed into their part of the harbour.

Early in the calm of the morning they made their way down the New Mole and the Naval
Yard, doing what little they could to make the ship more nearly presentable (though for all
their labour she still looked like a handsome woman who has been very severely beaten
and had her nose cut off short), and Jack having sent to ask after Jacob - "Tolerable for
the moment, but it is still too soon to speak, and Dr. Maturin begs to be excused from
breakfast' - sat down to his steak; and as he ate it so he made notes on the folded piece of
paper by his side. Then he ate all the toast in his own rack and trespassed on Stephen's,
drinking large quantities of coffee: more nearly human now, after a night almost as rough
as any he had known (though mercifully short) he passed the word for his clerk. 'Mr.
Adams,' he said, 'should you like a cup of coffee before we begin Lord Barmouth's letter
and the report?'

'Oh vyes, sir, if you please. The berth drinks tea, which is no sort of a compensation for
such a night.’



The letter was simplicity itself: Captain Aubrey presented his compliments and begged to
enclose his report of the previous night's events and the damages caused thereby; and it
ended with a request that Captain Aubrey might have the honour of waiting on his
Lordship as soon as might be convenient. 'And please have that taken up directly by our
most respectable-looking midshipman.'

Adams pondered, shook his head, and then observed, 'Well, | have heard Mr. Wells
described as a pretty boy.’

'Poor little chap. Well, when you have written the report fair, let Mr. Harding know, with my
compliments, that | should like Mr. Wells to be washed twice: he is to put on his number
one uniform, a round hat and dirk. And perhaps Mr. Harding would send . . . would send
some reliable man to see him there and back.' Bonden's name had been in his throat and
the checking of it caused an oddly searing pain: so many shipmates gone, but never a one
to touch him for true worth.

Harding's choice, a grave quartermaster, brought Mr. Wells back, and Mr. Wells brought
Captain Aubrey word that the Commander-in-Chief would receive him at half-past five
o'clock.

Jack was there with naval punctuality, and with naval punctuality Lord Barmouth turned
his secretary out of the room: yet no sooner had Jack walked in than one of the two doors
behind the Admiral's desk opened and his wife appeared. 'Why, Cousin Jack, my dear,'
she cried, 'how delightful to see you again so soon! Though | fear you had a very horrid
time of it, with that blackguardly great merchantman - Barmouth," she said in an aside,
laying her hand on her husband's arm, 'the Keiths will be charmed, and Queenie asks may
she bring Mr. Wright? Cousin Jack, you will come, will you not? | know how sailors detest
a late dinner, but | promise you shall be fed at a reasonably Christian hour. And you must
tell us every last detail - Queenie was terribly concerned to hear how poor Surprise had
suffered." Isobel Barmouth was and always had been a spirited creature, not to be put
down easily nor yet made to leave the room. But she was by no means a fool and it was
clear to her that obstinacy at this point might do Jack more harm than anything Barmouth
could inflict on her. The Admiral was a brave and capable sailor; he had had a remarkable
career; and as her guardians had pointed out he was an excellent match. But for all his
courage and his admitted virtues, she knew that he was capable of a shabby thing.

When the door had closed behind her, Barmouth sat down to Jack's report: he said, 'l
have given orders to all the few cruisers | have at sea to watch out very carefully for any
vessel remotely resembling the ship that crossed your bows: judging by the shocking
amount of damage you received' -tapping the long, detailed list in Jack's report - 'she
should be pretty recognizable. Even a liner must have suffered terribly from such an
impact, and from what | gather she was not much more than a fair-sized Baltic
merchantman. However, that is another matter: what | am really concerned about is the
present condition of Surprise: | wonder you can keep her afloat.'

'‘We are very fast to the mole, my Lord; and we keep the pumps going watch and watch.’
'Yes, yes: | dare say: but what worries me is this. Having fulfilled - and very handsomely
fulfilled - Lord Keith's orders, you now revert to your former status: a hydrogra-phical
vessel - | think a hired hydrographical vessel intended by the appropriate department for
the survey of Magellan's Strait and the southern coasts of Chile. You are completely
detached from my command in the Mediterranean; and although | should like to - what
shall | say? - to virtually rebuild your ship, if only in recognition of your most spirited



capture of that damned galley, | cannot wrong my men-of-war who are waiting for urgent
repairs, by giving a hydrogra-pher precedence. A man-of-war must come first.'

‘Very well, my Lord," said Jack. '‘But may | at least beg for a somewhat less exposed
berth?'

‘It may be possible,’ said the Admiral. 'l shall have a word with Hancock about it. But now,’
he went on, rising, 'l must say good-bye until dinner-time."

Jack arrived, neat and trim: in good time, of course, but time not quite so good as the
Keiths. He was very kindly greeted by Queenie and Isobel Barmouth, yet with the brutality
of childhood acquaintance he broke away from them and strode over to Lord Keith, whom
he thanked very heartily indeed for his intervention with the prize-court functionaries. 'Nay,
nay, never speak of it, my dear Aubrey: no, no - these gentlemen are very well known to
me - | am acquaint with their little ways - and they are aware that they must not practise
upon me or my friends. But Aubrey, | must beg your pardon for keeping Ringle away from
you: she would have been wonderfully useful in pursuing that vile great Hamburger or
whatever she was that so cruelly stove in your beak and bows. | was looking at Surprise
this morning, and | wondered that you ever managed to bring her in.'

'We were blessed with a following wind and sea, my Lord; and with a mere handkerchief
spread on the fore topsail yard we just had steerage-way: but it was nip and tuck.”

‘I am sure it was,' said Keith, shaking his head. 'l am sure it was." He considered for a
while, sipping his glass of Plymouth gin, and then said, 'But | must tell you what an
excellent young man you have in William Reade. He handled his schooner admirably, and
he did everything | asked. But | am afraid you must have missed him sadly when you had
to make the mole, and when you hoped to identify the villain.'

'‘We did, sir: but what really grieves me is that | find that as the commander of a privately-
owned tender, and being absent, he scarcely shares in the prize at all; and with the Navy
being laid up again now that Boney is taken, or put into ordinary or just left to rot, he is
very unlikely to get another ship in the near future, if indeed at all, and an ordinary
lieutenant's share would have been uncommon useful. Peace is no doubt a very good
thing, but. . .'

At this point Lady Barmouth greeted two late arrivals, Colonel and Mrs. Roche; and
introductions were barely over before she was told that dinner was served.

This was not a formal party, arranged some time earlier, and there were not enough
women to go round. Jack found himself sitting on Isobel's left, opposite Lord Keith, while
his other neighbour was Colonel Roche, obviously a newcomer. 'l believe, sir,’ said Jack
to him, after a few inconsequential exchanges, 'that you were at Waterloo?'

'I was indeed, sir,' replied the soldier, ‘and a very moving experience | found it.'

'Was you able to see much? In the few fleet actions | have known, apart from the Nile, |
could make out precious little, because of the smoke; and afterwards most people gave
quite different accounts.’

'I had the honour of being one of the Duke's aides-decamp, and he nearly always took up
a position from which he - and of course we underlings - could see a great stretch of
country. As you know, | am sure, the whole engagement took several days, which | think
is not usual with fights at sea, but the one | remember best was the eighteenth - the
eighteenth of June, the culmination.’

‘| should take it very kindly if you would give me a blow-by-blow account.’



Roche looked at him attentively, saw that he was in earnest, very much in earnest, and
went on, 'Well, during the night there had been very, very heavy rain - communications
had always been extremely difficult on both sides, with messengers being shot or
captured or merely losing their way - but we did know that the Prussians had been very
severely handled at Ligny, losing about twelve thousand men and most of their guns, that
Blucher himself had had his horse shot under him and had been ridden over in the
cavalry-charge. Many of us thought that the Prussians could not soon recover from such a
blow; and that even if they did, Gneisenau, who would replace the injured Blucher and
who was no friend of ours, could not be expected to bring them to battle. During the night
a message came saying that Blucher was coming with two or possibly four corps: it
pleased some people, but most of us did not believe it. | think the Duke did: anyhow, he
decided to accept battle, occupying Mont Saint-Jean, Hougoumont and La Haye Sainte
with about sixty-eight thousand men and a hundred and fifty-six guns as against
Napoleon's seventy-four thousand and two hundred and forty-six guns. The French
cavalry regiments were much hampered by the rain-soaked ground, the artillery even
more so, and it was not until after eleven in the morning that the enemy, drawn up in three
lines on the opposite slope, about three-quarters of a mile away, sent a division to attack
Hougoumont. They were beaten back: but now the real battle began, with eighty French
guns drawing up to batter La Haye Sainte, the centre, to weaken the forces stationed
there before the more serious attack, and ..."

'Should you like some more soup, sir?' asked the servant.

'Oh go away, Wallop,' cried Lord Barmouth: the whole table had in fact been listening
closely to Roche's account, by far the most informed and authoritative they had yet heard.
'Sir," went on Lord Barmouth, as Wallop vanished, 'may | beg you to place a bottle or two,
or some pieces of bread, in the vital places, so that we mere sailors can follow the
manoeuvres?'

'Of course,' said Roche, seizing a basket of rolls. 'This is just a rough approximation, but it
gives the general sense - Hougoumont, La Haye Sainte, the emperor's centre right over
on that side of the table, the Paris wood and some other woods beyond it at Lord
Barmouth's end. Now this piece of bread is Hougoumont, and upon the rise stood the
base of a ruined mill: 1 was on top of it, gazing at the general array, sweeping the
countryside with my glass, and | saw a curious movement at the edge of the woods by
Chapelle Saint-Lambert: a dark mass, a dark blueish mass - a Prussian blue. | counted
the formations as soberly as | could and then leapt down. | said, '‘By your leave, sir: at
least one Prussian corps is advancing from Saint-Lambert, some five miles away.' This
was at about half-past four. The Duke nodded, took my glass and directed it at the
emperor: within a few minutes French staff-officers were galloping in various directions.
Cavalry squadrons and some infantry left their positions, moving in the direction of the
Prussians; while within a very short time Marshal Ney attacked the Allied centre. But his
men failed to storm La Haye Sainte and two of Lord Uxbridge's cavalry brigades rode right
over them, capturing two eagles, but paying heavily when fresh enemy squadrons took
them in the flank.'

'Pray, sir," asked Mr. Wright, a scientific gentleman, 'what are eagles, in this sense?'

'Why, sir, they are much the same as colours with us - a disgrace to lose, a triumph to
win.'



‘Thank you, sir, thank you. | do hope | have not checked your flow - that would be a
catastrophe.’

Roche bowed, and went on, 'Then Ney was required to attack La Haye Sainte again: after
a most shocking cannonade the Allies withdrew for better cover. The French mistook this
for a genuine retreat and launched forty-three squadrons of cavalry. But on this uphill,
yielding ground the horses could do no more than trot, and their riders found the Allied
infantry formed in impenetrable squares: they were swept by gunfire and the Allied cavalry
drove them down the slope. But now the French cuirassiers and the Imperial Guard
cavalry were sent forward, their retreating friends falling in behind them - eighty squadrons
in all. Eighty squadrons, sir! It was the most furious attack imaginable: such fighting | have
never seen. But they could not break the Allied squares: and at last they too were driven
down the hill. And now Billow engaged the forces Napoleon had sent against him - this
was about a quarter to five - at first with some success, taking Placenoit: just by the
centrepiece, ma'am. However, reinforcements drove him out, and Napoleon ordered Ney
to take La Haye Sainte: this he accomplished, the troops holding it having used up all their
ammunition. But the Duke, undisturbed by the loss of his key-position, sent all he could to
strengthen the centre; and by this time two other Prussian corps had joined the battle. |
will not go into details - | have talked myself hoarse and you almost to death from
starvation - yet | will just say that with Zeiten's Prussian corps coming up, the Duke could
move two fresh cavalry brigades from his right wing to strengthen the centre: a point of the
very first importance. But now Napoleon attacked with his utmost strength all along the
line, sending in the Imperial Guard. They fought with very great courage, but they no
longer had enough men. As the Guard fell back, Zeiten's Prussians drove through part of
the French front, right through: and that was the end. Some battalions of the Guard held
firm, but then they too had to join the total rout. | do beg your pardon, ma‘am," he said to
Isobel Barmouth.

'‘Not at all, Colonel, not at all. | thought it perfectly fascinating, all the more so that | could
make out the various directions. Thank you very much indeed." She gave the attentive
Wallop a secret nod, and dinner resumed its stately pace.

When it was over and the men were sitting over their port, the two admirals and Mr. Wright
at the top of the table talking eagerly about the problems of scour as it related to the
problem of the new mole, Jack said to Roche, 'l have never had the honour of meeting the
Duke of Wellington: surely he must be a very great man?'

'Yes, he is: and he can say some very fine things, just straight off, like that - not studied.’
'‘Could you tell me one or two?"

‘Alas, | have a wretched memory, above all for quotations. In the middle of the night they
may come back to me, but not at command. Still, | do remember that as we rode about the
field afterwards, and when we had seen the wreck of the Inniskillings' square and its
shocking number of dead, he said to me, "Next to a battle lost, the greatest misery is a
battle gained". And then again, much later, when we were moving down into France, "It
has been a damned serious business - Bliicher and | have lost thirty thousand men. It has
been a damned nice thing - the nicest-run thing you ever saw in your life ... By God! | don't
think it would have done if | had not been there."

There was a longish pause, in which the sailors and the expert talked passionately about
the various currents between the European and the African shores and Jack and Roche
walked up and down the terrace outside, smoking cheroots. After half a dozen turns



Roche said, 'Once he also said that his men Were the scum of the earth, or perhaps Mere
scum of the earth. That was well before Waterloo: he said it quite often, | believe, and |
first had it at second hand. | rather resented the words, forming my judgement from the
men | had served with; but | do assure you they came back to my mind, carrying full
conviction, on the march back to Paris, escorting the sick and wounded there was no
room for in Brussels: the drunkenness, riot, insubordination, theft, looting and open rape -
and we in a nominally friendly country - were utterly sickening. The provost-marshal’'s men
were very active and they set up the triangles every morning - we use them for flogging,
you know - but it did no good, and | was heartily glad to have them all clapped up in the
Coligny barracks and to be rid of the whole shooting-match. In the end | came to the
conclusion that men subjected to very strong discipline may behave like devils the
moment they are released from it. Anyhow, that matches my experience.’

Jack nodded, saying, 'Yes, yes, | am sure.' But his tone implied that although the words
were quite true of the army, sailors were, upon the whole, of a different nature.

'‘Come in, dear Coz," called Isobel at the open door, 'or your coffee will be no more than
just tepid.'

On his way up from the dockyard to Lord Barmouth's house, Jack Aubrey had been aware
of a dark, sullen, dogged, ominous cloud at the back of his mind: but in spite of its almost
tangible presence he had enjoyed his evening. He was very fond of Queenie and (though
in another way) of Isobel. He had thoroughly relished Roche's account; and even his last
microscopic cause for discontent - the lukewarm coffee - had been dispelled by the
appearance of a fine strong pot, almost too hot to drink, and then some capital brandy.

But now that he was going down towards the outer batteries, the dockyard and of course
the town, the sullen cloud moved to the forefront of his mind, and his spirits sank with the
road. In places it had been blasted out of the rock to allow the passage of heavy guns,
and in these hollow stretches he was quite sheltered from the breeze and the diffused
murmur of the town, though not from its glow, reflected from the high, even cloud.

He had just settled on a boulder in one of these sheltered corners when he found that he
had given Roche the last of his cigars: it was a vexation, but only a moderate one, and it
turned his mind back to the soldier's remarks about men being released from strong
discipline and their subsequent excess. '‘No," he said. 'The sailor is a different animal.’ He
stood up, walked on, and turned out of the cutting on to the plain hill-side, and there the
breeze brought him the very powerful, perfectly familiar voice of Higgs. "There ain't no
martial law,' cried the sailor, apparently addressing a fair-sized group in the still unfinished
eastern end of the Alameda Gardens. 'There ain't no martial law. The war is over. In any
case, Surprise ain't a man-of-war no longer, but a surveying vessel. They can't do nothing
to us. We've got our money and we can do what we damned well please. There ain't no
martial law, and we are free.’'

'‘Wilkes and liberty,' cried someone, drunker than most.

"There are merchantmen crying out for hands, weeping for hands. Eight pound a month,
all found, free tobacco and prime victuals. | am going home." A good deal of hallooing
followed this, but Higgs' enormous voice drowned it with the cry 'There ain't no martial law.
We are not slaves.’

'We are not slaves,' cried the others, stamping the ground with a rhythmic stress.



This falling apart of the frigate's crew, this disintegration of a community, was of course
the darkness that he had kept back through the dinner and his happy evening with Isobel
and Queenie. It could not but have been there, Jack being of the sea briny, deeply aware
of its motions and of the motions of those who sailed upon it. He had been conscious of
the hands' discontent even before it was formulated: naturally, with the war over, they
wanted to go home and have a good time. But he was not going to lose his ship or his
voyage if he could help it.

They were a motley lot, the present Surprises: the Admiral had had to bring her up to war-
time strength when Jack was given his squadron, and no captain in his senses was going
to hand over his best men: some of the unhappy pressed objects that came across were
more fit for a charitable foundation than a man-of-war, but most were of the lower, more
stupid, least-skilled kind of seafaring man, good for hauling on a rope, but little else:
natural members of the afterguard. Now, however, full of life, full of gin and admiration for
Higgs, they were forming up behind him, and within moments they were marching into the
town, all bawling 'There ain't no martial law.’

'‘Can it be true, Captain Aubrey?' asked a voice just behind him. ‘Can it be true that there
ain't no martial law?"

‘Mr. Wright? How very pleasant to see you. As for the state of the law, in this case as in
almost all others, | am profoundly ignorant: but if | were at home, as a magistrate | should
feel inclined to read the Riot Act.’

They walked along behind the seamen: and when the cry about slavery was suddenly cut
short by the sight of an immense fire at the crossroads - two whole carts and countless
empty barrels - with people dancing round it anticlockwise - Jack said, 'l know that Maturin
would be very sorry not to see you. | cannot invite you to the ship, she having been sadly
damaged in a collision. But he and | are to sup together at the Crown, and we should be
delighted if you were to join us.'

"The Crown? Very happy indeed. As it happens | am staying at the George, and | shall
have to call in there first . . . and if you will forgive me, sir, this lane takes me to the side
courtyard, avoiding the crowded square.’

'So it does,’ said Jack. 'So it does: then shall we say about ten o'clock? Maturin and | will
come and fetch you, the streets being so full of people.'

Jack Aubrey, a tall, solid and even massive figure in his post-captain's uniform - gold
epaulettes broaden a man wonderfully, particularly by firelight - made his way easily
enough through the revolving throng and pushed on towards the Surveyor's office, where,
if he did not find any of the senior officials present, he meant to leave a note: but at the
turning into Irish Town his way was blocked by so compact a mass of people and by such
an enormous discordant volume of sound that even his sixteen stone could not advance:
and very soon he was blocked from behind as well. In the middle there was a furious
battle going on, between Cano-puses and Maltas as far as he could make out, while on
the right hand a determined body of seamen were breaking into a large wine-shop
defended by an equally determined body of well-armed guards; while over on the far side
it was clear that a brothel - quite a well-known brothel - had been taken by storm, and its
naked inhabitants were trying to escape over the roof, pursued by yet more determined
sailors.

Standing there, wedged, unable to advance or retreat, coughing with the smoke of various
fires, he reflected on his hitherto conviction that soldiers and sailors were, upon the whole,



quite different creatures. 'And perhaps they are, too: yet perhaps drink, in very large
guantities, may make the difference less evident.'

At this moment a heart-stirring blast of trumpets away on the right cut through the animal
bawling and shrieking in the middle and within minutes a large, perfectly disciplined and
resolute body of troops with fixed bayonets emerged at the double from three streets,
clearing the place with wonderful speed and efficiency: they were followed by mere
constables and the like, who seized obvious malefactors and dragged them, bound, to a
mule-cart used for night-soil.

Jack walked across the silent square, saluted now and then by soldiers: blessed
ordinariness seemed to have descended upon Gibraltar (though there were still distant
fires and what was probably far thunder rather than a raging mob) and it became almost
perfect when the few porters and junior clerks in the Surveyor's office declared that none
of the higher officials had been in the building for the last three hours. A fine ordinariness
in the hospital, too, where Jack sat on a bench outside, drinking an iced mixture of wine,
orange and lemon juice through a straw and watching Arcturus growing clearer every
minute.

'Oh Jack, how | hope you have not been waiting long. The infernal whores never told me
you were there, and | have been exchanging the smallest of small talk this age and more.
Brother, you are low in your spirits.'

'Yes, | am. | had a delightful dinner - dear old Mr. Wright was there: we are to fetch him at
the George this evening to sup with us - and a Colonel Roche, one of Wellington's ADCs,
gave me such an account of the battle - how | wish you had heard him. But as | walked
back | came close to a bunch of Surprises: and | tell you what it is, Stephen - the
Surprises as a ship's company no longer exist: | fear the new drafts and above all this ill-
timed and excessive prize-money have destroyed it. How | wish our Marines had not been
taken from us.' He fell silent. Then after a while he said, 'l had thought of speaking to the
officers and asking each how many in his division he could count on. | had thought of
mustering the people and telling those who wished to carry on with me to move over to the
starboard rail, the others to larboard. | thought of many things: but the position in naval
and civil law as far as Surprise is concerned, and my powers aboard her, is deeply
obscure and | shall do nothing before | have spoken to Lord Keith tomorrow morning.'

'I am sure that is wise,' said Stephen, seeing that Jack did not intend to go on. 'The law is
a terrible thing to be entangled with. | shall rejoice in Mr. Wright's company, however. We
fetch him at the George, | believe you said?'

'Yes: and | shall take Killick and Grimble to protect him from the press.'

But at the George the people of the house stood aghast. 'You are a doctor, sir, | believe?’
asked Mrs. Webber. Stephen agreed. 'Then please would you step up and see him? The
poor old gentleman was knocked down and robbed by three drunken sailors at our very
door. Webber took a horse-pistol to one, but it would not fire. Still, our men did bring him in
and carry him up. This way, sir, if you would be so kind.'

When Stephen came down again he said, in answer to Jack's enquiring look, 'A few
bruises and a grazed elbow, but nothing broken, | am happy to say. But for a very aged
man, the emotional, the spiritual disturbance is almost the equivalent of a broken limb for



a lively youth. Yes: he is certainly over eighty - he was elected to the Royal before either
of us was breeched - and the ancient, when they are not wholly self-absorbed . . '

Killick stood swaying in the doorway, but seeing that the Doctor was not likely to stop for
some time, he burst in with 'Which Mrs. Webber says would the old gentleman like a little
thin gruel? A caudle?' His voice was heavy and slurred, but a sense of what was proper in
a post-captain's steward kept him more or less upright, and when he had received and
understood Stephen's reply, he said, 'Then | shall tell Grimble to cut along to the Crown
and call for your supper to be set on table in half an hour: which | must go and fetch your
clean nightshirts.’'

The Surprises, their ship being barely habitable, were scattered about the town, most of
the officers at the Crown, the master's mates and the superior warrant-officers at the Blue
Boar, while the greater part of the ship's company were lodged in a disused set of
barracks, food and beer being supplied by the dockyard in exchange for stores removed
from the frigate - 'Nothing for nothing, and precious little for fourpence' being the invariable
doctrine of the Victualling Office - barracks that were guarded with a certain amount of
pomp in front, but whose laundry and sculleries opened on to a squalid lane.

The Crown, however, being a civilized place where Jack had often stayed when he was in
funds - a place that provided him and Stephen with a handsome parlour and with a
bedroom apiece - was not at all unlike a ship, so that it came quite naturally to Captain
Aubrey to invite two of his officers to breakfast with him, Harding, the first lieutenant, and
Whewell, the third. From about two in the morning the town had been, and still was,
almost preternaturally silent: all hands had slept well after an extremely trying day, and
now all hands were laying into their breakfast with a splendid zeal.

'‘May | trouble you again for the sausages, Mr. Whewell?' asked Jack; and, taking the dish,
'‘Good morning, Mr. Somers. Will you join us?'

'‘Good morning, sir,' said the distressed young man. 'l am very sorry to trouble you - very
sorry to bring such wretched news - but | am afraid most of the hands have deserted.' He
had seen all the men except those granted shore-leave into their hammocks at lights out:
he had spoken to the responsible bosun's mates and quartermasters, and he had left
proper orders with the sergeant commanding the soldiers at the outer gate. There were
still a couple of score old Surprises in the barracks: they complained bitterly of the
dockyard food, but they knew nothing about their shipmates' disappearance: nothing
whatsoever.

‘They have probably gone over the Lines into Spain,” said Jack. ‘Many of them would
venture upon it for a passage home. Sit down, Mr. Somers, and take at least a cup of
coffee and a piece of toast. | shall send to the Convent -their people are almost certain to
have news of the deserters. And Mr. Harding, please arrange for a muster aboard at noon.
Now, if you will forgive me, | must go and pay an early morning call on the Admiral.'

The Admiral in question was not Barmouth, who, though civil, was neither very well
inclined nor, in matters of this sort, with their odd, ambiguous responsibilities, a fount of
wisdom: not Barmouth, but Lord Keith, Jack's friend from very early days and a man of
immense naval and administrative experience.

It was at Keith's door that he knocked, therefore, and the anxious, downcast servant (an
old acquaintance) showed him into the breakfast-room, where Queenie was sitting,
mechanically dipping into a bowl of porridge. 'Oh Jack,' she cried, 'such wretched news
from Tullyallan . . .’



Tullyallan was a very considerable estate in Scotland belonging to the Admiral - an estate
he prized extremely -and it appeared that the factor who looked after it, a man with very
wide powers and responsibilities, had made the most of them, absconding with a very
large sum of money and leaving Tullyallan in debt and heavily encumbered. 'l have never
seen Keith so affected,’ said Queenie. 'lt is as though he had been struck by a disease ...
he sits there writing letters as fast as his pen can fly, and then tearing them up. But | shall
tell him you called, dear Jack.'

Returning, hot and tired from his bitterly disappointing walk under a sun blazing from very
near the zenith - a broadcloth uniform coat a prison rather than a protection -returning as
ignorant of his exact legal status and powers as when he set out - Captain Aubrey found
Stephen and Dr. Jacob sitting on the Crown's veranda, smoking a hubble-bubble. Both
Stephen and Jack were used to Jacob's sudden appearances and disappearances: Jack
put it down to his being a naturalist as well as a medical man - he had once found Jacob
gazing with affection at a remarkably fine plant of henbane, whose qualities he explained
with much the same vigour and with an approval almost amounting to enthusiasm as
Stephen might have used - a naturalist who could come and go as he pleased.

'How happy | am to see you, Dr. Jacob; | trust you are tolerably recovered?"

'Perfectly recovered, | thank you: a mere blood-letting, sir.'

‘I am heartily glad of it," he said, sitting wearily down on the step. 'l dare say Maturin has
told you of our misfortune?'

'Yes, sir: and | told him where they had gone.'

'‘Over the Lines, | suppose?"

'‘No, sir: they traversed the entire Rock and dropped down to Catalan Bay, where the
fishermen packed them all into three boats and took them across to the Spanish shore
under San Roque and there landed them. It cost two and a half ounces of silver each."”
'Pray, how did you find out?"

'Why, | asked a fisherman, sir.’

'Sir,’ said Harding, 'forgive me for interrupting, but the muster you called for will take place
at noon, if that is convenient.’

'Perfectly convenient. Make it so, Mr. Harding: and if you pass by the bar, please ask them
to bring a jug of very cold sangria, with at least four glasses.

The muster was not a very cheerful occasion, to be sure - the inevitable first name to be
called was answered by a heavy, embarrassed silence, and a capital R was placed by
Anderson's name, R for run, one of the very few deserters Jack had known as a
commanding officer - but he had not asked for numbers, and judging by his officers' tone
he had expected things to be much worse. Most of the old and valuable Surprises were
there: he greeted each by name -'Well, Joe, and how are you coming along?' 'Davies, |
am happy to see you; but you must take that head of yours to the Doctor' - and they
answered with such evident and personal good will that it cancelled the absence of many
a good seaman, to say nothing of waisters and members of the afterguard.

This oddly heartening muster took place aboard a docked ship, her bows in an impossible
position to allow carpenters - hypothetical carpenters - to deal with some of the sprung
butts; and it ended with Harding's most agreeable words, 'Sir, Mr. Daniel tells me that
Ringle has just made her number.’



‘I am very glad to hear it,’ said Jack. 'Mr. Reade will no doubt have a message for Lord
Keith: please leave word that when he has delivered it, | should be happy if he would dine
with me. In the meantime, let us look at the wreck of the bows with Chips.'

There they stood, or rather crouched, right forward and what ordinarily would have been
far below: by now their eyes were used to the darkness, and by what light the lanterns
could be induced to shed they gazed at the breast-hooks - at the horrible gashes round
the breast-hooks - and sighed. 'Listen, Chips,' said Jack to the carpenter, 'l think you know
perfectly well that the yard is going to do nothing to all this for a long, long time. Have any
of your fellow-carpenters on the commercial side both the timber and the skill to allow us
to put to sea and creep to Funchal, to da Souza's place?'

‘Well, sir,’ said the carpenter, 'l do know a little firm of private shipwrights just below Rosia
Bay - | sailed as mate with the top man once, and the other day he showed me some
lovely wood in his yard. But they are what you might call carriage-trade, and very
expensive. And to do anything here, in the royal yard, they would have to come
surreptitious, and sweeten many a palm.'

‘Can you give me any sort of a figure?"

‘It would not be less than ten guineas a day, | am afraid; and the wood on top.'

'‘Well, Chips, pray lay it on," said Jack. 'And pray tell your friends that they shall have a
handsome present if upon their conscience we can swim before the new moon.’

He and Stephen left the ship and walked along the mole, gazing eastward at the white
spread of Ringle's sails as she beat against the wind, making good progress; and in this
total privacy Jack said, 'l think I have made up my mind. It is very probable that Chips's
friends will patch her up well enough for us to hope to reach Madeira and a pretty good
yard, which should see us home.’

'Home, brother?'

'Why, yes: to Seppings' yard in the first place, the best yard in the kingdom, that practically
rebuilt her. And in the second place, to gather an adequate crew, a crew of real seamen.
Our South American caper absolutely calls for a strong crew, even without paying any
attention to our engagements with the Chileans. Surveying, really surveying these coasts -
but then you know about the weather and the tides of the Horn - requires truly able
seamen aboard the surveyor's ship.'

‘It was the world's pity that those wretched fellows ran off.'

'Yes, it was: by the time we had rounded the Horn, the bosun and his mates, to say
nothing of the officers’ efforts and my own, might have turned the rag-tag and bob-tail half
into something like real seamen. | do not really blame them, however. We had nothing
much to offer them except for hard work, short commons and hard lying - no possibility of
prizes and no home leave. It is true that once even indifferent seafarers are no longer in
demand - which will be in a month or two - and once their money is spent, which is likely
to be sooner by far, a berth in Surprise might be something to be envied. But as far as we
are concerned, | am pretty sure of being able to pick up enough truly able-bodied seamen
paid off from King's ships with the corning of peace to form a strong crew, capable of
fighting the ship. At present we can handle her with those good souls who have stayed,
but we could not fight her. You do not seem quite happy, brother?'

‘It is the Chileans who worry me. All this - the present repair, the dillying in Madeira - all
this will take a whole almanac of time: and the Chileans are in a high revolutionary fervour,
eager for immediate or almost immediate results. Will they wait?"



"They have no choice. It is not every day that Government fits out a man-of-war to chart
their waters, and do little acts of kindness on the way.'

'‘Well, I hope you are right, my dear. But do not forget that they are foreigners.’

"To be sure, that is very much against them, poor souls. Yet from what you have told me,
they have been very steadily set upon independence for many years now. Nothing very
flighty or enthusiastic in that, | believe? When we are in London, or elsewhere for that
matter, should you like me to speak to the heads of the mission and put the case to them
in plain seamanlike terms? They could not fail to be convinced.'

Chapter Two

To a casual observer it would have seemed difficult if not impossible to carry on an affair
in so small and tight-knit a community as Gibraltar; yet it was done or attempted to be
done by those who did not mind mixing levity and love, done on a quite surprising scale;
and when Lord Barmouth's current mistress, an exceptionally vicious woman who hated
Isobel, told him that she and Jack Aubrey met daily in a hayloft or at the house of a
complaisant friend, it did not surprise him very much. He by no means wholly believed it:
an affectionate, easy familiarity was not at all surprising in those who had been children
together. Yet he did not like having it said - where horns were concerned he far preferred
giving to receiving or even appearing to receive - and although no one had ever
questioned his courage in battle, domestic war was another matter entirely. Not only was
his own conduct exceptionable to a very high degree, but Isobel, if angered, had a flow of
language that he quite dreaded: she was an exceptionally courageous woman, and once
her temper had risen beyond a certain degree she was as wholly determined and
unshakeable as one of those terriers that will let itself be killed before losing hold. He was
also, in his way, deeply attached to her, and very willing that she should be in a good
humour with him.

He reflected, therefore: and among other things that occurred to him was the fact that
Aubrey was one of Keith's rare proteges. Keith, though resting from his labours at the
moment, had very great influence and might easily return to high office. Presently, having
walked up and down, Barmouth sent two discreet men to the yard. They confirmed his
impression that almost all the remaining Surprises were actively engaged with caulking,
painting, and rerigging her boats; and that the frigate herself was still in that improbable
position, given over to her captain, carpenter, his mates and auxiliaries.

He threw a shabby old cloak over his uniform, and making his way down to the yard,
threaded through those vessels last on the list for repairs until he dropped from the mole
on the Surprise's deck. A few people stared at him open-mouthed but he moved rapidly
forward and below until he reached the dim, crowded forepeak. Above the sound of
mallets he called, 'Captain Aubrey, there." And in the appalled dead silence, 'How are you
coming along?'

'‘Admirably well, sir, | thank you. Some of my carpenter's old shipmates and friends are
bearing a hand. And if I may hold this lantern, my Lord, and beg you to look at the lower
breast-hooks I think you will agree that they are making a very pretty job of it indeed.’



‘Uncommon pretty," said Barmouth, gazing with narrowed, knowing eyes. 'Uncommon
pretty. Let them carry on, while we take a turn upon the mole.'

Upon the mole, the deserted mole, he spoke quite easily: 'l am glad to see you so forward
with your repairs, Cousin Jack; for there is a certain amount of uneasiness in Whitehall
about your ultimate destination, and | think | must relax the rigour of my order on
precedence and get Surprise to sea a good deal earlier than | had thought. The moment
you think it safe to take her off the slips we will step your foremast anew, rattle down the
shrouds and send you on your way with adequate stores, to say nothing of munitions.
Powder and shot is by no means in short supply.’

'You are very good, my Lord," said Jack with lowered eyes, keeping the suspicion out of
his tone and expression with tolerable success. 'l shall look forward to it exceedingly.'

* * *

'| shall look forward to it exceedingly, | said to him, Stephen: but | do assure you, | found it
quite hard to utter the words, being close on dumbfounded, reduced to silence, | was so
amazed by this strange sudden turn. Yet in a flash, it occurred to me that this might be
your doing, with - what shall | say? - your connexions.'

'‘Never in life, my dear,’ said Stephen, gazing upon him with real affection - and silently,
within his own bosom, 'Did it never come into your mind that the freedoms you have taken
with the gentleman's wife - these twilight rambles, this sea-bathing under the moon -
however innocent, could scarcely pass unnoticed in this idle peacetime population of
lechers, and that the glad news would have been conveyed to the ear most intimately
concerned?' Aloud he went on, 'Though | must confess that now the peregrines have
hatched, | too should be more than happy to be on the wing. Shall we steer directly for
Sierra Leone?'

'Oh dear me, no, Stephen. This is no more than a patching to allow us to reach a yard in
Madeira, a professional yard that will give its full attention and allow the barky to face the
high southern latitudes and their ice - you know all about that, dear Lord alive - how nearly
we were crushed south of the Horn and on the Horn itself, quite apart from the wicked
American. Madeira for a thorough repair and a full crew. At present we can just about
handle the ship: but to fight her, to fight her both sides, and to sail her in the worst parts of
the far South Atlantic, we need another forty really able seamen. Ordinarily we should be
able to find them without much difficulty in Funchal.’

'Oh,' said Stephen.

'| fear | have disappointed you?'

"To tell the truth, | had hoped that we should slope away for the Guinea Coast, for Sierra
Leone, as soon as these admittedly dreadful leaks were staunched and the foremast
replaced: that we should slope away directly.'

'‘Dear Stephen, | did tell you about this necessary pause in Madeira before; and many and
many a time have | warned you that in the service nothing, nothing whatsoever, takes
place directly." A pause. 'Pray tell me: where did you learn that term slope awayt'

'Is it not a nautical expression?’

‘I am sure it is; but I do not remember to have heard it.’



'| take the words to refer to that slanting progress, with the breeze not from behind, nor
even sideways, but from ahead or partially ahead, so that the vessel slopes towards its
goal. Yet no doubt | mistake: and no doubt | have used the wrong term.’

'‘No, no: | follow you exactly - a very good expression. Pray do not be so discouraged,
Stephen.’

‘Never in life, my dear.' But going to his room and his unfinished letter he wrote, 'This is
the third time | have added to these many sheets since my earlier letters in which |
acknowledged your extreme kindness in sending the dear potto's bones - so beautifully
prepared - to me at the Royal Society, and the others in which | applauded your resolution
of staying in Sierra Leone until you had come a little nearer to completing your account of
the avifauna of Benin or at least that part of it studied by our great predecessor. How |
pray that they reach you safely, in the care of the present Governor. But to come at last to
this often-delayed message | am most unwillingly obliged to confess that it amounts to but
another dismal postponement. Perhaps | had not attended with sufficient care or
understanding to Captain Aubrey's remarks - often when he speaks of sea-going matters
in the sailor's jargon my mind tends to wander, to miss some vital point - but whereas |
had been convinced (or had convinced myself) that on leaving this port we should steer
for Freetown, and that presently | should have the happiness of seeing you, of hearing
your account of the new-hatched chanting-goshawks, | now find that | was mistaken - it is
no such thing. All this more or less covert hammering, disorder, even devastation is a
mere preliminary to far worse in Funchal, where Captain Aubrey declares we must
certainly go, to be put into truly naval order for the southern hydrographical voyage, and to
pick up some score or so of mariners to make the ship more amenable in the austral
tempest.

And so, my dear Madam, | cut this thoroughly unsatisfactory message short, in the hope
of renewing it with more definite tidings in a week or so: in the mean time | take the liberty
of sending you this hermaphroditic crab, whose singularity | am sure your keen eye will
appreciate, while in closing | beg you will accept the most respectful greeting of your
humble, obedient servant S. Maturin.’

Yet although S. Maturin had a perfectly good sailcloth wrapper at hand (sea-going letters
could not be trusted to paper, least of all in the Bight of Benin) he did not fold the many
pages directly but read carefully through the whole to check for any expressions of undue
familiarity, in spite of the fact that the earlier sheets were second or even third draughts,
recopied from corrected pages.

'‘Come on, sir," cried Killick. 'Ain't you finished yet? Tom Wilden says the Guineaman is
fiddling about with the hoist of a Blue Peter. She will sail within the hour, and you won't get
another this month or six weeks."

'Oh dear, oh dear," said Stephen in an undertone, and he read faster and faster. The
dread of an impropriety, of an unwarranted evidence of affection - indelicate in the last
degree on the part of a man in his condition, fairly haunted him. But rather than lose the
letters' carriage he thrust the whole, far too hastily and imperfectly re-read, into the
wrapping, sealed and corded it.

Dissimulation was nothing remotely new to Maturin: to it he owed his continuing existence.
Yet this particular sup-pressio veri was by no means his province. Christine Wood had in
fact dwelt in his memory, his mind, his recollection since their first meeting in Sierra
Leone: not so much her striking good looks - slim, long-legged, almost androgynous



- as her modesty, clarity of mind, and quite exceptional breadth of knowledge, covering
most of the areas in which he took most delight.

Stephen was of course discreet: but in spite of a discretion carried to something not far
from an apparent frigidity, he had strong, even very strong male impulses and a
recollection of Christine swimming in stark innocent nakedness across a clear African
stream to bring back a wounded ibis - swimming under the eyes of a perfectly indifferent
and almost equally naked black servant-girl - had very often inhabited and indeed
tormented his mind, preventing incipient sleep. But more than her Greek or African
nakedness -bare flesh, after all, being less to an anatomist than to most - was the slight
but clearly perceptible pressure of her hand when they last parted years ago that dwelt
with him now, abed in the Crown, when he was not rehearsing passages of that
interminable letter in which he may have blundered. Just before he went to sleep much
the same part of consciousness that presented careful paragraph after careful paragraph
called upon him to 'State a quality common to all those women for whom, as an adult, you
have felt a strong tenderness'.

‘A strong amorous tenderness?’

'Of course, you lemon.’

He reflected, and said: 'In all cases they have held themselves well: they have, all, without
the least consciousness or affectation, taken quite long strides for a woman, placing each
foot directly in the line of its fellow - a wholly natural grace.’

All this had been a weary, anxious task, and the contemplation of his hastily, partially re-
read, almost certainly over-voluble and ill-considered series of letters bounding over the
ocean wave (for the breeze was favourable) so wrung his weary spirit that for the first time
in a great while he turned to his old friend and enemy laudanum, the alcoholic tincture of
opium, and plunged into a sleep, guilty for the first few fathoms and then pure balm.

'‘Oh come on, sir," called little Wells, his adolescent voice soaring with indignation. "You'll
miss it all, snorting there. . .'

Stephen gazed blinking at the brilliant sun, and the boy urged him to his feet, to the
window, the extreme left-hand .side of the window which commanded part of the yard.
"There, sir: do you see?'

Yes, indeed he saw: Surprise still rocking from her violent run astern, but upright, trimmer
every moment, but for the ill-looking gap where the sheers had plucked out her foremast.
Volubly, with a wealth of detail, Wells recounted the whole event. '. . . and if you lean a
little this way, sir, you can just make out the sheer-hulk going crabwise towards her . . .
she makes fast . . . hush.'

And from over the still water far below came Harding's powerful voice: 'Silence, there.
Silence fore and aft' - an urgent, imperative cry that from long habitude imposed an
instant, remarkable calm, through which Jack’s hurried step could be heard. 'Just in time,’
he exclaimed. 'There, Stephen, do you see? The sheers raise the mast clear - they swing
it over - they clap on - they lower away - handsomely, handsomely now - Harding gives
the word - she is home!" All the other operations followed their natural course -shrouds,
stays, top; and then the topmast itself swayed up.

There,' said Jack. 'As pretty as could be wished. You would not have liked to miss a
moment of that, | am sure.’

'No, indeed," said Stephen.

'‘And | am sure Mr. Wells explained what little you had not seen before?'



'With the utmost clarity: | was extremely gratified.’'

‘Very good, very good. Well, cut along, Mr. Wells, and tell Mr. Harding that the Doctor saw
it all, and was extremely gratified. | tell you what it is, Stephen,’ he went on as the boy
could be heard going down the stairs like a hundred of bricks, 'the Admiral has altered
course most surprisingly: 180°, no less, and now he is bundling us off as though we were
carrying the plague. They are busy at the ordnance wharf this very minute, and | make no
doubt that as soon as the galley fires are dowsed and cold, the powder-hoy will be
alongside. He spoke of some uneasiness at home about our delay in reaching Chile.'

'l trust there was no hint of reprobation? After all, it cannot be said that we trifled away our
time in thoughtless or even wanton play.'

'‘No. | think it was just ordinary official impatience. His Majesty's ships are often expected
to be in two places at once, whatever the difference of longitude - see, a lighter is putting
off with round shot. What joy!'

For much of the rest of the day stores and munitions came aboard, wearing the meagre
crew if not to a shadow then at least to total rock-salt soberness; and the existing
midshipmen's berth was strengthened by three young gentlemen, Glover, Shepherd and
Store, two of them sons of Jack's former shipmates, the third imposed by Lord Barmouth.
In spite of their fine new clothes they were instantly required to '‘Bear a hand, there, bear a
hand: and roundly, do you hear me, now?' by Mr. Harding.

A few minutes later, with the sun almost touching Africa, Jack's barge was lowered down
(with a new coxswain, Latham: a capital seaman, but one who could never fill Bon-den's
place in his own, his captain's or his fellows' affection). 'Although it is untimely, | must pay
my respects to Lord Keith,' said Jack in an undertone.

'If | may come with you, | too have a message to leave in the town," murmured Stephen.
The message was a deeply cryptic note for Dr. Jacob, begging him to send any word he
had gathered on the presence or absence of Chileans: and if either was of any
consequence, to come to Funchal himself.

He left this in the discreet, capacious bosom of the woman of the house, and he was
walking back to the waterside when he heard a voice cry 'Dr. Maturin!" and turning he saw
Lady Barmouth, accompanied by Mr. Wright and followed by a maid.

After greeting made, Mr. Wright said, This falls very well. By your leave, Lady Barmouth, |
shall resign you to Dr. Maturin and hurry off to the Surveyor." With this he did indeed
literally hurry away, his handkerchief falling from his pocket.

'‘Dear me, what an old savage,' said Isobel mildly. 'Pepita!" she cried in Spanish, 'the
gentleman has lost his handkerchief- pick it up and catch him, for the love of God. Dear
Dr. Maturin, | am so happy to see you: and please may | get you to give me a sorbet at
Bomba's just over there? | die of thirst.'

'‘And | am happy to see you, Lady Barmouth,' said Stephen as he offered his arm, 'yours
indeed was the name | was revolving in my mind.'

'How pleasant. In what connection, pray?' 'l was wondering whether the shortness of our
acquaintance would bar my calling to take leave: sure, it might be thought presumptuous.’

‘It would certainly never be thought presumptuous, my dear Doctor: but why in Heaven's
name should you think of taking leave? | had thought we were sure of you for a great
while yet.’



'‘Alas, | understand that we are to sail rather late this evening, if the breeze lies as Captain
Aubrey could wish. He is making his farewells to the Keiths at present, and | am sure he
will have done all that is proper at headquarters.'

'When | was not at home.' She reflected and said, 'l should be sorry not to say good-bye:
Jack Aubrey and | are very old friends. Perhaps | shall meet him as he comes down.
Come, Pepita. Dear Dr. Maturin, thank you very much for my delicious sorbet: do not
move, | beg.’

He did move, but only to stand as she walked off, followed by her maid - walked off with
just that lithe pace he had had in mind.

It was the same, the very same step he recognized that night, when at last the breeze
came true and Surprise, filling her fore and main topsails, glided along the outside of the
mole, her lanterns faintly lighting the veiled figures upon it, one of them discreetly waving -
a sight so usual on the quay of partings as to excite no attention among the odd,
scattered, immobile fishermen.

For the next few days they had some very sweet sailing on a warm, moderate breeze
whose only fault was that it varied from west-north-west to north-north-west, so that at
times they were close-hauled and at times they were fetching, but always with a fine array
of headsails: very sweet sailing had they not been in a hurry. But the more or less
clandestine work on the frigate's bows had not fully restored her windward qualities - quite
outstanding until that vile collision - and again and again Ringle, who in any case was
schooner-rigged, had to ease her sheets or even take in sail not to shoot ahead - discreet
manoeuvres, but never unnoticed, never unresented by the Surprises. Yet in spite of
these drawbacks and the comparative slowness, upon the whole this was a happy time, a
kind of homecoming and the restoration of what even to Maturin seemed the good and
natural life, with its immutable regularity (whatever the weather might say), its steady
though not very appetizing nourishment, the association with men who, if not brilliant
company, were almost all sound, solid, professional seamen and far more agreeable than
any mere chance gathering of the same size.

With all its disadvantages of close quarters, lack of privacy, and desperate shortage of
post, to say nothing of books, newspapers, magazines, it was indeed a return to order, to
that unquestioned order so absent in life, above all urban life ashore. In a very little while
they might have been back in a sea-going monastic order - monastic, but for the shocking
prevalence of pox in its dismal varieties that kept Stephen, and at a certain remove his
loblolly girl, so busy.

How quickly the old train of life, ruled by bells and pipes, the swabbing of decks, by
quarters, lights out, the cry of sentinels and all the rest came back - all the rest including
an excellent appetite, particularly among the young, who, when invited to the captain's
breakfast-table (which often happened if they had had the morning watch) would eat four
eggs without a blush and then finish whatever happened to be in the bacon-dish. Good
appetites, together with a longing for a change of diet and, among the older seamen, a
dread of running out of stores, so that now, when they had scarcely sunk the high land
behind Rabat, they cheered the foretopmast look-out when he hailed the quarterdeck with
the news of a body of tunny-fishers standing along the Moroccan coast; and when the



Captain altered course to meet the boats even the grizzled old fo'c'sle hands capered like
lambs on a summer's green.

Here the Surprise bought a fine great fish, still quivering, hoisted him aboard, cut him up
on the fo'c'sle, carried the massive pieces to the galley in tubs, washed the red blood off
the deck, swabbed and flogged it dry, and ate an improbable amount for dinner. A very
great deal: yet even so, the wind veering northerly, they were still eating him for supper
the next day, officers, men, boys, and the few women they were allowed, such as Poll
Skeeping and Maggie Tyler the bosun's wife's sister, eating him steadily with active
pleasure and what little Gibraltar beer they still had aboard, when the cry came down from
the starving masthead: 'On deck, there, on deck. Land very fine on the starboard bow.
Sort of reddish, like," he added in an undertone.

'| believe that must be our landfall almost to the minute," said Jack, looking at his watch
with great satisfaction. A brief-lived satisfaction, however, for when they cut their meal
short, carrying coffee up on to the quarterdeck, they found the whole gunroom and most of
the midshipmen's berth already there. On seeing their Captain, the officers cast a guilty
look aft and sidled forward along the starboard gangway. Only Harding, as in duty bound,
remained. ‘It may not be as bad as it looks, sir,' he said.

It did indeed look bad: very bad. The 'sort of reddish' was now a great crimson blaze all
along that part of the town where ships were built, including Coelho's famous yard: a great
blaze with huge flames soaring and even cracking off to soar alone.

The ebbing tide and falling wind kept the frigate well off shore until first light, when it was
already apparent that the fire was growing sullen. At slack water the breeze revived a little
and they stood on, pumps and fire-hoses ready. But it was clear that the townsmen had
the upper hand, and there was nothing that strangers could do but keep out of the way
until ordinary life resumed; if, indeed, it ever did. There was scarcely a man aboard
Surprise who had not seen a dockyard, a ship-building yard, ablaze, together with all its
stores of timber, its rigging-lofts and all the vessels on the stocks: but this outdid anything
the Adriatic or the Aegean had had to offer on their last campaign.

After a silent breakfast, with all hands gazing at the blackened ruins and the vessels burnt
to the water-line, with smoke still rising over all, they approached the good holding-ground
where they usually checked their way with a kedge in order to salute the castle
handsomely, broadside on.

The castle already had its colours flying, still, as Jack noticed with the British next to the
Portuguese; but the gunners within, presumably exhausted from their night's labours,
could not gather their wits to return the civility for close on five minutes; and during this
time a small, dirty, unofficial boat put off and pulled for the frigate. A very thin young man,
in what could still just be described as naval uniform, came up the side, and taking off his
hat to Captain Aubrey, said in a fluting, intensely nervous voice, 'Wantage, sir: come
aboard, if you please.’

‘Mr. Wantage,' said Jack, looking attentively into his face, in part familiar, yet strangely
altered. 'There is an R against your name.' The young man, a master's mate, had not
responded to the ship's repeated signals, and she had left Funchal without him. It was
known among his shipmates that he was much attached to a shepherdess in the hills, and
his absence was attributed to this liaison.



'Yes, sir. But it was not my fault. A gang of men took me far into the mountains and kept
me shut up. They beat me every Sunday, taking turns, until a monk said it was hardly
right. And they were very cruel to me, sir: they cut me.’

Certainly he was very much reduced: and very deeply embarrassed. Most of those aboard
had some knowledge of the countryside, some acquaintance with the practices of
shepherds; and they were aware of his present condition.

'Pass the word for Mr. Daniel," said Jack: and two moments later, 'Mr. Daniel, here is a
colleague for you, Algernon Wantage, master's mate, who was detained in the mountains
when the ship was called to Gibraltar, but who has now rejoined. Take him below, show
him the new members of the berth, remind them of his seniority, and make him as
comfortable as our limited space allows.’

'Yes, sir,' said the one, and 'Thank you, sir," said the other.

'‘And now | come to think of it, Mr. Wantage,' he called after them, 'l believe we carried off
your sea-chest and other belongings. Jason, tell one of the holders to rouse them out. Mr.
Harding, as soon as | have paid my duty-call on His Excellency, | believe we must talk to
the port-captain. Doctor, you will be so very kind as to interpret for us, as you did before?'
Stephen bowed: but when they had put on formal clothes he said, 'Interpret, is it? As | told
you before | do not speak - not as who should say speak - Portuguese. Still less do |
understand the language when it is spoke. No man born of woman has ever understood
spoken Portuguese, without he is a native or brought up to comprehend that strange
blurred muffled indistinct utterance from a very early, almost toothless, age. Anyone with a
handful of Latin - even Spanish or Catalan - can read it without much difficulty but to
comprehend even the drift of the colloquial, the rapidly muttered version. . .'

The captain of the port, however, was a master of the lingua franca spoken over most of
the Mediterranean and even beyond, as well as the archaic Catalan still current in his
mother's part of Sardinia, and it took him very little time indeed to destroy Jack Aubrey's
hopes entirely, speaking with the utmost loquacity, sometimes in one language,
sometimes in the other - the different versions each shedding a dismal light on the other.
He addressed himself entirely to Stephen, but at the same time he gazed upon Jack with
unfeigned astonishment and concern. 'Had not the gentleman seen with his own eyes that
Coelho's yard, the glory of Funchal, of Madeira, of the western world, was utterly
destroyed? That there was not another in the whole island to be mentioned in the same
breath? And that even Carteiro's could not possibly accommodate anything above a
hundred and twenty tons?' The captain of the port shook his saddened head. He called for
madeira of the famous year 1775, and when they had drunk a couple of glasses each, he
observed in a gentle side-voice directed at Dr. Maturin, though his eyes still dwelt upon
Jack, that 'he wondered where the gentleman had been in his youth, and during all the
years since then, not to know that at this time of the year there was not a seaman in
Madeira, with two hands and both legs, to be had. The fleets bound for both the Indies,
East and West, had sailed a little early, because of Nostradamus; and all who did not go
with them were on the Banks for cod or in the tunny-boats along the African shore. And
even the few odd remaining cripples could not possibly be tempted by a hydrographical
voyage to survey the Horn and its terrible passages, with no possibility of taking a prize.'
Here Stephen did his discreet best to convey the notion that, in certain circumstances,
prizes might not be altogether out of the question. 'After all, there were always, or at least
very often, pirates - legitimate quarry - beyond the Straits of Magellan.'



'Oh, certainly," replied the port captain. 'Prizes on the far side of the world. Beyond the
Straits of Magellan: but, my dear sir," he added with civil triumph, 'you will remember what
happened to Magellan himself.'

'Indeed,’ said Stephen, 'and how | regret that great man's untimely death. But | clearly see
that | shall have to disillusion my superior officer: allow me to thank you however for your
luminous, wholly convincing statement of the position, and to beg your acceptance of
these few pairs of English worsted stockings.'

'‘Well," said Jack, as they walked through the unburnt part of the town - some streets
slightly charred on the left-hand side, but no outright ruin - 'l suppose there is no help for it:
but it was a damned unlucky stroke, the Indies fleets going off like that. Who is this
Nostradamus?'

'Oh, a sort of prophet, like our Old Moore; but not quite so wise. May | ask whether you
have made up your mind what to do?"

'Oh yes: | have no doubt of it. I should have liked some new breast-hooks here, in
Coelho's yard, and some more diagonal bracing; but | am reasonably sure that Surprise
will carry us back to Seppings' yard for an overhaul that will allow us to face the Horn
without terror: at least without absolutely paralysing terror. And that, after all, is what | had
wanted from the start.’

After a while, Stephen, speaking hesitantly, said, 'My dear, have you reflected upon
mainland Portugal and Atlantic Spain, with their famous ports, and shipwrights who turned
out such beautiful vessels as the Santa Ana, which Nelson himself so much admired?'
'Yes,' said Jack. 'Harding and | turned the matter over before ever we shaped our course
for Funchal: at the time the wind would have served for either, whereas now it is
awkwardly east for the main. Yet | am sure our choice of Funchal would have been
perfect, but for that infernal blaze. Certainly the Spaniards can build a noble first-rate,
noble ships of the line; but they are not so happy with frigates, and in any event | do not
think that a small English hydro-graphical vessel would be really welcome in a Spanish
yard, nor very briskly attended to. And as for crew, | should not care for so large a
proportion of Spaniards: there has been too much ill-feeling for too long. Whereas the
Portuguese, in my experience, are just as good seamen, and kinder, less likely to fly into a
passion. More easy-going, if you understand me. And then again, Funchal was
accustomed to moderate-sized ocean-going yachts, vessels quite like the Surprise: which
is not the case in Vigo, nor at the Groyne. No. What | think is the clever thing for us to do
is to lie here for a few days while Chips, who knows the town well, will see if he can find
some prime timber in the outlying stores, and if he can, to bring some master-shipwrights -
there will be many, many out of employ at the present, poor souls - and set them to work
on our bows. Then hey for Seppings' yard, a thorough overhaul, and a full crew of right
West-country seamen . . ." He would have added 'and England, home and beauty, of
course,’ but for the fear that the mention of the first two might bring the third into Stephen’s
mind and wound him cruelly: his expression was already far from cheerful.

In fact the sombre look was caused by his knowledge of the extreme impatience of any
revolutionary force and by his persuasion that if they did not come to a solid agreement
with the Chileans they knew, having met them by appointment in this very town, an
agreement with set dates, undertakings and statement of forces in being and above all if
they did not make an appearance in their well-armed hydrographical ship - these first



Chileans might lose faith, might let their impatience overcome them, or - another strong
probability - might be superseded by some new, even more enthusiastic and impatient
body, with even less knowledge of the facts. All this amounted to little more than a
presentiment: a somewhat more informed presentiment than most, but certainly nothing to
be set against the considered opinion of two experienced sea-officers.

They walked along, each deep in his own thoughts, passing through the sad, dirty, worn-
out people on either side, many of whom had obviously toiled all night: no gaiety
whatsoever, so that the hoots of silly laughter at the far end of the street seemed more
than usually offensive. Hoots of laughter, then another imitation of a man's falsetto, and
hoots again. The crowd cleared somewhat and Jack saw that the imitator was the
heaviest, hairiest, most pimpled of his new midshipmen, Store, accompanied by the
admiring smallest, a first-voyager called Shepherd. For the sake of his father, a former
shipmate, Jack had invited Store to dinner and had been surprised by his uncouth, silent
barbarity, until he remembered that Admiral Store - Rear-Admiral Sir Harry Store, to be
exact - had spent almost the whole of the war on the Indian and South African stations. At
present it was obvious that the reefers were following Wantage and a carpenter's mate,
some fifty yards ahead, and openly mocking them. He called out in his strong, sea-going
voice. The tall youth turned, looking guilty, ashamed, defiant: he made his unsteady way
back accompanied by the little one, but at least he had wit enough to stand up straight and
pull off his hat. 'Who gave you leave to come ashore?' asked Jack.

'‘Mr. Harding, sir,' they said in unison.

'‘Go back to him at the double and tell him that on my orders you are to go to the foremast
head and Mr. Shepherd to the mizzen, there to stay until | return.’

Wantage had stopped short on hearing Captain Aubrey's hail, and now that the
midshipmen were running off he came up. 'What is your errand, Mr. Wantage?' asked
Jack.

'Sir, the carpenter asked me to go along with his mate' -the mate touched his forehead
with a knuckle - ‘and cheapen some pieces of dragon-wood for him.'

'You speak the Portuguese, | collect?’

'Yes, sir: my father was a wine-merchant here in Funchal, and | used to come and stay
with my grandmother.'

‘That is a capital accomplishment, to be sure. | shall call upon you, if | may, when the ship
needs an interpreter. | hope you are successful in your bargaining: but do not stick for a
dollar or two - the ship comes first. Good day to you.'

He returned their salute, and after a pause he went on to Stephen, 'There is your point to
the very life. Wantage may not be a Newton or a Halley or a Cook - how | honour that
man! - but he did have a Portuguese grandmother, when he was a little fellow, and now he
has the Portuguese, ha, ha, ha! And to think | never knew it.'

'Perhaps you never asked,' said Stephen, somewhat put out.

'On the other hand, that might have been his loss too. Without the Portuguese he could
never have cuckolded the shepherd. But | must not speak lightly of serious things . . . |
shall have a word with Harding.'

Back to the ship - the ceremony of boarding her - to the great cabin, and the word passing
for the first lieutenant.

'Mr. Harding, pray take a seat. May | offer you a glass of Madeira?’



Harding bowed his agreement, and having drunk a sip, he said, 'Capital Madeira, sir,
capital.’

‘It is pretty good, is it not, though | say it myself: but where can you get capital Madeira if
not in Funchal itself?" They drank in a grave, considering way, and refilling their glasses
Jack went on, 'But | tell you this, Mr. Harding, our midshipmen's berth is not what it should
be.'

'No, sir: it is not.'

'| watched them on the way from Gibraltar. The newcomers have no idea of their duty and
except for the little fellow, the first-voyager, no wish to learn it. But what really angered me
extremely was Store's conduct ashore. He followed that poor unfortunate Wantage,
crowing like a cock in an affected eunuch's voice. For God's sake, a gentleman's son
behaving so in public! | have told him very clearly that if he ever ventures upon such a
caper again | shall first have him made fast to a gun and beat him very hard indeed and
then put him ashore at the nearest port, in whatever country it may be. | think that has
calmed him for the moment: but he is a thoroughly undesirable influence on the mere
boys, and since we cannot inflict him on the gunner, | believe we must return to the old
way of asking him to look after youngsters, which will leave Daniel, Salmon, Adams - who
must be thirty-odd - and Soames to keep Store in order: to say nothing of poor Wantage,
who must make the wretched fellow anxious.'

'| quite agree, sir. You would not consider putting him ashore here?'

'‘No. | did think of it; but his father and | were shipmates. Yet at the very first hint of a
repetition, out he goes. You and the bosun and the bosun's mates must keep him very
busy - he cannot even manage a clove-hitch. And whenever he presumes to start a
seaman with fist, foot or rope-end let him go straight to the masthead. In any case, if we
re-commission in England after the repair, | very much doubt that | shall invite him to come
with us.'

'Stephen,’ he said much later, when they had finished their rather dull game of piquet - not
a really interesting hand since the very first deal, and only fourpence won or lost - and
they were sitting at their ease, drinking Madeira, 'l rarely, or tolerably rarely, bore you with
the miseries of command: a good ship, a happy ship - and the two are much the same -
pretty well runs herself, once all the people are settled down, above all if they are mostly
old man-of-war's men.'

‘Certainly. One can see that particular ethos come into being: and what has struck me
quite forcibly is that it differs from ship to ship.'

'Ethos is not a Christian word, brother.’

'l beg pardon: | should have said something like tribal sense of right conduct but for the
fact that sea-officers usually employ tribal to signify a group of black or red men created
only for the comic or picturesque effect - | mean, leaving slavery aside. However, since
nothing else occurs to my wine-fuddled mind, let us go on with tribal, using tribal in the
noble sense of Boadicea's Iceni.’

‘| have no objection whatsoever.'

Stephen bowed and went on. 'This tribal nature, which is of course most obvious towards
the end of a long commission, may be likened to that which one senses in London clubs.
No one could mistake an habitual member of Boodle's for an habitual member of Black's.



It is not necessarily a question of better or worse. The Bactrian camel with two bunches is
a valuable creature: the Arabian with but one is also a valuable creature.’

'I should not deny it for a moment - though | could wish that Black's did not have what
some people might call an almost Whiggish complexion - but my real point is that in
peace-time everything becomes much more difficult. You cannot distinguish yourself; and
although as a captain it is your obvious duty to do your best for the people under your
command, how can it be done? Getting a ship at all, when so many are being paid-off, is a
near impossibility, like. . . ." He searched for the word.

'‘Making a mountain out of a molehill?'

'Even worse, Stephen, even worse. These three young fellows who came aboard were
able to do so only because they have very highly influential fathers; two of whom were my
old shipmates anyhow. And boys, youths, with very highly influential fathers have to be
handled with tongs: above all in peace-time . . . No, | don't mean for myself, Stephen - |
shall tell you about that on Sunday - but if any of the lieutenants or the master or any of
the warrant-officers comes down on them heavy, it might cost him very dear. | have known
it: some miserable little scrub writes to his mother, "Mr. Blank boxed my ears so cruelly in
the middle watch that | can hardly see out of my right eye at all.” And if Father Scrub votes
for the ministry and knows someone in Whitehall, in peace-time Mr. Blank may whistle for
a ship until Kingdom Come.'

Jack Aubrey could never have been described as enthusiastically evangelical, but he did
possess a sort of disseminated piety, sometimes expressing itself in mere superstition,
sometimes in a very powerful singing of his favourite psalms, and sometimes in little
private rites, such as keeping presents or good news for Sundays.

Sunday, and a very welcome pause from the hellish beating of mauls and square-headed
mallets in the forepeak. Wantage, who knew Funchal through and through and who was
recovering some of his self-possession with the familiar life of the Royal Navy going on all
around him, had told Harding of the best eating-house in the town, and there the first
lieutenant was entertaining Reade of the Ringle, Whewell, Candish and Woodbine of the
gunroom, and the two master's mates, Daniel and Wantage. He had hoped to invite Jack
and Stephen too, but his servant, sounding Kil-lick first, had learnt that the Captain and
the Doctor were engaged to eat a young wild boar, roasted according to the Madeiran
fashion, in the hills.

'Please tell the Senhor that | have never eaten better porco in my life," said Jack, holding
up a bare white bone. Jack had a variety of little imbecilities, but none irritated Stephen
more than his way of tossing in the odd word or two of a foreign language.

'Oh mind your breeches, sir," cried Killick, interposing a napkin, a napkin too late. 'There:
now you've gone and done it.'

'Never mind,' said Jack, and he tossed the bone into the glowing embers. "What now?' he
called, addressing a nervous horse-borne midshipman on the edge of the picnic dell.

'If you please, sir, Mr. Somers thought you might like to know that a packet is come in from
Gibraltar.’

"Thank you, Mr. Wells. Ride back and tell him that we are just about to take our leave.’

A packet it was, and a fine fat one too, with English letters of various degrees of antiquity,
a great parcel of dockets for Mr. Candish the purser, post for the cabin, gunroom and
midshipmen's berth, and two waxed sailcloth rolls for Dr. Maturin.



'Forgive me," said Stephen, and as he went he heard orders given for the general
distribution. It was long before he came back: his first roll had contained some curious
feathers of an unidentified nocturnal bird, probably cousin to the rednecked nightjar, and a
particularly agreeable note from Sierra Leone, written before Christine Wood had received
his letter; and the second was a coded message from Jacob, written according to a
system they rarely used - a system in which Jacob had clearly lost his way, for although
the first section spoke of certain Chileans and their arrangements (apparently with some
anxiety), the second, third and fourth could not be induced to yield any meaning at all,
whatever combinations were applied to them.

The attempt at decoding took much time and spirit, and well before he abandoned all hope
the ship was alive with steps and voices once more, sounds that died as the letters were
read; yet when he walked into the cabin he found Jack still smiling over his post. 'There
you are, Stephen,' he cried.

'I do hope your letters were as pleasant as mine? | had a very agreeable foretaste on
Friday, and | meant to keep it for today: but here is a confirmation,' holding up a sheet -'so
| shall contain no longer. You remember that dear man Lawrence?'

'Faith, | shall not soon forget him. He did his profession infinite credit." Mr. Lawrence was
the barrister who had done his utmost to defend Jack Aubrey when he was charged with
rigging the Stock Exchange - a completely false charge brought by those who profited by
the fraud and a trial conducted on political motives by one of the most prejudiced and
unscrupulous judges to have sat on the English bench. Lawrence had worked extremely
hard to save his innocent client, and his failure to do so had marked him deeply.

'He did indeed. We often dine together when | am in town; and long ago, oh very long ago,
before ever we went to Java and New South Wales, he happened to say that a nephew of
his who had worked for years with Arthur Young had set up as an agricultural consultant
and agent, but found it difficult to get a start. "I am the man for him," | said, and | told him
about the little estate my cousin left me.'

The place with a glorious spread of fritillaries in the water-meadows and the borough you
represent in Parliament?'

‘Just so. | have nothing against fritillaries: but | do assure you, Stephen, that with their
sodden fields, the few farms and small-holdings produce nothing whatsoever except the
ten or eleven electors and their families and just enough for them to eat. Every Lammas
they send me a petition begging to be forgiven their rent this year, and please may they
have twelve loads of stone for Old Hog Lane? It is an estate that costs me half a guinea
for every snipe | have shot there: not that | have ever gone down much - it is far away,
over vile roads, and there is no pleasure in looking at those barren fields and those coarse
rank pastures. My cousin only bought the place because of the parliamentary seat.
Indeed, the borough may be rotten, but the land is very much worse. Kil-lick," he called,
barely raising his voice at all.

'Sir?' replied Killick, almost immediately.

'Light along a pot of coffee, will you?'

After a pause, Jack went on, 'One really should keep a log-book, you know; a diary: after
some years it is difficult to put your ideas in order. At least, that is what | find. Well, the
nephew - his name is Leicester, by the way: John Leicester - went down and reported that
things were bad, very bad, but not incurable, and given the lie of the land, draining would
answer very well. It would take time, it would take years; but most of the tenants would



give their labour according to a scheme he had devised which would allow them time for
their farming, and there would be no great outlay of money. So since at that time there
had been some elegant prizes | told him to carry on: but there were to be no evictions, no
distraints . . .’

'Pot of coffee, sir,' said Killick.

'Where was 1? Told him to carry on, which he did; and we sailed away. | almost entirely
forgot it ... to be sure, Leicester, who was acting as agent as well, did send annual reports,
but with so many things happening | am afraid | neglected them until last year, when he
paid in rents of | think nearly forty pounds; and this year he spoke of the likelihood of a
really abundant wheat harvest, ha, ha! However, | did not mention it, for fear of ill-luck: but
today | have the truly welcome news that he has given the tenants a Lammas dinner of
roast beef and plum pudding, at which they drank my health, and that he had placed £450
to my credit at the bank. £450, Stephen! More than my pay as a post-captain. There: that
was my good news.'

'‘And very good, very welcome news it is, my dear. | give you joy with all my heart. There
you are ... | am very glad of it.'

So he was; but Jack, though not preternaturally sharp, detected the uneasiness, not so
much in Stephen's expression as in a kind of particular tension in his attitude, and he said,
'Forgive me, Stephen, for boring you with all this personal and rather commonplace talk
about money - you are uneasy.'

'‘No. You mistake: | was not in the least degree bored, weary, inattentive. And if | am at all
uneasy, it is from another cause. Jack, tell me how long will these repairs take before you
can sail?'

'With two saint's days coming and the vast amount of work to be done in so many of the
shipwrights' own houses, eight or nine days.'

‘Then | must beg for Ringle to carry me to England. And if she could sail tonight how
happy | should be.'

It was at once clear to Jack that the request and the Gibraltar packet were connected: he
asked no questions but passed the word for Mr. Reade, and when he came, said, 'William,
how soon can you be under way?'

'In twenty minutes, sir, if | may sail without my carpenter.’

'You have his mate aboard?'

'No. He is aboard you, sir.'

‘Then | shall send him over directly. Good-bye to you, William: you have the breeze as fair
as ever you could wish.'

Almost all voyages, from that of Noah's Ark to the sending of the ships to Troy, have been
marked by interminable delays, with false starts and turning wind and tide; perhaps the
schooner Ringle was too slim and slight to count as a worthy adversary, because she
gently sailed her anchor out of the ground and then bore away a little east of north with a
wind that allowed her to spread every sail she possessed, other than those reserved for
foul or very foul weather.

It was indeed almost perfect sailing, the captain rarely leaving the deck, and all hands (a
select body by now) perfectly ready to clap on to any rope or line that showed the least
inclination to heave slack and recall it to the most rigid sense of its duty - anything for an
extra eighth part of a knot.



Most of this time Stephen spent in his low triangular berth, vainly applying various
formulae to Jacob's meaningless groups of seven: he did however share his meal with
William Reade, who reminded him of a wonderful run they had made racing up the
Channel and reaching the Nore just in time for the first stirring of the flood tide that swept
them up to the Pool in some period of time so wonderfully short that Reade had had the
record signed and witnessed by several eminent hands.

'How | hope we may do the same this time, sir,' he said.

'l hope so, indeed," said Stephen.

But alas for their hopes: the Channel, awkward as ever, had had enough of south-west
breezes in all their variety, and now indulged itself in strong rain from the north and north-
east, combined with adverse tides that ran with great force long after their legal time. It
was a worn ship's company that set Dr. Maturin ashore in the Pool of London, comforted
only by the thought that they should now lie snug at harbour-watch, with sailors' pleasures
a short biscuit-toss away - would lie snug until orders came down from Whitehall.
Whitehall, and the noble screen before the Admiralty, with appropriate mythological
figures adorning its higher part, and an undeniably shabby Pool of London cab drawn up
outside, with an equally shabby figure standing by it, slowly sorting English from Irish,
Spanish and Moorish coins to pay the deeply suspicious driver, who had got down from
his seat with the reins over one arm to make sure that his rum cove of a fare did not
scarper.

Stephen's extraordinarily rapid departure had caught Kil-lick at a disadvantage: with
Grimble, his mate, he was entertaining two ladies of Funchal to a light collation, and the
Doctor went over the side into Ringle's boat confident (as far as he thought of it at all) that
his sea-chest was in its usual perfect order. During the voyage from Madeira Stephen had
not seen fit to dive into the chest lower than the till which held a primitive sponge, a case
of razors, brush and comb, and an increasingly dubious towel. The rest of the time he
spent wrestling with his code or urging the vessel up-Channel with all the moral force at
his disposition.

But when Ringle was alongside at the Pool and a ship's boy had brought the cab, the best
he could find, Stephen thought it time to put on fine clothes for his official call. There were
no fine clothes: no clean shirts, even; no neck-clothes, drawers, silk (or cotton) stockings:
no silver-buckled shoes. Everything, everything, had been taken away for a thorough
overhaul. And the Admiralty's under-porter, peering through his hatch, said, "There's a rum
cove a-paying off a nasty Tower Hamlets cab, Mr. Simpson. Shall | tell him to go round to
the tradesmen's entrance?'

Simpson peered over his shoulder for a while, watching with narrowed eyes, while the last
groats were counted out: he elbowed his assistant aside, and when the rum cove came to
the hatch, greeted him with a civil ‘Good afternoon, sir.'

To this Stephen replied, 'And a good afternoon to you, to be sure. | do not appear to have
a visiting-card about me, but if Sir Joseph is in the way, please be so good as to let him
know that Dr. Maturin would be glad of a word at his earliest convenience.’

‘Certainly, sir: I am not quite sure, of course, but | believe he is in. Should you care to wait,
sir? Harler, show the gentleman into the inner waiting-room, and carry his chest.'

Chapter Three



'My dear Stephen, how happy | am to see you,' cried Sir Joseph, clasping his hand most
affectionately. 'Tell me, have you eaten yet? Shall we hurry over to the club and call for
broiled chops? But no ..." he said, on consideration. '‘No. | have a little room here, and you
may wish to speak without informing all the nation?'

‘A little small private room would suit admirably. But please, dear Joseph, may a
messenger be sent round to the Grapes, in the Liberties of the Savoy, to tell them of my
presence here? Not only shall | stay there, which Mrs. Broad and the little girls do not yet
know, for I am come straight from the Pool, but there at least | have some respectable
clothes - | keep a room there permanently, you know. | am not what would ordinarily be
called a dressy man, as you are aware; but | should not have presented myself here in the
utmost degree of squalor . . .'

‘No, no ..."

". .. had it not been a matter of some urgency. Though," he murmured, looking at his cuff,
'this was quite a good shirt, some years ago. Of some urgency,' he resumed, and plucking
the undeciphered message from his pocket he laid it on the desk, smoothing the paper
flat.

'I cannot make it out offhand,’ said Sir Joseph. 'What were you using?'

'‘Ajax with one shift,’ said Stephen. 'It worked perfectly for the first page.’

‘I cannot make it out at all, though | know Ajax with a shift quite well." Blaine rang a bell
and said, 'Ask Mr. Hep-worth to step this way.'

Mr. Hepworth glanced at Stephen with discreet curiosity and quickly looked down. Sir
Joseph said to him, 'Mr. Hep-worth, be so good as to take this away and determine the
system upon which it was based. Will it take you more than half an hour?'

'l hope not, Sir Joseph; | think | see some familiar combinations.’

"Then please to send the title and a transcript to my little room.’

The tension was too great for either of them to eat chops with any real appetite, and they
abandoned their meal entirely when Mr. Hepworth came back, looking grave and carrying
his transcript. "'The gentleman who encoded this, sir,’ he said, 'was using the new book:
and both book and code being unfamiliar he turned over a whole gathering, taking it for
the direct continuation of Ajax three. It looks very like: | have known this happen before,
when the encoder was hurried, or uneasy in his mind.'

‘Thank you, Mr. Hepworth," said Blaine, and when the door had closed he went on, 'shall
we read together? | am afraid our forecast was all too accurate.’

They thrust their chops away - already congealed - and Blaine pulled his chair round to sit
next to Stephen. They read intently, and from these short, nervous passages they learnt
that an important and reasonably well-supplied body of Chileans had entered into contact
with Sir David Lindsay, formerly of the Royal Navy, a most enterprising officer, who had
undertaken to come out and command their naval forces. The informant gave particulars
of his sources, and although Blaine murmured a few names aloud - known allies or
conceivably agents - he was perfectly mute about Bernardo O'Higgins and Jose San
Martin, with whom Stephen had been so intimately well acquainted during his attempt, his
very nearly successful attempt, to induce the Peruvians to declare themselves
independent of Spain. Some of the names Stephen saw with pleasure - the names of the
sources rather than those of the committee - the latter with distaste, anger, and



sometimes distrust and once again, once again he realised the fragility of these
movements for liberation - so many who wished to be leaders, so few to follow.

When they had finished, Blaine said, 'No wonder Dr. Jacob strayed into the wrong code.
We had indeed some remote notion of this possibility, but none whatsoever of its
imminence . .. come in.’

'I beg pardon, Sir Joseph,' said Hepworth. 'l just thought you would like to know that the
same signal is coming through by semaphore.’

‘Thank you, Mr. Hepwrorth. What is its source?'

'Hebe, sir; in Plymouth.’

There was a silence, and then Stephen said, 'The name of Sir David Lindsay has a
familiar ring, a naval ring, but | cannot connect it with any particular event.'

'He is certainly a very able sailor, and he gained his reputation on some fine single-ship
actions: but constitutionally he was perhaps more willing to give orders than to receive
them, and he did less well on reaching post-rank and being obliged to submit to the
discipline of fleet manoeuvres. There was some story of an improper challenge in India, |
believe - possibly even of assault - the charge being withdrawn on an undertaking to leave
the service. But | make no assertions. | only know that he has not served in a King's ship
since, and that some people are a little shy of him.'

' think | remember now," said Stephen, perfectly aware that though his friend had told the
truth, it was by no means the whole truth.

'Returning to Dr. Jacob's lapse - dear me, | wonder it does not happen more often - |
believe | am right in saying that none of the names of his Chilean committee are those of
the gentlemen who first approached us?'

‘That is so: and although | know too little of the country to assert it, there may well be a
difference, as between north and south."

‘Very true." Sir Joseph considered the proposition for some time; and then, having gazed
at the long, thin extent of Chile on a revolving globe, he went on in quite a different voice.
'Of course, | shall have to submit whatever | have to say to my superiors, but | think the
general feeling will be that Captain Aubrey should carry on with the original plan, in spite
of the unfortunately necessary delay in Seppings' yard, making the best of his way to
Valparaiso, where you will feel the ground - assess the possibilities - and proceed
accordingly. In spite of everything we have a representative in Buenos Aires who is very
well with the authorities, and who can ensure reasonably brisk communication - brisker, at
all events, than messages that have to come back round the Horn. It is extremely unlikely
that Sir David will already be there: but whether or no, some degree of cooperation would
seem the wisest course; though he must be given no official countenance. He is unlikely
to have any vessel equal to Surprise; but | must admit that untii we have the naval
attache's report from Madrid we remain ignorant of the present Chilean government's
strength and of the number of armed merchantmen at their disposal. The attitude of the
Peruvian viceroy is naturally of the first importance, but that you know as well as I, indeed
probably far better. However, let me consult those who must be consulted and deliver the
sum of our collective wisdom tomorrow. Will you drink tea with me in Shepherd's Market - |
have one or two trifles to sh