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    To sail alone across the world is to test whether human self-reliance can coexist with the vast indifference of sea and weather.

Joshua Slocum’s Sailing Alone Around the World is a maritime memoir and travel narrative based on the author’s solo circumnavigation in the late nineteenth century. First published in 1900, the book recounts a voyage conducted in the small sloop Spray across open oceans, remote harbors, and busy shipping routes. Its geographical range is global, yet its perspective remains closely confined to one sailor’s craft, labor, and judgment. That balance between expansive setting and intimate observation gives the narrative its distinctive shape and enduring identity within sea literature.

The book begins with Slocum restoring and preparing the Spray before setting out alone, and it follows the practical and psychological demands of sustained ocean travel. Rather than building suspense through hidden revelations, the narrative draws readers into the routine realities of navigation, maintenance, weather, and encounters ashore. This makes the reading experience less about plot twists than about immersion in a singular undertaking. The premise is simple and compelling: one experienced mariner places himself, by deliberate choice, in prolonged solitude and must depend on skill, patience, and composure.

Slocum’s voice is central to the book’s appeal. He writes with confidence, economy, and a plainspoken authority that reflects long familiarity with ships and seas. At the same time, the narrative often carries a dry humor and a calm steadiness that soften the extremity of the circumstances. His style tends toward clear description rather than ornament, allowing technical detail, anecdote, and reflection to coexist without strain. Readers encounter not only a record of travel but also a personality shaped by discipline, curiosity, and a practical habit of mind.

Among the book’s most important themes are independence, endurance, and the relationship between human intention and natural force. Slocum presents seamanship as both craft and character: survival depends not simply on courage, but on observation, preparation, restraint, and repeated acts of maintenance. Solitude is another major concern, not treated abstractly, but as a daily condition that alters perception and tests emotional balance. The memoir also explores mobility, encounter, and the meaning of freedom, showing travel as labor as much as adventure and as attentiveness rather than mere escape.

The work still matters because it offers a powerful account of competence under pressure in an age often defined by speed, mediation, and constant connection. Slocum’s voyage strips experience down to essentials: food, weather, tools, fatigue, judgment, and time. For contemporary readers, that reduction can feel clarifying. The book invites reflection on what self-sufficiency means, what risks are worth choosing, and how routine discipline makes extraordinary action possible. Its continued relevance lies not only in the rarity of the feat it records, but in the precision with which it observes sustained effort.

Sailing Alone Around the World endures as more than a document of nautical achievement. It is a study in how narrative can transform technical labor and long solitude into a compelling literary experience without exaggerating either. Readers come to it for adventure, but they remain for the measured intelligence of its perspective and the consistency of its voice. As an account of one person meeting the scale of the world with limited means and steady resolve, it retains both historical interest and immediate human force, speaking across time to readers drawn to challenge, discipline, and discovery.
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    Joshua Slocum’s Sailing Alone Around the World is a first-person account of the voyage that made him famous: a solo circumnavigation undertaken in the rebuilt sloop Spray in the mid-1890s. Published in 1900, the book presents itself as both travel narrative and practical seaman’s record, tracing how Slocum restored an aging vessel and set out with confidence in his own judgment. From the beginning, the narrative frames the journey as a test of endurance, seamanship, and self-reliance rather than a quest for spectacle, establishing the central tension between a solitary sailor and the unpredictability of the sea.

After preparing Spray for long-distance travel, Slocum departs from the eastern coast of North America and moves into Atlantic waters, where the book quickly defines its method: a sequence of close observations, navigational challenges, and encounters shaped by weather and geography. He records the labor of steering, sail management, and provisioning in practical detail, but he also uses these routines to show how solitude alters perception. The voyage is never presented as abstract adventure alone; it is grounded in the daily discipline required to keep a small craft moving safely through changing conditions.

As the route extends southward and across wider ocean passages, the narrative emphasizes both physical danger and measured confidence. Storms, currents, calms, and the constant risk of isolation become recurring pressures, yet Slocum avoids melodrama by treating them as problems to be met with patience and skill. The book’s momentum comes from this steady pattern of hazard and response. At the same time, he reflects on the unusual nature of traveling entirely alone, suggesting that solitary voyaging sharpens attention to the sea, the vessel, and one’s own habits of mind.

When Slocum reaches various ports and inhabited coasts, the narrative broadens into a travel memoir. Brief stays ashore introduce local officials, sailors, and residents, and these encounters provide contrast to the silence of life at sea. The book’s interest here lies less in extended social analysis than in the shifting relation between independence and hospitality: the solitary mariner remains self-contained, yet his passage depends at times on local knowledge, safe anchorages, and human kindness. These interludes also mark the world-spanning scale of the voyage without interrupting its focus on the continuity of one man and one boat.

A major strength of the book is the way Slocum links technical seamanship with narrative simplicity. He explains the handling of Spray, comments on the vessel’s unusual steadiness, and shows how practical decisions determine survival and progress. These details are not merely instructional; they express the memoir’s central argument that competence, restraint, and intimate knowledge of one’s craft can turn a daunting undertaking into a sustained, intelligible routine. The sea remains powerful and often indifferent, but the narrative repeatedly returns to the idea that calm judgment is the voyager’s best defense.

Throughout the middle and later stages of the journey, the book continues to alternate between long stretches of open-water solitude and episodes of landfall, repair, and renewed departure. This structure keeps attention on duration as much as destination. Slocum’s account asks what it means to persist alone over immense distances, and it answers less through abstract reflection than through accumulated action. The work thus becomes a meditation on autonomy that never loses contact with material realities: food, fatigue, maintenance, weather, and navigation. Its restraint helps preserve suspense without depending on sensational revelation.

By the close, Sailing Alone Around the World has established itself as more than a record of a remarkable voyage. It remains an influential maritime narrative because it joins adventure, observation, and technical credibility in a voice that is controlled rather than boastful. Slocum presents solitary travel as both freedom and responsibility, and the book’s enduring appeal lies in that balance. Without overstating its achievement, the memoir invites readers to consider how discipline, curiosity, and endurance can give form to experience on a global scale, securing its lasting place in travel and sea literature.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Joshua Slocum’s Sailing Alone Around the World emerged from the maritime world of the late nineteenth century, an era when steam power was transforming global transport but sail still shaped commercial life and popular imagination. First published in 1900, the book recounts a voyage made between 1895 and 1898, when imperial trade routes, telegraph networks, and expanding port infrastructure linked distant regions more closely than ever before. Slocum sailed from the northeastern United States in a rebuilt sloop, moving through Atlantic, Pacific, and Indian Ocean spaces governed by customs offices, pilot services, and imperial naval authority. His narrative belongs to this transitional moment between older seafaring traditions and modern industrial mobility.

Slocum himself was a product of the age of sail. Born in Nova Scotia in 1844, he entered merchant seafaring while wooden sailing vessels still dominated much long-distance commerce. He later commanded larger ships in the Pacific and South American trades, gaining practical knowledge of routes, weather, cargo, and port regulations. By the 1890s, however, iron hulls and steamships had reduced opportunities for many traditional sailing masters. The rebuilding of the Spray, an old oyster sloop given to him in 1892, reflects these economic shifts. His voyage can thus be read against the professional displacement experienced by sailors whose skills were formed before mechanized shipping became dominant.

The voyage took place during the so-called New Imperialism, when European and American power expanded through colonies, coaling stations, naval patrols, and unequal commercial arrangements. Slocum’s route crossed territories administered by Britain, Portugal, the Netherlands, Spain, and other states, and he depended on the global order maintained by ports, charts, consuls, and maritime law. The opening of the Suez Canal in 1869 had already reorganized world shipping, while new strategic concerns encouraged governments to monitor sea lanes more closely. Even when he traveled independently, Slocum moved within systems built by empire. His account therefore reflects a world in which personal adventure was enabled by international structures of trade and governance.

Late Victorian and Gilded Age readers were strongly drawn to travel writing, exploration narratives, and feats of individual endurance. Newspapers and magazines circulated reports of ocean passages, polar expeditions, and colonial travel, turning navigators into public celebrities. Slocum’s lectures and serialized accounts reached audiences who admired self-reliance, technical competence, and masculine independence, values often celebrated in Anglo-American culture at the time. His solo circumnavigation was widely recognized as unprecedented in being completed alone in a small vessel, and the achievement acquired significance beyond maritime circles. The book’s plain style and practical detail align it with popular nonfiction that sought to educate, entertain, and authenticate extraordinary experience for a broad reading public.

The scientific and institutional context of the voyage also matters. By the 1890s, mariners benefited from increasingly standardized charts, lighthouse systems, chronometers, nautical almanacs, and internationally shared navigational knowledge. National hydrographic offices and observatories had improved the reliability of weather and ocean information, though long-distance forecasting remained limited. Slocum’s account often emphasizes dead reckoning, celestial navigation, and seamanship rather than elaborate technology, but these skills depended on tools and conventions refined through nineteenth-century state and commercial institutions. His confidence at sea reflects both personal mastery and a wider culture of professional navigation, in which precision measurement and accumulated empirical knowledge were central to safe ocean travel.

The social world represented in the book bears the marks of contemporary racial hierarchies and imperial assumptions. Ports of call in Africa, Latin America, the Pacific, and Australasia were commonly described in English-language travel writing through stereotypes shaped by colonial rule and unequal power. Slocum records encounters with indigenous peoples, settlers, officials, and laborers from many backgrounds, but his language sometimes reflects the prejudices current among Euro-American mariners of his generation. At the same time, he relied repeatedly on local pilots, hospitality, repairs, and information supplied by people outside the Atlantic North. The narrative therefore offers evidence both of cosmopolitan maritime exchange and of the asymmetries embedded in late nineteenth-century global contact.

Economic instability also forms part of the immediate backdrop. Slocum began his voyage after the Panic of 1893, a severe depression that disrupted employment and intensified uncertainty in the United States and beyond. For itinerant seamen and small-scale maritime workers, the decline of sail combined with broader recession to narrow prospects. The decision to restore and sail the Spray was not simply romantic; it arose within a labor market that offered fewer openings to an aging captain trained in older methods. His frugality, self-repair, and emphasis on practical independence speak to this context. The voyage transformed maritime experience that had become economically marginal into a new kind of public and literary authority.

Seen in historical context, Sailing Alone Around the World captures a culture poised between tradition and modernity. It celebrates the enduring arts of hand sailing even as steam, empire, and mass media were remaking the globe. The book reflects its era by affirming individualism, technical skill, and confidence in worldwide movement under relatively stable maritime regimes. Yet it also quietly critiques modern conditions by showing that autonomy, craftsmanship, and intimate knowledge of sea and vessel retained value amid industrial standardization. Slocum’s narrative preserves an older seafaring worldview while presenting it to readers living in an increasingly mechanized, interconnected, and hierarchical world order at the turn of the twentieth century.
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A blue-nose ancestry with Yankee proclivities—Youthful fondness for the sea—Master of the ship Northern Light—Loss of the Aquidneck—Return home from Brazil in the canoe Liberdade—The gift of a "ship"—The rebuilding of the Spray-Conundrums in regard to finance and calking—The launching of the Spray.

In the fair land of Nova Scotia, a maritime province, there is a ridge called North Mountain, overlooking the Bay of Fundy[1] on one side and the fertile Annapolis valley on the other. On the northern slope of the range grows the hardy spruce-tree, well adapted for ship-timbers, of which many vessels of all classes have been built. The people of this coast, hardy, robust, and strong, are disposed to compete in the world's commerce, and it is nothing against the master mariner if the birthplace mentioned on his certificate be Nova Scotia. I was born in a cold spot, on coldest North Mountain, on a cold February 20[1q], though I am a citizen of the United States—a naturalized Yankee, if it may be said that Nova Scotians are not Yankees in the truest sense of the word. On both sides my family were sailors; and if any Slocum should be found not seafaring, he will show at least an inclination to whittle models of boats and contemplate voyages. My father was the sort of man who, if wrecked on a desolate island, would find his way home, if he had a jack-knife and could find a tree. He was a good judge of a boat, but the old clay farm which some calamity made his was an anchor to him. He was not afraid of a capful of wind, and he never took a back seat at a camp-meeting or a good, old-fashioned revival.

As for myself, the wonderful sea charmed me from the first. At the age of eight I had already been afloat along with other boys on the bay, with chances greatly in favor of being drowned. When a lad I filled the important post of cook on a fishing-schooner; but I was not long in the galley, for the crew mutinied at the appearance of my first duff, and "chucked me out" before I had a chance to shine as a culinary artist. The next step toward the goal of happiness found me before the mast in a full-rigged ship bound on a foreign voyage. Thus I came "over the bows," and not in through the cabin windows, to the command of a ship.

My best command was that of the magnificent ship Northern Light, of which I was part-owner. I had a right to be proud of her, for at that time—in the eighties—she was the finest American sailing-vessel afloat. Afterward I owned and sailed the Aquidneck, a little bark which of all man's handiwork seemed to me the nearest to perfection of beauty, and which in speed, when the wind blew, asked no favors of steamers, I had been nearly twenty years a shipmaster when I quit her deck on the coast of Brazil, where she was wrecked. My home voyage to New York with my family was made in the canoe Liberdade, without accident.

[image: The Northern Light, Captain Joshua Slocum, bound for Liverpool, 1885. Drawn by W. Taber.] The Northern Light, Captain Joshua Slocum, bound for Liverpool, 1885. Drawn by W. Taber.

My voyages were all foreign. I sailed as freighter and trader principally to China, Australia, and Japan, and among the Spice Islands. Mine was not the sort of life to make one long to coil up one's ropes on land, the customs and ways of which I had finally almost forgotten. And so when times for freighters got bad, as at last they did, and I tried to quit the sea, what was there for an old sailor to do? I was born in the breezes, and I had studied the sea as perhaps few men have studied it, neglecting all else. Next in attractiveness, after seafaring, came ship-building. I longed to be master in both professions, and in a small way, in time, I accomplished my desire. From the decks of stout ships in the worst gales I had made calculations as to the size and sort of ship safest for all weather and all seas. Thus the voyage which I am now to narrate was a natural outcome not only of my love of adventure, but of my lifelong experience.

One midwinter day of 1892, in Boston, where I had been cast up from old ocean, so to speak, a year or two before, I was cogitating whether I should apply for a command, and again eat my bread and butter on the sea, or go to work at the shipyard, when I met an old acquaintance, a whaling-captain, who said: "Come to Fairhaven and I'll give you a ship. But," he added, "she wants some repairs." The captain's terms, when fully explained, were more than satisfactory to me. They included all the assistance I would require to fit the craft for sea. I was only too glad to accept, for I had already found that I could not obtain work in the shipyard without first paying fifty dollars to a society, and as for a ship to command—there were not enough ships to go round. Nearly all our tall vessels had been cut down for coal-barges, and were being ignominiously towed by the nose from port to port, while many worthy captains addressed themselves to Sailors' Snug Harbor[2].

The next day I landed at Fairhaven, opposite New Bedford, and found that my friend had something of a joke on me. For seven years the joke had been on him. The "ship" proved to be a very antiquated sloop called the Spray, which the neighbors declared had been built in the year 1. She was affectionately propped up in a field, some distance from salt water, and was covered with canvas. The people of Fairhaven, I hardly need say, are thrifty and observant. For seven years they had asked, "I wonder what Captain Eben Pierce is going to do with the old Spray?" The day I appeared there was a buzz at the gossip exchange: at last some one had come and was actually at work on the old Spray. "Breaking her up, I s'pose?" "No; going to rebuild her." Great was the amazement. "Will it pay?" was the question which for a year or more I answered by declaring that I would make it pay.

My ax felled a stout oak-tree near by for a keel, and Farmer Howard, for a small sum of money, hauled in this and enough timbers for the frame of the new vessel. I rigged a steam-box and a pot for a boiler. The timbers for ribs, being straight saplings, were dressed and steamed till supple, and then bent over a log, where they were secured till set. Something tangible appeared every day to show for my labor, and the neighbors made the work sociable. It was a great day in the Spray shipyard when her new stem was set up and fastened to the new keel. Whaling-captains came from far to survey it. With one voice they pronounced it "A 1," and in their opinion "fit to smash ice." The oldest captain shook my hand warmly when the breast-hooks were put in, declaring that he could see no reason why the Spray should not "cut in bow-head" yet off the coast of Greenland. The much-esteemed stem-piece was from the butt of the smartest kind of a pasture oak. It afterward split a coral patch in two at the Keeling Islands, and did not receive a blemish. Better timber for a ship than pasture white oak never grew. The breast-hooks, as well as all the ribs, were of this wood, and were steamed and bent into shape as required. It was hard upon March when I began work in earnest; the weather was cold; still, there were plenty of inspectors to back me with advice. When a whaling-captain hove in sight I just rested on my adz awhile and "gammed" with him.

New Bedford, the home of whaling-captains, is connected with Fairhaven by a bridge, and the walking is good. They never "worked along up" to the shipyard too often for me. It was the charming tales about arctic whaling that inspired me to put a double set of breast-hooks in the Spray, that she might shunt ice.

The seasons came quickly while I worked. Hardly were the ribs of the sloop up before apple-trees were in bloom. Then the daisies and the cherries came soon after. Close by the place where the old Spray had now dissolved rested the ashes of John Cook, a revered Pilgrim father. So the new Spray rose from hallowed ground. From the deck of the new craft I could put out my hand and pick cherries that grew over the little grave. The planks for the new vessel, which I soon came to put on, were of Georgia pine an inch and a half thick. The operation of putting them on was tedious, but, when on, the calking was easy. The outward edges stood slightly open to receive the calking, but the inner edges were so close that I could not see daylight between them. All the butts were fastened by through bolts, with screw-nuts tightening them to the timbers, so that there would be no complaint from them. Many bolts with screw-nuts were used in other parts of the construction, in all about a thousand. It was my purpose to make my vessel stout and strong.

[image: Cross-section of the Spray.] Cross-section of the Spray.

Now, it is a law in Lloyd's that the Jane repaired all out of the old until she is entirely new is still the Jane. The Spray changed her being so gradually that it was hard to say at what point the old died or the new took birth, and it was no matter. The bulwarks I built up of white-oak stanchions fourteen inches high, and covered with seven-eighth-inch white pine. These stanchions, mortised through a two-inch covering-board, I calked with thin cedar wedges. They have remained perfectly tight ever since. The deck I made of one-and-a-half-inch by three-inch white pine spiked to beams, six by six inches, of yellow or Georgia pine, placed three feet apart. The deck-inclosures were one over the aperture of the main hatch, six feet by six, for a cooking-galley, and a trunk farther aft, about ten feet by twelve, for a cabin. Both of these rose about three feet above the deck, and were sunk sufficiently into the hold to afford head-room. In the spaces along the sides of the cabin, under the deck, I arranged a berth to sleep in, and shelves for small storage, not forgetting a place for the medicine-chest. In the midship hold, that is, the space between cabin and galley, under the deck, was room for provision of water, salt beef, etc., ample for many months.

The hull of my vessel being now put together as strongly as wood and iron could make her, and the various rooms partitioned off, I set about "calking ship." Grave fears were entertained by some that at this point I should fail. I myself gave some thought to the advisability of a "professional calker." The very first blow I struck on the cotton with the calking-iron, which I thought was right, many others thought wrong. "It'll crawl!" cried a man from Marion, passing with a basket of clams on his back. "It'll crawl!" cried another from West Island, when he saw me driving cotton into the seams. Bruno simply wagged his tail. Even Mr. Ben J——, a noted authority on whaling-ships, whose mind, however, was said to totter, asked rather confidently if I did not think "it would crawl." "How fast will it crawl?" cried my old captain friend, who had been towed by many a lively sperm-whale. "Tell us how fast," cried he, "that we may get into port in time."

[image: "'It'll crawl'"] "'It'll crawl'"

However, I drove a thread of oakum on top of the cotton, as from the first I had intended to do. And Bruno again wagged his tail. The cotton never "crawled." When the calking was finished, two coats of copper paint were slapped on the bottom, two of white lead on the topsides and bulwarks. The rudder was then shipped and painted, and on the following day the Spray was launched. As she rode at her ancient, rust-eaten anchor, she sat on the water like a swan.

The Spray's dimensions were, when finished, thirty-six feet nine inches long, over all, fourteen feet two inches wide, and four feet two inches deep in the hold, her tonnage being nine tons net and twelve and seventy-one hundredths tons gross.

Then the mast, a smart New Hampshire spruce, was fitted, and likewise all the small appurtenances necessary for a short cruise. Sails were bent, and away she flew with my friend Captain Pierce and me, across Buzzard's Bay on a trial-trip—all right. The only thing that now worried my friends along the beach was, "Will she pay?" The cost of my new vessel was $553.62 for materials, and thirteen months of my own labor. I was several months more than that at Fairhaven, for I got work now and then on an occasional whale-ship fitting farther down the harbor, and that kept me the overtime.
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Failure as a fisherman—A voyage around the world projected—From Boston to Gloucester—Fitting out for the ocean voyage—Half of a dory for a ship's boat—The run from Gloucester to Nova Scotia—A shaking up in home waters—Among old friends.

I spent a season in my new craft fishing on the coast, only to find that I had not the cunning properly to bait a hook. But at last the time arrived to weigh anchor and get to sea in earnest. I had resolved on a voyage around the world, and as the wind on the morning of April 24,1895, was fair, at noon I weighed anchor, set sail, and filled away from Boston, where the Spray had been moored snugly all winter. The twelve-o'clock whistles were blowing just as the sloop shot ahead under full sail. A short board was made up the harbor on the port tack, then coming about she stood seaward, with her boom well off to port, and swung past the ferries with lively heels. A photographer on the outer pier at East Boston got a picture of her as she swept by, her flag at the peak throwing its folds clear. A thrilling pulse beat high in me. My step was light on deck in the crisp air. I felt that there could be no turning back, and that I was engaging in an adventure the meaning of which I thoroughly understood. I had taken little advice from any one, for I had a right to my own opinions in matters pertaining to the sea. That the best of sailors might do worse than even I alone was borne in upon me not a league from Boston docks, where a great steamship, fully manned, officered, and piloted, lay stranded and broken. This was the Venetian. She was broken completely in two over a ledge. So in the first hour of my lone voyage I had proof that the Spray could at least do better than this full-handed steamship, for I was already farther on my voyage than she. "Take warning, Spray, and have a care," I uttered aloud to my bark, passing fairylike silently down the bay.

The wind freshened, and the Spray rounded Deer Island light at the rate of seven knots.

Passing it, she squared away direct for Gloucester to procure there some fishermen's stores. Waves dancing joyously across Massachusetts Bay met her coming out of the harbor to dash them into myriads of sparkling gems that hung about her at every surge. The day was perfect, the sunlight clear and strong. Every particle of water thrown into the air became a gem, and the Spray, bounding ahead, snatched necklace after necklace from the sea, and as often threw them away. We have all seen miniature rainbows about a ship's prow, but the Spray flung out a bow of her own that day, such as I had never seen before. Her good angel had embarked on the voyage; I so read it in the sea.

Bold Nahant was soon abeam, then Marblehead was put astern. Other vessels were outward bound, but none of them passed the Spray flying along on her course. I heard the clanking of the dismal bell on Norman's Woe as we went by; and the reef where the schooner Hesperus struck I passed close aboard. The "bones" of a wreck tossed up lay bleaching on the shore abreast. The wind still freshening, I settled the throat of the mainsail to ease the sloop's helm, for I could hardly hold her before it with the whole mainsail set. A schooner ahead of me lowered all sail and ran into port under bare poles, the wind being fair. As the Spray brushed by the stranger, I saw that some of his sails were gone, and much broken canvas hung in his rigging, from the effects of a squall.

I made for the cove, a lovely branch of Gloucester's fine harbor, again to look the Spray over and again to weigh the voyage, and my feelings, and all that. The bay was feather-white as my little vessel tore in, smothered in foam. It was my first experience of coming into port alone, with a craft of any size, and in among shipping. Old fishermen ran down to the wharf for which the Spray was heading, apparently intent upon braining herself there. I hardly know how a calamity was averted, but with my heart in my mouth, almost, I let go the wheel, stepped quickly forward, and downed the jib. The sloop naturally rounded in the wind, and just ranging ahead, laid her cheek against a mooring-pile at the windward corner of the wharf, so quietly, after all, that she would not have broken an egg. Very leisurely I passed a rope around the post, and she was moored. Then a cheer went up from the little crowd on the wharf. "You couldn't 'a' done it better," cried an old skipper, "if you weighed a ton!" Now, my weight was rather less than the fifteenth part of a ton, but I said nothing, only putting on a look of careless indifference to say for me, "Oh, that's nothing"; for some of the ablest sailors in the world were looking at me, and my wish was not to appear green, for I had a mind to stay in Gloucester several days. Had I uttered a word it surely would have betrayed me, for I was still quite nervous and short of breath.

I remained in Gloucester about two weeks, fitting out with the various articles for the voyage most readily obtained there. The owners of the wharf where I lay, and of many fishing-vessels, put on board dry cod galore, also a barrel of oil to calm the waves. They were old skippers themselves, and took a great interest in the voyage. They also made the Spray a present of a "fisherman's own" lantern, which I found would throw a light a great distance round. Indeed, a ship that would run another down having such a good light aboard would be capable of running into a light-ship. A gaff, a pugh, and a dip-net, all of which an old fisherman declared I could not sail without, were also put aboard. Then, top, from across the cove came a case of copper paint, a famous antifouling article, which stood me in good stead long after. I slapped two coats of this paint on the bottom of the Spray while she lay a tide or so on the hard beach.

For a boat to take along, I made shift to cut a castaway dory in two athwartships, boarding up the end where it was cut. This half-dory I could hoist in and out by the nose easily enough, by hooking the throat-halyards into a strop fitted for the purpose. A whole dory would be heavy and awkward to handle alone. Manifestly there was not room on deck for more than the half of a boat, which, after all, was better than no boat at all, and was large enough for one man. I perceived, moreover, that the newly arranged craft would answer for a washing-machine when placed athwartships, and also for a bath-tub. Indeed, for the former office my razeed dory gained such a reputation on the voyage that my washerwoman at Samoa would not take no for an answer. She could see with one eye that it was a new invention which beat any Yankee notion ever brought by missionaries to the islands, and she had to have it.

The want of a chronometer for the voyage was all that now worried me. In our newfangled notions of navigation it is supposed that a mariner cannot find his way without one; and I had myself drifted into this way of thinking. My old chronometer, a good one, had been long in disuse. It would cost fifteen dollars to clean and rate it. Fifteen dollars! For sufficient reasons I left that timepiece at home, where the Dutchman left his anchor. I had the great lantern, and a lady in Boston sent me the price of a large two-burner cabin lamp, which lighted the cabin at night, and by some small contriving served for a stove through the day.

Being thus refitted I was once more ready for sea, and on May 7 again made sail. With little room in which to turn, the Spray, in gathering headway, scratched the paint off an old, fine-weather craft in the fairway, being puttied and painted for a summer voyage. "Who'll pay for that?" growled the painters. "I will," said I. "With the main-sheet," echoed the captain of the Bluebird, close by, which was his way of saying that I was off. There was nothing to pay for above five cents' worth of paint, maybe, but such a din was raised between the old "hooker" and the Bluebird, which now took up my case, that the first cause of it was forgotten altogether. Anyhow, no bill was sent after me.

The weather was mild on the day of my departure from Gloucester. On the point ahead, as the Spray stood out of the cove, was a lively picture, for the front of a tall factory was a flutter of handkerchiefs and caps. Pretty faces peered out of the windows from the top to the bottom of the building, all smiling bon voyage. Some hailed me to know where away and why alone. Why? When I made as if to stand in, a hundred pairs of arms reached out, and said come, but the shore was dangerous! The sloop worked out of the bay against a light southwest wind, and about noon squared away off Eastern Point, receiving at the same time a hearty salute—the last of many kindnesses to her at Gloucester. The wind freshened off the point, and skipping along smoothly, the Spray was soon off Thatcher's Island lights. Thence shaping her course east, by compass, to go north of Cashes Ledge and the Amen Rocks, I sat and considered the matter all over again, and asked myself once more whether it were best to sail beyond the ledge and rocks at all. I had only said that I would sail round the world in the Spray, "dangers of the sea excepted," but I must have said it very much in earnest. The "charter-party" with myself seemed to bind me, and so I sailed on. Toward night I hauled the sloop to the wind, and baiting a hook, sounded for bottom-fish, in thirty fathoms of water, on the edge of Cashes Ledge. With fair success I hauled till dark, landing on deck three cod and two haddocks, one hake, and, best of all, a small halibut, all plump and spry. This, I thought, would be the place to take in a good stock of provisions above what I already had; so I put out a sea-anchor that would hold her head to windward. The current being southwest, against the wind, I felt quite sure I would find the Spray still on the bank or near it in the morning. Then "stradding" the cable and putting my great lantern in the rigging, I lay down, for the first time at sea alone, not to sleep, but to doze and to dream.

I had read somewhere of a fishing-schooner hooking her anchor into a whale, and being towed a long way and at great speed. This was exactly what happened to the Spray—in my dream! I could not shake it off entirely when I awoke and found that it was the wind blowing and the heavy sea now running that had disturbed my short rest. A scud was flying across the moon. A storm was brewing; indeed, it was already stormy. I reefed the sails, then hauled in my sea-anchor, and setting what canvas the sloop could carry, headed her away for Monhegan light, which she made before daylight on the morning of the 8th. The wind being free, I ran on into Round Pond harbor, which is a little port east from Pemaquid. Here I rested a day, while the wind rattled among the pine-trees on shore. But the following day was fine enough, and I put to sea, first writing up my log from Cape Ann, not omitting a full account of my adventure with the whale.
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