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			The writing magnifies the experience of three Dabbs brothers who washed ashore on the New York coast after their ship ran aground and burned at the peak of the American Revolution in 1781. This story is their adventure in becoming young men, passed down for nine generations. It may vary from the original when passed from word of mouth to the next. Details change over time; however, this captures what was told by John Thomas Dabbs, Sr. to Glenn E. Dabbs in 1969.

			Recognition must also be noted concerning all of the critiques and reads given to make this book complete and polished. With the greatest appreciation, I recognize the following people who contributed in a manner that made this publication possible:

			Richard Stewart (the Late)

			Kay Sutton

			Vicki Pounders

			E. A. West

		

	
		
			

			Prologue

			I called him Granddaddy, but most people knew him as Papa John. His real name was John Thomas Dabbs, Sr. He was short and stocky, at five feet tall, and no one dared mess with him. He fancied a solid white beard that came about after a gas leak in his mobile home caused an explosion while he took a nap back in 1963. His face was burned slightly, so the beard became necessary to cover some of the scarring, but the shock caused his hair to turn white, including the new beard he started at the time.

			He was hard, navy service hard—a seadog, proud of the honor to serve his country. He retired after 20 years, which included experiencing the attack on Pearl Harbor and the entire Pacific struggle of World War II. He kept a large collection of memorabilia that he used and bragged of its military connection. He acquired much of it when my dad worked in a mess hall in the army back during the Berlin Crisis. The military things pricked my curiosity as they did most of his grandkids, and they were wonderful conversation pieces. 

			One hot summer day when I was twelve, we were sitting out in the shade under the wild cherry tree chatting when I came up with a question.

			“Granddaddy, did Dabbses always incline to go Navy?” I asked.

			“Always and for a good reason, my boy,” My grandfather answered, “We Dabbses pride ourselves on being decedents of pirates.”

			“What? I have pirate blood in my veins? No way.”

			“It is the truth. My father named me after one of them,” said my grandfather.

			“You were named after a genuine pirate?” I asked.

			“Yes, and your forefathers sailed the seven seas and did their thing on pirate ships of old.”

			“I could never do that. Pirates are crooks. Who would want to be in that profession?” I asked.

			“It’s not always our own choice that puts us in situations such as that.”

			“I could never be a pirate, nor could anyone force me to such an occupation.”

			“Let me put a bug in your ear and help you understand what we go through makes us what we are.”

			“No bugs are going in these ears, but if that means an explanation for your liking our pirate ancestry, I’m all ears—figuratively speaking.”

			It was then that he told me a tale, maybe a tall tale of mishap and misfortune, but blessed with the opportunity. The story involved three Welsh Dabbs boys looking for work a long time ago in Liverpool, Great Britain. They were poor boys but proud of the Dabbses name, just the same.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 1

			Liverpool reeked of chimneys and coal as John Thomas lugged the slop bucket down the long path toward the pit. His entire family had benefited from the pot’s use that morning. Now, he did his best to ensure the family it belonged would use it with fresh water when they rose for the day.

			Spilling its contents in the pit offered some relief having much less smelly weight as he walked back, searching for the pump at the cistern. He found it as he returned to His aunt’s shanty house; his family had come to visit out of necessity. Their family took these measures out of desperation due to another failed crop on the farm and the need to feed his brothers and sisters. The afternoon before, his mother, Ariana Dabbs, begged her sister, Carwen Jernigan, for a couple of days lodging for their tired feet. Ariana and her eight children had walked twenty miles to visit and seek employment for the boys.

			The accommodations were sparse, with two bedrooms shared by two families. Aunt Carwen and her husband took their six kids into their bedroom. Mum and the eight of them bedded down the night before on two feather mattresses in the children’s room.

			Finding the cistern in the cold, pre-dawn light, John Thomas primed the pump with the dipper full of water from the basin below the spout. The water flowed quickly with four or five heavy strokes of the pump handle. He washed the lid and the bucket and then filled it to a point just over half, and he stopped. The flow diminished, and he replaced the lid to the white bucket with red painted edges. Grabbing it, he started for the cottage.

			John Thomas entered the back door of his aunt’s home, finding the kitchen’s aroma of tea brewing and the cabbage warming on a hook in the large fireplace. Aunt Carwen and Mum sat at the table. Disappointment bothered him over his not getting back before his aunt rose from her sleep.

			“Happy birthday,” Aunt Carwen said, “My favorite nephew is sixteen today. What an achievement. I am so proud of you.”

			He blushed with embarrassment at the sudden announcement but was pleased with the acknowledgment. “Thank you.”

			“Reaching sixteen and spending most of your apprenticeship years on the farm means it is time for a change of work skills,” Aunt Carwen said, “Have you given any thought to what that might be.”

			“I have; a blacksmith or farrier perhaps; maybe carpentry. It depends on what is available.”

			“We always need blacksmiths to do all sorts of metalwork here in the city. There are so many horses in Liverpool; farriers always find loads of work. Both blacksmiths and farriers usually work together.”

			“Do you think my being Welsh may hinder my opportunity here in Liverpool? I hear they look down on Welsh people because we are not descendants of the Anglo-Saxon Brits.”

			“That could create problems,” she said with an odd expression on her face. “I have heard of some Dabbses changing the spelling of their last name to Dobbs to hide their Welsh background.”

			“I’m not sure I want to change the way I spell my name to deal with those that despise us,” said John Thomas. “I’d rather know and not work for them if they feel that way.”

			“Then finding a job here could be difficult being so close to the Welsh countryside, but it is worth a try.”

			“We hope he can find something in the next few days that will offer to lodge and enable him to make a small amount of money,” his mother said. “to send home to the farm to help feed his brothers and sisters.”

			“I’ll have my husband keep an ear out for opportunities,” she said with a grin, “but today, your mother says she has a birthday surprise.”

			John Thomas’s heart leaped at the possibility. There was not a whole lot they could afford this year with the small crop yield.

			“Now, what can we afford for my birthday, Mum?”

			“I am taking you, Robert, and James, down to the docks to see the boats. I even have arrangements with one of the sea captains to give you a grand tour of a genuine navy ship, the biggest one in the bay,” His mother said with a slight quiver to her voice. It sounded as if her hopes flourished with the desire to do something special for the day. She smiled at him, but her eyes watered as if the joy of such an opportunity moved her.

			“Finally, I get to see real ships. I have heard so much from Uncle Cecil and his adventures in cargo deliveries he’s picked up over the years,” he said. “Does James and Robert know about it yet?”

			“No, it is your surprise; you can share it with them when we walk there after breakfast.” 

			John Thomas ate his soupy, leftover cabbage soup with glee, hardly noticing the greasy texture this time. He’d heard so much about the ocean and especially the ships of the harbor. Now, he would, for the first time, get a grand tour.

			***

			The limited visibility through the lingering haze and cold air that May morning hid his secret. Fog and chimney smoke obstructed their view of the distant harbor. Following the roadway with his mother and two younger brothers, John Thomas found himself getting ahead of the others often. They didn’t have the same excitement to quicken their steps. He could, however, smell what seemed certain to be saltwater.

			“Can you smell something incredible?” he said, turning to James and Robert.

			“Aye, it has to be fish or something like that,” twelve-year-old James said. “Could it be the Liverpool harbor?”

			“I’m not saying,” John Thomas said with a giant grin, preventing him from keeping this a mystery. “I have to maintain my utmost confidentiality as we approach my birthday surprise.”

			Robert said, “You can’t keep us in suspense like this. I smell the ocean or something with water, and it smells exciting. Mum, what are you treating us to that is so special?”

			“Keep thinking like you are, and you will know soon enough,” their mother said, “I love surprises. You should know that.”

			“It is not fair,” said James, “John Thomas won’t tell us the surprise. Can we beat him up and get some answers?”

			“No, you will know in due time, we are almost there.”

			John Thomas gazed forward as their pace picked up, hindered only by the fact that their mother did not move as fast as they. Slowing the pace, they enabled her to catch up two or three times, but suddenly, out of the mist, wooden quays appeared beyond the cobblestone street. The first ships came into view, all anchored with their ports to the quays and tied at several points. 

			“Mind your excitement, and don’t go falling into the bay,” their mother yelled, her fading voice behind as they ran to the decking.

			“Look at the number of ships, all sitting there with their sails all tucked away, ready for adventures at sea,” James said, reaching the railing and trying to touch the boat in front of him.

			“Brother, don’t you go fall in, as Mum said. We don’t want to feed the sharks before we have seen all of the boats,” John Thomas said grabbing James by his shirt.

			“Sharks! They have sharks this close to Aunt Carwen’s cottage, and she never told us?” Robert asked.

			“Sharks go wherever there is saltwater,” Mum said as she walked up behind the excited boys. “Welcome to your brother’s birthday surprise. Let’s enjoy it with him and help him celebrate his sixteenth birthday.”

			“Happy birthday, big brother,” Robert said with a sparkle in his eye. “I’m going to enjoy your birthday more than you do.” He took off toward the next boat.

			“Yeah, me too,” James added. “I wish you a happy birthday, too, and I’m so glad to be a part of it.” He ran after Robert.

			

			“No, this is my birthday. You two have to sit at the curb and wait for me to tour the whole bay,” yelled John Thomas, running to the next quay after his brothers.

			“You’ll have to tie us to get us to stay and watch you get the tour,” said James.

			“You got that so right,” said Robert, “You’ll have to beat us twice to keep us on the curb and then some.”

			The wooden structures and quays changed levels as they moved westward along the line of boats, ships, and warships that decorated almost every slot along the shoreline. They followed the wooden path, climbing up and down as the levels changed.

			“Look at that boat. It has three masts, and I bet it is a cargo ship,” said James.

			“No, it’s too plain, I bet it’s a pirate ship in disguise,” said Robert.

			“I’m sure there are mean and nasty horn-waggles and villains waiting on you boys to bat an eye, and you are on his boat crew swabbing decks,” said John Thomas.

			“I am too tough to be made to be a boat captive,” said James. “They’d never catch me, much less make me work for them.”

			“You better keep your eyes peeled,” said John Thomas, “You never know what lurks around the next corner.”

			After passing and examining several additional fishing vessels, the three stopped and gazed upon the biggest of ships, amazed at its artistry. Its covered windows have to be portals for cannons, and three tall masks extended into the fog of the morning.

			“That has to be a Navy warship. Nothing else could be that huge and tough-looking,” said John Thomas.

			“Let’s sneak on board,” whispered James with a deviant grin. “I bet they are all still asleep, and they’d never know.”

			“Let me show you how,” said Robert, turning toward the ramp. He made his way as if he had no fear of getting caught.

			“Not quite yet, my good fellows,” a voice interrupted.

			“Uh-oh. The captain has caught us, dastardly devils, sneaking on his ship,” said Robert, turning a bit pale.

			“My good mateys, you must be the Dabbs boys I’ve been expecting.” The Captain offered a reassuring grin, standing before them in a navy blue uniform decorated with golden-laced shoulder boards and a ruffle-topped hat, ruffles running from the front to the back like a mohawk. “I’m the captain of this ship. Captain George Balfour, they call me at your service.”

			“That is correct, my good captain,” said their mum, “My brother-in-law visited you yesterday to make arrangements. Am I correct?”

			“Yes, Missus, I love giving young boys the adventure of a guided tour of my ship and all of its grandeur. So many find it so intriguing, they eventually volunteer to be sailors when they get older.” The captain gave Mum a wink.

			“Well, why are we waiting? Let’s go see it.” James darted for the bridge that joined the planked platform, the apron, with the side of the ship.

			The captain smiled, and that was enough clue for the other two boys to join their younger brother. 

			“Now, don’t outrun your tour guide,” he added.

			John Thomas stopped in the middle of the open deck, gazing at the vast room filled with rolls of weapons. The cannonballs were stacked neatly in four stacks near the main mask.

			“This, my good fellows, is the top deck, a place for gatherings of the sailors for formations and instruction. There are two cannons on each side of the forecastle, or what you call the front of the boat. There are seven more on each side of the quarter-deck or what you would call the rear.”

			“That’s eighteen cannons,” said Robert.

			“You know your arithmetic, young man,” said the captain, “They are my smallest, but we can shoot slugs, marbles, and even forks and knives when we are low on ammo with those.”

			“Is it on a pivot so that it allows lots of mobility?” asked James.

			

			“Yes, having a higher elevation, the small cannons can be used to shoot down at smaller ships and sailors of the other vessels in battle with us. If a scallywag tries to climb the side of the ship, attacking us, we give them a blast. The upper deck cannons are mobile enough to engage if we don’t get him with hot molasses first.”

			“Could we go down and see what is on the next floor?” asked John Thomas. 

			“I like your enthusiasm. Let’s retire to the next and see what is down there,” the captain said, stepping toward the hatch. The steps resembled a ladder with its steep descent. The large, dark room below was stacked halfway to the ceiling with sails folded neatly, filling the entire floor. To the left and right were open doors with lots of small rooms with bunks stacked very close together.

			“Who sleeps in those rooms,” asked James, looking at every nook and cranny with rambunctious energy.

			“The rooms you see on both sides are the officers’ quarters,” the captain explained, “The stacked sails give our ship sailing requirements plenty of extras as weather, wear and tear, and sometimes even battle cause us to need a replacement or two.”

			“That’s a lot of sails,” James said.

			“Not only that, but the sails also give our green-hands a place to sleep so the officers can keep an eye on them.”

			“I’m glad I’m not a green-hand. I doubt the sails offer a very pleasant place to sleep,” said John Thomas.

			“Oh, they have very little trouble sleeping after a hard day’s work. This ship is operational twenty-four hours a day. It must be ready to do battle at a moment’s notice; our country depends on her.”

			The boys moved along the front right side of the officer’s quarters, discovering another good-size set of rooms beyond.

			“Who gets to sleep in these rooms with bars on the windows?” asked Robert.

			“This is the brig, a place where troublemakers end up doing several days on bread and water to learn valuable lessons about how to follow the rules aboard the ship. Some are even solitary for people that need time to think by themselves about how to be better sailors.”

			“I’d hate to be in there. It is so dark,” said James.

			A red-faced grog blossom smelling of brew appeared in the window of the third door. “You’ll love it here, just sign the dotted line and become a sailor like me,” he said with a grin revealing several missing teeth.

			Beyond the brig, the boat opened to a large room. Cannons decorated the large room, fourteen on each side. Suspended from the support beams hung many, many hammocks, all moving slightly.

			“This is the upper gun deck, and here we find twenty-eight of our eighteen-pounders. They serve as our quick-fire cannons in a close battle with a line of ships of war if Holland, France, or Spain desire to do battle with us.”

			“Everything looks amazingly new,” said John Thomas.

			“That is a good observation and correct. This ship was launched ten days ago and is in port today only to load our final supplies for our long journey patrolling the coasts of Holland, Portugal, and France.”

			“This is the first time we’ve been off the farm,” said Robert, “Where in the world are Portugal and France?”

			John Thomas elbowed Robert as if embarrassed by the questioning of his brother. “Maybe, someday, we will go for that adventure, but right now, we need to help the family keep the farm.”

			“If you think these are big cannons, let me show you our thirty-two pounders on the next floor down, the main gun deck. There, we keep the bread and butter of our firepower designed for close inline engagements when ships-of-the-line assemble for a grand challenge.”

			They moved down the ladder to another lantern-lit room area with many, many bunks, all stacked from floor to ceiling. John Thomas knew where the majority of the six hundred or so sailors slept when not on duty.

			“This is where we house our deck sailors and our garrison of marines we are assigned to deliver to the shore for battle,” said the captain. 

			Passing this large section, they entered a large room to find enormous cannons from end to end, again, fourteen on each side.

			Large cannon balls sat on wheeled trolleys. John noted the cannons all strapped into place with large ropes and harnesses, not to mention multiple wedges under each gun, giving it the level range of fire.

			“What is below this level?” asked James.

			“That is storage where we keep our stock of black powder, the quartermaster room, uniforms, and such, and food supplies,” the captain said. “We want that stuff below water, so it is less likely to be hit during a battle with cannon fire from other ships.”

			The captain moved toward a staircase that appeared to be a much easier ascension than the ladders they had descended earlier. 

			“Here is the dining facility for our officers. It also serves as a meeting place for leadership.” They climbed the stairs into another area that had one door.

			“That room must be very important,” said Robert, looking at the captain expecting more information. 

			“It has guest rooms in case the Admiral and his staff come for a visit, or for that matter, decide to ride with us to battle.”

			“Do you sleep in there, too,” asked James.

			“Oh, yes, that is my quarters, and it has dining potential as well,” said the captain, “I have the best rooms in the house. They are at the back of the ship, with windows.”

			They climbed to the next floor, finding it presented another open room with lots of ropes that appeared related to the ship’s wheel or helm above and controlled the rudder. While looking forward, they saw an amazingly large kitchen.

			“This is the gallery where the cooks prepare the meals to feed our six hundred men. We feed in shifts to accommodate seating,” said the captain as they passed the kitchen. John Thomas could feel the heat from the multiple hearth fires. 

			Exiting the galley, they returned to the start position. A crowd was gathering that consisted of a large number of sailors. They carried bags on their shoulders or held straps as their bags sat next to them.

			“My crew is assembling. We are preparing to sail. Would you like to go for a ride with us around the harbor?” asked the captain, with an excited smile.

			“Could we please? That would be a dream ride if there ever could be,” said Robert.

			“Let’s ask your mother if that would be permissible,” said the Captain.

			The three boys agreed, and they returned to the crowd and a band of musicians gathering beyond the ramp to the ship.

			Mum stood smiling as her sons approached. She appeared slightly flushed from the excitement, almost as if embarrassed.

			James did the asking, “Mum, the captain wants to give us a ride around the harbor aboard the ship? Can we go? Can we, please?”

			“I don’t see why not,” said their mother, “But I must insist you all ride in the back so I can see you off.”

			“Most definitely a perfect perch for viewing the departure crowd,” the captain said, smiling, “We call it the poop deck.”

			The captain turned to a man in another fancy uniform, “Let’s put her to the wind.”

			“All hands on deck!” the first mate yelled, “Anchors aweigh, full sail.” 

			The men immediately left their gathered groups and stacked their bags. Some climbed the rope ladders, others worked the ropes, but all went into action. The ropes were untied, tossed aboard, and rolled in a pile. Several men leveraged a turnpike with inserts, lifting the heavy chains from the water.

			John Thomas, James, and Robert moved quickly up the stairs to the poop deck, seeing the ship’s wheel and two men handling it, along with the captain observing the boat already drifting away from the quay. They could see their mother and the rest of the crowd waving in the distance. The band of joyous brass instruments played as they departed. Surprisingly, Mum held three small brown purses she did not have earlier. She held them up proudly and waved with the other hand. Then she placed her hand over her heart before pressing it to her lips and blew them a kiss. John Thomas had an uneasy feeling in the deep part of his stomach but did not spoil the fun for his two brothers waving at their mother. He prayed this sudden distrust was wrong, but only time would tell.

			With the wind filling the sails and the ship’s helm turning, the boat made a right turn. The ship, as huge as it was, moved smoothly toward the harbor’s mouth. It gave all the appearances of heading out to sea. His mother and the crowd became tiny in the distance. John Thomas waited anxiously for any indication the boat would circle and return to the dock, completing their promised ride around the harbor. He was sorely disappointed.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			“Excuse me, boys,” said a voice behind them. “The captain asks that you please excuse his niceness previously. He says it was all for show, and now he will cease from the gentle approach with you. Welcome to King George’s Royal Navy. You are late for my formation down below.”

			John Thomas felt a lump in his throat and his heart pounding in his chest. The reality of his inclination and confirmation suddenly froze him in his tracks, but the look of anger in the first mate’s eyes told him he needed to lead by example and guide his brothers to the formation on the main deck.

			“Move it, now!” said the first mate, and off they went, almost falling down the stairs. They rushed toward a large group of young men he’d never seen on the boat before. Their make-shift gathering attempted lining up in columns. Many assembled there, rough-looking, unkempt, and of all walks of life, future sailors assembled in what they would soon recognize as a formation. The only thing common of all of them; they were all scared and trying to figure out how to line up like the yelling voices were instructing.

			A few sailors instructed quietly, proper positions and demonstrating arm lengths at close intervals. They assembled into a large gathering of ununiformed sailors. John Thomas tried to meet every instruction with prompt compliance, but still, yelling seemed to be the favorite mode of directives. Looking to his front, an older gentleman stood, wearing a less formative uniform than the captain wore earlier, having a buttoned jacket instead of open in the front, and all darker blue. He stood at attention and looked at the collection of young men.

			“Welcome, my hearties, remember this arrangement, I will expect immediate forming instead of a ten-minute state of confusion next time,” said the master. “You are now in King George’s Royal Navy. You are no longer landlubbers. We are the finest navy in the world, and you will always strive to be nothing but your best. Some of you arrived here directly from the constable; he’s given you a second chance to better yourselves and turn from your scallywag ways. Some of you volunteered, and I salute your bravery and patriotism, the finest of our hearties. Many of you came here, drug by your mother or father by your ear, and you were forced to join the crew of this ship. Your parents knew what is best for you, so now it is time to prove your worth. Some of you were picked up on the corner and brought here by my friendly sailors who felt you needed something better than just hanging out on the street. It is too late to head back unless you want to dive off the boat and try to swim back to shore. At this current distance and the tide going out, you would make it in about a week if the sharks don
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