THE CONFEDERATE CRUISER *f ALABAMA.”

This sketch was made from a photograph (of adrawing) which
Captain Semmes gave to a friend, with the remark that it was a
correct picture of his ship. On the stocks, and until she went into
commission, the A /dama was known as * No. 2g0,” that being
her number on the list of ships built by the Lairds, According to
the volume, ** Our Cruise in the Confederate States’ War Steamer
Alabama,” she was a bark-rigred wooden propeller, of 1040 tons
register; length of keel, 210 feet; length over all, 220; beam,

2; depth, 17. She carried two horizontal engines, each of 300
horse-power; she had stowage for 350 tons of coal.  All her
standing rigging was of wire. She had a double wheel placed just
before the mizzen-mast, and on it was inscribed the motto, ‘“Adde-
toi et Divwe Paidera.”
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ON the 3d of
July, 1862,
I signed in Liv-
erpool the arti-
cles that made
me one of the
crew of the
“ 290 " —after-
wards the A4/z-
bama. The
shipping agent,
Campbell,warn-
ed me against
Yankee spies,
and assured me
that in three months Great Britain would de-
clare war against the United States. Next
day I went aboard, and liked the look of the
vessel. Everything, to a practiced eye, indi-
cated the character of the ship. No platforms
were laid, but the places for the pivot-guns
were plainly marked ; her magazines were fin-
ished and shot-boxes were lying about.

On the 28th of July, the d/zdama passed
out of the Mersey, on a supposed trial-trip,
and anchored in a bay on the Welsh coast,
where she was joined by most of her crew.
We had about one hundred men, half of them
sailors, the others being coal-passers, etc.
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The bridge was in the center, just before the funnel. She
carried five boats : cutter and launch amidships, gig and whale-
boat between the mair and mizzen mast, and dingey astern.
The main deck was pierced for twelve guns. She was elliptic
stem; billet head; high bulwarks; cabin accommodations first-
class; ward-room furnished with a handsome suite of state-
rooms ; the starboard steerage was for midshipmen, the port for
engineers.  Next came the engine-room, coal-bunkers, etc. ; then
the berth-deck, capable of accommodating 120 men.  Under the
ward-room were store-rooms; and under the steerage were shell-
rooms; just forward of the firearms came the hold ; next, the

magazines; and forward of all, the hoatswain's and sail-maker's
store-rooms ; the hold was all under the perth-deck.— Epitor.

“ALABAMA.”

THE CREW.
After a day’s delay we sailed round the north
coast of Ireland, and in thirteen days arrived
at Terceira, one of the Azore Islands. The
“290” was by no means as fast as I had
expected from report ; she did not make over
ten knots during her first trip, and had a
fashion of burying herself when driven to
speed, that set everything afloat. Of course
her crew, in the “berth-deck,” were none
the more comfortable for this.

In a few dayswe were joined by an English
bark, loaded with guns and war material, and
went to work laying platforms for the heavy
guns, and mounting the pivot-guns, one a
very fine Blakely rifled hundred-pounder, and
the other an eight-inch sixty-eight-pounder,
smooth bore. As the Portuguese governor had
ordered us out of the harbor, we had to do
our work in a rolling sea, three miles from an
anchorage. Beforewe had finished the steamer
Balkama came in, bringing Captain Semmes
and the remainder of the crew, also more guns,
and, it was said, a large sum of money.

We all got liberty and went ashore. Familiar
as I was with sailors’ antics, this surpassed
everything. The few policemen of the town
were seized and mounted on the men’s backs ;
the authorities were defied, and although no
serious outrage was committed, the Portuguese
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officials remonstrated with Semmes for turning
such a gang loose on them. Most of these
men had not yet signed articles, and of course
the officers of the Alabama could not control
them. When the time came for signing they
were told they could stay or go; they “ quit
backing and filling,” and came forward at once
and were sent on board. The ship was ¢ all
adrift” like a midshipman’s chest, and the
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laughed at him, and suggested that “ Chucks,
the marine,” had been at his tricks. Chucks
is the “Robin Goodfellow” on board an
English man-o’-war, who bears the blame of
all mischief that can’t be found out. T had
been looking over the crew, and made up my
mind that, on the whole, I had never been on
a ship with such a bad lot. They were all
sailors from clew to earing,—no haymakers

INVITATION TO ‘‘ HEAVE To."

boatswain’s pipe was going all the time. We
worked hard to clean the ship, and got her in
order in two days. The crew were now di-
vided into watches, and the routine life of a
man-o’-war commenced.

We left Angra on a bright Sunday morning
in company with the Ba/kama. Our officers
came out in “full fig”; the scratch band
played ¢ Dixie”; all hands were mustered,
and we saw the flag we were to fight under,
for the first time, and heard the first of Cap-
tain Semmes’s exhortations. He told us among
other things that Providence would bless our
endeavors to free the South from the Yankees,
etc. A boatswain’s mate behind me growled,
“Yass, Providencelikely tobless this yer crew!”
During the night some one ornamented a
bread-bag with a terrific skull and cross-bones
and managed to fasten it to one of the mizzen-
braces. In the morning the master-at-arms was
hunting for the delinquent, but the men only

among them,— but they were mostly of that
class, found in seaport towns all over the
world, that ship for the “run” (from port to
port), and not for the voyage, and are always
a rough, mutinous set. They did not seem to
care for the ship’s officers, and were deter-
mined to stand no “man-o’-war dickey” from
them.

When off watch the men began to overhaul
each other’s log, and to tell lies about their
voyages. I was pleased to find that I had
not an old shipmate aboard. The best man
in the port watch, to which I belonged, was a
Scotchman named Gill. He was about forty,
very powerful, and could hold an ordinary
man at arm’s length clear of the deck. He
was saturated with Calvinism, and could quote
Scripture and sermons by the hour, but was,
all the same, a daring, dangerous ruffian.
According to his own account, he had been in
numerous mutinies, in one case taking a Span-
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LOOTING A PRIZE. (AFTER A SKETCH BY THE AUTHOR. )

ish brig, killing the officers, beaching her
on the Deseada Key, in the Leeward Islands,
and getting to Porto Rico in the launch with
the plunder. This man’s influence was bad,
and he was the cause of much of the insub-
ordination that took place on board.

I hadn’t a great deal of admiration for our
officers, First Officer Kell being the best;
but the truth is, the only officer that sailors re-
spectis a sharp, resolute, driving one. Fearis
the best basis for discipline on a ship. The men
got it into their heads that our captain had
been a parson; and knowing the versatility of
the average American, I would not have been
surprised, as T had once sailed under an offi-
cer who had been an editor, school-master,
Baptist preacher, had been in the legislature,
and I believe in the penitentiary for slave-
‘trading, and was withal a first-rate sailor.
This did not raise Captain Semmes in the
regard of the crew,
who cursed him for
a psalm-singer,and a
“jury captain”; but
the fact that with such
a company he cruised
nearly two years and
kept his ship, shows
thathehad bothjudg-
ment and resolution.

On the 3d of Sep-
tember we took our
first prize, a whaling
schooner, and for the
first time in my life I
saw a burning vessel.
When the boat re-
turned with the pris-

OI'IleS, there was some excitement, but it soon
became a commonplace matter. The prisoners
were placed on deck under a spar-rigged sail,
and fared badly in stormy weather. Our berth-
deck was so crowded that the hammocks
touched all over, and this gave opportunities
to the rough to annoy their quieter shipmates,
My hammock was cut down three times in
one night, the knittles being rendered useless,
and I had to finish my * turn in ” on the deck.
As soon as our watch was called I waited for
the guilty man at the forward companion-
way, and nearly battered the life out of him.
I was duly reported and lost my “ grog” for
ten days, but I was not “dumped” any more.

We were now taking prizes rapidly, being
not over four hundred miles from New York,
in the “rolling forties” directly in the track
of American commerce. The treatment of
the prisoners was fairly good and they were

DIVERSION ON DECK.



904

LIFE ON THE “ALABAMA”

CHRISTMAS AT ARCAS KEYS.

not ill-used on board, but the conduct of the
boarding-crews was shameful ; the officer in
charge of the boat had no control over them,
and they rushed below like a gang of pirates,
breaking open the sailors’ chests and taking
from the persons of the prisoners everything
that took their fancy. I never saw them in-

QUELLING A RIOT ON THE “ALABAMA.”

(AFTER A SKETCH BY THE AUTHOR. SEE PAGE gob.)

{AFTER A SKETCH BY THE .-'\'l"l'l]OH.}

jure prisoners or use their weapons except to
frighten their victims, but the wanton destruc-
tion of the clothes and effects of captured
sailors was simply disgraceful. This sort of
thing seriously affected the morale of the men,
and had we then met an enemy of equal
force, but of the usual standard of man-o’-
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war discipline, we should have made a very
poor show. The prisoners were of all nation-
alities, but their officers all seemed to be Amer-
icans by birth and were mostly a fine, gen-
tlemanly lot. The old sea-dog element so
common among English skippers in the East
does not seem to exist among the American
officers of the merchant marine ; they might
easily be mistaken for clerks, or even profes-
sors. Not so the old sailors in command of
the “tea wagons” and East Indian ships,—
their walk and lingo proclaim themsailors, and
nothing else. One of the mates of a whaling-
ship we took and burnt was a parson-like
man and preached and prayed to his fellows.
He was long and lanky, and two of our
roughs began to haze him : but they mistook
their calling, and in two minutes were so
mauled and manhandled that it was reported
aft; but the first officer said it served them
right, much to the satisfaction of the honest
man between decks,

On one of the prizes a man named George
Forest was found. He had deserted from the
Confederate service on the Sumier, and was
recognized and put in irons. The same day
the Zonawanda was taken; she was bonded
and not burned. Forest was tried by court-

martial, and lost his pay, etc.; then he was’

sent forward and put in our watch, where he
at oncefraternized with the Scotchman Gilland
began to organize opposition. George Forest
was a Yankee Irishman, born on Long Island.
He was a first-class sailor, and had he pos-
sessed an education would have made his
mark. He was tall, powerful, and had con-
siderable manly beauty, and could talk to
sailors better than any man I ever knew. He
was a born mutineer, but was not as dangerous
as old Gill, who could hold his tongue, which
Forest could not. Having, as he said, nothing
to lose but his life, as his pay was confiscated,
he was openly insolent and defiant, and con-
stantly in trouble, while the petty officers
were afraid of him and his set. On a regular
man-o’-war he would soon have ended his
career ; but, as Gill argued ingenuously, the
Alabama had never been in a Southern port
and was outside of the law, and it would be
no mutiny to take the ship. There must have
been something in this, or the officers would
never have permitted what they did. In truth
the expulsion of a dozen meén would have
made the captain secure in his authority, and
I never could understand his forbearance.
One means of maintaining discipline and
subordination was wanting on the Alzbama,
and that was constant work. Where officers
are enabled to command obedience to orders
this is never neglected. “Teasing time” is
well understood by merchant skippers, and
Vor. XXXI.—g4.
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consists in overhauling the rigging, restowing
stores, frequentmustering, and inspecting bags
and hammocks. But we were so heavily
manned, and so full of stores (a prime ne-
cessity in the case of a ship that could not
command a port when needed), that we had
barely room to swing our hammocks ; in fact
we could scarcely move without tumbling
over somebody. The monotony was dreadful,
After we had swept the ocean of prizes we
had no excitement, and we cast about in every
way to amuse ourselves. The ruffianly por-

AN OBJECT OF CURIOSITY. (AFTER A SKETCH BY THE AUTHOR.)

tion of the crew found their pleasure in hazing
and ill-treating their duller and less resolute
shipmates, and there were some fearful exam-
ples of this kind of work. We had sparring
matches and single-stick playing, in both of
which I excelled. Spinning yarns and sing-
ing songs were resources that neverfailed. The
starboard watch made every man sing in turn
under penalty of a pannikin of salt water, and
our poets were kept busy in composing new
ditties. One man had a splendid tenor voice ;
he was well educated and had been, he said,
an officer in the Royal Navy, and was, like all
disrated gentlemen that I have ever met, a
“vicious and irreclaimable blackguard.” How
strange to hear him sing “ The Lament of the
Irish Emigrant,” and “ My Mary in Heaven ”
with taste and feeling, and the next moment
disgust even his rude associates by a burst of
obscene blasphemy. One sailor, a wonderful
story-teller, who generally prefaced his yarns
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with “ When I sailed in the Zaprobane, East
Ingyman,” was known as “Top-robbin.” His
imagination was prolific of horrors, and his
grim and sepulchral visage aided in producing
an effect on his hearers. His tales were of
phantom ships, that sailed in the teeth of wind
and current, and of ghastly women that came
aboard in the height of storms, etc., and so
realistic and impressive was his delivery that
some of the worstruffians in the watch sought
their hammocks in fear and trembling. But
the poor fellow came to grief in this wise. It
was remarked that he had always missed his
“tip” in the singing and had rather avoided
the tuneful choir. He was on this particular
night ordered to “pipe up” and no more
temporizing about it. He put on a look of
intense misery, and commenced :

“ How EI)varry Lee was hung at sea

For stabbing of his messmate true,

And his body did swing, a horrible thing,

At the sport of the wild sea-mew.”
What a voice!— it was at once a squeaky
treble and a hoarse bass. With one accord the
men yelled to him to stop. He was assured
“If you ever sing again in this ere watch
while we're off soundings, we'll fire you through
a lee port. Such a voice as that would raise
a harrycane.” Poor Top-robbin seemed glad
to quit, remarking that he didn’t sing for his
own “diversion,” and we all agreed with him.

Most of the songs would not look well in
print, but they were nearly all squibs on the
¢ Captain and his officers,” and were bawled
out without mitigation of voice, and no doubt
heard in the mess-room aft. The belief that
Captain Semmes had been a parson inspired
many of these ditties, one of which ran as
follows :
“Qh, our captain said, *When my fortune’s made,
T'll buy a church to preach in,

And fill it full of toots and horns,
And have a jolly Methodee screechin.

«¢And Tll pray the Lord from night to morn
To weather Old Yankee Doodle —

And T’ll run a hinfant Sunday-school
With part of the Vankee’s boodle.””

The following was the last effort of the Muse
and was sung the Saturday night before we
left Cherbourg:

«We're homeward bound, we’re homeward bound,
And soon shall land on English ground;

But ere that English land we see,

We first must lick the Kersar-gee.”

But we didn’t lick the Kersar-gee, and the
poor poet realized the alternative, for I saw
him crushed and mangled under a gun, just
before I went over the side.

October 17th we struck a spell of bad
weather, lasting five days. At one time I
thought we should founder. The weather

LIFE ON THE “ALABAMA”

main-brace parted, losing us the main-yard,
fore-top and stay-sail. At one time the vessel
was fairly on her beam-ends, and the decks
were straight up and down. The ship was
well handled, but was not, in my opinion, a
weatherly craft, and I came to the conclusion
that if we ran across one of the fast Yankee
cruisers our career would come to an end.

November 18th we arrived at Martinique,
and had an “ovation”; the exultation of
the French over the disasters to Yankee com-
merce impressed me. A French corvette ly-
ing there gave a dinner to the officers. Gill
licked two of the Frenchman’s petty officers
nearly to death, as his share of the entertain-
ment, and our liberty was stopped in conse-
quence. Forest swam on shore that night, and
eluding sharks and lookouts, was hauled into
one of the berth-deck ports with five gallons
of the worst liquor I ever drank. It set the
entire watch crazy. Forestkeptcomparatively
sober, but old Gill “ bowsed up his jib” until
he could scarcely stand. Such an uproar I
never heard; the lanterns were litin defiance,
and when the watch was called, the officer of
the deck was saluted with all manner of
« skrim-shander.” Theboatswain wasknocked
down and hurt by a blow from a belaying-pin,
and everything loose was fired aft. The offi-
cers and marines, with the sober portion of
the crew, now charged forward, and a terrible
mélée ensued. Gill knocked a gunner’s mate’s
jaw out of place, and was laid out by a cap-
stan-bar, and finally the drunken men were
secured. Forest was identified by a port
guard from shore, as the man who got the
liquor, and as defiant as ever, was placed in
double irons and under guard.

We now heard that a Yankee cruiser, the
San Jacinto, was outside awaiting us. The
general sentiment of the crew was to fight.
We were tired of the monotony of hunting
merchantmen and, win or lose, wanted a
change. But our officers thought otherwise,
and by the open and undisguised assistance
of the French naval officers and shore au-
thorities, signals were set to mislead the Yan-
kee commander, and a pilot took us out by a
route that enabled us to leave the island far
astern by daybreak. On the 27th of Novem-
ber we arrived at the island of Blanquilla and
coaled. We were about one hundred miles
from the coast of South America. Forest was
here sentenced to be sent ashore, to lose his
payand to be dismissed theservice in disgrace.
He snapped his fingers and swore to be even
with the officers. We made up eighty dollars
for him, and one of the boatmen took 1t ashore
to him. I thought it a good riddance, but
kept my opinion to myself.

After looking into Porto Rico we went
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through the Mona passage, on the lookout for
California steamers, and on the 27th of De-
cember we captured the 47ie/. She was boldly
sailed, and only came to, after a shot from
our Blakely rifle had barely missed hulling
her. As she was full of passengers, she was
bonded and let go. We had up to this time
taken nineteen prizes. December 24th, we
came to the Arcas Keys, desolate sand-
banks on the Caribbean Sea. Here we were
to coal, and spend our Christmas-day, at
liberty on shore. ¢ Liberty on Christmas, the
mean pirate!” sang out one of the port
watch. ¢ Well, here’s for a quiet life —1I can
lick anything in the starboard watch!” In
five minutes the whole front of the island
was covered with combatants, Every one hit
everybody else, and when the officer of the
day sent a guard and boats to bring the men
off, they had their hands full. Some of the
men were badly hurt, and we had cause to re-
member our Christmas festivities at Arcas.
Sunday was our busy day. Half our prizes
were taken on that day, and now our first
action was to take place on Sunday, January
11, 1863. We knew from the orders given that
we were in an enemy’s vicinity and, accord-
ingly, were at the guns when we saw through
the dusk the bows of a small steamer, coming
towards us. Her officers had no need to be
taken unawares, as any good seaman would
have seen that we were at quarters, guns
manned. But she came within one hundred
yards of us before hailing. We answered :
“This is Her Britannic Majesty’s steamer
LFefrel /7 The answer came back, ¢ This is
the United States steamer Hatferas /” At the
same moment we answered: “This is the
Confederate steamer Alabama !” In fact,
before they could well make out the hail, we
gave her the whole broadside of our starboard
batteries. We were not more than fifty yards
away, and we heard the crash of the shot.
She at once returned our fire—but it was
evident her armament was light. After ten
minutes’rapid firing some one called out, ““ The
enemy is sinking,” and we were ordered to
stop firing, as the vessel had surrendered.
Boats were manned, and in a few strokes of
the oars we were alongside. Her bow was
in the air, and she was going down stern
foremost. In a few minutes her men and
wounded were in the boats, and giving a
wallow, the Hatleras went down. To me she
looked more like a flimsy river steamer than
a war vessel. Indeed, most Yankee cruisers
look slim and slight compared with the more
sturdy build of the English men-o’-war,
Much was said of our victory until we
learned that the armament of the Hatteras
had been four thirty-two-pounders, and that

997

we had only killed and wounded five of her
crew. With our weight of guns we should
have done more harm; but the truth is, that
we had but few skilled gunners on board, and
they were not at the heavy guns. Our gun
drills were farcical, in my opinion. In fact,
we never came within distance of man-o’-war
drill or discipline.

We now sailed for Jamaica, going into Port
Royal, and had a pleasant time. Here some-
thing occurred that few knew of. An Irish-
man called “ King-post,” from his build, being
short and thick, was suspected of giving the
officers information of the plans of Forest and
his mates. He was closely watched and he
knew it, but was on his guard. He took his
liberty with the others, and of course got drunk.
Seeing Gill and another man leading a third
and going toward the suburbs, I followed and
made out the third man to be King-post. I
missed them, and as I knew that Gill was well
acquainted with the Port, I at once conjectured,
that he had seen me following them, and had
changed his course. An hour after both men
came back, and I joined them. I asked
where the Irishman was. Gill looked at me
with his hard gray eyes, and significantly
said : I dunna know, laddie, but he’ll haud
his tongue noo ; and ye had better say naith-
ing, yir a wise fallou.” King-post never came
back and was supposed to have deserted ;
but no doubt he fell a victim to those two
ruffians. The crew broke all bounds here and
nearly all the petty officers were disrated,
much to their satisfaction, as they had no
respect from the crew and were responsible
for them to their officers. I could have been
quartermaster, but declined.

We were now on the coast of San Domingo,
a lovely view of wooded mountains and trop-
ical vegetation. On the 2d of July the cry
of fire was raised, and after much confusion
all was made right, It came from the spirit-
room, where one of the petty officers had
entered with a naked light. We were making
prizes now and then, and burning them, but
to-day we were fairly beaten by a sailing
vessel. When the lookout saw her it was
toward sunset, and we set the English ensign,
our usual ruse to deceive Uncle Sam; but
this captain was wideawake, and piling on
canvas he kept the weather-gauge. We could
see that he was using every device that a
good sailor knew to beat us. Our boatswain
was an old clipper sailor and I asked him
whether we were gaining on the chase. “Not
aninch,and we are doing our best.” The wind
freshened and we tried long shot with our
rifle-gun, but it was no use. The chase was a
cloud of canvas, and was beautifully handled,
and in my heart I wished her success. It



9o8

was now getting dark, and several times we
saw a light and felt assured that we were
forereaching on the ship, when our lookout
on the yard sang out, “ That’s a floating light.”
Our Yankee had fooled us by this old device,
for we saw no more of him,

It was a very common thing for the crews
that boarded a prize to bring liquor back with
them. Once some fifteen bottles of brandy
were smuggled aboard, and all hands partook.
As usual, there was a terrible time between
decks. One petty officer was so badly hurt
that it was thought he would die. Many of
the men had grapeshot in a netted bag
fastened to the wrist by a lanyard, and many
a coward blow was given with these.

We hailed a large ship, June 3oth, and fired a
gun, which wasatoncereturned, whenwe found
that we were trying to bring toa British man-of-
war, the Diomede. She did not answer our en-
sign, but kept on her way in apparent disdain.
We now left the South American coast and
made for the Cape of Good Hope, taking a few
prizes on the way, and late in July anchored
in Saldanha Bay, about one hundred miles
north of Cape Town. Here one of the en-
gineers shot himself by accident and was
buried. We sailed for Cape Town and many
of the crew deserted. At Simon’s Town the
entire crew broke away, petty officers and all,
and the quartermaster and twelve men left us.

We now sailed for the Eastern seas, and
making captures here and there, arrived at
Singapore December 22. We had one long
chase after a fine clipper ship, the Contest,
that but for our guns would have outsailed
us. Her mate was an Englishman, and was
put in irons after knocking down one of the
officers and offering to fight any * pirate ” on
board, At one small island near the Straits
of Sunda, garrisoned by Frenchmen, we had a
stand-up fight with a gang of large baboons,
and two of our men were badly bitten. I had
my jacket taken clean off, at one clutch, and
was glad to escape so easily, They threw
stones and clubs like Tipperary men,

We sailed from Singapore for Table Bay,
the weather being fearfully hot, and got
there March 13th. I was approached in the
middle watch by a man known as ‘¢ Shakings,”
from his bushy yellow hair. He was a great
crony of Gill's and told me that if T would
stand in, they would make a rush aft, on the
next night, and that we could easily take the
ship ; that the American consul would guar-
antee us one hundred thousand dollars, and
see that no harm would come to us. I asked
him who were with him, and he said four of
the petty officers, and some twenty of the
crew. I did not like this man, he had a bad
eye, and I said I would think of it. I knew
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Gill, bad as he was, could be trusted, and I
spoke to him. He assured me that we would
not be opposed by the petty officers, and one
determined rush would do it! I told him
that I was sure the officers were on the
alert and that as we were going to Eng-
land soon, it would scarce pay —and that
the American consul would repudiate the
whole affair and we would bring ourselves n
the grip of English law. If we could run her
into a Yankee port, it would be different. I
thought of the wretched man at Port Royal
and kept my own counsel.

We were told that our course was now for
England and this had a good effect on the
men. The Yankee flag seemed to become
a stranger on the seas, and we had a dull
time after leaving the African coast. We
were off Lizard Point June 8th, with England
dim and misty on the port bow. We took a
pilot aboard and made Cherbourg on the 13th
of June. There is no doubt that the ship
needed repairs. She forged through the water,
showing thather copper was stripping and that
she had become a very tub in sailing. Her en-
gines were out of order, and there was a con-.
stant thumping and fizzing in the engine-room.
It was generally understood that in all prob-
ability her cruising would come to an end, for
if she ventured into an English port that would
be the last of her, as the English Govern-
ment would stop her going out again. I do
not think that I was ever so glad to get ashore
in mylife. On shore we soon heard of the
U. S. steamer Kearsarge, and we were glad
that we would have an opportunity of trying
our guns on something like our match. The
police in Cherbourg being well organized,
our men behaved fairly well.

On the 15th of June atan early hour, it was
told through the ship that the Kearsarge was
coming through the east end of the harbor.
From the berth-deck ports we had a fair look
at her. She seemed low in the water, but was
evidently in fighting trim. She steamed past
us, at the rate of about nine knots, and out of
the west opening. We heard from the gossip
of the ward-room servants that Semmes had
challenged the American consul. The men
who worked the guns had no confidence in
any but the Blakely rifle.”

We got everything ship-shape and left
Cherbourg for our last cruise on a bright Sun-
day morning, June 19th. We were escorted
by a French armored vessel, and when we got
outside we could see the Kearsarge awaiting
us, about four miles away. Captain Semmes
made us a short speech which was well re-
ceived, though it seemed odd to me that an
American should appeal to an Englishman’s
love of glory to animate him to fight the
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speaker’s own countrymen. But we cheered,
and the French ship leaving us, we steamed
straight for the Kearsarge. There is no doubt
that Semmes was flurried and commenced fir-
ing too soon. We were, I should say, nearly
a mile away, and I do not think a single shot
told. The enemy circled around us and did
not return our fire until within seven or eight
hundred yards and then she let us have it.
The first shot that struck us made the ship
reel and shake all over. T wasserving on one
of the thirty-two-pounders, and my sponger
was an old man-o’-war’s man, who remarked
after a look out of the port, “We might as well
fire batter puddens as these pop-guns; a few
more biffs like that last and we may turn tur-
tle.” He had scarcely spoken when a shell burst
under our pivot-gun, tilting it out of range and
killing five of the crew.  What is wrong with
the rifle-gun?” was asked. “We don’t seem to
be doing the enemy any harm,” while with slow
precision came the crash of the heavy shell
of the Yankee. One missile that seemed as
big as a haystack whizzed over our heads,
taking a section of the port bulwarks away,
fortunately missing a man that was handling
shot. He only remarked that he believed the
Yankee was firing ¢ steam-I'ilers ” at us. An-
other shell struck us amidships, causing the
ship to list to port so that our gun weighing
three tons raced in, pinning one poor fellow
against the port-sill. He died before we could
get him clear. This was the missile that sunk
the Alabama. “ She’s going down !” was the
Vor. XXXI.—gs.

““THE FIRST SHOT THAT STRUCK US MADE THE SHIP REEL.
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cry, and all was confusion. Another shell
struck about the water-line, and the vessel reeled
like a drunken man, The dead and wounded
were lying about the deck, which was red
with blood. Our officers did their duty and the
men at once began to get up the wounded. The
cutter and launch were in the water, and the
officers were trying to keep the men back till
the wounded were all in; but certainly many
of them were left, for T saw several on the
berth-deck when 1 went below, and the boats
were then full and pushing off. When it was
certain that the ship was sinking, all order was
at an end. I had £ro and a watch in a
locker between decks, and I ran below, but
they were gone. -

“All hands on deck — ship’s going down!”
was called, and I had just got on the upper
step of the forward companion-way when the
water, entering the berth-deck ports, forced
the air up and almost carried me off my legs.
I cast my eyes around for a moment. Old
Gill, with hishead crushed under the carriage of
the eight-inch gun,was lying there, his brawny
hands clinching the breast of his jumper.
Just as the water came over the stern | went
over the port bulwarks. I was a good swim-
mer, and had not been in the water five min-
utes when a French pilot-boat came running
past, and a brawny fellow in petticoats and
top-boots dragged me out of the water. Three
of our crew were on board and two more were
picked up. One of the men told me that he
had been hailed by the doctor to aid him in
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(FROM A PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN IN SOUTHAMPTON IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE FIGHT.)

bringing a man from the lower deck, but did
not wait, as the water was then coming into
the lower deck ports. I had seen an officer
at the after companion-way just before going
over the side, and this was no doubt Dr. Lle-
wellyn, who was drowned.

A steam-yacht was passing westward, which
1 recognized as the Deerhound, having seen
her at Cherbourg. I had a good look at the
Kearsarge, whose boats were approaching, but
she did not seem injured in the least. Our
French lugger bore away for Cherbourg, land-
ing us about four in the afternoon. I had de-
posited £g9o with a French money-changer
before the action, so [ was not badly off. We
were beset with questions by Englishmen stay-
ing there, and 1 was amazed at their desire
to belittle the victory of the Kearsarge. One
grim old tar, who had been quartermaster in
the Royal Navy and was saved with me, said

to the point, “ We was whipped because she
was a better ship, better manned ; had better
guns, better served; that's about the size of
it,” and he walked away. The next day I in-
duced an English fishing-smack to take me to
England, landing at Portsmouth.

We had inflicted great loss on private own-
ers, but I am sure we did not aid the cause
we fought for, in the least. I have seen some-
where an account of the taking of the /Har-
teras, that made it a daring achievement. To
sneak up to an enemy under a false hail, and
pour in a broadside of metal much heavier
than she could return — surely, no English
sailor will see anything to the national credit
in this. The poor show we made with the
Kearsarge however, disposed of the glory we
achieved in burning defenseless merchantmen;
and the ¢ meteor flag,” that Captain Semmes
was so proud of, came down with a run.

P D. Haywood.
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mayor's residence the evening previous, at
which T was present, when Mr. Soulé un-
folded his plan of the contemplated night at-
tack and urged it strongly upon the mayor’s
attention. The meeting at nine o’clock the
following morning was for the purpose of
discussing this matter more freely. It was,
however, too late for such an undertaking,
even had the plan been a much more feasible
one. The forts had surrendered! Captain
Farragut had already-dispatched a message to
the mayor notifying him of that event, and
adding that he was about to raise the United
States flag on the Mint and Custom House., He
still insisted that the lowering of the flag over
the City Hall should be the work of those who
had raised it, but before I left the ship he had
yielded that point also, and I reported to my
chief that there would be no bombardment and
that the ungrateful task of lowering our flag
would be performed by those who demanded
1ts removal.

Mayor Monroe at once issued a proclama-
tion requesting all citizens “ to retire to their
homes during these acts of authority which it
would be folly to resist,” and impressing upon
them the melancholy consolation that the
flag was not to be removed by their author-
ities “but by those who had the power and
the will to exercise it.”

I carried a copy of this proclamation on
board the flag-ship. Captain Bell, who was
charged with the duties of raising and remov-
ing the flags, seemed a little nervous in regard
to the performance of the last part of his mis-
sion. Calling me aside, he asked me whether I
thought the crowd would offer any opposition
to his landing party. Ireplied in the negative.

I left the ship in advance of the force, and
returned to the City Hall to report their com-
ing. The stage was now set for the last act,
and soon the officers, marines, and sailors ap-
peared in Lafayette square with bayonets and
two brass howitzers glittering in the sunlight.
The marines were formed in line on the St.
Charles street side of the square near the iron
railing which at that time inclosed it, while
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INCE you ask me for some account of my experience

as a sailor, I may say that I was born in Charleston,
South Carolina, in February, 1836, and was taken to
England when T was two yearsold. My parents-settled
at Whitehaven in Cumberland, and I was sent to
“Piper’s Marine School.” When I got older T spent
some time at a Catholic seminary at St. Omer in
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the guns were drawn through the gates out
into the middle of the street, and placed so as
to command the thoroughfare either way.

The crowd flowed in from every direction
and filled the street in a compact mass both
above and below the square. They were
silent, but angry and threatening. Many
openly displayed their arms. An open way
was left in front of the hall, and their force
being stationed, Captain Bell and Lieutenant
Kautz passed across the street, mounted the
hall steps and entered the mayor’s patlor.
Approaching the mayor, Captain Bell said :
“1 have come in obedience to orders to haul
down the State flag from this building.”

Mr. Monroe replied, his voice trembling
with restrained emotion, “ Very well, sir, you
can do it; but I wish to say that there is not
in my entire constituency so wretched a rene-
gade as would be willing to exchange places
with you.”

He emphasized this speech in a manner
which must have been very offensive to the
officers. Captain Bell visibly restrained him-
self from reply, and asked at once that he
might be shown the way to the roof. The
mayor replied by referring him to the janitor
whom he would find outside.

As soon as the two officers left the room,
Mr, Monroe also went out. Descending the
front steps he walked out into the street and
placed himself immediately in front of the
howitzer pointing down St. Charles street.
There, folding his arms, he fixed his eyes
upon the gunner who stood lanyard in hand
ready for action. Here he remained, without
once looking up or moving until the flag had
been hauled down by Lieutenant Kautz and
he and Captain Bell reappeared. At an order
from the officers the sailors drew their howit-
zers back into the square, the marines fell
into marching order behind them, and retired
as they had come. As they passed out through
the Camp street gate, Mr. Monroe turned
toward the hall, and the people who had hith-
erto preserved the silence he had asked from
them, broke into cheers for their mayor.

Marion A. Baker.

THE CIVIL WAR.

France, where I learned to speak the language and
to dislike the people for all time.

My father was a retired East India naval officer and
an intimate friend of Sir Charles Napier, by whose
influence I received a warrant as midshipman in the
British Navy, and joined the Swi/#sire frigate in No-
vember, 1853,

My messmates were a gang of ruffians, and they
hazed me for being a “Yankee.” T was constantly in
hot water, and had g miserable time of'it.
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I was transferred to the Srifansnia flag-ship and was
wounded in the attack on the forts at Sevastopol, Octo-
ber, 1854. I was sent home invalided and gladly re-
signed the service. Imade the China voyage as second
officer on the ship Kedoute and then went to India and
saw the beginning and end of the Sepoy mutiny, and
must say that the pandies were not a whit more brutal
and savage than the English civilians and soldiers.

I had a relation in the Commissary Department at
Delhi, and I got there in time to carry a musket as
volunteer with the Seventy-fifth Regiment, in the
storming of September, '57, and I saw such fighting
as I had only read of in story.

The conduct of the men was grand, and their offi-
cers wasted their own lives like water.

I had my left hand nearly cut off by a sword stroke,
as it was all bayonet fighting, the rebels showing won-
derful courage and persistency. As soon as I could
travel [ crossed the Punjaub to the Indus, and wentdown
that river to Kurrachee and took steamer for Canton.

The Taiping Rebellion was commencing, and there
was no peace in all the land. I had no trouble in
getling a commission as second lieutenant in the
Chinese Navy, and cruised along the coast captur-
ing pirates. As we took no prisoners, it was butch-
ering work, and I soon got tired of it. I resigned
in 1860, and going ashore, made the acquaintance of
General Ward, an ex-Yankee clipper-mate and the best
soldier in China, bold, bloody, and resolute, Ialsomet
Captain Gordon, well known by his later reputation,
and I thought him a very commonplace gentleman.
There was one thing he could do to perfection, and
that was swear ; and his Fokee levies had the benefit
of his talent in that direction.

Ward’s death, the next year, ended a career that
promised to be remarkable. He would have made
himself a power in the East.

The climate did not agree with me; in the fall of
61 1 returned to England, and in 62 shipped on the
Confederate privateer A/zbama. After her destruction
I went to blockade running, and made a little fortune
by lucky ventures, but this was soon ended by the
downfall of the Confederacy.

Save several voyages to the West Indies, I have
been on shore since 1866.

When I first went to sea, educated young men were
common in the forecastle, thither led by a spirit of ad-
venture, but no decent man would go to sea now save
from dire compulsion.

His associates would be broken-down turnpike
sailors and 'longshoremen,—perhaps vicious and unen-
durable,—and most likely all foreigners. So the com-
mon sailor that really is a sailor and has intelligence
to tell what he knows will soon pass away forever.
Herman Melville was the greatest and the last. Clark
Russell is too literal, and to a sailor his long descrip-
tions are tedious; but Melville is glorious.

Pliip Draylon Haywood.
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General George H. Thomas at Chattanocoga.

IN his paper on “Chattanooga,” puolished in THE
CENTURY for November, 1883, General Grant says :

“On_the 7th, before Longstreet could possibly have reached
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valley. I directed him to take mules, officers’ horses, o2 animals
wherever he could get them, to move the necessary artillery. But
he persisted in the declaration that he could not move a single
piece of artillery, and could not see how he could possibly comply
with the order. Nothing was left to be done but to answer
Washington dispatches as best I could, urge Sherman forward,
although he was making every effort to get forward, and encour-
age Burnside to hold on.”

This statement is in substance like one in General
Badeau’s military history of Ulysses 5. Grant. Apaper,
however, over the signature of General Grant has a
very different value. And it is in text and inference
50 unjust to the memory of the late Major-General
George H. Thomas that it is proper to make a state-
ment of facts taken in the main from official papers.

Mr. Charles A. Dana, Assistant Secretary of War,
was in November, 1863, at Chattanooga, and reported
by telegraph from day to day to the Secretary of War
all matters of interest with reference to the Army of
the Cumberland and the plans of Generals Grant and
Thomas, with both of whom he held intimate official
relations. Under date of November gth, 11 A. M., he
telegraphed to Mr. Stanton :

. . . Grant and Thomas considering plan proposed by W.
F. Smith to advance our pickets on the left to Citico Creek, about
a mile in front of the position they have occupied from the first,
and to #reaten the seizure of the north-west extremity of Mis-
sionary Ridge. This, taken in connection with our present demon-
stration in Lookout Valley, will compel them to concentrate and
come back from Burnside to fight here.”

It is perhaps well to explain here that at that time
no plan for future operations had been discussed. On
the supposition that Sherman’s forces would be united
with those of Thomas in front of Chattanooga, more
space than we occupied was necessary for the proper
encampments and probable developments for a battle.
This made a move to the front at that time, for the
acquisition of more ground, a proper one under all
circumstances. It will be seen that in the plan pro-
posed by me, as chief engineer, only a #ireal fo seize
the north-west end of Missionary Ridge was intended
and with the idea that such a feint might force the re-
call of Longstreet. T think I may safely state that I
did not propose at that time, in view of the condition
of the Army of the Cumberland, to suggest anything
which would bring on a general battle unless under
the guns of our forts at Chattanooga. The next tele-
gram to Secretary Stanton referring to this move is
dated November 7th at ten A. M., and states:

“ Before receiving this information ™ [report of a rebel deserter]
“ Grant had orr.lercﬁ Thomas to execute the movement on Citico
Creek which I reported on the 5th as proposed by Smith. Thomas,
who rather preferred an attempt on Lookout ilouum.m, desired
to postpone the operation until Sherman should come up, but
Grant has decided that for the sake of Burnside the attack must
be made at once, and [ presume the advance on Citico will take
place to-morrow evening, and that on Missionary Ridge imme-
diately afterward. If successful, this operation will divide Bmg&;s
forces in Chattancoga valley from those in the valley of the
Chickamauga, and will compel him either to retreat, leaving the
railroad communication of Cheatham and Longstreel exposed, or
else fight a battle with his diminished forces.”

From General Grant’s order of November yth, the
following extract is made:

“_ . . 1deem the best movement to affracé the enemy to be
an attack on the northern end of Missionary Ridge with all the
force you can bring to bear against it, and, when that is carried, #o
threaten and even attack if possible the enemy’s line of com-
munication between Dalton and Cleveland. Rations should be
ready to issue a sufficiency to last four days the moment Mission-
ary Ridge is in our possession —rations to be carried in haver-
sacks, When there are not horses to move the artillery, mules
must be taken from the teams or horses from ambulances, or, if
T v, officers di 1 and their horses taken. The move-

Knoxville, T ordered Thomas peremptorily to attack the enemy's
right, so as to force the return of the troops that had gone up the

ment should not be madé one moment later than to-morrow
morming.”





