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EDGAR ALLAN POE
Edgar Allan Poe was born in 1809 in Boston, Massachusetts, the son of traveling actors. His father abandoned the family shortly after his birth, and his mother died when he was two. Separated from his brother and sister, Poe was given to the foster care of John Allan, a Virginia tobacco farmer. He attended the University of Virginia, distinguishing himself as a student but losing large sums of money at gambling; following a quarrel with his foster father, he left home, tried a military career (briefly attending West Point), and published his first volume of poetry, Tamerlane and Other Poems (1827). Poe lived in Baltimore with his aunt and her eight-year-old daughter, Virginia, whose tutor he became. He continued to write poetry and short fiction, and in 1833 he won a $50 prize for “MS. Found in a Bottle.” The following year he began his association with The Southern Literary Messenger, to which, in addition to stories, he contributed scores of critical reviews, whose frequent acerbity and slashing wit brought a new rigor to the hitherto self-congratulatory American literary scene. In 1836 he married his cousin Virginia, who was thirteen at the time. Poor and frequently at odds with editors, Poe moved with his family back and forth between New York and Philadelphia. Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque, containing such stories as “Ligeia,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” and “William Wilson,” was published in 1839.
In the last decade of his life, despite poverty, illness, heavy drinking, and the physical decline of Virginia, Poe remained feverishly prolific. Lecturing on American literature, concocting hoaxes and cryptograms, attempting to launch magazines, churning out reviews, and experimenting with a variety of fictional genres including the detective story, which he virtually invented with “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” (1841), he nevertheless did not achieve appreciable recognition until the publication of “The Raven” in 1845. The poem’s instant popularity gave him new visibility in literary circles, but his personal situation remained acute, aggravated by his penchant for literary warfare—he accused Longfellow of plagiarism—and libel suits. Following Virginia’s death in 1847, he was less productive, devoting his energies to Eureka, an idiosyncratic mixture of criticism, metaphysics, and cosmological speculation. He was found semiconscious in a Baltimore tavern and died on October 7, 1849. His last poems, posthumously published, were “The Bells” and “Annabel Lee.” Poe’s reputation in America suffered for years from charges of immorality and drunkenness; but through the French translations of Charles Baudelaire he became a major influence on modern writing.

A NOTE ON THE TEXT
The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket, Edgar Allan Poe’s only novel, appeared in a single American edition during the author’s lifetime. This Modern Library Paperback Classic reprints this original edition, published in 1838 by Harper and Brothers in New York City.
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THE NARRATIVE OF ARTHUR GORDON PYM OF NANTUCKET
COMPRISING THE DETAILS OF A MUTINY AND ATROCIOUS BUTCHERY 
ON BOARD THE AMERICAN BRIG GRAMPUS, ON HER WAY TO 
THE SOUTH SEAS, IN THE MONTH OF JUNE, 1827.
WITH AN ACCOUNT OF THE RECAPTURE OF THE VESSEL BY THE 
SURVIVERS: THEIR SHIPWRECK AND SUBSEQUENT HORRIBLE 
SUFFERINGS FROM FAMINE; THEIR DELIVERANCE BY 
MEANS OF THE BRITISH SCHOONER JANE GUY; THE 
BRIEF CRUISE OF THIS LATTER VESSEL IN THE 
ANTARCTIC OCEAN, HER CAPTURE, AND THE 
MASSACRE OF HER CREW AMONG A 
GROUP OF ISLANDS IN THE
EIGHTY-FOURTH PARALLEL OF SOUTHERN LATITUDE;
TOGETHER WITH THE INCREDIBLE ADVENTURES AND 
DISCOVERIES
STILL FARTHER SOUTH
TO WHICH THAT DISTRESSING CALAMITY GAVE RISE.

PREFACE
Upon my return to the United States a few months ago, after the extraordinary series of adventure in the South Seas and elsewhere, of which an account is given in the following pages, accident threw me into the society of several gentlemen in Richmond, Va., who felt deep interest in all matters relating to the regions I had visited, and who were constantly urging it upon me, as a duty, to give my narrative to the public. I had several reasons, however, for declining to do so, some of which were of a nature altogether private, and concern no person but myself; others not so much so. One consideration which deterred me was, that, having kept no journal during a greater portion of the time in which I was absent, I feared I should not be able to write, from mere memory, a statement so minute and connected as to have the  appearance of that truth it would really possess, barring only the natural and unavoidable exaggeration to which all of us are prone when detailing events which have had powerful influence in exciting the imaginative faculties. Another reason was, that the incidents to be narrated were of a nature so positively marvellous, that, unsupported as my assertions must necessarily be (except by the evidence of a single individual, and he a half-breed Indian), I could only hope for belief among my family, and those of my friends who have had reason, through life, to put faith in my veracity—the probability being that the public at large would regard what I should put forth as merely an impudent and ingenious fiction. A distrust in my own abilities as a writer was, nevertheless, one of the principal causes which prevented me from complying with the suggestions of my advisers.
Among those gentlemen in Virginia who expressed the greatest interest in my statement, more particularly in regard to that portion of it which related to the Antarctic Ocean, was Mr. Poe, lately editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, a monthly magazine, published by Mr. Thomas W. White, in the city of Richmond.1 He strongly advised me, among others, to prepare at once a full account of what I had seen and undergone, and trust to the shrewdness and common sense of the public—insisting, with great plausibility, that however roughly, as regards mere authorship, my book should be got up, its very uncouthness, if there were any, would give it all the better chance of being received as truth.
Notwithstanding this representation, I did not make up my mind to do as he suggested. He afterward proposed (finding that I would not stir in the matter) that I should allow him to draw up, in his own words, a narrative of the earlier portion of my adventures, from facts afforded by myself, publishing it in the Southern Messenger under the garb of fiction. To this, perceiving no objection, I consented, stipulating only that my real name should be retained. Two numbers of the pretended fiction appeared, consequently, in the Messenger for January and February (1837), and, in order that it might certainly be regarded as fiction, the name of Mr. Poe was affixed to the articles in the table of contents of the magazine.2
The manner in which this ruse was received has induced me at length to undertake a regular compilation and publication of the adventures in question; for I found that, in spite of the air of fable which had been so ingeniously thrown around that portion of my statement which appeared in the Messenger (without altering or distorting a single fact), the public were still not at all disposed to receive it as fable, and several letters were sent to Mr. P.’s address distinctly expressing a conviction to the contrary. I thence concluded that the facts of my narrative would prove of such a nature as to carry with them sufficient evidence of their own authenticity, and that I had consequently little to fear on the score of popular incredulity.
This exposé being made, it will be seen at once how much of what follows I claim to be my own writing; and it will also be understood that no fact is misrepresented in the first few pages which were written by Mr. Poe. Even to those readers who have not seen the Messenger, it will be unnecessary to point out where his portion ends and my own commences; the difference in point of style will be readily perceived.
A. G. PYM.
New-York, July, 1838.3

INTRODUCTION
Jeffrey Meyers
Poe’s life was his saddest story. Born in poverty, the child of a broken home, and orphaned at the age of two; unable to complete his university education, expelled from West Point, and rejected by his foster father; traumatized by the deaths of the women who loved him—Poe was well prepared for a perfectly wretched existence. This celebrated delinquent was the most lonely and melancholy figure in American literature: socially dislocated, emotionally starved and torn in spirit. He kept no diaries, had no intimate friends, and confided in no one.
Throughout his life, Poe’s genius was exploited by mercenary editors. He earned very little from his writing and was forced to live in humiliating poverty. The publisher Harper’s, rejecting his Tales of the Folio Club in 1836, told him that American readers had a strong preference for works of fiction in which a single and connected story occupies the whole book. If he would cut out the arcane references and eliminate the mystification, they said, if he would “lower himself a little to the ordinary comprehension of the generality of readers, prepare a single work and send it to the Publishers, they will make such arrangements with him as will be liberal and satisfactory.”
Poe followed Harper’s injunction to write a long work. His only novel, The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym, was published in July 1838 on satisfactory if not liberal terms. He attempted—but failed—to meet their requirements and reach a popular audience. His novel was scarcely more unified than a series of stories, and contained a good deal of arcane material and mystification. Poe piled on the horrific incidents: intoxication, shipwreck, death by drowning; premature burial under a secret trapdoor and under a barrage of rocks; demonic nightmares; starvation and agonizing thirst; fever, delirium, insanity; attack by a mad dog; suicidal impulses; poison and murder; gales and hurricanes; a ship manned by rotting corpses; dismemberment and cannibalism (“a fearful repast”); a bloody massacre; a landslide; an explosion; an attack by sharks and a gangrenous limb that falls off at the touch; captivity by treacherous savages; entrapment in a chasm; death by club, knife, axe, spear, and pistol.
Poe had taken two transatlantic voyages as a child. But, like Herman Melville and Joseph Conrad after him, he made extensive use of factual sources to fill the huge gaps in his knowledge: Benjamin Morrell’s Narrative of Four Voyages to the South Seas and Pacific, 1822– 1831 (1832) and Jeremiah Reynolds’s Address on the Subject of a Surveying and Exploring Expedition to the Pacific Ocean and the South Seas (1836), which he had favorably reviewed in 1837. Moreover, Poe freely adapted details of geography and natural history in chapters XIV to XVI to pad out the story when invention failed him. His nautical expertise seemed completely convincing, and he later earned authoritative praise from the sailor-novelist Conrad, who found his story “MS. Found in a Bottle” “so authentic in detail that it must have been told by a sailor of a sombre and poetical genius in the invention of the phantastic.” In Pym, however, the jib of the Ariel continues to function even after the mast that supports it has been carried away by the waves. Even when Poe’s story was most fantastic, his vivid details convinced contemporary readers that his account was true.
Though Pym belongs with the imaginary journeys described in “Hans Pfaall” and The Journal of Julius Rodman, and with shipwrecks portrayed in “MS. Found in a Bottle” and “A Descent into the Maelström,” its title suggests the story is a realistic first-person account of Pym’s actual experiences at sea and the South Pole. This region, about which almost nothing was known at the time (Antarctica had not even been discovered until 1820), excited intense contemporary interest, and an American expedition sailed for Antarctica the month after Poe’s book was published. In a wild surmise, Poe unrealistically describes a mild climate, abundant fruit and vegetation, and land animals near the South Pole.
Poe had published two installments of the novel, under his own name, in the January and February 1837 issues of the Southern Literary Messenger. After being fired from the magazine, he abandoned it. He resumed work while living in New York that year, but reached an imaginative dead end with his hero adrift in Antarctic waters. Unable to find a way to bring Pym back to Nantucket after his descent into the chasm, to get him out of the fantastic realm and back into the real world, Poe left the book essentially unfinished. Though Pym has survived many near-fatal threats and hazards, the final Note casually states that he has been killed in an unexplained accident before he could complete the story.
The name Árthur Górdon Pym bears a close resemblance to Édgar Állan Poe. But the published novel appeared without Poe’s name on the title page and with a Preface by “A. G. Pym,” claiming that some gentleman in Richmond (where Poe had grown up) had urged him to write an account of his marvelous adventures, and that Poe had merely ghostwritten the earlier sections and published them as fiction because of their strange content. We are asked to believe that the whole narrative is a true story. To substantiate this, the novel contains extracts of diaries and references to logbook entries. And chapter XXIII includes drawings of hieroglyphic inscriptions that Pym and his half-breed Indian companion, Dirk Peters, discover on the island of Tsalal.
Though Poe tells us that he had encouraged Pym to publish his Antarctic narrative in the Messenger, he refuses (in the concluding Note) to complete the story because of “his disbelief in the entire truth of the latter portions of the narration.” After striving to create a realistic novel, Poe now undermines the truth of his own narrative. In a cunning but frustrating maneuver, he breaks off the story at a crucial moment and teases the reader by refusing to reveal what happened to Pym in the cataract and chasm. By doing so, he makes the vague ending more suggestive and mysterious. Poe’s elaborate attempt to frame Pym’s fantastic journey in a sober, scholarly format allows him to convey to his audience two contradictory messages. The Preface suggests that the novel is a factual record of real travels; the final Note casts doubt on its authenticity and slyly indicates that Poe, its putative “editor,” thinks the whole thing sheer nonsense.
Poe’s contemporary audience, ignorant of geography and literature, was alternately impressed and annoyed by the book. Even readers as sophisticated as the American publisher George Putnam were at first taken in by Poe’s artful documentary effects, and believed the narrative was a genuine travel book and a serious contribution to geographical science. As Putnam told his English copublisher, alluding to the hieroglyphics that Poe had lifted from a traveler’s book on Petra, in the Jordanian desert: “This man has reached a higher latitude than any European navigator. Let us reprint this for the benefit of Mr. Bull,” the typical Englishman. Putnam later realized that “the grave particularity of the title and of the narrative misled many of the critics as well as [himself].” He was amused to note that “whole columns of these new ‘discoveries,’ including the hieroglyphics (!) found on the rocks, were copied by many of the English country papers as sober historical truth.”
One of the greatest difficulties Poe had with the novel was deciding on a tone that would sustain the narrative. The novel begins in the realistic manner, invented by Defoe in Robinson Crusoe and perfected by Swift in Gulliver’s Travels, to frame their imaginary voyages: “My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. My father was a respectable trader in sea-stores at Nantucket, where I was born.” Pym’s biography and middle-class background is sketched in some detail, so we expect the narrator’s worldview to play a role, as it does in Defoe and Swift, in illuminating the nature of the adventures he undergoes.
The series of exciting episodes that follows Pym’s first brush with death arouses and sustains the reader’s interest, but departs radically from the initial mode of narration. Poe soon lapses into the conventions of melodrama, giving physiological descriptions of fear (“My hair stood erect on my head—I felt the blood congealing in my veins—my heart ceased utterly to beat”) instead of conveying this fear to the reader. Pym’s journey carries him from the respectable world of Nantucket, where his grandfather has laid by “a tolerable sum of money” that he expects to inherit, to fantastic southern latitudes where he endures extreme hardship and becomes implicated in murder. Pym breaks out of the eighteenth-century conventions as soon as he changes from an ironic observer to an active participant. He dreams of the tropical South Seas and winds up in the Antarctic. Here the inhabitants incongruously resemble slaves on Southern plantations, “their complexion a jet black, with thick and long woolly hair.” His Narrative starts as a juvenile adventure and ends as a horror story.
The incomplete journal form, like the first-person narrator, allows Poe to disguise and excuse his own inability to control the plot and complete the novel. He had criticized Captain Frederick Marryat’s episodic novel  Joseph Rushbrook (1841) for its lack of artistic unity: “One incident begets another, and so on, ad infinitum. . . . There is none of that  binding power perceptible, which often gives a species of unity (the unity of a writer’s individual thought) to the most random narrations.” And, well aware of Pym’s obvious faults, Poe “did not appear in his conversation to pride himself much upon it.” He realized that it was carelessly composed, could not take it seriously, and called it “a very silly book.”
Contemporary reviewers tended to agree with Poe’s estimate of his work and were quick to point out its radical defects. The harshest notice came from his future employer William Burton, publisher of Burton’s Gentleman’s Magazine, who waxed indignant at what he took to be Poe’s attempt to deceive his gullible readers with a “rapid succession of improbabilities”: “A more impudent attempt at humbugging the public has never been exercised. . . . Arthur Gordon Pym puts forth a series of travels outraging possibility, and coolly requires his insulted readers to believe his account. . . . We regret to find Mr. Poe’s name in connexion with such a mass of ignorance and effrontery.”
Lewis Gaylord Clark, a New York writer, compared Pym’s faults to those in Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, and complained about its careless style and disgusting details: “There are a great many tough stories in this book, told in a loose and slip-shod style, seldom chequered by any of the more common graces of composition, beyond a Robinson-Crusoe-ish sort of simplicity of narration. The work is one of much interest, with all its defects, not the least of which is, that it is too liberally stuffed with ‘horrid circumstance of blood and battle.’ ” A third critic agreed about the horrors and justly complained that the story remained unfinished: “There are too many atrocities, too many strange horrors, and finally, there is no conclusion to it; it breaks off suddenly in a mysterious way, which is not only destitute of all vraisemblance, but is purely perplexing and vexatious. We cannot, therefore, but consider the author unfortunate in his plan.”
In our time, The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym and The Journal of Julius Rodman, a similar adventure tale by Poe that takes place on land instead of at sea, have struck the critic Leslie Fiedler “as improbable books for Poe to have attempted, concerned as they are with the American scene and the great outdoors.” Though we associate Poe with the hermetic, cadaverous, morbid characters in his stories, Pym’s energy, resourcefulness, and masculine adventures actually reflect Poe’s real-life character. He was a good athlete and had a passion for wandering through the natural landscape.
Two other modern critics, Patrick Quinn and Richard Wilbur, have written brilliant, if ingenious, interpretations of Pym. The former has noted the themes of recurrent revolt, reality and appearance, deception and the double in this “strictly organized and skillfully developed” story; while the latter has read it as an allegory of cosmic unity, “of the dreaming soul’s departure from this world, and its glimpsing of the Beyond.” Though it is difficult to see Pym, with all its flaws, as a masterpiece, it does have some striking passages amid the manic succession of misadventures. In chapter X, a spectral Dutch ship with a dead crew passes by (an episode influenced by Coleridge’s “Rime of the Ancient Mariner”); and an ominous seagull, which has been gnawing on the corpses, drops a ghastly gobbet of human flesh at the feet of the sailor Parker. This memorable incident inspired the horrific passage in “A Voyage to Cythera” by Charles Baudelaire, who adored Poe and translated his novel into French. In Baudelaire’s poem, the naïve traveler, setting out (like Pym) for an exotic paradise, is shocked to discover that
Ravenous birds perched on their prey
Were ferociously demolishing a ripe body that had been hanged,
Each one planting, like an instrument, its impure beak
In all the bleeding parts of the rotting flesh.
Later on, when the shipwrecked sailors are all starving, Parker suggests they resort to cannibalism; but he draws the short straw, and is appropriately killed and eaten. The seagull foreshadows Parker’s fate and the cannibalistic feast of “palpitating entrails” in the same way that the Ariel, the name of Pym’s Nantucket sailboat and of the boat in which Shelley drowned in 1822, prefigures his shipwreck. Pym’s successive voyages on the Ariel, Penguin, Grampus, Jane Guy, and the frail canoe in which he paddles away at the end, mark his perilous progress from Nantucket to the Pole.
On January 19 (Poe’s birthday) Pym and Dirk Peters reach Tsalal, an island off the coast of Antarctica, which is inhabited by treacherous black savages. Here Poe introduces the haunting, symbolic opposition of black and white, where whiteness stands for an inexplicable, deadly curse that foreshadows the novel’s climactic confrontation. After Pym discovers the corpse of a crewman whose face was “of a chalky whiteness,” he disguises himself as this dead man and frightens the mutineers by rubbing “white chalk” on his face. On Tsalal, he notes that the black natives refuse to approach anything on the ship that is white: sails, eggs, an open book, or a pan of flour. But he fails to recognize the absolute taboo on whiteness that helps account for their massacre of the spooky white intruders. This aspect of the novel, as well as the familiar, first-person introduction by the hero, influenced Melville’s Moby-Dick.
As the voyagers pass from the real into the dream world, the tone of the novel—which starts like Defoe and ends like Coleridge— changes from the factual to the fantastic. While they are exploring the interior, Pym becomes trapped in a chasm and, with the help of a rope, descends the side of a precipitous cliff. As his imagination becomes wildly excited by the vertiginous depths below him, he vainly tries to suppress his dangerous thoughts:
The more earnestly I struggled not to think, the more intensely vivid became my conceptions, and the more horribly distinct. At length arrived that crisis of fancy, so fearful in all similar cases, the crisis in which we begin to anticipate the feelings with which we shall fall—to picture ourselves the sickness, the dizziness, and the last struggle, and the half swoon, and the final bitterness of the rushing and headlong descent. . . . My whole soul was pervaded with a longing to fall; a desire, a yearning, a passion utterly uncontrollable.
In this psychologically perceptive passage, Poe anticipates Hemingway’s insight about the danger of the imagination in moments of extreme crisis: “Cowardice . . . is almost always simply a lack of ability to suspend the functioning of the imagination. Learning to suspend your imagination and live completely in the very second of the present minute with no before and no after is the greatest gift a soldier [or a sailor] can acquire.”
The end of Pym, though inconclusive, is extremely effective. In 1818 Captain John Symmes had set forth the unusual theory that the earth was “hollow, habitable, and widely open about the poles”; and the idea of “holes at the poles” was taken seriously until the end of the nineteenth century. Though Pym and Peters fall into one of those “holes,” both survive and Pym tells the story. As they paddle south through the sullen darkness and through the warm milky waters, the themes of whiteness converge: “we rushed into the embraces of the cataract, where a chasm threw itself open to receive us. But there arose in our pathway a shrouded human figure, very far larger in its proportions than any dweller among men. And the húe of the skín of the fígure / was of the pérfect whíteness of the snów.” The hypnotic cadence of the final sentence is achieved through four anapestic, prepositional phrases, divided into two ten-syllable lines, each with three strong accents. The majesty of this poetic sentence brilliantly recalls the impressive description in Revelation 1:14 of Christ, who in Pym may represent either redemption or death: “His head and his hairs were white like wool, as white as snow; and his eyes were as a flame of fire.”
Poe has always been a popular writer, yet his originality and imagination have also had a considerable impact on the most advanced thinkers and most serious authors. Poe has overcome his once-notorious reputation (which today makes him seem interesting rather than repulsive), and his work has stood the test of time. He remains contemporary because he appeals to basic human feelings and expresses universal themes common to all men in all languages: dreams, love, loss; grief, mourning, alienation; terror, revenge, murder; insanity, disease and death. As D. H. Lawrence wrote in his perceptive essay on Poe: “He was an adventurer into vaults and cellars and horrible underground passages of the human soul. He sounded the horror and the warning of his own doom.”
JEFFREY MEYERS, a distinguished biographer, is the author of Edgar Allan Poe, Hemingway, D. H. Lawrence, and Joseph Conrad, among other works. He lives in Berkeley, California.

CHAPTER I
My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. My father was a respectable trader in sea-stores at Nantucket, where I was born. My maternal grandfather was an attorney in good practice. He was fortunate in everything, and had speculated very successfully in stocks of the Edgarton New-Bank,1 as it was formerly called. By these and other means he had managed to lay by a tolerable sum of money. He was more attached to myself, I believe, than to any other person in the world, and I expected to inherit the most of his property at his death. He sent me, at six years of age, to the school of old Mr. Ricketts, a gentleman with only one arm, and of eccentric manners—he is well known to almost every person who has visited New Bedford. I stayed at his school until I was sixteen, when I left him for Mr. E. Ronald’s academy on the hill. Here I became intimate with the son of Mr. Barnard, a sea captain, who generally sailed in the employ of Lloyd and Vredenburgh—Mr. Barnard is also very well known in New Bedford, and has many relations, I am certain, in Edgarton. His son was named Augustus, and he was nearly two years older than myself. He had been on a whaling voyage with his father in the John Donaldson, and was always talking to me of his adventures in the South Pacific Ocean. I used frequently to go home with him, and remain all day, and sometimes all night. We occupied the same bed, and he would be sure to keep me awake until almost light, telling me stories of the natives of the Island of Tinian, 2 and other places he had visited in his travels. At last I could not help being interested in what he said, and by degrees I felt the greatest desire to go to sea. I owned a sail-boat called the Ariel,3 and worth about seventy-five dollars. She had a half-deck or cuddy, and was rigged sloop-fashion—I forget her tonnage, but she would hold ten persons without much crowding. In this boat we were in the habit of going on some of the maddest freaks in the world; and, when I now think of them, it appears to me a thousand wonders that I am alive to-day.
I will relate one of these adventures by way of introduction to a longer and more momentous narrative. One night there was a party at Mr. Barnard’s, and both Augustus and myself were not a little intoxicated towards the close of it. As usual, in such cases, I took part of his bed in preference to going home. He went to sleep, as I thought, very quietly (it being near one when the party broke up), and without saying a word on his favourite topic. It might have been half an hour from the time of our getting in bed, and I was just about falling into a doze, when he suddenly started up, and swore with a terrible oath that he would not go to sleep for any Arthur Pym in Christendom, when there was so glorious a breeze from the southwest. I never was so astonished in my life, not knowing what he intended, and thinking that the wines and liquors he had drunk had set him entirely beside himself. He proceeded to talk very coolly, however, saying he knew that I supposed him intoxicated; but that he was never more sober in his life. He was only tired, he added, of lying in bed on such a fine night like a dog, and was determined to get up and dress, and go out on a frolic with the boat. I can hardly tell what possessed me, but the words were no sooner out of his mouth than I felt a thrill of the greatest excitement and pleasure, and thought his mad idea one of the most delightful and most reasonable things in the world. It was blowing almost a gale, and the weather was very cold—it being late in October. I sprang out of bed, nevertheless, in a kind of ecstasy, and told him I was quite as brave as himself, and quite as tired as he was of lying in bed like a dog, and quite as ready for any fun or frolic as any Augustus Barnard in Nantucket.
We lost no time in getting on our clothes and hurrying down to the boat. She was lying at the old decayed wharf by the lumber-yard of Pankey & Co., and almost thumping her sides out against the rough logs. Augustus got into her and bailed her, for she was nearly half full of water. This being done, we hoisted jib and mainsail, kept full, and started boldly out to sea.
The wind, as I before said, blew freshly from the southwest. The night was very clear and cold. Augustus had taken the helm, and I stationed myself by the mast, on the deck of the cuddy. We flew along at a great rate—neither of us having said a word since casting loose from the wharf. I now asked my companion what course he intended to steer, and what time he thought it probable we should get back. He whistled for a few minutes, and then said crustily, “ I am going to sea—you may go home if you think proper.” Turning my eyes upon him, I perceived at once that, in spite of his assumed  nonchalance, he was greatly agitated. I could see him distinctly by the light of the moon—his face was paler than any marble, and his hand shook so excessively that he could scarcely retain hold of the tiller. I found that something had gone wrong, and became seriously alarmed. At this period I knew little about the management of a boat, and was now depending entirely upon the nautical skill of my friend. The wind, too, had suddenly increased, as we were fast getting out of the lee of the land—still I was ashamed to betray any trepidation, and for almost half an hour maintained a resolute silence. I could stand it no longer, however, and spoke to Augustus about the propriety of turning back. As before, it was nearly a minute before he made answer, or took any notice of my suggestion. “By-and-by,” said he at length—“time enough—home by-and-by.” I had expected a similar reply, but there was something in the tone of these words which filled me with an indescribable feeling of dread. I again looked at the speaker attentively. His lips were perfectly livid, and his knees shook so violently together that he seemed scarcely able to stand. “For God’s sake, Augustus,” I screamed, now heartily frightened, “what ails you!—what is the matter?—what are you going to do?” “Matter!” he stammered, in the greatest apparent surprise, letting go the tiller at the same moment, and falling forward into the bottom of the boat—“matter!—why, nothing is the—matter—going home—d— d—don’t you see?” The whole truth now flashed upon me. I flew to him and raised him up. He was drunk—beastly drunk—he could no longer either stand, speak, or see. His eyes were perfectly glazed; and as I let him go in the extremity of my despair, he rolled like a mere log into the bilge-water from which I had lifted him. It was evident that, during the evening, he had drunk far more than I suspected, and that his conduct in bed had been the result of a highly-concentrated state of intoxication—a state which, like madness, frequently enables the victim to imitate the outward demeanour of one in perfect possession of his senses.4 The coolness of the night air, however, had had its usual effect—the mental energy began to yield before its influence—and the confused perception which he no doubt then had of his perilous situation had assisted in hastening the catastrophe. He was now thoroughly insensible, and there was no probability that he would be otherwise for many hours.
It is hardly possible to conceive the extremity of my terror. The fumes of the wine lately taken had evaporated, leaving me doubly timid and irresolute. I knew that I was altogether incapable of managing the boat, and that a fierce wind and strong ebb tide were hurrying us to destruction. A storm was evidently gathering behind us; we had neither compass nor provisions; and it was clear that, if we held our present course, we should be out of sight of land before daybreak. These thoughts, with a crowd of others equally fearful, flashed through my mind with a bewildering rapidity, and for some moments paralyzed me beyond the possibility of making any exertion. The boat was going through the water at a terrible rate—full before the wind—no reef in either jib or mainsail—running her bows completely under the foam. It was a thousand wonders she did not broach to—Augustus having let go the tiller, as I said before, and I being too much agitated to think of taking it myself. By good luck, however, she kept steady, and gradually I recovered some degree of presence of mind. Still the wind was increasing fearfully; and whenever we rose from a plunge forward, the sea behind fell combing over our counter, and deluged us with water. I was so utterly benumbed, too, in every limb, as to be nearly unconscious of sensation. At length I summoned up the resolution of despair, and rushing to the mainsail, let it go by the run. As might have been expected, it flew over the bows, and, getting drenched with water, carried away the mast short off by the board. This latter accident alone saved me from instant destruction. Under the jib only, I now boomed along before the wind, shipping heavy seas occasionally over the counter, but relieved from the terror of immediate death. I took the helm, and breathed with greater freedom as I found that there yet remained to us a chance of ultimate escape. Augustus still lay senseless in the bottom of the boat; and as there was imminent danger of his drowning (the water being nearly a foot deep just where he fell), I contrived to raise him partially up, and keep him in a sitting position, by passing a rope round his waist, and lashing it to a ringbolt in the deck of the cuddy. Having thus arranged everything as well as I could in my chilled and agitated condition, I recommended myself to God, and made up my mind to bear whatever might happen with all the fortitude in my power.
Hardly had I come to this resolution, when, suddenly, a loud and long scream or yell, as if from the throats of a thousand demons, seemed to pervade the whole atmosphere around and above the boat. Never while I live shall I forget the intense agony of terror I experienced at that moment. My hair stood erect on my head—I felt the blood congealing in my veins—my heart ceased utterly to beat, and without having once raised my eyes to learn the source of my alarm, I tumbled headlong and insensible upon the body of my fallen companion.
I found myself, upon reviving, in the cabin of a large whaling-ship (the Penguin) bound to Nantucket. Several persons were standing over me, and Augustus, paler than death, was busily occupied in chafing my hands. Upon seeing me open my eyes, his exclamations of gratitude and joy excited alternate laughter and tears from the rough-looking personages who were present. The mystery of our being in existence was now soon explained. We had been run down by the whaling-ship, which was close hauled, beating up to Nantucket with every sail she could venture to set, and consequently running almost at right angles to our own course. Several men were on the look-out forward, but did not perceive our boat until it was an impossibility to avoid coming in contact—their shouts of warning upon seeing us were what so terribly alarmed me. The huge ship, I was told, rode immediately over us with as much ease as our own little vessel would have passed over a feather, and without the least perceptible impediment to her progress. Not a scream arose from the deck of the victim—there was a slight grating sound to be heard mingling with the roar of wind and water, as the frail bark which was swallowed up rubbed for a moment along the keel of her destroyer—but this was all. Thinking our boat (which it will be remembered was dismasted) some mere shell cut adrift as useless, the captain (Captain E. T. V. Block of New London) was for proceeding on his course without troubling himself further about the matter. Luckily, there were two of the look-out who swore positively to having seen some person at our helm, and represented the possibility of yet saving him. A discussion ensued, when Block grew angry, and, after a while, said that “it was no business of his to be eternally watching for egg-shells; that the ship should not put about for any such nonsense; and if there was a man run down, it was nobody’s fault but his own—he might drown and be d—d,” or some language to that effect. Henderson, the first mate, now took the matter up, being justly indignant, as well as the whole ship’s crew, at a speech evincing so base a degree of heartless atrocity. He spoke plainly, seeing himself upheld by the men, told the captain he considered him a fit subject for the gallows, and that he would disobey his orders if he were hanged for it the moment he set his foot on shore. He strode aft, jostling Block (who turned very pale and made no answer) on one side, and seizing the helm, gave the word, in a firm voice, Hard-a-lee! The men flew to their posts, and the ship went cleverly about. All this had occupied nearly five minutes, and it was supposed to be hardly within the bounds of possibility that any individual could be saved—allowing any to have been on board the boat. Yet, as the reader has seen, both Augustus and myself were rescued; and our deliverance seemed to have been brought about by two of those almost inconceivable pieces of good fortune which are attributed by the wise and pious to the special interference of Providence.
While the ship was yet in stays, the mate lowered the jolly-boat and jumped into her with the very two men, I believe, who spoke up as having seen me at the helm. They had just left the lee of the vessel (the moon still shining brightly) when she made a long and heavy roll to windward, and Henderson, at the same moment, starting up in his seat, bawled out to his crew to back water. He would say nothing else—repeating his cry impatiently, back water! back water! The men put back as speedily as possible; but by this time the ship had gone round and gotten fully under headway, although all hands on board were making great exertions to take in sail. In despite of the danger of the attempt, the mate clung to the main-chains as soon as they came within his reach. Another huge lurch now brought the starboard side of the vessel out of water nearly as far as her keel, when the cause of his anxiety was rendered obvious enough. The body of a man was seen to be affixed in the most singular manner to the smooth and shining bottom (the Penguin was coppered and copper-fastened), and beating violently against it with every movement of the hull. After several ineffectual efforts, made during the lurches of the ship, and at the imminent risk of swamping the boat, I was finally disengaged from my perilous situation and taken on board—for the body proved to be my own. It appeared that one of the timber-bolts having started and broken a passage through the copper, it had arrested my progress as I passed under the ship, and fastened me in so extraordinary a manner to her bottom. The head of the bolt had made its way through the collar of the green baize jacket I had on, and through the back part of my neck, forcing itself out between two sinews and just below the right ear. I was immediately put to bed—although life seemed to be totally extinct. There was no surgeon on board. The captain, however, treated me with every attention—to make amends, I presume, in the eyes of his crew, for his atrocious behaviour in the previous portion of the adventure.
In the meantime, Henderson had again put off from the ship, although the wind was now blowing almost a hurricane. He had not been gone many minutes when he fell in with some fragments of our boat, and shortly afterward one of the men with him asserted that he could distinguish a cry for help at intervals amid the roaring of the tempest. This induced the hardy seamen to persevere in their search for more than half an hour, although repeated signals to return were made them by Captain Block, and although every moment on the water in so frail a boat was fraught to them with the most imminent and deadly peril. Indeed, it is nearly impossible to conceive how the small jolly they were in could have escaped destruction for a single instant. She was built, however, for the whaling service, and was fitted, as I have since had reason to believe, with air-boxes, in the manner of some life-boats used on the coast of Wales.
After searching in vain for about the period of time just mentioned, it was determined to get back to the ship. They had scarcely made this resolve when a feeble cry arose from a dark object which floated rapidly by. They pursued and soon overtook it. It proved to be the entire deck of the Ariel’s cuddy. Augustus was struggling near it, apparently in the last agonies. Upon getting hold of him it was found that he was attached by a rope to the floating timber. This rope, it will be remembered, I had myself tied round his waist, and made fast to a ringbolt, for the purpose of keeping him in an upright position, and my so doing, it appeared, had been ultimately the means of preserving his life. The Ariel was slightly put together, and in going down her frame naturally went to pieces; the deck of the cuddy, as might be expected, was lifted, by the force of the water rushing in, entirely from the main timbers, and floated (with other fragments, no doubt) to the surface—Augustus was buoyed up with it, and thus escaped a terrible death.
It was more than an hour after being taken on board the Penguin before he could give any account of himself, or be made to comprehend the nature of the accident which had befallen our boat. At length he became thoroughly aroused, and spoke much of his sensations while in the water. Upon his first attaining any degree of consciousness, he found himself beneath the surface, whirling round and round with inconceivable rapidity, and with a rope wrapped in three or four folds tightly about his neck. In an instant afterward he felt himself going rapidly upward, when, his head striking violently against a hard substance, he again relapsed into insensibility. Upon once more reviving he was in fuller possession of his reason—this was still, however, in the greatest degree clouded and confused. He now knew that some accident had occurred, and that he was in the water, although his mouth was above the surface, and he could breathe with some freedom. Possibly, at this period, the deck was drifting rapidly before the wind, and drawing him after it, as he floated upon his back. Of course, as long as he could have retained this position, it would have been nearly impossible that he should be drowned. Presently a surge threw him directly athwart the deck; and this post he endeavoured to maintain, screaming at intervals for help. Just before he was discovered by Mr. Henderson, he had been obliged to relax his hold through exhaustion, and, falling into the sea, had given himself up for lost. During the whole period of his struggles he had not the faintest recollection of the Ariel, nor of any matters in connexion with the source of his disaster. A vague feeling of terror and despair had taken entire possession of his faculties. When he was finally picked up, every power of his mind had failed him; and, as before said, it was nearly an hour after getting on board the Penguin before he became fully aware of his condition. In regard to myself—I was resuscitated from a state bordering very nearly upon death (and after every other means had been tried in vain for three hours and a half) by vigorous friction with flannels bathed in hot oil—a proceeding suggested by Augustus. The wound in my neck, although of an ugly appearance, proved of little real consequence, and I soon recovered from its effects.
The Penguin got into port about nine o’clock in the morning, after encountering one of the severest gales ever experienced off Nantucket. Both Augustus and myself managed to appear at Mr. Barnard’s in time for breakfast—which, luckily, was somewhat late, owing to the party over night. I suppose all at the table were too much fatigued themselves to notice our jaded appearance—of course, it would not have borne a very rigid scrutiny. Schoolboys, however, can accomplish wonders in the way of deception, and I verily believe not one of our friends in Nantucket had the slightest suspicion that the terrible story told by some sailors in town of their having run down a vessel at sea and drowned some thirty or forty poor devils, had reference either to the Ariel, my companion, or myself. We two have since very frequently talked the matter over—but never without a shudder. In one of our conversations Augustus frankly confessed to me, that in his whole life he had at no time experienced so excruciating a sense of dismay, as when on board our little boat he first discovered the extent of his intoxication, and felt himself sinking beneath its influence.
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