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N 
athaniel Webber was born March 29, 1795 in Beverly, Essex County, Massachusetts to 

Elizabeth “Betsey” Standley and Samuel Webber.  His siblings were: 

Samuel, Benjamin, Sally, Henry, and Polly Webber, all born in Beverly, MA, according to 

the town records. 

 

Beverly is a city in Essex County, Massachusetts. A resort, residential and manufacturing community 

on the North Shore, Beverly includes Beverly Farms and Prides Crossing.  It is about 25 km from 

Boston. Beverly is a rival to Marblehead with the title of being the birthplace of the U.S. Navy and 

was once part of Salem of witch trial fame.   

 

The Webbers were seafaring people, which is a natural for families living on the coast, especially one 

that has a working harbor as Beverly does.  It is family legend that he became an orphan as a boy and 

was forced to live with relatives who treated him badly.  His older brothers were all at sea and could 

not care for him.  He is listed in the Essex Co. probate records on January 15, 1805 as a mariner from 

Beverly and an heir to someone who died intestate, which I have to assume was his mother or father.  

The Beverly town records list the wife of Samuel Webber dying in January 1805 from dropsy, which 

was probably Elizabeth/Betsey Standley Webber, Nathaniel’s mother.  According to descendant Alice 

Chamberlin, he went to sea as a stowaway on a ship from Salem, MA at the age of 9, but legend also 

says that he went to sea as a cabin boy to escape his plight and enlisted in the military very young, 

possibly being less than honest about his age.  He was a young sailor in the War of 1812.  He served 

aboard the privateer Favorite during that war.  Over the course of his 56 years at sea, he served in just 

about every capacity aboard a sailing ship and on every ocean.  He was a religious man and was 

known to conduct services for the passengers and crew every week.  He was respected by his crews 

and loved by his family.  This report is written to honor him and keep his story alive, as a piece of the 

history of American shipping and our family’s nautical heritage. 





This is probably the Privateer 

Favorite, on which Nathaniel 

Webber served during the War 

of 1812.  A lot of capturing 

and recapturing occurred 

during this war. 

www.archives.gov/northeast     -     Seamen’s Protection Certificate  
The impressment of American seamen by the British was one of the causes of the War of 1812. . 

These records are in the Old Military and Civil Branch at the National Archives. Seamen's Protection 

Certificates (SPCs) were authorized by the Fourth Congress on May 28, 1796, to protect American 

merchant seamen from impressment. The British maintained that they had a right to use press gangs 

to forcibly recruit British seamen in port or on the high seas, and their attitude was "once a British 

subject, always a British subject." In fact, any English-speaking sailor was in danger of being 

impressed. 

From the Seamen’s Protection Certificate Register Database 

G.W. Blunt White Library & Mystic Seaport Museum Database 

 

The following certificate was issued to Nathaniel Webber July 11, 1810  

and written in a ledger at the Salem, MA Customs House 

Certificate #3003 

 

Nathaniel Webber 

Birth Place: Beverly, Massachusetts 

Age: 15   -     Height: 4’ 7”   -   Complexion: Light 

 



Ships Nathaniel Webber served on that I’ve been able to track so far: 

 
 President 

 Brilliant, brig (newspaper article story “Romance of the Brilliant” 1901 Brooklyn Eagle) 

 Favorite during the War of 1812, reportedly a privateer-letter from daughter Jeannie 

 Trade Wind, 1852 clipper-many book references and newspaper clippings, famous ship 

 Diadem, 1856? Wrecked between New Orleans & NY 

 Armadillo, brig 

 Washington, ship to China 1833 

 Mary Hart, brig to South Seas 1831 

 Osprey, brig 1833 

 W.M. Groton, brig 1856 

 Wissahickon, brig 1842, built by John Kelly Hammitt, owned by John Perrit of Philadelphia 

 Tartar, ship 1840s, owned by Booth and Edgar 

 Silas Greenman, ship NY to China for 7 years, 1858-1866 N. Webber listed as master in Lloyd’s 

ship registers database 

I am not absolutely sure this is our Nathaniel Webber, but I think it is. 



New York Times—Tuesday, May 20, 1856 

Marine Intelligence 

Cleared 

W. M. Groton, Captain Webber, Sailing for Matanzas, Owned by Yates & Porterfield 

1833 Newspaper listing for The Osprey wreck 

Listing of Ships in Connecticut Ports from the Mystic Seaport Museum website: 

 

           



The author of this article is Albert E. Webber, son of John Joseph Nathaniel Webber and grandson of Nathaniel.  It is the 

first place where a family bible is mentioned that was given to Captain Webber by the missionaries on the Trade Wind’s 

maiden voyage.  The Trade Wind was Captain Webber’s dream ship and he lobbied and waited years to be given such a 

contract.  This article also talks about the fact that his son JJN Webber traveled with him and was the youngest American 

boy to travel to China at the time.  I have to assume that Captain Webber’s wife was also aboard as their son was three at 

the time.  This article repeats the legend, not yet proven, that Nathaniel Webber was an orphan at ten years old and went to 

sea as a cabin boy.  I have no records to prove or disprove this, but am still trying to find documentation about his teen 

years at sea.   The tough voyage around the horn is one heard often and one for which Captain Webber writes in his journal, 

later published in the Outing Magazine. 

A.E. Webber’s 

Three Bibles 
Published in the 

newspaper The Long 

Islander from 

Huntington, NY on 

April 17, 1925, the 

Greenpoint Home 

News in 1915 and the 

Rambler, probably a 

Long Island 

newspaper. 



N athaniel Webber and 

Frances “Fannie” Sarah Mayer 

were married March 16, 1824 

at St. Andrew by the Wardrobe 

Church in London, England. 

Nathaniel was a sailor and the 

church is right on the Thames 

River where all the ships 

docked at the time.  It is said 

that her father was a silk 

merchant so they may have 

met when Joseph Mayer, 

Frances’ father and Captain 

Webber were doing business at 

the docks.  In any case, the 

church at St. Andrew by the 

Wardrobe exists today and was 

named as such because it used 

to be where the king had his 

wardrobe made.  Little is yet 

known about the Mayers but 

they might have come from 

Gloucestershire.  The author 

visited the church in 2006 and 

found the past rectors on the 

wall, with Isaac Saunders 

listed, the man who married 

Nathaniel & Frances.  It is a 

beautiful old church, being 

renovated today in 2010. 

Early 1900s 

photo 

1990s photo 

Marriage Record — London, England, p. 75, No. 225 
March 16, 1824 in St. Andrew by the Wardrobe on Queen Victoria St. 
Nathaniel Webber, bachelor of this parish (wrong) and Frances 
Mayer of this parish, spinster, were married in this church by banns 
with consent of —— this 16th day of March 1824 by me, Isaac 
Saunders, Rector in the presence of S. Ward and Sarah Mayer. 



Nathaniel and Frances Webber were the parents of: 
 

Frances Sarah Webber 
Born 1827 in New York, Died Jan. 26, 1917 in Bluffton, Indiana 

Buried in Mt. Hope Cemetery, Logansport, Indiana 

Spouse Oliver Ketcham Sammis, married about 1840 and divorced 1852 

 

1829 Twins JJN and Edward Webber born 1829 

John Joseph Nathaniel Webber 
Born August 1829 in Pennsylvania, Died Oct. 5, 1909 in Snug Harbor Sailor’s Hospital, 

NY, Spouse Nancy Sammis, daughter of Captain Ezra Sammis 

 

Edward W. Webber 
Born August 1829 in Pennsylvania, Died November 1915, Buried Evergreens Cemetery 

in Brooklyn, New York 

Spouse Margaret Collins 

 

Jeannie Olivia Berry Webber 
Born April 3, 1835 in Brooklyn, New York, Died Sept. 25, 1915 in East Orange, New Jersey 

Buried in Evergreens Cemetery in Brooklyn, New York 

Spouse Oliver Ketcham Sammis, married about 1853 

 

During his life, Nathaniel Webber was at sea most of the time, sometimes gone for years.  He and 

his family lived in Brooklyn, NY for 30 years, living at #48 Hunter St., in the 7th Ward, according 

to the city directories.   If the current maps are correct, it was at one time Brooklyn but is now Staten 

Island. 
 

Frances Sarah 

Mayer Webber 

The next record of him is from the 1830 Census in Brooklyn, New York 

1830 United States Federal Census about Nath’l Webber 

Brooklyn Ward 5, Kings, New York  

Free White Persons - Males - Under 5: 1, Males - 30 thru 39: 1,  

Free White Persons - Females - Under 5: 1, Females - 20 thru 29: 2,  

Free White Persons - Under 20: 2 

Free White Persons - 20 thru 49: 3 

Total Free White Persons: 5 

 

He is listed in the Brooklyn City Directories in 1830 at 6 Stanton, Brooklyn, NY,  

Occupation ship master, marine 



The son mentioned in Snug Harbor is JJN Webber, who 

married Nancy Sammis, daughter of Captain Ezra Sammis. 



1840 Census-Marblehead, Essex County, MA 

1860 Census-2nd Dist., 7th Ward, Brooklyn, NY, Kings County 

Nathaniel Webber, 65 yo, male, sea captain, 1000 value personal estate, born NY  (wrong, I think) 

Frances Webber, 60 yo, female, born Mass. (wrong) 

Frances S. Webber, 33 yo, female, born New York 

Edward W. Webber, 18 yo, male, born Pennsylvania 

Nathaniel W. (actually John Joseph Nathaniel) Webber, 18 yo, male born Pennsylvania 

Fanny & Jenny Webber, born 9 yo, female, born New York  (actually Fanny & Jenny Sammis, twin daughters of 

daughter Frances Webber Sammis and her husband Oliver K. Sammis) 

1850 Census-Brooklyn, NY, 3rd ward 

Nathan Webber-50, male, ship master, born NY 

Fanny Webber-50, female, born England 



1870 Census - Logansport, Cass County, Indiana 

Francis Webber-72 yo, white female, keeping house, born England 

Francis Webber-43 yo, white female, owns house worth $1000, born NY 

Nathaniel Sammis-white male, 28 yo, works at news stand, born Pennsylvania 

John Sammis-white male, 24 yo, works at apothecary, born NY 

Sarah Sammis-white female, 22 yo, born NY 

Sturges Sammis-white male, 21 yo, born NY, works as clerk in dry goods store 

Jennie Sammis-white female, 19 yo, born NY 

Nathaniel Webber died May 27, 1867 in Brooklyn and it seems that his wife Frances was either visiting or living with 

daughter Frances and grandchildren Nathaniel, John, Sarah, Sturges and Jennie Sammis (children of daughter Frances 

S. and ex-husband Oliver K. Sammis) in Indiana in 1870, while their son Edward, who was a policeman, was living in 

Brooklyn with his brother JJN Webber and wife Nancy and children Benjamin, Emma, Albert, Edward and Ada.  It 

must have been a strange dance that the parents did when two of their daughters married the same man, Dr. Oliver K. 

Sammis, and they had grandchildren from both. 



Brig Wissahicken 

Trinidad de Cuba, Cuba to Philadelphia, Pennsylvania  

11 July 1842 

Printed for Barnes & Carroll, Ship and Custom House Brokers, 

No. 119 South Second Street, Philadelphia, by J. Young. 

REPORT or MANIFEST of all the passengers taken on board the Brig Wissahicken whereof Nathanial Webber is 

Master, from Trinidad de Cuba, burthen 166 36/95 tons, and owned by John C. Kentshow? of Philadelphia and bound 

for Philadelphia. 

 

Wissahickon' was built at Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Commissioned in November 1861, she initially served in the 

Gulf of Mexico and on the Mississippi River, where in April-July 1862 she participated in the capture of New 

Orleans, bombardment of Grand Gulf, two runs past the Confederate fortifications commanding the river at Vicksburg 

and a battle with the ironclad CSS Arkansas. 

After repairs at Philadelphia from August-October 1862, Wissahickon joined the blockade of the coasts of South 

Carolina, Georgia and eastern Florida. She took part in bombardments of Fort McAllister, Georgia, in late 1862-early 

1863 and in the destruction of the privateer Rattlesnake (ex-CSS Nashville) on 28 February 1863. In March-June 

1863, Wissahickon destroyed one blockade runner (the SS Georgiana)[1][2] and helped to destroy another. During the 

summer, she bombarded Forts Wagner and Sumter, off Charleston, South Carolina. 

Wissahickon spent the rest of the Civil War patrolling off South Carolina and in expeditions into the inland waters of 

that state and Georgia. She went to New York in June 1865, after the end of hostilities, and was decommissioned there 

at the beginning of July. Wissahickon was sold in October 1865 and soon became a merchant vessel under the name 

Adele. She was employed in commercial service for some 20 more years, bringing immigrants to the US. 

 

From: http://www.immigrantships.net/v11/1800v11/wissahicken18420711.html 
National Archives and Records Administration, Film M425, Reel 59.  Transcribed by Harry Green a member of the  Immigrant Ships Transcribers Guild 10 October 2009 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philadelphia,_Pennsylvania
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Orleans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Orleans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Grand_Gulf
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vicksburg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ironclad_warship
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/CSS_Arkansas
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fort_McAllister
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Privateer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/CSS_Nashville_%281861%29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blockade_runner
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/SS_Georgiana
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Wissahickon_%281861%29#cite_note-0
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Wissahickon_%281861%29#cite_note-1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fort_Wagner
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fort_Sumter
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charleston,_South_Carolina
http://www.immigrantships.net/address/harrygreen.html


I believe this is our Captain Nathaniel Webber, as Gloucester, MA is very near Beverly, MA 



From The Journal of Captain Nathaniel 

Webber in published in Outing Magazine 

 

American vessels in those days (1833) surpassed the 

sailing records of ships of every other nation.  Once 

when down nearly to the latitude of the Cape of Good 

Hope, we encountered the most severe gale of our 

outward bound voyage.  A mountainous sea was 

heaving in from the south, and the wind, which had 

originally come from that direction, was now blowing 

directly from the west and hurricane force.  High as 

the Washington stood above the water, occasional 

crests would sweep her main deck and she steered so 

hard that I had to keep two men continually at the 

wheel and have them relieved every half hour.  The 

wind, however, was fair, and therefore every man on 

the ship, from Captain L to the cook’s boy, would have 

felt disgraced had the order been given to leave the 

ship to under double reef topsails and fore course she 

was logging upward of 16 knots and all hands were as 

pleased as if they had just been granted a week’s shore 

leave at New York.  Later in the day, when the wind 

had moderated somewhat, we sighted a large British 

bark hove to under short canvas.  She was flying 

distress signals, so Captain L Ordered the wh?? put up 

and ran down to have a look at her.  As soon as our 

signals could be clearly seen he asked what she 

wanted, and the bark replied with a request to stand by. 

Captain L then ran up flags demanding if the bark 

were injured or anything wrong on board.  The 

Britisher replied again, “Stand by does not like look of 

weather.”” When the second mate read the meaning of 

this signal out of the code book a great laugh went up 

in our cabin and Captain L replied with flags reading, 

“I see nothing wrong in this weather” and hoisted the 

American ensign above the signal in order to give 

point to his remark.  No doubt the 

British captain said, another of 

those crazy Yankees when he read 

our flags, but we were in Batavia a 

week before he appeared.  — From 

The Journal of Captain Nathaniel 

Webber in Outing Magazine. 



The steamer Washington 1847, probably one of Captain Webber’s ships 

Note his grandson, Nathaniel Webber Sammis, 20 years old, 

son of daughter Frances Webber Sammis, serving aboard this 

ship with him as  “3rd mate” 



Mariners and ships in Australian Waters 

SILAS GREENMAN 

OF NEW YORK, NATHANIEL WEBBER, MASTER, BURTHEN 733 TONS 

FROM THE PORT OF NEW YORK TO SYDNEY, NEW SOUTH WALES,  

SEPTEMBER 14, 1862 

Surname Given name Station Age Of what 

Nation 

Status Comments 

WEBBER NATHANIEL MASTER     CREW NIL 

PASSENGERS 

WHITING ABRAHAM W. MATE 38 MAINE CREW   

EDWARDS CHAS 2ND MATE 27 NEW YORK CREW   

SAMMIS NATHANIEL 

W. 

3RD MATE 20 NEW YORK CREW   

FRENDY J. A. CARPENTER 34 HOLLAND CREW   

WESTCOTT EMILY STEWARDESS 36 NEW YORK CREW   

WESTCOTT EDWARD COOK 38 NEW YORK CREW   

LANGLEY SAML. SEAMAN 41 RHODE 

ISLAND 

CREW   

EVERETT EDWARD SEAMAN 26 MASSA. CREW   

TAYLOR RICHD. SEAMAN 38 NEW YORK CREW   

ANTONIO CHAS. SEAMAN 24 NEW YORK CREW   

THOMPSON HY SEAMAN 50 NEW YORK CREW   

SWEETMAN JOSEPH SEAMAN 34 NEW YORK CREW   

SHAW TIMOTHY SEAMAN 28 NEW YORK CREW   

KALOP JNO. SEAMAN 22 NEW YORK CREW   

MORGAN JNO. SEAMAN 19 NEW YORK CREW   

SIMON FREDK. SEAMAN 18 NEW YORK CREW   

HENESSY WALTER BOY 14 NEW YORK CREW   

MITCHELL STEPHEN SEAMAN 40 NEW YORK CREW   

DAY MICHL. SEAMAN 50 NEW YORK CREW   

COOKSEY THOS. SEAMAN 18 NEW YORK CREW   

FOCE AMOS SEAMAN 27 NEW YORK CREW   

 

Transcribed by Mary-Anne Warner 2005 

 

 



Albert E. Webber, the author of this article, 

was Nathaniel Webber’s grandson, the son 

of John Joseph Nathaniel Webber.  He and 

his wife Josephine are buried next to 

Captain Webber in Evergreens Cemetery 

in Brooklyn, NY. 

This article says that Nathaniel Webber and his parents were born in Boston, but it is actually Beverly.  The Wolfert Webber connection has 

never been proved, but the legend has been passed down through the generations, so likely has some basis in fact.  More research needed. 

Written by Minetta Leonard, 

grand daughter of Captain 

Webber and in the possession 

of her grand daughter, Jessica 

Reynolds Renshaw today.  

The thimble has FW engraved 

on it and was also Fannie 

Webber’s. 



The Trade Wind 



T his is a painting that was on the wall of his son Raphael Sammis’ 

home for many years and is in the possession of Loucille Sammis 

Lufberry, great grand daughter of Nathaniel Webber and daughter of Raphael.  

It was always known as “Grandfather Webber’s ship.”  The Tradewind was 

Nathaniel Webber’s greatest ship and contract, a clipper that sailed the seas in 

the 1850s and made several records around the horn.  It carried missionaries to 

their posts all over the world and gold from the gold fields of California.  An 

account from one of the missionaries is in this report.  This great ship had a 

sad ending, sinking on its third voyage, but Captain Webber was no longer 

master when it sank. 





Letters From California 

Correspondence of the Religious Recorder. 

Ship Trade Wind, at Sea, Lat. 21 degrees, 14 min. N Long 29 deg. 48 min W. 

November 27, 1852 
 

Messrs. Editors  - 

At your request I promised to let you hear from me occasionally.  This you may regard as the first installment of the 

indebtedness thus created.  Our ship not being ready to sail, we spent just one week in the city of New York.  To us it 

was a very pleasant and profitable week. 

 

The interest felt by the brethren in that city for the cause of religion on the Pacific coast, is deep and absorbing.  They 

love Christ and his cause, and though full of  business, they find or make time to advance his glorious kingdom.  That 

seems to be the predominant aim of their labors.  To the looker-on, at least, they seem to be making money, not to 

consume it upon their lusts, but to glorify God with the silver and the gold which industry, crowned with the blessing 

of Providence puts into their hands. 

 

The Secretaries of the Home Missionary Society received us with a cordiality and treated us with a kindness we shall 

never forget.  If there is fidelity in public servants, if genuine piety and true Christian courtesy, and a warm, gushing 

sympathy, you have them all combined in those godly men.  This you are made to feel, not because you are a personal 

friend, but because you are a disciple of Christ and a co-laborer in his kingdom.  Moreover you feel that you are in the 

presence of men ripe for heaven. 

 

The Secretaries made every possible arrangement for the comfort of the Missionaries, on their long voyage to the 

Pacific coast.  They secured the largest and best ship in America, commanded by one of the kindest and noblest men 

that ever trod the deck of any vessel.  They went down to the ship with us on Friday Nov. 12th, about 4 o’clock P.M., 

and saw us safely on board.  Our ship was then towed into the stream, and anchored there read to sail in the morning.  

Morning came.  The furious storm of the previous day had given place to a serene sky and a cloudless sun.  As its rays 

sparkled in the waters of that beautiful harbor, and burnished, as with molten gold, the spires and domes of that city 

we were about to leave, perhaps forever, we could not but regard it as a bright omen of a safe and prosperous voyage. 

 

Our anchor was lifted and we got under way about 7 o’clock.  Some of the brethren and the Secretaries having come 

aboard accompanied us down the bay and did not leave us until the pilot was dismissed, and they saw the stately 

Trade Wind headed for her long voyage.  I have alluded to our noble craft.  The following statistics from the Trade 

Wind Observer, a weekly published by the officers and passengers on board, will give some idea of her dimensions 

and capacity. 

 

The Clipper ship Trade Wind was built at the yard of Jacob Bell, in New York, in 1851.  She is a three decker. 

Length on deck  -  249 ½ feet 

Breadth of beam  -  42 do 

Depth of Hold  -  30 do 

Tons burthen  -  3,400 tuns 

When all the sails are set she unfurls to the breeze about 13,000 yards of canvas.  If you consider that some tow or 

three years since our largest merchant vessels were of no greater capacity than some 1200 or 1500 tons you will have 

some idea of the enterprise of the ship owners and builders who planned and executed the nautical monster in which 

we are now domiciled. 

 

Says the periodical just quoted  -  “If the entire contents of the Trade Wind, embracing the immense quantity of goods 

on freight, her stores and water, her spars and sails, the baggage of her passengers, officers and crew, could be piled 



on a level spot in one heap, and if in addition to all this, those passengers, officers and sailors, including also the 

formidable array of pigs, porkers, and sheep, chickens and ducks, geese and turkies, should mount upon that pile and 

range themselves in line  -  and a spectator should be told that the mass which he beheld was to be conveyed eighteen 

thousand miles by one single ship at one load, he would scarcely believe the voice which assured him of so incredible 

a thing.   

The value of a ship and cargo cannot be less than a million of dollars; yet this valuable ship with her contents is 

committed to the hands of one man.  This shows the extent of the confidence which must be reposed in the abilities of 

our Captain to whom so valuable a trust is confided.  I hesitate not to assert, (and in this I know I express the 

sentiments of every individual on board) that the owners of the Trade Wind might have searched the world over, and 

they could not have found a more gentlemanly, experienced and able commander that Captain Nathaniel Webber.  

He has a picked crew, numbering in all about sixty men and boys.  There is not an able bodied seaman aboard, who 

does not understand his duty perfectly.  There is not one who would not promptly risk his own life, if necessary, to 

execute an order of his commander.  The skill and dexterity with which they work the ship is truly wonderful.  I have 

heard almost every officer make the remark that such a crew they have never seen.  And yet, though our gallant craft 

moves through the water most majestically, and rides the waves “like a thing of life,” though she is well manned and 

equipped, and though she is directed by the very highest degree of nautical skill and experience; yet we would not 

forget that no structure of men, though made of oak, and ribbed with iron, no human foresight, no human power can 

stand against the elements when God rouses them from their slumber and commissions them to execute a penal 

sentence against a race of sinners.   

 

Captain Webber is a noble Christian, and the most exemplary man I ever knew.  At his own request we have 

morning and evening devotions on deck, at which the officers not on duty, and man of the sailors are present.  We 

have preaching on the Sabbath.  A large awning is spread to defend the audience from the scorching rays of a tropical 

sun.  Sabbath morning the deck of the Trade Wind looks as tidy as a drawing room  -  every rope is most beautifully 

and artistically coiled  -  every sailor is neatly dressed  -  quiet and order reign throughout the ship.  At the appointed 

hour, the bells fore and aft toll at the same time, reminding you of the sweet Sabbath bells in some country village.  

The floor of our floating sanctuary has upon it no carpet  -  our pews are not cushioned  -  the preachers’ sofa is a 

stool, or perchance a spar  -  his pulpit a capstan  -  its drapery the “stars and stripes”  -  his sounding board, the 

canopy of heaven  -  his audience, passengers, officers and crew; and all are respectful and attentive listeners. 

 

According to a peculiar kind of Christian courtesy, prevalent in certain quarters, the Episcopal service is required to be 

read on the Sabbath, though not a solitary one on board belongs to that denomination, or ever dreamed of it.  There are 

no less than six regularly ordained Presbyterian and two Congregational ministers on board, and yet by this 

arrangement, they are supposed to be so ignorant of their own wants, and such strangers at the throne of Grace, they 

must presume to approach it without a “Common Prayer” book in their hand?  If the polite authors of this unique 

specimen of Christian etiquette could be present and witness the felicitous manner in which the service is read by 

those who have not been cast in the prelatical mould, when it is solemnly announced, “Here endeth the First Lesson,” 

methinks they would cry out “extemporaneously from this, Good Lord deliver us!”  And so say we; and more too: 

from such uncivil bigotry which seeks every opportunity to worm itself into places where it is neither desired nor 

bidden, “Good Lord, ever more deliver us.” 

 

We observed Thanksgiving according to Gov. Hunt’s recommendation, and in the orthodox manner.  It was a calm 

beautiful day, with the thermometer at 70 deg. In the shade.  We had an eloquent sermon from the Rev. E.B. 

Walsworth.  Captain Webber gave his orders a week before, and our incomparable steward served up a most 

sumptuous dinner, after the New England style, which you know, embraces every good thing that mortals ever heard 

of.  By the by, our steward does the handsome thing three times every day.  He is a genuine, whole-souled son of the 

land of frankincense and myrrh.  You never ask him for anything that can be found on land or sea, but it is 

forthcoming instanter.  Our time is passed away very pleasantly in eating, drinking and sleeping, with some slight 

attention to lawless urchins, and an occasional tribute to Neptune.  Every Monday we have a Presbyterial meeting; 

Tuesdays and Fridays a Bible class, Wednesdays a debating club, called the Trade Wind Lyceum, and every Saturday 

afternoon we all assemble on the quarter deck to hear the Trade Wind Observer read.  That is as juicy and luscious as 

a ripe peach in August.  I have spun a longer yarn than I intended when I began to write, the incoherency of which, 

together with all other blemishes you must attribute to the fact that Neptune befuddled my brain so long that it is 

utterly incapable of anything consecutive.    Yours truly, S.S.H. 









The Flying Cloud 

One of the Trade Wind’s competitors 



California Clippers The fate  

of the 

Trade  

Wind 



DEEP WATER VOYAGE OF A CENTURY AGO 

Being the Cruise of the Brig " President " from New York to Orotara, in the Island of Teneriffe, During the Year 

182—; Taken, with Editorial Emendation, from the Personal Journals of 

CAPTAIN NATHANIEL WEBBER, at That Time Mate of the " President " 

OROTAVA, whither we were bound, is an open roadstead where in the winter time vessels must anchor in over 50 

fathoms water several miles from shore to avoid being caught by one of the severe N.E. gales which are common at 

that time of year, and driven ashore. 

While the brig was fitting out in New York for the voyage, I had mentioned this fact to Captain B. and had repeatedly 

urged him to procure an extra length of chain, as those already on our anchors were too short for anchoring in such 

deep water; and he as often promised to attend to it. The morning on which we got under weigh I had to request leave 

to go ashore to collect my belongings; and when I got back I found the Pilot ort board and everything in readiness for 

making sail. We were soon under weigh and slipping merrily down through the Narrows before a spanking northwest 

wind with everything set; it was not until I came to unbend the chain from the anchors and stow them below that I 

discovered that the purchasing of the extra cable had been neglected. 

I reported the matter to Captain B. "Yes," said he, "I forgot it; we will have to go into shoaler water to anchor when 

we get there." So the matter dropped for the time being, but how dearly this oversight cost us will appear later. 

For the first few days out of New York all went well. The weather was fine, the wind fair and the sea moderate. 

We had on board, in addition to the regular ship's complement, a number of passengers—Spaniards with their wives, 

bound, most of them, for the Canary Islands. In addition there was one white woman who was the Captain's wife. She 

had objected very seriously to the owner's "turning our vessel into a packet ship and sending all those human cattle 

aboard," but orders are orders and we sailed with the cabin, which was large for a little brig like the President, 

crowded full to its utmost capacity. 

When we had been out a week and were passing diagonally across the Gulf Stream, the wind one morning began to 

come very fresh ahead and by noon it was blowing half a gale with a considerable sea running. Captain B. was glad of 

the change because it made the passengers keep below and gave us clear decks to work upon. We had reduced sail to 

double reefed topsails, fore staysail and spanker at noon and the little brig made very good weather of it; but about 3 

p. m. during my watch on deck the clouds broke away and the wind showed signs of moderating. Captain B. soon 

made his appearance on deck and after taking a look aloft and to windward came aft to where I was standing by the 

wheel. "Mr. Webber," said he, "it is getting moderate again; let us put more sail on her and see if we can't make those 

d d swine stay below decks for the rest of the day at least!" And before I could remonstrate he had called all hands and 

ordered the reefs shaken out of the topsails and the topgallant sails loosed. Then it was Sheet home! and Belay all!  

The little vessel careened far over and labored heavily under the great press of canvas. Captain B. saw that he had 

rather overdone matters and that we were in danger of carrying away valuable gear which it would be a difficult and 

expensive thing to replace in the Islands, so he ordered the main topgallant sail furled again; but he gave the order just 

too late, for even while he was shouting to the hands, the brig plunged bows under into a combing sea and the next 

instant a great mass of water topped the forecastle head and came rushing aft into the waist of the ship, sweeping away 

the galley from its moorings on the spar deck and smashing it into fragments against the lee bulwarks. Pots and pans 

and mess gear of all sorts began to cruise about on deck and many of the articles were carried overboard by the 

retreating water. But worse than this was the loss of all the fresh meats and delicacies for the cabin table which the 

passengers had brought along for their use. The captain laughed heartily when he thought how disgruntled all the 

passengers would be to have to sit down to a mess of salt horse and hard bread served out of wooden truncheons at 

their next meal, but we were all too busy getting secured what was left of the wreckage to give the matter much 

thought. 

However, it turned out to be rather more serious than any one had anticipated, for Portuguese Tom, one of the crew, 

told a Spanish girl about our joke that night and she told her man. Next morning the weather was moderate again and 

all the passengers turned out for breakfast. It was the captain's watch, so I ate first and hurried up on deck to let him 



come below. "You had best look out, sir," I told him, "There was a great deal of muttering going on at the table, 

though unfortunately I could not understand what they were saying, but I saw a number of the men feeling for 

something on their belts." 

"They be dead!" said he, and went below. I had inquired the course of the man at the wheel, and he had just replied 

when I heard a great racket coming from the cabin—women screaming and men shouting and above all the old man's 

voice bellowing like a goaded bull. I lost no time getting down the companion steps, but at the bottom of them ran into 

Mrs. B., the captain's wife, and she rushed into my arms for protection— which was unfortunate, because I dared not 

let her drop, yet could not go to the aid of her husband, whom I saw standing in an angle of the cabin laying about him 

heartily with a glass decanter, while in his other hand he had a stout carving knife. Around him in a circle were the 

Spaniards waving their daggers and cursing by all their saints, if one was to judge from the noise. Behind them were 

their women pressing them on and raving in a frantic manner; but the men were very strong when it came to holding 

back out of the sweep of the Captain's arm. 

They were all too busy with their antics to notice me, so after I had dropped Mrs. B. on to a sofa I stepped into my 

room and drew out my two pistols from under the mattress and went back into the cabin. "Now senores," I said, "put 

away those knives, or else use them to cut your food if you feel so bad about the loss of the regular mess gear."  They 

all went back and finished breakfast, except two or three who had not kept out of the Captain's way, but nobody was 

killed. The women were the worst of the lot because there was no way to discipline them. 

We Miss the Islands  

After this everything went well on board for several days and our observations showed that we were getting pretty 

well down to the latitude of the Canaries. This was before the time when chronometers were in common use, so we 

had no way to tell our longitude except by dead reckoning on the course and distance traveled, which is not likely to 

be very accurate on a long voyage when a ship is tacking and wearing and frequently changing her course. However, I 

felt that we were not getting far enough to the east to make Teneriffe, and besought the Captain to keep more to the 

eastward before he got into the latitude of prevailing easterly winds which sailors call the trade winds and which 

would be ahead for a vessel going as we were. Now Captain B. was a very headstrong man and because I had been the 

first to suggest altering our course to the eastward, he would have none of it, but kept right on—or if anything, let her 

run off a trifle more to the southward. 

As I was only mate I could do nothing but hope that he might be right and that we would make the Islands as he said. 

However, the 30th day out from New York saw us in the latitude of the Canaries but with no land in sight. The captain 

realized that he had made a mistake, but like most men when they have, through stubbornness, acted contrary to what 

they know is right, he was not willing to do the thing which would be a confession of error—even when that was the 

only sensible cure for the situation. 

"You are wrong, Mr. Webber," said he. "We are east of the Canaries, not west of them; but the Azores would be 

handier still, and as we are nearly out of drinking water, I am going to put her northwest for St. Mary's." 

"If you must go to the Azores," said I, "instead of keeping her east to Teneriffe, which is the thing you know any 

sensible man would do, in heaven's name go north instead of northwest or you will miss those Islands too—if such a 

thing is possible." That was pretty strong talk to come from a mate, but we stood in a precarious position with our 

water allowance cut down to a pint to each man a day and the supply of salt beef almost exhausted. 

Moreover, some of the crew showed signs of siding with the passengers and on one occasion I had discovered one of 

the women searching my room—I presume for my firearms. Just then her man went past the door and looking in 

mistook the situation and gave me a black look and her a sound flogging, which I would have liked to do myself, so 

held my peace.  At any rate, the Captain only laughed at my advice and telling me to go join the clergy for my fears, 

put the ship's head on northwest. Yet I could not help noticing that for all his bluster he was ill at ease and when a few 

days later we had come into the latitude of the Azores Islands and saw naught but the broad sea horizon he had a black 

fit and would let no one approach within arm's reach of him, much less address him. I now spent most of the daytime 

aloft on the royal yardarm spying the horizon for any sign of land. Beneath me was a disquieting sight. The waist of 

the ship was filled with the Spanish passengers conversing among themselves in low tones. They had been forbidden 

to hold conversation with any member of the crew under penalty of death—and the same command had been given to 



the men, so these kept forward to themselves except when the ship's duty called them aft. On the quarter deck was the 

helmsman standing still as an image except for an occasional turn of the wheel; while along the weather rail back and 

forth paced the Captain, making his turns each time in the same place with a mathematic precision, his hands clasped 

behind him and his black, scowling visage thrust forward. The tramp of his heavy sea boots on the hollow deck rang 

out like the reports of musketry, echoing through the quiet ship. 

The Last Cask of Hate 

As day after day went by without sight of land the Captain grew more sullen and the feelings of all became more 

intense. We were finally down to the last cask of water, which for a ship's complement of twenty souls would not last 

long. The Captain called for me to come into his room. He spread out the chart- of the North Atlantic Ocean on his 

berth and stood pondering. I said nothing, waiting for him to speak first. "You were right, Mr. Webber," he said at 

last, "we must have been west of the Islands all the time; and now we've come west so much farther that it is out of the 

question to get back against the easterly trades. There is only one chance left—I am going to put her west in the hope 

of striking Bermuda —if we miss that it's death from thirst and then Davy Jones' Locker for all hands."He stood there, 

a man crushed; it was not difficult to be seen that he placed little confidence in the desperate expedient proposed. 

"It is no use, sir," I told him as respectfully as I could, "we are over a thousand miles at the least from the Bermudas 

and if you cannot find a large archipelago like the Western Islands, how do you expect to strike a little dot on the map 

like Bermuda ? Let me go aloft and have another look and if I see no land then put about and try to beat up for the 

Azores. Believe me, it is by far the wiser plan!" 

"Well, you may go aloft and have a spy, Mr. Webber," he replied, "but I do not promise to follow your advice."I went 

wearily up the ratlines to the maintop and then on up to the main royal yard. 

All hands had now become so accustomed to seeing me go aloft that they did not even look up in hope of my sighting 

anything. It was a fine, clear day. I extended the telescope and swept the horizon. There was not a sign of land. Then 

directly ahead I spied a tiny speck. I put the g!a?s down to rest my vision, then looked again. "Sail, oh! Sail!" I cried 

shrilly. The speck on the horizon was the fore royal of a ship headed toward us! 

The effect of my shout was magical. All the passengers swarmed to the rail and peered about on every side, while the 

seamen sprang into the rigging and ran aloft with more celerity than they had ever shown in handling sail. Captain B. 

rushed bareheaded to the deck. 

 

CAPTAIN NATHANIEL WEBBER 

From a photograph taken in 185—-, when he commanded the famous clipper ship Trade Wind,  

"Where away?" he hailed. "Dead ahead, sir," I replied, "and headed right for us." 

"Very well, Mr. Webber," he shouted with all his old bluster returned, "chase down that d d crowd 

of baboons down out of the rigging; and come down yourself and get all the kites on her so that 

we shall get up to him before nightfall." We soon had the brig under studdingsails fore and aft; but 

an hour later the breeze lightened and by sunset had dropped out almost entirely. The stranger, a 

full-rigged ship and a whaler from her looks, was now in plain sight only a few miles away. To prevent his missing us 

in the dark we placed an empty tar barrel on the forecastle head and set fire to it. This made a bright illumination and 

showed the other vessel how to steer. By nine o'clock he was abeam half a mile off our weather. Captain B. then 

ordered the brig hove-to and the cutter swung out and lowered. He got into the boat with four seamen and an empty 

water cask and they pulled away to intercept the whaler. 

Soon the whaler wore ship, and I had to do the same in order not to be left behind. Now began a period of intense 

anxiety for us on board, because the Captain had taken with him no lantern or other means of making a light; and what 

with the darkness of the night and the maneuvering of the vessels we could not tell whether or not he had succeeded in 

reaching the ship. So I commanded all hands to be silent and to refrain from speech and I listened intently, keeping my 

car down by the rail of the brig in the hope of hearing the sound of oars from the returning boat. Thus both vessels 

sailed on for more than two hours and I had begun to fear that we had sailed away from the cutter and left our Captain 



in the middle of the ocean somewhere astern, when the lookout spied a black object in the track of a star on the water. 

Great was our relief when the boat, for such it was, had come alongside and been hooked on to the davit falls and 

hoisted aboard. 

The men jumped out nimbly enough, but Captain B. remained huddled in the after sheets and had to be lifted out. He 

said he was very sick from the motion of the small boat on the water but the smell soon convinced me that something 

stronger than water was accountable for his sudden illness. One of the hands who had been in the boat told me that the 

reason they were so long in getting back to the brig was because Captain B. had insisted upon steering for a red star, 

low on the horizon, which he took to be our port side-light. This, it happened, put them on a course about parallel to 

that which the brig was taking, so they had been rowing for the past hour along with us, only gradually edging nearer 

when the Captain would lose sight of the star in his confusion of mind and they could head the boat around in the 

proper direction. The men were pretty well used up because they had been rowing hard for fear lest the brig should 

slip ahead of them. 

Pursuit of the Whaler  

The Captain, for his part, was too befuddled to remember the longitude which the Commander of the whaler had given 

him, though he told me that we were quite a bit to the west of the Azores. Fortunately he had not forgotten to fill the 

cask with fresh water, but one cask would not last long for so many people. 

By this time the ship had got nearly out of sight to the northeast of us, the wind being southerly, so I cracked on all 

sail and stood after her in order that we might get more water and ascertain our position on the morrow. The whaler, 

being in no hurry, was under easy sail, and we began soon to overhaul her, then alas! the breeze freshened so I had to 

take in studding-sails and clew my royals, and a slight mist coming up with the wind we would lose sight of the ship 

for a time and then catch a quick glimpse of her as she swung along over the seas ahead of us. It was an exciting race, 

for our very lives were at stake. As the wind grew stronger it became evident that we were scarcely holding our own 

with her, so I dared not shorten sail more; though the little brig labored heavily and at one time 1 thought the masthead 

to be sprung, but it proved not, thanks be to Providence! This night I kept the deck through all watches. The Captain 

was below in his bed. 

Morning showed us the whale-ship several miles to the lore, but within plain vision, so I signalized her and her 

commander saw our flags and hove-to until we came up with him. I then hailed him and told him that we needed more 

water and he replied that he would supply us, having a large store on board. 

Then boats were lowered from the whaler, they being more handy than ours for transshipping water in the heavy sea 

which was now running. The Captain of the whaler himself came on board, and finding we had ladies on board, he 

remained with us for a long time. Not having seen any American or English ladies for a long time, he viewed them 

closely with his one eye (for he had but one, yet with that he made great use, as well as of some cognac or other liquor 

which was passed around pretty freely). 

After a while some, if not all, of the passengers went aboard his ship; and in the afternoon I asked permission to go on 

board and see his mate. I did not say what I wanted to go for; but what I desired was to find out if possible what his 

longitude was, as I could not learn from the Captain; and when I saw how freely drinking was going on I thought I 

should have a pretty poor chance of learning from my Captain even if he had found out from the captain of the whaler. 

I went on board in the whale-boat, but got very little satisfaction, for I found the mate of the whaler "half-seasover" as 

the sailors say; so as soon as I could I got back to my own vessel again. They were still drinking and laughing in the 

cabin, and as the boats had gone back and forth many times, each time changing crews and getting treated on board 

both ships, all hands were nearly "over the bay." 

In the cabin they soon grew to be quite lively, some of them, I think, quite on the drunken side of the bay. There they 

remained, talking and drinking, until late in the evening. As the weather grew more threatening, I began to feel 

alarmed for the safety of the whale-ship, knowing the state they were all in, with hardly enough men left on board to 

work the ship even when sober. So I ventured to go and speak to the Captain and tell him that they maneuvered his 

ship in such a strange way that I feared I should lose sight of her. 



He replied quite insultingly to me, saying that I only wanted to be rid of him and that he would not go till he pleased; 

however, he came on deck to take a look. 

Now, just about three or four feet in front of our cabin door was the break of our quarter-deck, the brig being what is 

called a "deep-waisted" vessel with the quarter-deck raised some four feet above the main deck. The night was dark 

and he blind of one eye and from having drunk so much could hardly see out of the other; I was afraid he might step 

off and hurt himself; I gave him caution, and he called me all the Yankee rascals he could think of and asked me if I 

thought he was drunk. After abusing me for saving him from an "Irish hoist," he turned and went into the cabin, 

saying he would not go till he had a mind to, and would stay all night if he pleased. 

And I do not know but what he would, had it not been for a scene that took place, shortly after, which brought him and 

all the rest of them on deck— a horrible scene, it was. I wish I could portray it to the reader in such a manner that he 

might have some faint idea of it as it really was; I hardly think it will be possible. But I will try. 

The last whale-boat to come alongside before night remained alongside for their captain: the boat's crew, all but one 

man, came aboard the brig to have a "long yarn" (as sailors call it, the whalers call it a "gam") with our crew, while all 

were jovial fore and aft. Now, the man in the boat (who was left there to take care of her and keep her clear of the 

brig's side), whether asleep or otherwise, let the boat's gunwale get caught and upset the boat, and away she went 

astern, spilling him out, and had he not been a good swimmer he would have been drowned. The boat was lost and all 

that was in her; he, however, got on board the brig. 

And now commenced a new scene of action. Those in the cabin left their grog and came on deck, the sailors cut their 

"long yarn" short and came piling aft. Nearly all the boat's crew pitched into the poor fellow, whose life had just been 

spared, to give him a beating. Then some of our crew would not see such foul play, as they called it; and they pitched 

into them. They all pounded each other for some time, and every few minutes they would knock someone overboard, 

and by some means or other he would manage to get in again (by means of ropes hanging over the side, for our 

rigging was all adrift). 

From some remark or other cause—I know not what—the two Captains got at it. The old whaler got my captain down. 

Then I had to go and roll him off; I believe they could not hurt each other much—they had drunk too much. But by 

this time the Spanish passengers had entered into the arena, brandishing their drawn knives, the ladies screeching and 

screaming, and the Captain's wife rushing to me for protection. This sort of business went on for a long time, 

sometimes stopping the fight for a few minutes to quarrel, and then going it again with renewed viger — and away 

flies two or three more overboard. Finally, they became exhausted and gave it up. 

We made out to get near enough to hail the ship and the Captain ordered another boat to come for him. As soon as this 

was alongside, both boats' crews and their commander got in and away they went, quarreling as they left the brig. 

 

We Raise the Azores  

As soon as they got clear of us I bore away and made sail, not knowing if they ever reached their ship or ever hearing 

of them or their ship afterward. After the departure of our visitors the passengers and my Captain went below and 

went to sleep. I kept the deck the whole night. Next morning, quite to my surprise, we made out some high land—the 

Peak of Pico in the Azores or Western Islands—a long distance off, and by reason of the wind being light and baffling 

we were not up with it before night. At midnight when my watch was out, I called the Captain and told him that we 

were nearly down to the harbor and as the wind was fair it would not be best to run too far, as we should go past. 

He replied, "Go and turn in; I will be up directly."  I waited awhile and then called again, "Are you awake, sir?" 

"Aye, ah, y-e-s, yes, I will be up in a few minutes; go and turn in." 

It is not the duty of a mate to run counter to his captain's orders or take any unbecoming responsibility. I had stood the 

deck as long as I could; more I could not do, so went below as ordered. 

When I was called at 4 a. m. I found the Captain had not been up and the vessel still running on. I hove-to 

immediately and waited for daylight, when it became evident that we had passed the harbor. To beat back would have 



consumed much time, so I ran on for St. Mary's, which, fortunately, we made during daytime; and ran in and let go 

anchor. 

Here we replenished our supplies, and, getting the anchor at the bow and making sail, stood out to sea again. We had 

before us now a run of some seven hundred miles from the Azores to the Canary Isles. Hardly had we been out a day 

when, the wind drawing a trifle more to the eastward, Captain B. put his helm up and bore off S.S.E., so as to carry his 

sails rap full of wind. Earnestly did I desire him to lay her closer to the wind, saying that if we made such a fair wind 

of it now we would have it only so much the more ahead later on, and be forced to beat in order to weather 

Palma and Gomero—the two islands which lay on our course this side Teneriffe. 

But he would run her off, and the upshot of it was that we went to leeward not only of those islands but of Teneriffc as 

well, and lay for days becalmed under the lee of the high land. Then at last, drawing out from behind the land under a 

great press of canvas, our brig encountered a whole gale of wind as soon as the Point was passed. 

It piped up faster than we could shorten sail, so to save our gear we had perforce to run back in. Here, being once 

again becalmed, Captain B. could not be convinced that it was still blowing hard outside, so he must needs wear ship 

and beat forth once more under full sail. Then again it was clew up and clew down! and get in sail as fast as the 

Almighty would let us; and twice was this performance repeated before Captain B. could be prevailed upon to shorten 

sail before going out past the Point. 

"If, Sir," I said, "you will put the brig under proper canvas for a blow and then go out and hang her to it, we shall 

eventually be able to beat around to the weather side of the islands and the harbor of Orotava, for which we are 

bound ; but there is surely no sense in going out there under full sail and then growing frightened and running back 

whence we 

After some difficult windward work the brig finally arrived at the port of Orotava. Here they found it necessary to 

anchor far off the land in deep water, as Mr. Webber had predicted, and as their cables were not long enough to get 

bottom Captain B. had to go ashore and hire a cable for this purpose. 

The passengers were put ashore, but a gale coming up before the cargo could be landed, the vessel was forced to slip 

her cable and stand out to sea. Instead of heaving-to until the gale was past and then going back to his moorings, 

Captain B. ran for the island of Lazarote, where there was a well-sheltered harbor. While the brig was lying there 

Captain B. and Mr. Webber had a falling out over some repairs which the latter held were not being made in a 

seamanlike fashion.  As a result Mr. Webber was disrated, but later a reconciliation was effected through the efforts of 

the American consul  -  an Englishman  -  and the mate was reinstated.  After lying at Lazarote for seven weeks, the 

brig ran back to Orotava, disposed of her cargo and set out for New York, where she arrived after a stormy passage 

just six months from the day on which the outward-bound voyage began!  Such a voyage nowadays would scarecely 

take the ordinary tramp steamer as many weeks to accomplish. 

 

 



 

 

 

From Outing Magazine-Volume LXII-April to September 1913 

A  FEW days after my arrival at New York in the brig Armadillo from Mobile, I met with a friend whom I had 

known for many years. One time when as boys we were playing at Indians in his father's hay field, which lay on the 

downs overlooking Boston harbor, we had stopped our sport to gaze at a tall ship passing out to sea; and he, after 

looking long at the ship, had read me this riddle: "I sat on a load of hay, and saw the dead carry the living away." 

"If by the dead you mean yonder fine vessel," I had replied, "you had best scheme up something different, for truly 

she appears to me as much endowed with life and grace of bearing as any fine lady on the Common of a Sabbath 

evening."  In such small ways do our youthful notions mould an entire career: he, practical and looking always to the 

profit of a voyage, had risen to be commander of a great clipper engaged in the China trade, while I, with my mind 

turned rather toward the perfection of my craft, was but a poorly paid Master in the coasting service. 

Now as we walked together across the Bowling Green he began to chaff me about the stinginess of my employers. "Is 

it true," said he, "that in the coastwise trade the owners are too mean to supply a vessel with proper brushes for 

painting the white-work, but instead make it necessary for a Master to have the paint laid on with plucked-out ropes' 

ends?" 

No little nettled at his manner, I replied, "You do yourself little credit in my opinion, Captain L., to be coming the 

roots o'er me in this vaunting fashion because Providence has seen fit to bless you beyond the fortunes of your old 

friend, and, no doubt, beyond your deserts!" 

"No, Nathaniel," he cried, "I had not meant to injure you, but rather it is my hearty desire to improve your fortunes, 

and in proof thereof I now desire you to come Mate with me in the Washington the next voyage. You are a competent 

navigator and a good seaman, and no doubt will soon rise to be the Master of a vessel in the same employ; you are 

merely starving yourself, where you are." ' 

He spoke more in the same vein with such warmth that I was persuaded ere we separated to make the voyage with 

him, although it was not easy for me who had been used to being Master in my own ship, however small, to welcome 

the prospect of being again subject to another's commands. At any rate, I fetched my belongings aboard the 

Washington next day and immediately assumed charge of loading the outward cargo—trading goods for the port of 

Canton—as was my office. A week later I went to the Captain's house and reported the ship ready for sea. . At this 

time (1833) it was customary for a smart captain to take his ship out of the harbor without the assistance of tow boats, 

and some account of how this was managed may not be amiss. The Washington, be it remembered, was in the first 

class of the finest and largest ships of the day—one of the earliest of that great fleet of clippers which in the '50s and 

'60s made our flag known with admiration in every port of the world. Her register was rising 1,000 tons and she 

measured some 220 feet between perpendiculars, while it was upwards of 130 feet from the waterline to her main 

skysail yard. No small fabric, indeed, to manage under her own power in the crowded waters of a harbor; but there 

were shipmasters in those days worthy of the title! 

The day on which we sailed was August the 13th, 1833, with the breeze fresh at E. S. E. The ship lay at the 

Company's wharf on South Street. When our passengers had come aboard the captain summoned me and ordered a 

light stream-anchor with a long hawser bent on to it to be carried out by one of the ship's boats into the middle of the 

river and there let go. When this had been done, the end of the hawser was passed through one of the stern chocks and 

along the deck to the great capstan which was now manned by all hands and set turning merrily to the tune of a 

shanty. As soon as the slack of the hawser had been reeled in the Captain raised his trumpet and sent the command 

along the wharf, above the cheering of the crowd, to "let go all shore lines." 



These were promptly let go and hauled in by men stationed for that purpose, and as the capstan kept going around the 

mighty ship drew gradually away from the shore and out into the stream. Once clear of the wharf and with room for 

the ship to swing, the hawser was carried to the bow chock and the ship hove out to her anchor. As the tide was 

running flood, she tailed with it so that her stern was toward the wind. 

Captain L. then came to the break of the quarterdeck with his speaking trumpet, while I, as first officer, took my 

position on the forecastle head and the other mates went to their allotted stations to supervise the work of setting sail. 

At a word from the Captain the fore and main topsail halyards were manned and the yards sent aloft. Then sail stops 

were cast off and the bowlines loosed. As the great sails bellied out to the fresh breeze they were sheeted home and 

the yards squared around by their braces. 

Under this sail the vessel gradually gathered headway and came up over her light anchor, which was quickly run up to 

the bow. Then in rapid succession one sail after another was unfurled and sheeted home until within a space of 

perhaps 10 minutes what had been but a gaunt network of spars and rigging was become, to all appearances, a great, 

unbroken expanse of canvas. 

With a fresh breeze on her quarter the Washington ran swiftly down the Narrows and in the lower bay passed an 

incoming fleet of warships with which we exchanged salutes. By evening Navesink Highlands had dropped below the 

horizon astern and we were on a course for the Cape of Good Hope. 

The next few days showed me how delightful a voyage may be on a well-appointed ship with competent officers and a 

sufficiently large crew to perform their duties without hardship or grumbling. I had one watch with the third mate, 

while the second and fourth mates took the other, Captain L. coming on deck at any time of the day or night when he 

might see fit, but without any appointed watch. This system, which is that followed by all deep water vessels in the 

China and California trades, relieves the commander from the annoyance of petty duties and leaves him fresh to exert 

his utmost force in the time of storms or other emergencies. 

Captain L. was a fine, hearty man and a splendid seaman. He had full confidence in his ship, which he believed in 

driving to the utmost of her powers, as well as in his officers to whom he was unfailingly courteous, yet whom he 

never spared in the proper exercise of their work—which was to carry as much sail as the vessel would stand and 

carry it as long as it would stay in the bolt ropes. 

It was his custom in fine weather to take a turn on deck immediately after dinner and then again at about lip. M. before 

retiring for the night. On the fourth night out, as we were crossing the center of the Gulf Stream, it came on to blow 

very heavy northwest with severe rain squalls and lightning. It was my watch until midnight and I took the liberty of 

asking the Commander if it would not be well to shorten down to topsails at the change of the watch, when all hands 

would be on deck. The ship was tearing through the black water at a tremendous rate, leaving a great phosphorescent 

wake astern of her, and was laboring heavily under the tremendous press of canvas. 

Captain L. steadied himself for a moment by the wheel and gazed aloft where occasionally a vivid flash of lightning 

would throw the straining fabric of upper sails into relief against the riven clouds. Then he turned to me and shouted 

with a laugh, "The skysails are still there, Mr. Webber. Let her go and call me if it moderates!"  

All went on smoothly for day after day until one would almost lose track of the passage of time. There were, of 

course, times which would have given a little vessel like my former command a severe tussle, but the Washington 

came through them all flying—scarcely doffing any of her canvas. The winds at this time of the year were for the 

most part westerly, and Captain L. would as soon have thought of refusing a good cargo as to shorten sail to a fair 

wind. In fact, on more than one occasion lighter sails were torn to ribbons or blown completely out of their bolt ropes. 

Then it would be, "Mr. Webber send down what's left of that fore royal and bend a new one in its place. Have the sail 

maker see if he can patch it up to replace the next one that goes." 

It made no difference how heavy the wind might be or how badly the ship was laboring, a squad of men under one of 

the mates or boatswain would make their way aloft-^-one moment swung out over the boiling water 100 feet below 

and the next with their bodies flattened against the shrouds by the sheer weight of the wind—to swarm put on the yard 

and gather in what remained of the thrashing sail. Fortunately the hands were a picked lot, as efficient and seamanlike 

as their officers, and with as much pride in the vessel and her record for fast voyages. No task was too severe for their 



hardihood. This I say in direct refutation of the stories which we hear in these degenerate days of steam and grease 

about the cruelty practiced in the old sailing-ship days. The mates, to be sure, could allow no soldiering; but where 

none was attempted the seaman was treated' with respect by his officers, and his life, though a dangerous one, was by 

no means the slavelike existence which modern story writers would have us believe. At least, this is so of the big ships 

bound on long voyages where harmony between all the members of a ship's company was worth paying good wages 

and serving good food to procure. 

It was indeed this very harmony which made it possible for American vessels in those days so far to surpass the 

sailing records of ships of every other nation. As an example of this one instance comes clearly to my memory. When 

down nearly to the latitude of the Cape of Good Hope, we encountered the most severe gale of our outward-bound 

voyage. A mountainous sea was heaving in from the south and the wind, which had originally come from that 

direction, was now blowing directly from the West, with hurricane force. High as the Washington stood above the 

water, occasional crests would sweep her main deck, and she steered so hard that I had to keep two men continually at 

the wheel and have them relieved every half hour. The wind, however, was fair and therefore every man on the ship 

from Captain L. to the cook's boy would have felt disgraced had the order been given to heave the ship to. Under 

double reefed topsails and fore course she was logging upwards of 16 knots and all hands were as pleased as if they 

had just been granted a week's shore leave at New York. 

Later in the day, when the wind had moderated somewhat, we sighted a large British bark hove to under short canvas. 

She was flying distress signals so Captain L. ordered the wheel put up and ran down to have a look at her. As soon as 

our signals could be clearly seen, he asked what she wanted and the bark replied with a request to stand by. Captain L. 

then ran up flags demanding if the bark were injured or anything wrong on board. The Britisher replied again, "Stand 

by. Do not like look of weather." 

When the second mate read the meaning of this signal out of the code book, a great laugh went up in our cabin and 

Captain L. replied with flags reading, "See nothing wrong in this weather," and hoisted the American ensign above the 

signal in order to give point to his remark. No doubt the British captain said, "Another of those d d crazy Yankees" 

when he read our flags, but we were in Batavia a week before he appeared. Afterwards he rendered us valuable aid, as 

shall appear, so perhaps I should not make too much sport of his prudence. 

Once around the Cape of Good Hope, which we passed well out to sea, a course was laid for Sunda Strait between 

Java and Sumatra. This was the season of typhoons on the Indian Ocean at the change from the southwest to the 

northeast monsoon so all hands were kept busy reeving new running gear under my direction and replacing any parts 

of the standing rigging which showed the slightest sign of weakness. It was the philosophy of the old clipper ship 

commander not to care how many sails he blew away provided it was the canvas alone which went and that no spars 

or yards were carried away. I believe that by the time we were well into the Indian Ocean a hurricane could have 

struck the Washington and ripped every thread of canvas off her without breaking a spar or parting a sheet or halyard. 

Curiously enough, however, the expected bad weather did not come, but on the contrary the wind remained fresh and 

constant between southwest and west, and every day showed a record of 300 miles or better run on our course. Still, 

the nervous tension on board had become quite acute and was possibly more felt for the long suspense. I, although 

first mate, was the only one of the officers who had not been into the East before, but I had heard great stories of the 

terrific weather to be expected at the break of the monsoon and was determined that no particle of preparation should 

be neglected. 

This attitude seemed to be reflected in the minds of all, and resulted in one case in an act of violence which, I believe, 

would not have occurred under ordinary circumstances. As it was the only thing of the kind to take place on the entire 

voyage I cannot but mention it, though it be with regret. 

We had a number of young gentlemen living in the steerage who had been sent to sea by their parents to learn 

navigation. One of these was a young man from New Orleans by the name of Kane. He was of a very excitable 

temperament and the direct cause of his coming with us was the fact that he had killed a man shortly before in some 

private quarrel. Although usually amenable to the ship's discipline, he resented being addressed by the lower mates in 

the way that they would speak to a common sailor. This morning in the Indian Ocean Captain L. and myself were 

engaged in taking an observation for our longitude and Kane was busy with some minor work about the deck. The 

second mate came along and I heard him reprimand Kane for some slight mistake in rather a testy voice. Kane did not 



reply; but the next moment we heard the sound of a blow and a scuffle, and the man at the wheel cried out, "He'll 

murder him!" 

We turned and saw the mate prostrate on the deck with a widening pool of blood about his head and Kane standing 

above him, an open splicing knife in his hand. Fortunately the knife had no point or murder would no doubt have been 

done. Captain L., however, did not stop to investigate, but with quickness amazing in so large a man, sprang upon 

Kane, wrenched the knife from his hand and then, seizing him about the waist, swung him over his head and dashed 

him to the deck with such force that I thought we should soon have two burials instead of one. 

It turned out that the mate was not seriously hurt beyond a deep scalp wound and was able to resume his duties next 

day. Kane, however, although he recovered apparently from the Captain's rough handling, seemed to be affected in his 

mind by the unfortunate incident coming so soon after his former escapade, and after this we had to watch him very 

carefully on the ship and dared not let him go ashore in any of the ports visited, for fear lest he should kill some one, 

as the morbid desire seemed to grow upon him. In such a way may the hasty act of one moment alter a man's life. « 

The ship entered Batavia Roads on the day before Christmas, and we remained there until after New Year's Day 

taking on fresh supplies and water. 

The day before we sailed there came in the British bark which we had passed off the Cape of Good Hope; and Captain 

Cunningham, her commander, desired us to remain over night and sail in company with him the next day across the 

Java Sea that we might have mutual protection against the Malay pirates which at this time infested all that region. 

This time Captain L. did as requested, and well it was, because the high land back of Batavia had hardly disappeared 

from sight when there appeared two large proas coming out from some hidden harbor on the Java shore. It was the 

hour before sunset and the wind was so light that the Washington and her consort scarcely had steerage way. The 

proas, however, with fifty men at their oars, came out quite rapidly and when within range, the one in the lead sent a 

solid shot across our bows from a small gun mounted in the eyes. We had little fear of their artillery but had no liking, 

on the other hand, for their curved krises and poisoned daggers. The Washington had gun ports painted on her sides, 

but the Malays seemed to know that these were false, for they came steadily on. 

Muskets and hand spikes were given out to all hands and a guard was stationed at every point where it would be 

possible for a man to get up over the side. Some of the passengers and young gentlemen who had brought fowling 

pieces were stationed on the quarterdeck to prevent a rush on the cabin in case any of the Malays reached our deck 

alive. 

Captain Cunningham was a quarter of a mile astern of us, and as both the proas were headed for us we presumed it 

was their idea to take the largest ship first and then capture the other at their convenience. Since the bark appeared to 

be too far off to lend assistance, Captain L. signalized him that he had best wear ship and attempt to escape, because 

there would be no use in sacrificing both ships. 

However, we had reckoned without a  knowledge of our sturdy English friend's preparedness: great was our surprise 

and joy to see a sudden puff of smoke followed by the report of a cannon from his forecastle head. Whether the shot 

was due to skill or luck I know not, but it struck the leading proa fairly amidships and must have wrought great 

damage because the boat stopped, and soon both Malay vessels were pulling back for the shore faster than they had 

come out— with Captain Cunningham's visiting cards whistling after them. Although we had sailed with him at his 

request, it was he who was proven the rescuer. 

The remainder of the voyage to Macao—the port for Canton—was without special event, save for smuggling the 

Captain's wife into a port from which all white women were at that time excluded by Imperial edict. 

The homeward voyage of the Washington was much delayed by head winds in the China Sea and Indian Ocean, but 

even so the round trip was completed in less than a year. 

As an indication of the profits which were sometimes made in the early days of the China trade, a later voyage of 

Captain Webber's may be cited in which, on the testimony of his journals, a vessel is known to have netted $200,000 

profit from a single voyage.—ED.  

 



 

TRILLING SCENES. 

Naval journal, Volume 25, May 1853 

By American Seamen's Friend Society 

We are indebted to the courteous Secretaries of the Am. H. M. Soc'y., for the following communications in 

season for this No. of the Sailors Magazine.—ED. 

It will be remembered, we doubt not, by all our readers, that a large missionary reinforcement was sent, a few months 

since, by the American Home Missionary Society, to the Pacific coast Eight missionaries, with their families, sailed 

from New York, November 13th, in the clipper ship "Trade Wind," Capt. Nathaniel Webber. The first intelligence 

concerning them since their departure, is the report, just received, of their safe arrival in San Francisco, on the 24th of 

February, after a voyage of 102 days. But little inconvenience was experienced from sea sickness, storms, or extremes 

of heat and cold ; every possible attention to the wants of the passengers was uniformly paid by the officers of the 

ship; and no event occurred, with a single exception, to vary the uniform pleasantness of the passage. 

The particulars of the passage have been communicated by several of the missionaries. We publish below a few 

extracts, relating to the most interesting incidents, particularly to the fire, by which the ship, and the lives of all on 

board, were exposed to imminent peril. 

Rev. E. B. Walsworth writes, under date of Feb. 14th, as follows: 

We have found Capt. Webber to be, in all respects, better than he was recommended to us, high as those 

recommendations were. He has left nothing undone that he could do, which would minister to our comfort . He has 

made us feel as if we were at home—as if he were a father to us all. The sailors regard him as a father and a friend. He 

is also a man of simple and earnest piety. He has seconded all of our efforts to do good among the passengers and 

crew. We have services on the Sabbath, twice each day, when the weather allows. He has required the sailors to be 

present at the morning service, and requested them to attend in the afternoon. We have had morning and evening 

devotions on deck ; a Bible class in the forecastle, on the Sabbath, and twice during the week in the cabin. We have 

had the communion administered twice. At the last one, by request of the Captain, I baptized his son, and five other 

children, who were brought forward by Christian parents. It was a season that will be remembered by us all. 

Peril by Fire 

Only one thing has occurred to us, in all of the passage, which has marred our happiness, and that was the great danger 

which our ship was once in from fire; but, by the kind interposition of that Providence which has conducted us 

hitherto, we were saved. It was on the morning of the 21st day of our passage, when in lat. 1° 14', and long. 32° 38', 

that one of the sailors came running to the officer on the quarter deck, crying out, " The ship is on fire !*' This officer 

went forward, and saw the smoke coming out of the chain lockers and crevices of the deck. He ordered the force pump 

to be manned, and went back to the cabin, where Capt. W. and the passengers were at breakfast. He communicated the 

fact to the Captain, and they both left without any suspicions being excited as to the cause. After breakfast I went upon 

deck, and the unusual stir on the forecastle attracting my attention, I went forward, and soon learned the cause; the 

ship was on fire—in the cargo—somewhere, it was supposed, between the second and third deck; but how extensive 

the fire was, could not be immediately ascertained. A hole was cut through the deck, and a stream of water from the 

force pump, which would throw about five barrels per minute, was thrown in upon the burning mass. Several other 

places were cut, and lines, for passing buckets were formed by the passengers. We toiled on in this way for some three 

hours, but could see no indication that we were getting the fire under. The ventilators seemed rather to show that it 

was spreading aft, under the cabin, which was then beginning to be filled with gas and smoke. 

The ship was then turned head to the land; we were 450 miles from it. The powder magazine was hoisted upon the 

upper deck, and placed where it could be easily thrown overboard ; the life boats got out, and the provisions and 

water, and the clothing which we would need till we could reach the land, made ready. At this time another large 

opening was made, and a box, on fire, was broken in pieces, and its contents passed up upon the deck. Another and 

another were broken up in this manner, till a place was made large enough to admit one of the sailors, who boldly 

went down with the hose in his hand. He directed it against the burning mass, till he fell exhausted upon the floor. He 



was dragged out, and another, as .bold as he, came to his place. In a moment or two he fell, like his companion, and 

was dragged out insensible, and carried upon the deck. Another and another took his place, and shared his fate. Thus it 

went on, till every one of our sixty sailors had taken his turn. At one time, I counted sixteen of these generous fellows 

lying together on the deck. The ladies came from the cabin, and bathed their heads with camphor, which would, in 

most cases, bring them to in a short time. As soon as one was recovered sufficiently to walk, he would go back and 

offer his services again. Several of the men were brought up out of this place insensible, as many as six times. On the 

most of them the gas which they inhaled seemed to have an effect somewhat like that of exhilarating gas, particularly 

when they were partially resuscitated. It was no easy matter to restrain those powerful men, when they endeavored to 

throw themselves overboard, or do themselves or us some personal harm. 

For four hours we labored in this way, and you may imagine the terrors of our position. We could not but fear that the 

strength of the men, self-sacrificing as they were, would not hold out till the flames were extinguished. Some of them 

could do no more, and these the hardiest of them all. We toiled on, however,— the passengers, gentlemen and ladies, 

working the pumps,—for another hour, when the joyful news came that the fire was out. No more flames could be 

seen, no more smoke arose. We began to breathe freely, and hope that deliverance had been sent to us. After the rest 

of an hour an examination was made, but no signs of fire were discovered. We all lay down upon the deck (it was very 

warm), and passed the night. The next day was the Sabbath, and never did a more grateful, a more devout assembly, 

come together for the worship of God. 

The most daring and wicked among the sailors, confessed that if God had not helped them they could not have put out 

the fire. One of them had said, when the ship was on fire, " You see, now, of how little use all this praying is, which 

we have had aft. There was never a ship that went out of New York, that has had so much of it on board, and yet here 

she is, on fire." And yet, this same man, when he went down into the hold, and saw what the fire had done, said, with 

a treat deal of emotion, "If prayer didn't keep the ship from getting on fire, it must have had something to do in putting 

it out." 

On Monday, the Captain ordered the cargo to be broken into, and a thorough examination to be made. It was found 

that the fire had burned over a space which extended forty feet in one direction and thirty in another. It had burned 

through from one side of the ship to the other, and had burned so nearly through the floor, or deck, that a blow of the 

hand would break it through. Had the fire made its way through the sides of the ship, I do not see how she could have 

been saved; as it was, it was a most difficult task. We owe our preservation, under God, to the fidelity of the men, and 

the excellence and power of the force pump with which the ship is provided. One of the men said to me, that they 

would not have worked as they did for any other Captain. They had no grudge against him that they wished to gratify. 

One of our sailors had once before been on board of a ship that was burned, and narrowly escaped with his life. When 

it became clear that our ship was dangerously on fire, he ran up and down, raving like a maniac. It was some time 

before he could be so quieted as to return to his duty. 

After a very careful examination of the condition of the ship, the Captain came to the conclusion that she was not 

injured so as to require him to put into Rio Janeiro. He thought that her strength was not weakened, as her timbers 

were not much burned. We went on, therefore, and have seen the land but twice in ninety three days; once, the coast 

of South America, near Cape St. Roque; and the land on both sides of the Straits of Le Maire, through which we 

passed soon after going by the straits of Magellan. We did not speak a single ship on the Atlantic side. We spoke a 

whaler off Cape Horn, and spent nearly a day on board of another, when becalmed off Callao. 

Our visit to that ship was, I trust, one of the links in a chain of Providence by which great good may be done to those 

on board. The Captain had been deeply afflicted in the loss of his wife, who had accompanied him on his passage. She 

was buried on Pitcairn's Isle. She was sincerely pious. He told us the incidents of her death, and repeated an 

exquisitely beautiful piece of poetry that she wrote on their separation, just before she died. His mind was tender; he 

seemed to be desirous to be prepared to meet his wife in a better world. The cook on this ship was a pious man, and 

the Captain bore witness to the sincerity and earnestness of his piety. We gave to them a part of the books which we 

obtained from the Tract Society. I trust that the prayers of that pious cook will be answered, in seeing salvation come 

to those for whom he so long and so earnestly prayed. 

An Invisible Enemy. The suffering and danger caused by breathing the noxious gas, which was generated by the fire, 

is more particularly described in a letter from Rev. Mr. Dickinson. 



A new difficulty now met us. The confined fire, as it fumed beneath the deck, had filled the hold with carbonic acid 

gas. Every recess, every crevice of the hold, like the chinks of a smothered coal pit, was loaded with this deadly 

poison. And now, before the fire was extinguished, and while it still cracked beyond the reach of the water which 

issued from the hose, this deadly poison began to work. The boxes of freight must be removed before the fire could be 

fully conquered; and into the midst of this poisonous fluid the men must go, in order to extinguish the fire. They began 

to work without suspecting the presence of this destructive element. In removing the boxes, as one descended to the 

hold, he fell senseless to the floor. While he is being dragged out in the fresh air, another and another fall senseless, 

smitten by this strange foe. In the midst of the hurry and fearful scenes of a ship on fire at sea, it is some time before 

we can determine the cause of this new difficulty, and while we hesitate, another and another, and now a whole 

company have fallen, until nearly the whole of the remaining band of men are engaged in dragging out and bearing 

up, through the forecastle hatch and the cook s companion way, the apparently lifeless bodies of their comrades. 

And now a scene follows which beggars description. There lies one with his chin falling, and gasping for breath, as if 

in the agonies of death. By his side lies another in mad delirium, throwing himself into a thousand contorted shapes. 

One is biting himself and gnashing his teeth for pain, while the froth runs from his mouth, like the slimy ejections ot 

one afflicted with the hydrophobia. But thanks to God for the confidence and strong courage manifested by all the 

passengers. The ladies were as calm and self-possessed as if nothing had happened. Those who loved Christ felt that 

they had nothing to fear, and their calmness, together with the serene countenance of our beloved commander (Capt. 

Webber,) seemed to infuse the same spirit into all the rest, and all of them became efficient helpers in this hour of 

trial. 

The fire was still burning late in I he afternoon, and almost every man, officers and crew, had suffered from the effects 

of the gas. Some of the men, after lying in agony, every limb cramping, for nearly half an hour at a time, .would rise, 

as soon as they came out of their cramps, and breaking away from those who besought them not to expose themselves, 

would again go below to fight the fire. Thus, several times did some of them throw themselves down into the smoking 

gaseous hold, as if determined to extinguish the fire, or die in the attempt. 

Six times were some of those noble fellows brought up from the hold, apparently as lifeless as a corpse ; and as many 

times did they suffer the most intense agony, by cramps and convulsions; and yet they conquered. Officers, crew and 

passengers, seemed to have nailed their colors to the mast—" Never give up the ship!" Never, in any battle, was 

courage more fully tried. Never did victory, longer waver between two contending parties, as if doubtful on whose 

standard to perch. Never was their a harder struggle than this day exhibited. Hungry, thirsty, weary, and faint, the men 

rather staggered than walked with their last buckets of water; and when it was all over, and the last spark extinguished 

a more begrimed, smoke-blackened set of men was never gathered from the powder-scorched battle-field than was 

exhibited here. 

A Sailor's Eloquence 

The scene which occurred on Monday after the fire, and which is barely alluded to in one of the foregoing extracts, is 

thus described by another of the missionaries—Rev. Mr. Bell. ' Monday followed. All ship's company—officers, 

crew, and passengers —were called aft, where they assembled, a silent and expectant throng. Our captain stood in the 

midst; orders were given the helmsman to keep the ship " Steady, steady ho, to the wind!" Then, with head bared, our 

commander expressed his hearty gratification in his crew and passengers, and paid a well-merited compliment to their 

self-possession and bravery .in the midst of their past perils. 

He then alluded to the rumors that were or might be afloat in relation to the situation of the ship, as to her sen-

worthiness, or her capacity to proceed to her place of destination without putting into some port before reaching Cape 

Horn. 

Our commander here recounted some facts in his history, as reasons for our entire confidence in his bravery, 

experience, and skill. He had followed the sea for nearly half a century; had served in every capacity, on every ocean; 

had commenced a cabin boy; had been a cook; had served before the mast some ten years; had been boatswain, third 

mate, second mate, first officer, and commander; had gone back; served as second mate, first mate, and captain again; 

had retraced his steps again and again ; and was now commander of the Trade Wind. He had been selected for the post 

by the owners and underwriters of the snip, and was determined not to betray his trust, should every soul on board rise 

up against him. There was but one being in the universe he feared, and that was his God; before him alone he 



trembled. He was a mechanic; could make anything belonging to a ship; had been a farmer; was now a sailor; had 

been to China a score of times; had doubled Cape Horn and circumnavigated the globe as captain of the first-class 

vessels; had confidence in himself, under God, that he could do all that would insure the safety of the ship and cargo, 

and every human being on board. He proclaimed himself as the supreme power on board the ship, to order all things 

for what he deemed the best interests of all; he had as much at stake as any soul on board; besides which, he had to 

stand between underwriters, owners, and freighters; he felt the responsibility and delicacy of his position, and knew 

that a false move on his part might involve much ruin. He would carefully weigh all the circumstances, critically 

examine the cargo, and, if he felt it to be his duty, he would put into Rio Janeiro, let gainsay who might: or, if 

otherwise, he would proceed onward around Cape Horn, let who might oppose. 

During the course of his remarks our captain sincerely proclaimed himself a religious man; that he had never known 

what happiness was until he had made his peace with God. Addressing himself to the sailors more particularly, he 

gave them sterling religious advice, which, coming from a gray-headed veteran mariner, that has seen every service 

incident to a seaman's life, was admirably appropriate; and we have an abiding confidence before God that his words 

fell into some hearts that will bear fruit an hundred-fold, and that our speaker then and there was the instrument of 

saving a soul alive, that shall appear as an invaluable gem in the diadem in which he shall rejoice hereafter. That 

sermon can never be forgotten. The time, the circumstances, the speaker, the hearers, will fasten it on every memory 

in indelible imprint, and a strict rendering of the account of that hour will be required of us all! 

The speaker ceased; and the spontaneous cheer that came from the encircling throng, and the renewed three times 

three that rang on the pleasant gale, showed that one and all, crew and company, would stand by our captain whilst 

there was a plank between us and our unfathomed graves, or a single rag to flutter in the whirling storms! There we 

were, on the boundless deep, alone with the circling sky and watery waste, but we could have wished those cheers to 

reach the homes, the firesides, of every relative and friend of all on board, that hoped for us, that prayed for us, in 

scenes hallowed to us, in sacred places far,/or a way! * * * * It would be wrong for me to write an account of the 

scenes of this day, without paying a proper tribute of praise to Captain Nathaniel Webber, and the other officers of the 

ship. Their calmness, inspired us ,with courage, their cool, collected, yet positive orders gave proper direction to every 

effort, and this, and only this, seconded by the exertions of one of the most efficient crews that ever sailed out of port, 

saved the ship and the lives of over a hundred souls on board.  

We may congratulate the owners of the vessel in their choice of such a captain and officers. Under God we have 

reason to thank, them for the preservation of our lives, and property. I doubt whether one ship in a hundred would 

have been saved under similar circumstances. Capt. Webber is a Christian, and he believes in treating his men in a 

Christian-like manner. There is no severity in his authority; every common sailor is made to feel himself a man 

because he is treated as a man. The sailors, composing the crew of the "Trade Wind," love their Captain and officers, 

and yet there is no slackness of discipline; every man of them worked on this trying occasion, as if he would rather 

die, than see his captain's reputation sullied in the least, ever by the accidental loss of his ship, and what I say of their 

conduct this day is true of it through the whole voyage. It is a base slander upon the character of sailors to say that 

they cannot be governed without being kicked and cuffed about like dogs. Make a sailor feel that he is a man, and he 

will act like a man; and I hesitate not to say that the gentlemanly, mild, yet decided course pursued by our Captain 

would secure on other ships the same strict discipline, which is carried out here. I have often heard the sailors say, 

since the day of the fire, that if they had had any other Captain but Captain Webber, the ship would have gone down, 

and they would have betaken themselves to their boats. But they loved their Captain as children love a father, and 

would die before he should suffer. 

Twenty-Ninth Annual Report of the New York City Bible Society 





This wonderful photograph of Captain Webber is in the possession of Jessica Reynolds Renshaw,  

from Long Beach, California.  It was obviously in his later years, probably the 1860s. 

The writing is the hand of Minnetta Leonard, Jessica Reynold’s grandmother. 













Gina Sammis 2010 

The Webber Plot at the Evergreens Cemetery 

in Brooklyn, NY is full of Webbers & Sammises 



LDS (Mormon Church) Record: 

Name: Nathaniel Webber 

Gender: Male 

Date: Baptism/Christening Place: Birth Date: 29 Mar 1795 

Birthplace: BEVERLY, ESSEX, MASSACHUSETTS 

Father's Name: Samuel Webber 

Mother's Name: Betsey 

Indexing Project (Batch) Number: C50015-1 

System Origin: Massachusetts-ODMSource  



My Dear Raph:               Brooklyn-July 3, 1914 

Written by Jeannie Olivia Berry Webber in her 79th year of life to her youngest child, Raphael 

 

I should have answered before this, but I have been looking up the papers I thought would be of use 

to you, the one of all Webbers, and I have written out what I could remember.  I guess it is pretty 

straight.  I send you the book as you are to be in that country, you may trace up some other members 

of the notorious tribe. 

 

Alice (Alice Chamberlin, Catherine “Kate” Sammis’ daughter) came up with Everett (Alice 

Chamberlin’s son) Tuesday.  Today is the fifth anniversary of their wedding.  Charlie hoped no one 

would send them a rolling pin but can’t you whittle out of some spare wood a neat little paddle and 

carve the date and send it to them.  Make it artistic. 

 

What have you done with Marianne.  I have heard nothing from her.  Delie (Cordelia Sammis Reade) 

writes that West (Westall Reade, her son) is home.  May came two weeks ago home to see her folks 

for summer.  West was to stay in K.  Delie says it is all right and they are to visit me next week, then I 

shall hear particulars and write and let you know.  I suppose your life is dull to you but you can at 

least go around.  I am waiting for the auto to call for another joy ride.  Now I will begin my history. 

 

The Brilliant that Al speaks of was the first ship I ever remember.  The cabin of the Brilliant was 

taken by Mr. Carl Platt for the school house on his place on Main Street and Deer Park Road, and 

after moved onto Main Road for a millinery store, then after used as a bakery, then bought by Charles 

Bishop and added to his home as a kitchen.  At this date it remains perfect except the ships’s cabin 

windows have been changed for modern ones. 

 

In 1842 my father sailed the brig Wisahicon, built by John Kelly Hammitt I think, and owned by John 

Perrit of Philadelphia.  It was gone three years and seven months.  Then he came to New York and 

took charge of the ship Tartar.  I think the Tartar was from the firm of Booth and Edgar.  Then the 

Tartar had some very rough weather and her main mast was split diagonally half way down.  My 

father had the mast spliced with ropes and brought her in to Coentris slip and she was seen as a 

wonder by hundreds.  Then he waited home all summer while the Tradewind was being finished.  

The first three decked merchant ship.  He carried to San Francisco a number of passenger 

missionaries to be sent to China from there.  Not far from San Francisco the ship caught fire and the 

passengers met and demanded him to run into the first landing and save their lives.  He replied, “My 

papers tell me to carry this ship into San Francisco and into San Francisco I go.  If you want to save 

your lives, take to the pumps.  My men are exhausted and they did.”  Every man and woman too took 

a hand and they went into San Francisco.  Afterward the passengers gave him a dinner and presented 

him with a silver trumpet worth $300 and with his name and a suitable inscription.  Then he, like all 

sailors with a suspicion, left the Tradewind.  Then I heard that she had something happen to her and 

then the third voyage she collided with some English vessel and sank.  After that my father sailed in 

some vessels that I did not know of as I had married and moved from Brooklyn. 

 

But in the year 1856 in the month of August there were some notable storms and he had a vessel I did 

not know the name of that was wrecked between New Orleans and New York.  There he with five 

men were in a boat afterward and she turned over and they clung to the upturned boat.  They were in 

that situation for five days until finally picked up by a steamer which had been searching around for  



shipwrecks.  Of the five men on the boat originally, only two men besides my father were saved and 

he, who could not swim had slipped into the ocean three times and been saved by one of the men 

who were drowned.  There had been so many disasters at that time that often some from shipwrecks 

were brought in to the hotel and so it happened my father with his companions were brought in to the 

dinner table amongst the guests and seated was my brother John (Webber), who had been picked up 

the day before, he being the mate of the vessel and seeing who it was that was being seated opposite 

him leaped over the table not waiting to walk around.  The guests stopped all their dinner to 

congratulate the rescued.  Then his next ship was the Silas Greenman out of New York to China.  

That voyage he was gone for seven years.  The ship was pronounced unseaworthy and sold. 

 

My father was taken with his final illness and brought home in his bed and died.  This printed paper 

will tell you of the first part of my father’s life and I have given you all I can recall since my 8th year.  

He was a grand good man, a faithful Christian and a loving father. 

 

Now I have been told that when his parents died, with his older brothers at sea, he was taken by a 

rich cousin and made a little servant.  At fifteen he ran away and went to sea from Salem, 

Massachusetts.  I thought he was born in Beverly.  He claimed that place as his home.  He had a 

cousin named Stephen Porter Webber, I think, who made a fortune in mustard in Beverly.  Of the two 

brothers Henry was the eldest who settled in Boston with two children.  One William H, daughter 

Mary Eliza married Ezekial Coffin who was universal minister in Gloucester, Massachusetts.  They 

had one son George in 1852 and the youngest brother Benjamin never married.  I once heard it said 

by a stranger to me, a lady who knew him when he was a young man, that he was one of the 

handsomest men that ever walked.  I wonder if it is a family trait.  You are right in the nest of your 

grandfather’s relatives now.  If only you knew their names.  I once went to dinner in Boston where 

the father, mother and seventeen children out of a family of 24 by the same parents were at the table.  

I cannot think of their names tonight.  I may call you up on the long distance and tell you when it 

comes to me.  I know that one son named Joseph was the one responsible for the one shipwreck of 

my father’s because he fell asleep at the wheel.  That was the only time my father had a tooth ache 

and had a sound tooth jerked out by the ship’s carpenter. 

 

Hoping you will enjoy a sane and quiet 4th of July as I suppose I shall the same.  Hurrah for the 4th, 

three cheers for George Washington and may the peacock of liberty never lose his tail feather. 

 

“Erin go union e pluribus bragh.”  I’m getting childish.   

 

Goodbye dear, Mother 

Raphael 

& sister 

Cordelia 

Reed 

Sammis 

Daniel Sammis & 

mother  Jeannie 

Raphael Sammis 

Raphael’s daughter Shirley 

and me, Gina Sammis, in 

2009 when I flew to Oregon 

to meet her, after correspond-

ing for decades.  We had so 

much fun! 


