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The tenth installment in the beloved, epic Aubrey/Maturin series and inspiration for the major
motion picture starring Russell Crowe.The War of 1812 continues, and Captain Jack Aubrey sets
course for Cape Horn on a mission after his own heart: intercepting a powerful American frigate
outward bound to wreak havoc with the British whaling trade. Meanwhile, Stephen Maturin has a
mission of his own in the world of secret intelligence and comes face to face with the harsh
realities for women of the age. Disaster in various guises awaits them in the Great South Sea
and in the far reaches of the Pacific—typhoons, castaways, shipwrecks, an ill-fated affair,
murder, and criminal insanity—as well as a bold rescue by a crew of seafaring female warriors.



PATRICK O’BRIANThe Far Sideof the WorldThe Aubrey/Maturin SeriesW. W. NORTON &
COMPANY NEW YORK • LONDONThe sails of a square-rigged ship, hung out to dry in a
calm.1Flying jib2Jib3Fore topmast staysail4Fore staysail5Foresail, or course6Fore topsail7Fore
topgallant8Mainstaysail9Maintopmast staysail10Middle staysail11Main topgallant
staysail12Mainsail, or course13Maintopsail14Main topgallant15Mizzen staysail16Mizzen
topmast staysail17Mizzen topgallant staysail18Mizzen sail19Spanker20Mizzen topsail21Mizzen
topgallantIllustration source: Serres, Liber NauticusCourtesy of The Science and Technology
Research Center,The New York Public Library, Astor, Lenox, and Tilden
FoundationsCONTENTSBegin ReadingAUTHOR’S NOTEPerhaps few authors are wholly
original as far as their plots are concerned; indeed Shakespeare seems to have invented almost
nothing, while Chaucer borrowed from both the living and the dead. And to come down to a
somewhat different plane, the present writer is even more derivative, since for these books he
has in general kept most doggedly to recorded actions, nourishing his fancy with log-books,
dispatches, letters, memoirs, and contemporary reports. But general appropriation is not quite
the same thing as downright plagiary, and in passing it must be confessed that the description of
a storm’s first aspect on p. 342–43 is taken straight from William Hickey, whose words did not
seem capable of improvement.If these tales are to continue, however, it is clear that the writer
will soon have originality thrust upon him, for he is running short of history. Some ten or eleven
years ago a respectable American publisher suggested that he should write a book about the
Royal Navy of Nelson’s time; he was happy to agree, since both the period and the subject were
congenial, and he quickly produced the first of this series, a novel based upon Lord Cochrane’s
early days in command of the Speedy, which provided him with one of the most spectacular
single-ship actions of the war as well as a mass of authentic detail. But had the writer known how
much pleasure he was to take in this kind of writing, and how many books were to follow the first,
he would certainly have started the sequence much earlier. For the 14-gun Speedy did not
capture the 32-gun Gamo until 1801 and this was followed by the ill-judged Peace of Amiens,
which left enterprising sailors less time to distinguish themselves than they could have wished
and deprived later writers of a great deal of raw material. Historical time has not yet run out for
these tales, and in the present book the naval historian will detect an echo of HMS Phoebe’s
pursuit of the USN Essex; but even in the early nineteenth century the year contained only
twelve months, and it is possible that in the near future the author (if his readers will bear with
him) may be led to make use of hypothetical years, rather like those hypothetical moons used in
the calculation of Easter: an 1812a as it were or even an 1812b.Yet if he should do so it will be
strict chronology alone that is affected; he will continue to respect historical accuracy and speak
of the Royal Navy as it was, making use of contemporary documents: the reader will meet no
basilisks that destroy with their eyes, no Hottentots without religion, polity, or articulate language,
no Chinese perfectly polite, and completely skilled in all sciences, no wholly virtuous, ever-
victorious or necessarily immortal heroes; and should any crocodiles appear, he undertakes that
they shall devour their prey without tears.CHAPTER ONE‘PASS THE WORD for Captain Aubrey,



pass the word for Captain Aubrey,’ cried a sequence of voices, at first dim and muffled far aft on
the flagship’s maindeck, then growing louder and more distinct as the call wafted up to the
quarterdeck and so along the gangway to the forecastle, where Captain Aubrey stood by the
starboard thirty-two-pounder carronade contemplating the Emperor of Morocco’s purple galley
as it lay off Jumper’s Bastion with the vast grey and tawny Rock of Gibraltar soaring behind it,
while Mr Blake, once a puny member of his midshipman’s berth but now a tall, stout lieutenant
almost as massive as his former captain, explained the new carriage he had invented, a carriage
that should enable carronades to fire twice as fast, with no fear of oversetting, twice as far, and
with perfect accuracy, thus virtually putting an end to war.Only a flag-officer could ‘pass the
word’ for a post-captain, and Jack Aubrey had been dreading the summons ever since the
Caledonia came in, a little after dawn: within minutes of receiving it he would have to tell the
Commander-in-Chief how it came about that his orders had not been obeyed. Seeing that
Aubrey’s small, elderly, but sweet-sailing frigate Surprise was to return from Malta to England,
there to be laid up or sold out of the service or even sent to the breaker’s yard, Admiral Sir
Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief, Mediterranean, had directed him to go by way of Zambra
on the Barbary Coast, there to reason with the Dey of Mascara, the ruler of those parts, who
showed a tendency to side with the French and who had uttered threats of hostile action if he
were not given an enormous sum of money: if the Dey proved stubborn, Aubrey was to embark
the British consul and to tell his Highness that the instant any of these threats were carried into
action, all ships bearing the Mascarene flag should be seized, burnt, sunk, or otherwise
destroyed, and the Dey’s ports blocked up. Aubrey was to sail in company with the Pollux, an
even older sixty-gun ship that was carrying Rear-Admiral Harte back to England as a passenger,
but the mission to the Dey was his alone; and having accomplished it he was to report to the
Commander-in-Chief at Gibraltar. It seemed to him a fairly straightforward assignment,
particularly as he had an unusually well qualified political adviser in his surgeon, Dr Maturin, and
off the mouth of Zambra Bay he left the Pollux with an easy mind, or at least with a mind as easy
as was right in one who had spent most of his life on the sea, that dangerous, utterly unreliable
element, with nothing but a plank between him and eternity.But they had been betrayed. At some
point the Commander-in-Chief’s plan had become known to the enemy and a French ship of the
line together with two frigates appeared from the windward, in evident collusion with the
Mascarenes; the Dey’s forts had fired on the Surprise; and in the subsequent activity Aubrey had
neither had an interview with the ruler nor embarked Mr Consul Eliot. The Pollux, closely
engaged by the French eighty-gun ship, had blown up with the loss of all hands, and although by
her brilliant sailing qualities the Surprise had run clear, Jack Aubrey had in fact accomplished
nothing of what he had been sent to do. To be sure, he could represent that in the course of the
manoeuvres he had wrecked a heavy French frigate by luring her over a reef, and that the Pollux
had so mauled her adversary in the fight and had so shattered her in blowing up that there was
little likelihood of her ever regaining Toulon; but he had nothing tangible to show, and although
he was satisfied in his own mind that materially the Royal Navy had gained rather than lost by



the encounter he was by no means sure that the Commander-in-Chief would see it in the same
light. And he was all the more uneasy since adverse winds had delayed his run from Zambra
Bay to Gibraltar, where he had expected to find the Commander-in-Chief, and since he could not
tell whether the boats he had sent off to Malta and Port Mahon had reached the Admiral in time
for him to deal with the crippled Frenchman. Sir Francis had an alarming reputation, not only as
a rigid disciplinarian and a right Tartar, but also as one who would break an erring subordinate
without compunction. It was also known that Sir Francis longed for victory even more than most
commanders-in-chief: for evident, positive victory that would please public opinion and even
more the present ministry, the effective source of honours. How the Zambra action would appear
in this respect Jack could not decide. ‘Another couple of minutes will tell me, however,’ he said to
himself as he hurried aft in the wake of a nervous, inaudible youngster, keeping his best white
tights and silk stockings well clear of the buckets of pitch that were carrying forward.But he was
mistaken: the call had originated in the other flag-officer aboard, the Captain of the Fleet, who
was confined to his cabin by the present bout of influenza but who wished Jack to know that his
wife had taken a house no great way from Ashgrove Cottage, and that she should be very happy
in Mrs Aubrey’s acquaintance. Their children were much of the same age, he said; and then,
they being fond parents and long, long from home, each gave the other a pretty detailed account
of his brood, while the Captain of the Fleet showed his daughters’ birthday letters, received
some two months ago, and a little scrubby rat-gnawn pen-wiper, the work of his eldest’s unaided
hand.During this time the Commander-in-Chief himself carried on with what was left of his paper-
work, a task that he had begun just after sunrise. ‘This to Captain Lewis, and his damn-fool
words about an enquiry,’ he said. ‘ “Sir, Your letter has not contributed in the smallest degree to
alter the opinion I had formed of your having determined to avail yourself of this influenza to get
the Gloucester again into port. The most serious charge made against you is the savage
rudeness offered to Dr Harrington on the quarterdeck of the Gloucester, wholly unbecoming the
character of her commander and particularly reprehensible in the desponding state in which
your improper conduct has placed the crew of His Majesty’s ship under your command. If you
continue to court enquiry in the style of the letter I am replying to, it will come sooner than you
are aware of. I am, Sir, your most obedient servant.” Damned rogue, to try to bully me.’ The two
clerks made no reply to this, but kept their pens plying fast, the one on a fair copy of the previous
letter, the other on a rough of this, though the other inhabitants of the great cabin, Mr Yarrow, the
Admiral’s secretary, and Mr Pocock, his political adviser, responded with a ‘Tut, tut, tut’.‘To
Captain Bates,’ said Sir Francis, as soon as one pen had stopped squeaking. ‘ “Sir, The very
disorderly state of His Majesty’s ship under your command, obliges me to require that neither
yourself nor any of your officers are to go on shore on what is called pleasure. I am, Sir, etc.” And
now a memorandum. “ There being reason to apprehend that a number of women have been
clandestinely brought from England in several ships, more particularly so in those which have
arrived in the Mediterranean in this last and the present year, the respective captains are
required by the Admiral to admonish those ladies upon the waste of water, and other disorders



committed by them, and to make known to all, that on the first proof of water being obtained for
washing from the scuttle-butt or otherwise, under false pretences, every woman in the fleet who
had not been admitted under the authority of the Admiralty or the Commander-in-Chief, will be
shipped for England by the first convoy, and the officers are strictly enjoined to watch vigilantly
their behaviour, and to see that no waste or improper consumption of water happen in the
future.” ’ He turned to the second clerk, now ready to write. ‘To the respective captains: “The
Admiral having observed a flippancy in the behaviour of officers when coming upon the
Caledonia’s quarterdeck, and sometimes in receiving orders from a superior officer, and that
they do not pull off their hats, and some not even touch them: it is his positive direction, that any
officer who shall in future so forget this essential duty of respect and subordination, be
admonished publicly; and he expects the officers of the Caledonia will set the example by taking
off their hats, and not touch them with an air of negligence.” ’ To Mr Pocock he observed, ‘The
young people now coming up are for the most part frippery and gimcrack. I wish we could revive
the old school,’ and then continued, ‘ “ To the respective captains: the Commander-in-Chief
having seen several officers of the fleet on shore dressed like shop-keepers, in coloured clothes,
and others wearing round hats, with their uniforms, in violation of the late order from the Right
Honourable the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty, does positively direct, that any officer
offending against this wholesome and necessary regulation in future, is put under arrest, and
reported to the Admiral, and, let the sentence of a court-martial upon such offenders be what it
may, that he is never permitted to go ashore while under the command of Sir Francis
Ives.” ’While the pens flew on he picked up a letter and said to Mr Pocock, ‘Here is J.S. begging
me to intercede with the Royal Bird again. I wonder at it: and I cannot but think that this form of
application must end ill. I wonder at it, I say; for surely, with such a high mind and unrivalled
pretensions, a peerage is an object beneath him.’Mr Pocock was a little embarrassed to reply,
particularly as he knew that the clerks, in spite of their busy pens, were listening intently; for it
was common knowledge throughout the fleet that Sir Francis longed to be a lord, thus rivalling
his brothers, and that he had fought with unparalleled fury for the Mediterranean command, as
the most likely means to that end. ‘Perhaps …’ he began, but he was interrupted by a scream of
barbarous trumpets close at hand, and stepping over to the stern-gallery he said, ‘Bless me, the
Emperor’s envoy has put off already.’‘God damn and blast the man,’ cried the Admiral, looking
angrily at the clock. ‘Let him go and … no: we must not offend the Moors. I shall not have time for
Aubrey. Pray tell him so, Mr Yarrow – make my excuses – force majeure – do the civil thing – bid
him to dinner and let him bring Dr Maturin; or let them come tomorrow morning, if that don’t
suit.’It did not suit. Aubrey was infinitely concerned, but it was not in his power to dine with the
Commander-in-Chief today; he was already engaged, engaged to a lady. At Jack’s first words to
Mr Yarrow the Captain of the Fleet’s eyebrows shot up under his nightcap; at his last, the only
excuse that in a naval context could acquit him of being a wicked contumelious discontented
froward mutinous dog, the eyebrows reappeared in their usual place and the Captain of the Fleet
said, ‘I wish I were engaged to dine with a lady. I may draw a rear-admiral’s pay, but I have not



seen one, apart from the bosun’s wife, since Malta; and what with this damned influenza and
having to give an example I do not suppose I shall see another until we drop anchor in the Grand
Harbour again, alas. There is something wonderfully comfortable about having a lady’s legs
under one’s table, Aubrey.’In principle Aubrey was all agreement: by land he was quite devoted
to women – indeed, his devotion had very nearly been his undoing before this – and he dearly
loved to have their legs under his table. But in the case of these particular legs (an uncommonly
elegant pair) and of this particular dinner, his mind was far from easy: in fact uneasiness of one
sort or another fairly crammed his mind today, leaving little room for its usual cheerfulness. He
had given Laura Fielding, the lady in question, a lift from Valletta to Gibraltar, and in ordinary
circumstances it was a perfectly usual thing to carry a fellow-officer’s wife from one port to
another. These circumstances however were very far from ordinary: Mrs Fielding, an Italian lady
with dark red hair, had appeared in the middle of a midnight downpour with no baggage, under
the protection of Stephen Maturin, who offered no explanation of her presence, only observing
that in Captain Aubrey’s name he had promised her a passage to Gibraltar. Jack knew very well
that his intimate friend Maturin was deeply concerned with naval and political intelligence and he
asked no questions, accepting the situation as a necessary evil. But as a very considerable evil,
since rumour had connected Jack’s name with Laura’s at a time when her husband was a
prisoner of war in the hands of the French: yet in this instance rumour was mistaken, for although
Jack was at one point very willing to give it consistency Laura was not. Nevertheless the rumour
had reached the Adriatic, and there the escaping husband, Lieutenant Charles Fielding of the
Navy, had met it aboard HMS Nymphe; and being of an intensely jealous nature had believed it
at once. He had followed the Surprise to Gibraltar, landing from the Hecla bomb the night before.
On hearing the news Jack had at once sent the pair an invitation to dinner the next day; but in
spite of Laura’s kind note of acceptance he was by no means convinced that he might not have
an exceedingly awkward situation on his hands at half past two o’clock, when he was to receive
his guests at Reid’s hotel.Landing at the Ragged Staff a little before noon he sent his barge back
to the Surprise, with very unnecessarily repeated instructions to his coxswain about the rig, the
clealiness and the promptitude of those hands who were to assist at the dinner; for the Navy,
though often reduced to salt horse and hard tack, ate it in style, every officer and guest having a
servant behind his chair, a style that few hotels could equal. Then, observing that the Parade
was almost empty, he walked along towards the Alameda gardens, meaning to sit on the bench
under the dragon-tree; he did not choose to return to his ship at present, for not only was it
painful to him to see her, knowing that she was condemned, but in spite of his efforts the news of
her fate had spread and sadness with it, so that the Joyful Surprise, as she was known in the
service, was now but a dismal place. The tight, well-knit community of some two hundred men
was about to fall apart, and he reflected upon the pity of it, the waste – a hand-picked crew of
able seamen, many of whom had sailed with him for years and some, like his coxswain, his
steward, and four of his bargemen, ever since his first command – they were used to one
another, used to their officers – a ship’s company in which punishment was extremely rare and



where discipline did not have to be imposed since it came naturally – while for gunnery and
seamanship he did not know their equal – and this invaluable body of men was to be dispersed
among a score of ships or even, in the case of the officers, thrown on shore, unemployed, simply
because the five-hundred-ton, twenty-eight-gun Surprise was too small a frigate for modern
requirements. Instead of being reinforced and moved as a whole to a larger ship, such as the
thousand-ton, thirty-eight-gun Blackwater that Jack had been promised, the crew was to be
scattered; while the promise had gone the way of so many promises. The influential Captain Irby
had been given the Blackwater, and Jack, whose affairs were in a state of horrible confusion,
had no certainty whatsoever of another ship, no certainty of anything at all but half-pay of half a
guinea a day and a mountain of debt. Just how high a mountain he could not tell, for all his skill
in navigation and astronomy, since several lawyers were concerned, each with a different notion
of the case or rather cases. These thoughts were interrupted by a cough and a diffident ‘Captain
Aubrey, sir. Good day to you.’ Looking up he saw a tall thin man of between thirty and forty with
his hat raised from his head. He was wearing naval uniform, the threadbare uniform of a
midshipman, its white patches yellow in the sun. ‘You do not remember me, sir: my name is
Hollom, and I had the honour of serving under you in Lively.’Of course. Jack had been acting-
captain of the Lively for a few months at the beginning of the war, and in the early days of his
command he had seen something of a not very efficient, not very enterprising midshipman of
that name, a passed midshipman with the rating of master’s mate: not a great deal, since
Hollom, falling sick, had soon removed to the hospital ship, not particularly regretted by anyone
except perhaps the schoolmaster, another elderly passed midshipman, and the grey-haired
captain’s clerk, who formed a little mess of their own, well away from the more usual and more
turbulent midshipmen in their teens. As far as Jack could remember there was no vice in Hollom,
but there was no obvious merit either; he was the kind of midshipman who had not improved in
his profession, who had no evident zeal for seamanship or gunnery or navigation and no gift for
dealing with men, the kind of midshipman that captains were happy to pass on. Long before
Jack first met him, a good-humoured board had passed Hollom as fit for a lieutenant’s
commission; but the commission itself had never appeared. This happened often enough to
young men with no particular abilities, or no patron or family to speak for them, but whereas
most of these unfortunates bore up after a few years and either applied for a master’s warrant if
their mathematics and navigation were good enough, or left the service altogether, Hollom and a
good many others like him went on hoping until it was too late to make any change, so that they
remained perpetual mids, perpetual young gentlemen, with an income of about thirty pounds a
year when they could find a captain to admit them to his quarterdeck and nothing at all if they
could not, midshipmen having no half-pay. Theirs was perhaps the most unenviable position in
the whole service and Jack pitied them extremely: nevertheless he hardened his heart against
the request that was sure to come – a forty-year-old could not possibly fit into his midshipman’s
berth. Besides, it was evident that Hollom was an unlucky man, one that would bring bad luck to
the ship; the crew, an intensely superstitious set of men, would dislike him and perhaps treat him



with disrespect, which would mean starting the hateful round of punishment and resentment all
over again.It was clear from Hollom’s account of himself that he was finding more and more
captains of this opinion: his last ship, Leviathan, had paid off seven months ago, and he had
come out to Gibraltar in the hope either of a death-vacancy or a meeting with one of his many
former commanders who might be in need of an experienced master’s mate. Neither had
occurred and now Hollom was at his last extremity.‘I am very sorry to say so, but I am afraid it is
quite impossible for me to find room for you on my quarterdeck,’ said Jack. ‘In any case, there
would be no point in it, since the ship will be paying off in the next few weeks.’‘Even a few weeks
would be infinitely welcome, sir,’ cried Hollom with a ghastly sprightliness: then, clutching at a
straw he added, ‘I should be happy to sling my hammock before the mast, sir, if you would enter
me as able.’‘No, no, Hollom, it would not do,’ said Jack, shaking his head. ‘But here is a fi’pun
note, to be repaid out of your next prize-money, if it would prove useful to you.’‘You are very
good, sir,’ said Hollom, clasping his hands behind his back, ‘but I am not …’ What he was not
never appeared; his face, still retaining something of its artificial sprightly expression, twitched
oddly, and Jack dreaded a burst of tears. ‘However, I am obliged for your kind intention. Good
day to you, sir.’‘God damn it, God damn it,’ said Jack to himself as Hollom walked away, looking
unnaturally stiff. ‘This is infernal goddam blackmail.’ And then aloud, ‘Mr Hollom, Mr Hollom,
there.’ He wrote in his pocket-book, tore out the page, and said, ‘Report aboard the Surprise for
duty before noon and show this to the officer of the watch.’A hundred yards farther on he met
Captain Sutton of the Namur, Billy Sutton, a very old friend, since they had been youngsters
together in HMS Resolution. ‘Lord, Billy,’ cried Jack, ‘I never thought to see you here – I never
saw Namur come in. Where is she?’‘She is blockading Toulon, poor old soul, and Ponsonby is
looking after her for me. I was returned for Rye in the by-election. Stopford is running me home in
his yacht.’Jack congratulated him, and after some words about Parliament, yachts, and acting-
captains Sutton said, ‘You look most uncommon hipped, Jack; like a cat that has lost its kittens.’‘I
dare say I do. Surprise is ordered home, you know, to be laid up or broke, and I have spent some
truly miserable weeks, making preparations, fobbing off whole boatloads of people who want a
lift for themselves or their families or friends. And not five minutes ago I did a very foolish thing,
clean against my principles: I took a middle-aged master’s mate off the shore because he looked
so goddam thin, poor devil. It was mere sentimentality, mere silly indulgence. It will do him no
good in the end; he will be neither grateful nor useful, and he will corrupt my youngsters and
upset the hands. He has Jonah written all over his face. Thank Heaven the Caledonia is in at last.
I can make my report and be away as soon as my launch returns from Mahon, before anyone
else comes aboard. The port-admiral has tried to foist a number of horrible creatures on to me,
and to take away all my best men by one dirty trick or another. I have resisted pretty well so far;
after all, the ship may come into action between this and the Channel, and I should like her to do
herself credit; but even so …’‘That was a sad business in Zambra Bay, Jack,’ said Sutton, who
had not been attending.‘It was, indeed,’ said Jack, shaking his head; then after a moment, ‘You
know about it, then?’‘Of course I do. Your launch found the vice-admiral at Port Mahon, and he



sent Alacrity away for the C-in-C off Toulon directly.’‘How I hope she reached him in time. With
any luck he should be able to snap up the big Frenchman. There was something very dirty about
that affair, you know, Billy. We sailed straight into a trap.’‘So everyone says. And a returning
victualler spoke of a great turmoil in Valletta – some high civilian cutting his throat and half a
dozen people shot. But it was all at second or third hand.’‘There was no news of my cutter, I
suppose? I sent it off for Malta with my second lieutenant as soon as the wind came right round
into her teeth, so there was no hope of fetching Gibraltar for a great while.’‘Not that I have heard.
But I do know your launch was put aboard the Berwick, since she was to rendezvous with the C-
in-C here. We sailed in company until yesterday evening, when she carried away her
foretopmast in a squall, and as Bennet dared not face the Admiral until everything was perfectly
shipshape, he signalled to us to go ahead. But with the wind veering like this,’ said Sutton,
glancing at the high ridge of Gibraltar, ‘he will be backstrapped, if he don’t mend his pace.’‘Billy,’
said Jack, ‘you know the Admiral far better than I do. Is he indeed still so very savage?’‘Pretty
savage,’ said Sutton. ‘Have you heard what he did to the midshipman that looted the
privateer?’‘Not I.’‘Well, some boats from the squadron boarded a Gibraltar privateer, found her
papers all in order, and left her in peace. Some time later a midshipman belonging to the
Cambridge, a big hairy sixteen-year-old who loved to be popular with the hands, went back and
made them give him and his boat’s crew porter, and then, having lost his wits entirely I suppose,
he put on the master’s blue jacket with a silver watch in its pocket and walked off laughing. The
master complained and it was found in his hammock. I sat on the court-martial.’‘Dismissed the
service, I suppose?’‘No, no: not so lucky. The sentence was “to be degraded from the rank of
midshipman in the most ignominious manner, by having his uniform stripped from his back on
the quarterdeck of the Cambridge, and to be mulcted of the pay now due to him,” and it was to
be read out aboard every ship in the command – you would have come in for it if you had not
been in Zambra. But that was not enough. Sir Francis wrote to Scott of the Cambridge, and I saw
the letter: “Sir, You are hereby required and directed to carry out the sentence of the court-
martial on Albert Tompkins. And you are to cause his head to be shaved, and a label affixed to
his back, expressive of the disgraceful crime he has committed. And he is to be employed as the
constant scavenger for cleaning the head, until my further orders.” ’‘Good God,’ cried Jack,
reflecting upon the head of an eighty-gun ship of the line, a common jakes or privy for more than
five hundred men. ‘Was the wretched boy of any family, any education?’‘The son of a lawyer in
Malta, Tompkins of the Admiralty court.’They took some steps in silence, and then Sutton said, ‘I
should have told you that the Berwick has your former premier aboard, too, the one who was
promoted for your action with the Turk, going home to try to find himself a ship, poor
fellow.’‘Pullings,’ said Jack. ‘How happy I shall be to see him – never was such a first lieutenant.
But as for a ship …’ They both shook their heads, knowing that the Navy had more than six
hundred commanders and not half that number of sloops, the only vessels they could command.
‘I hope she has her chaplain aboard as well,’ said Jack. ‘A one-eyed parson by the name of
Martin, a very fine fellow and a great friend of my surgeon.’ He hesitated for a moment and then



said, ‘Billy, would you do me the kindness of dining with me? I have rather a difficult party this
afternoon and a witty cove like you rattling away would be a great advantage. I am no great fist at
conversation, as you know, and Maturin has an awkward way of turning as mum as an oyster if
the subject don’t interest him.’‘What kind of party is it?’ asked Sutton.‘Did you ever meet Mrs
Fielding in Valletta?’‘The beautiful Mrs Fielding that gives Italian lessons?’ asked Sutton,
cocking an eye at Jack. ‘Yes, of course.’‘Well, I gave her a lift to Gibraltar: but because of some
silly rumours – false, Billy, false upon my honour, completely false – it seems that her husband
conceived some suspicion of me. It is the Fieldings that are coming to dinner, and although her
note assured me they should be delighted to come, yet I still feel that a source of sparkling
repartee would not come amiss. Lord, Billy, I have heard you address the electors of Hampshire
in the most fearless way – jokes, badinage, anecdotes, topics – why, it was almost
eloquence.’Captain Aubrey’s fears were unfounded. Between her husband’s arrival yesterday
evening and the hour of dinner, Laura Fielding had found means of convincing him of her perfect
fidelity and unvarying attachment, and he came forward with an open smiling expression on his
face to shake Jack’s hand and to thank him again for his kindness to Laura. Yet even so Captain
Sutton’s presence was by no means unwelcome. Both Jack and Stephen, who were very fond of
Mrs Fielding, felt uneasy in her husband’s presence; neither could understand what she saw in
him – a heavy, dark man with a thick forehead and small deep-set eyes – and they both resented
her obvious fondness. It somewhat diminished her in their opinion, and neither felt so strong an
inclination for social effort as they had before; while for his part Fielding, once he had given a
bald account of his escape from a French prison, had no more to say, but sat there smiling and
fondling his wife under the table-cloth.It was now that Sutton proved his worth. His chief
qualification as a Member of Parliament was an ability to speak at great length in a smiling,
cheerful way upon almost any subject, urging universally admitted truths with the utmost
candour and good nature; he was also capable of reciting bills and other Members’ speeches by
heart with perfect accuracy; and he was of course a defender of the Navy in the House and out
of it, whenever the service was adversely criticized in any way.At the first remove Laura Fielding,
who was perfectly aware of her husband’s limits and of her admirers’ feelings, tried to revive the
conversation (now grown monstrously insipid) by crying out against the Commander-in-Chief for
his treatment of the wretched Albert Tompkins, who was the son of an acquaintance of hers in
Valletta, a lady whose heart would be broken when she heard of her boy’s hair, ‘which fell in
such lovely curls, scarcely needing the tongs at all.’ Sir Francis was worse than Attila; he was a
bear, a worthless.‘Oh come, ma’am,’ said Sutton. ‘He may be a little strict at times, but where
should we be if all midshipmen wore their hair like Absalom and spent all their leisure stealing
silver watches? In the first place they could scarcely go aloft without danger, and in the second
the service would fall into sad disrepute. And in any event, Sir Francis is capable of great
kindness, astonishing magnanimity, Jovian lenience. You remember my cousin Cumby,
Jack?’‘Cumby of the Bellerophon, that was posted after Trafalgar?’‘The very man. Now, ma’am,
some years ago, when Sir Francis was C-in-C before Cadiz and when there was a great deal of



murmuring and discontent in the fleet, with undisciplined and even half-mutinous ships coming
out from the Channel, Sir Francis ordered the Marines to parade at ten every morning aboard
every line of battle ship – anthem played – arms presented – everyone present – all hats off –
and he always attended himself in full-dress uniform, blue and gold: all this to promote discipline
and a sense of order, which it did effectually. Once, I remember, the captain of the main-top
forgot himself and kept his hat on after the anthem had begun: Sir Francis had him flogged out of
hand, and after that all heads were as bare as the palm of my hand. But young men are
sometimes thoughtless, ma’am; for as Friar Bacon said, you cannot expect old heads on young
shoulders; and my cousin wrote an irreverent skit on the C-in-C and the ceremony.’‘So he did,
the dog,’ said Jack, laughing with pleasurable anticipation.‘And somebody took a copy of the skit
and conveyed it to the Admiral, who invited my cousin to dinner. Cumby had not the least notion
of what was afoot until the end of the meal, when a tall chair was brought in and the Admiral
bade him sit in it and read that to the assembled company, all of ’em flag-officers or post-
captains. Poor Cumby was dumb-founded, as you may imagine; but however there was no help
for it, and when the Admiral said “Sing out” again in a stern voice, he began. Shall I repeat it,
Jack?’‘Aye, do. That is to say, if it would not be disagreeable to Mrs Fielding.’‘Not at all, sir,’ said
Laura. ‘I should very much like to hear it.’Sutton took a draught of wine, straightened himself in
his chair, and adopting a pulpit voice he began, ‘The First Lesson for the morning’s service is
part of the third chapter of Discipline.1. Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief, made an
image of blue and gold, whose height was about five feet seven inches, and the breadth thereof
was about twenty inches. He set it up every ten o’clock, on the quarterdeck of the Queen
Charlotte, before Cadiz.2. Then Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief, sent to call together
the Captain, the officers, the parson, the seamen, and the Marines, to come to the dedication of
the image which Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief, had set up.3. Then the Captain, the
officers, the parson, the seamen, and the Marines, were gathered together, unto the dedication
of the image which Sir Francis Ives had set up; and they stood before the image which Sir
Francis Ives had set up.4. Then the Captain cried aloud, To you it is commanded, O officers,
parson, seamen, and Marines, that at what time ye hear the sound of the trumpet, the flute, the
horn, the clarionet, the drum, the fife, and all kinds of music, ye take off your hats, and worship
the blue and golden image that Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief, hath set up; and
whoso taketh not off his hat and worshippeth, shall be surely visited with the Commander-in-
Chief’s displeasure.5. Therefore, at that time, when all the people heard the sound of the
trumpet, the flute, the horn, the clarionet, the drum, the fife, and all kinds of music, they took their
hats off and worshipped the blue and golden image which Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-
Chief, had set up.6. Wherefore, one morning after that time, a certain officer drew near, and
accused a thoughtless thoroughbred seaman.7. He spake, and said to Sir Francis Ives, O,
Commander-in-Chief, live for ever!8. Thou, O Commander-in-Chief, hast made a decree that
every man that shall hear the sound of the trumpet, the flute, the horn, the clarionet, the drum,
the fife, and all kinds of music, shall take his hat off and worship the blue and golden image; and



whoso taketh not off his hat and worshippeth, shall be surely visited with thy
displeasure.9. There is a certain seaman whom thou hast made a petty officer, and hast set
over the affairs of the maintop: this man, O Commander-in-Chief, regarded not thee this
morning: he took not off his hat and worshipped the image thou settest up.10. Sir Francis Ives,
in his rage, commanded to bring the captain of the maintop. Then they brought this man before
the Commander-in-Chief.11. Then was Sir Francis Ives full of fury, and the form of his visage
was changed, against the poor captain of the maintop.12. Therefore he spake, and commanded
that they should rig the grating, read the Articles of War, and call the boatswain’s mates; and
commanded the boatswain’s mates to take their thief’s cat-o’-nine-tails.13. And he commanded
the most mighty men that were in his ship to seize up and bind the captain of the maintop, and
that he should be punished with one dozen lashes.14. Then the captain of the maintop, in his
trousers, his hosen, and his shoes, but without his jacket and his shirt, was bound up to the
grating, and was flogged with one dozen lashes.15. Then was the captain of the maintop sore at
the displeasure of Sir Francis Ives, the Commander-in-Chief.Here endeth the First Lesson. And
now, ma’am,’ said Sutton, speaking more like a human being again, ‘I come to my point,
because when Cumby reached the last piece, the Admiral, who had been as grim as a hanging
judge all this time, and all the other officers too, burst out in a roar of laughter, told my cousin to
take three months’ leave in England, and ordered him to dine aboard the flagship the day he
returned. That is my point, do you see – Sir Francis can be savage or he can be kind, and there
is no telling which.’‘THERE IS NO telling which,’ said Jack Aubrey to himself as the barge carried
him over the water to the flagship fairly early the next morning. His signal had not been thrown
out at the Commander-in-Chief’s usual unearthly hour, for the Avon had come in at dawn with
dispatches: and with mail, including a well-filled sack for the Surprise. Her captain’s share of the
letters, or to be more exact the share that dealt with business, made it clear that it was essential
that he should get a ship – preferably a frigate with a chance of prize-money – to be able to cope
with the situation at home; so Sir Francis’ opinion of him was now even more important than it
had been before. The other letters, those from Sophie and the children, he had in his pocket, to
read again while he was waiting for the Admiral.Bonden, steering the barge, gave a significant
cough, and Jack, following his eye, saw the Edinburgh standing in, a ship commanded by
Heneage Dundas, Jack’s particular friend. He glanced at Stephen, but Stephen was deep in his
own thoughts, grave and withdrawn. He too had letters in his pocket for further reading. One was
from his wife, Diana, who had heard an absurd story of his having a very public affair with a red-
haired Italian woman: it must be absurd, she said, because Stephen could not but know that if
he publicly humiliated her before people of their own world, then she would resent it very bitterly
indeed. She did not set up as a moralist of any kind, she said, but she would not stomach an
open affront from anyone on earth, man, woman, or freemartin. ‘I shall have to deal with this
directly,’ said Stephen, who knew that his wife, though uncommonly good-looking, was also
uncommonly passionate and determined.Other letters were from Sir Joseph Blaine, the chief of
naval intelligence, and the first, written officially, congratulated ‘his dear Maturin’ upon what he



described as ‘this brilliant coup’, hoping that it would lead to the complete elimination of French
agents in Malta. For a long while English moves in the Mediterranean and on its African and
Asian shores had been countered by the French almost before they were made and it was clear
that secret information was being sent from Malta to France. The position was so serious that the
Admiralty had sent its acting Second Secretary, Mr Wray, to look into it; but the coup in question
was Maturin’s independent discovery of the chief French agent in Valletta and his principal
colleague or accomplice, a senior official in the British administration, a Channel Islander by the
name of Boulay, a man very well placed for learning facts, plans and movements of the first
importance to the enemy. This discovery followed a long and complex operation carried out by
Maturin with Laura Fielding’s unwitting help; but it had occurred only a few hours before he was
obliged to leave Valletta, and he had therefore been compelled to send his information to Mr
Wray and to the Commander-in-Chief for action, Wray being in Sicily for a few days and the
Admiral off Toulon. He had done so reluctantly, because the letters necessarily disclosed his
status as one of Sir Joseph’s colleagues, a status that he preferred to keep secret – so much so
in fact that he had declined collaborating with Wray or the Admiral’s counsellor and oriental
secretary, Mr Pocock. Wray was a newcomer to the world of naval intelligence, coming from the
Treasury, and Maturin had thought the affair too delicate for inexperienced hands; furthermore,
he understood that Wray did not enjoy Sir Joseph’s fullest confidence, which was not surprising,
since although Wray was certainly able and intelligent he was also a fashionable, expensive
man, much given to high play and not at all remarkable for his discretion. The same objection of
inexperience applied to Pocock, though in other ways he made a very good head of the
Admiral’s local intelligence service. Yet even if both Wray and Pocock had been far more
objectionable, even if they had been downright fools, Maturin would still have written: his was a
very important discovery, and the first of the two men to reach Valletta had only to make use of
his exact, detailed information to wipe out the French organization in half an hour, with the help
of no more than a corporal’s guard. Even if it had meant revealing his true identity ten times over
he would certainly have written, above all to Wray, who must in all probability return to Malta well
before the Admiral; for although Maturin had a very considerable experience of intelligence-
work, and although he was wary, percipient, and acute enough to have survived several
campaigns in which many of his colleagues had died, some under torture, he was by no means
omniscient; he was capable of making mistakes and he had no suspicion of the fact that Wray
was a French agent, a man who admired Buonaparte as much as Maturin detested him.
Stephen saw Wray as a somewhat flashy, unsound, over-clever fellow; he did not know that he
was a traitor, nor did he even suspect it.Ever since leaving Valletta Stephen had been
passionately eager to learn the result of his letters, and he would certainly have been aboard the
flagship the moment she appeared, had it not been for naval etiquette and because any
untimely, unusual visit on the part of a surgeon to Mr Pocock must necessarily excite comment,
to some degree lessening his obscurity and with it his usefulness as an agent, to say nothing of
his own personal safety.But there were also other letters from Sir Joseph, personal letters, some



parts of which would require both literal and figurative decoding – letters in which Sir Joseph
spoke in veiled terms of rivalries in Whitehall and even within the department, occult influences
acting on the Board, underhand dealings, his friends and followers being displaced or denied
promotion; and at present Sir Joseph seemed discouraged. Yet the most recent note was
dashed off in quite another tone: it spoke with keen approval of the work of a person in the
United States who had sent news that a plan often put forward in the American Navy
Department was now to be carried into execution, a project that for brevity’s sake was called
Happiness and that dealt with American activities in the Pacific. ‘I shall not trouble you with the
details, since you will hear them aboard the flag,’ wrote Sir Joseph, ‘but it appears to me that at
this juncture there is a great deal to be said for viewing the coleoptera of the far side of the world,
until the storm blows over; a great deal to be said for the pursuit of Happiness.’‘The vainest
chase that ever was,’ reflected Stephen, but with no more than a fragment of his mind, the rest of
it being taken up with an intense desire to know what had happened in Malta and with
wondering how to justify himself to Diana in the shortest possible time, before she should make
one of those rash passionate moves so characteristic of her.‘The boat ahoy,’ hailed
Caledonia.‘Surprise,’ replied Bonden, and the flagship instantly began preparing for the
ceremony of receiving a post-captain.Although he had spent many years at sea Dr Maturin had
not gained the slightest tincture of seamanship. At one time or another he had contrived to fall
between the boat that was carrying him and almost every class of ship and vessel in the Royal
Navy; he had also fallen between a Maltese dghaisa and the solid stone-built quay, and between
Wapping Old Stairs and a Thames wherry, to say nothing of less stable craft; and now, although
the Caledonia had shipped a broad accommodation-ladder, a kind of elegant staircase with rails
and entering-ropes covered with red baize, and although the sea was perfectly calm, he very
nearly managed to plunge through the narrow gap between the lowest step and the next, and so
under the flagship’s side. But Bonden and Doudle at stroke oar were used to his vagaries: they
seized him directly and set him cursing on the steps again with no more than a torn stocking and
a slightly barked shin.On the quarterdeck, where Jack was already talking to the captain of the
Caledonia, he saw Dr Harrington, the physician of the fleet, who hurried over, and after the most
cordial greetings and a few words about the present influenza invited him to come and look at
two cases of military fever as curious as he had ever seen, occurring in twins and perfectly
symmetrical.They were still contemplating the finely-spotted patients when the message came:
could Dr Maturin spare Mr Pocock a few moments, when he was disengaged?The moment
Stephen’s eager eye caught sight of Mr Pocock’s face he knew someone had blundered. ‘Do not
tell me Lesueur was not taken,’ he said in a low voice, laying his hand on Pocock’s sleeve.‘I am
afraid he had wind of Mr Wray’s approach,’ said Pocock. ‘He vanished without a trace. But five
Italian or Maltese accomplices were taken up, and Boulay killed himself before he could be
arrested: or so they say.’‘Did the Maltese and Italians yield anything upon being questioned?’‘It
seems that with the best will in the world they had nothing to yield. They were fellows of no
importance, messengers and second murderers working under men whose names were



meaningless. Mr Wray was satisfied that they could not tell him anything before he resigned
them to the firing-squad.’‘Did he give you any message for me?’‘He sent his heartiest
congratulations on your success, infinitely regretting your absence, but begged you would
forgive him if he did not write for the moment, he being so very much out of order, particularly as
I should be able to give you an account of his proceedings. He deplored the escape of André
Lesueur more than he could say, but was confident that he should soon be taken, Government
having put five thousand pounds upon his head. He was also confident that with the death of
Boulay all treacherous communications between Malta and France would come to an end.’After
a short silence Maturin said, ‘You seemed to express some doubt about Boulay’s death.’‘Yes,’
said Pocock, making a pistol of his fingers and holding it to his temple. ‘He was found with his
brains blown out. But Boulay was a left-handed man, left-handed in all he did; and the pistol had
been put to the right-hand side of his head.’Stephen nodded: ambiguous deaths were
commonplace in the rougher levels of intelligence. ‘At least I hope I may assume that Mrs
Fielding’s free pardon has passed the seal – that she is quite safe from any importunity of any
kind?’‘Oh yes,’ said Pocock. ‘Mr Wray attended to that at once. He said it was the least he could
do, after your extraordinary efforts. He also charged me to say that he was going home overland,
and would be happy to be of any service. A courier goes off to him tonight.’‘Most obliging in Mr
Wray,’ said Stephen. ‘And perhaps I may avail myself of his kindness. Yes. I shall entrust him with
a letter that I should like my wife to receive as soon as possible.’They both of them meditated for
a while and then moved on to the next subject. Stephen said, ‘You have seen Captain Aubrey’s
official account of the Zambra affair, of course? It would be improper in me to speak of the naval
side, but since I was concerned with the political aspects, I should very much like to know how
the Dey is to be handled now.’‘Ah, there I am on much safer ground,’ said Pocock. ‘With the
French agents in Valletta I dare say I should have done no better than Mr Wray, but the Oriental
world is my province, and in Mascara …’ He drew his chair a little nearer, and contorting his
hairy, ill-favoured face into an arch and even roguish look he said, ‘Mr Consul Eliot and I
arranged the neatest little parricide you can imagine, and I think I may promise a new and better-
disposed Dey at present.’‘No doubt parricide is more readily brought about when a man has
many wives, many concubines, and a numerous progeny,’ observed Stephen.‘Just so. It is a
usual factor in Eastern politics. Yet in the West there is still a certain prejudice against its
employment, and perhaps you would be so kind as not to mention it specifically when speaking
to the Admiral. “A sudden dynastic change” is the term I have employed.’Stephen sniffed and
said, ‘Mr Wray stated that he was much out of order. Was this also just a form of speech, merely
describing an unwillingness to write the whole thing out again, or had it a basis in fact? Was he
perhaps deeply affected by Admiral Harte’s death in the Pollux? Conceivably there was more
attachment between them than appeared to the casual observer.’‘Oh, as to that,’ said Pocock,
‘he put on the mourning proper for a father-in-law, of course; but I do not believe he was much
more affected than a poor man who suddenly inherits three or four hundred thousand pounds
may be expected to be. He was out of order, very much out of order, but it seemed to me the



effect of extreme nervous tension and exhaustion of spirits, and perhaps of the oppressive heat;
between ourselves, colleague, I do not believe he has a great deal of bottom.’‘I am glad he has a
great deal of money however,’ said Stephen smiling, for Wray had lost a preposterous sum to
him when they played piquet day after day in Malta. ‘Do you suppose the Admiral will want to see
me, at all? I am extremely anxious to get to the top of the Rock the moment the east wind
stops.’‘Oh, I am sure he will. There is a question to do with a certain American plan that he
wishes to discuss with you. Indeed, I wonder he has not called us in well before this. He is a little
strange today.’They looked at one another. Apart from the ‘American plan’, which was certainly
that of Sir Joseph’s letter, Stephen very much wanted to know the Admiral’s opinion of Jack’s
conduct in Zambra Bay; Pocock very much wanted to know what Stephen would be at on the
heights of Gibraltar at midday. Both questions were improper, but Pocock’s was far less
important and after a moment he said, ‘Perhaps you have an appointment high on the Rock?’‘So
I have too, in a manner of speaking,’ said Stephen. ‘For at this time of the year, unless there is a
levanter blowing, prodigious vast great quantities of birds pass the Strait. Most of them are
raptores, which, as I am sure you know, generally choose the shortest passage over water; so
you may have thousands and thousands of honey-buzzards, kites, vultures, the smaller eagles,
falcons, harriers, and hawks crossing in a single day. But they are not only raptores: other birds
join them. Myriads of white storks, of course, but also, as I am credibly informed, the occasional
black stork too, God bless her, a bird that I have never yet beheld, a dweller in the plashy forests
of the remotest north.’‘Black storks, sir?’ said Pocock with a suspicious look. ‘Black swans I have
heard of, but … Perhaps, as the time is getting on, I should give you an outline of this American
plan.’‘CAPTAIN AUBREY, SIR,’ said Mr Yarrow, ‘the Admiral will see you now.’Jack’s first
impression, as he walked into the great cabin, was that the Commander-in-Chief was drunk. The
little man’s pale leathery face had a pink flush, his bowed back was straight, his usually cold,
hooded old eyes shone with a youthful gleam. ‘Aubrey, I am delighted to see you,’ he said,
standing up and reaching over his paper-covered desk to shake hands.‘Come, that’s civil,’
thought Jack, somewhat relaxing his noncommittal expression and sitting on the chair the
Admiral pointed out.‘I am delighted to see you,’ said Sir Francis again, ‘and I congratulate you on
what I reckon a thumping victory. Yes, a thumping victory, when you compare the respective
losses. A victory, though no one would think so from your official letter. The trouble with you,
Aubrey,’ said the Admiral, looking at him kindly, ‘is that you are no goddam good at blowing your
own trumpet; nor, by consequence, at blowing mine. Your letter,’ – nodding at the laborious
pages Jack had left the day before – ‘is downright apologetic instead of triumphant; it is
concerned to say and regrets to have to report. Yarrow will have to recast it. He used to write
speeches for Mr Addington, and he knows how to make the best of a case. It ain’t a question of
lying, nor of showing away or puffing yourself neither, but just of refraining from crying out
stinking fish at the top of your voice. By the time he has finished with your letter it will be clear
even to the ordinary land-borne public that we have won a victory, clear even to the ordinary
newspaper-reading cheesemongers, and not only professional men. Will you join me in a glass



of sillery?’Jack said he would be very happy – exactly the thing for such a hot morning – and
while the bottle was fetching the Admiral said, ‘Never think I don’t grieve for poor Harte and the
Pollux, but in practical politics any C-in-C will always give an old worn-out ship for a new one half
as powerful again. The French two-decker was the Mars, you know, fresh off the stocks. They
managed to warp her under the guns of Zambra – Zealous and Spitfire saw her there, together
with your big frigate burnt to the waterline on her reef – but they will never warp her out again –
Mars my arse, hey? Hey? – even if her back weren’t broke, which it is, because our politicoes
have nobbled the Dey.’ The steward, a very much smoother soul than Jack’s Killick, though still a
seaman with gold rings in his ears, drew the cork with a London butler’s gravity and Sir Francis
said, ‘Aubrey, here’s to your health and happiness.’‘And to yours, sir,’ said Jack, savouring the
fresh, flowerly, grateful wine. ‘Lord, how well it does go down.’‘Don’t it?’ said the Admiral. ‘Well,
there you are, you see: on balance we are up by at least half a ship of the line and of course by
your whole frigate; and the contumelious Dey is knocked on the head. Yarrow’s rephrasing will
make all this perfectly clear to the meanest understanding, and your letter will look extremely
well when my dispatch appears in the Gazette. Letters … Lord above,’ said the Admiral, pouring
out another glass and waving his hand at the mass of correspondence, ‘sometimes I wish no
one had ever found out the art of writing. Tubal Cain, was it not?’‘So I have always understood,
sir.’‘And yet sometimes they can be tolerably welcome. This one came this morning.’ Sir Francis
picked it up, hesitated, and then, saying, ‘I had not the smallest expectation of it. I have not
mentioned it to anyone. I should like people I respect in the service to be the first to know – it is
after all a service matter,’ he passed the letter over.Jack readDear SirThe great exertions, ability,
and zeal, which you have displayed during your command in the Mediterranean, not only in the
active operation of the fleet under your orders, but in the internal arrangements and discipline
which you have established and maintained, with such effect to His Majesty’s service, have
been noticed by His Royal Highness with so much approbation, that he has been graciously
pleased to declare His intention of honouring you by a distinguishing mark of the royal favour; I
am accordingly commanded to acquaint you that His Royal Highness will confer on you the
dignity of a Peer of Great Britain, as soon as it shall be known what title you would desire to
bear …Without finishing he sprang up, and shaking the Admiral’s hand he cried, ‘Give you joy
with all my heart, sir, or rather my lord as I should say now – eminently well-deserved – it does
honour to the whole service. I am so happy.’ And indeed his face shone with such honest
pleasure as he stood there beaming at the Admiral that Sir Francis looked at him with more
affection than his hard old face had shown for many years. ‘It is perhaps a vanity,’ he said, ‘but I
confess it pleases me very much indeed. An honour to the service, as you so rightly say. And
you are part of it: if you read farther on, you will see he mentions our turning the French out of
Marga. God knows I had no share of it – it was your doing entirely – though legally it was just
within my time of command: so, you see, you have earned me at least one of the balls in my
coronet, ha, ha, ha!’They finished their bottle, talking of crowns, imperial and otherwise,
strawberry leaves, for whom reserved, titles that descended in the female line, and the



awkwardness of being married to a peeress in her own right. ‘That reminds me,’ said the
Admiral, ‘you could not dine aboard yesterday because you were engaged to a lady.’‘Yes, sir,’
said Jack, ‘to Mrs Fielding. I had given her a lift from Valletta. Her husband joined her here,
coming in Hecla, so I asked ’em both.’Sir Francis looked very knowing indeed, but he only said,
‘Yes, I had heard she went aboard Surprise. I am glad it ended happy, but in general women in a
ship are a very bad thing. A gunner’s wife to look after your youngsters, by all means, and
perhaps one or two other warrant officers’, but no more. Quite apart from the moral effect, you
would not believe the amount of water they waste. Fresh water for washing their smalls they will
have, and they will go to any lengths to get it, corrupting sentries, ship’s corporals, even officers
– the whole ship’s company, indeed. However, I hope you will be able to come tomorrow. I mean
to indulge in a little private celebration and then I am away, back to the Toulon blockade.’Jack
said that nothing would give him greater pleasure than celebrating such news, and the Admiral
continued, ‘Now I must turn to a completely different subject. We have certain intelligence that
the Americans are sending a frigate into the Pacific to attack our whalers: the Norfolk, thirty-two.
She is comparatively light, as I dare say you know, and although she has a much heavier
broadside than Surprise she carries only four long guns, all the rest being carronades; so that at
anything of a distance the two could be considered a match. The question is, would a man of
your seniority accept such a command?’Jack mastered the delighted smile that did all it could to
spread over his face, and bidding his heart beat quieter he said, ‘Well, sir, as you know I was
promised the Blackwater on the North American station; but rather than sit idle at home while
their lordships find me an equivalent, I should be happy to protect our whalers.’‘Good. Very good.
I thought you would say that: I hate a man that refuses an active command in time of war. Well,
now,’ – picking a sheaf of papers from his desk – ‘the Norfolk was to weigh from Boston on the
twelfth of last month, but she has to convey some merchantmen to San Martin, Oropesa, San
Salvador and Buenos Aires, so it is to be hoped that you will have time to cut her off before the
Horn. But if not, clearly you must follow her round, and that means six months’ provisions.
Relations with the Spanish authorities, such as they are, are likely to be difficult, and it is very
fortunate that you will have Dr Maturin. We will ask him for his views on the opportunity of putting
in, but before he comes tell me if you have any particularly deserving men in the Surprise. I am in
a promoting frame of mind, inclined to spread happiness, and although there can be no question
of commissions, a few warrants or removals to a higher rate may prove possible.’‘Why, sir, that is
very kind in you, most benevolent,’ said Jack, horribly torn between a sense of justice to his
shipmates and a very strong disinclination to weaken his crew. ‘My master and gunner are both
of them fit for a ship of the line; and I have two or three very promising young petty officers,
perfectly qualified for a bosun’s warrant in an unrated vessel.’‘Very well,’ said the Admiral. ‘Let my
flag-lieutenant have their names this afternoon and I shall see what can be done.’‘And, sir,’ said
Jack, ‘although there is no question of commissions at present you will allow me to mention
William Honey, a master’s mate, who brought the news from Zambra to Mahon in the launch,
and Mr Rowan, my second lieutenant, who went away for Malta in the cutter.’‘I shall not forget



them,’ said the Admiral. He rang the bell, and when Pocock brought Stephen in he said, ‘Good
morning to you, Doctor. I dare say you and Mr Pocock have been considering this American
plan?’‘In part, sir. We have traced the path of the Norfolk down the Atlantic coast of South
America, but we have not entered the Pacific. We have not yet reached Chile or Peru.’‘No,’ said
the Admiral. ‘Nor does our intelligence reach so far. We have a reasonably detailed course as far
as the Horn, and after that nothing at all. That is why it is so important to intercept her before say
the height of Falkland’s Islands: there is not a moment to be lost. But first I should like your
opinion of the political situation in the various ports she is to call at – whether it would be
advisable to put in for information or whether we might meet with obstruction or even downright
hostility.’‘As you are aware, sir, the Spanish possessions are in a state of extreme confusion; but I
am confident that we may put into San Martin, and Oropesa, and of course the Brazilian San
Salvador. I am far less sanguine about Buenos Aires and the River Plate, however. From the very
beginning the region was colonized by the offscourings of the worst parts of Andalusia, slightly
relieved by a few shiploads of criminals; and of recent years the mongrel descendants of these
half-Moorish ruffians have been under the tyrannical rule of a series of low demagogues,
disreputable even by South American standards. There is already a great deal of ill-will towards
us, because of the recent action and their humiliating defeat; and since a tyrant’s position is a
little less insecure if the discontent can be directed at a foreigner, who knows what imaginary
crimes may not be fastened upon our people? What lies invented to mislead us, what delays
contrived to hinder our progress, and what information conveyed by all possible means to our
enemies? Unless we have a singularly devoted correspondent there I cannot recommend a visit
to Buenos Aires.’‘I am entirely of your opinion,’ cried the Admiral. ‘My brother was there when we
took the town in the year six, and a nastier, dirtier place he had never seen, nor nastier, dirtier
people; and he was a prisoner of war there when a French officer assumed command and took it
back again – they used him barbarously, barbarously. But I will not dwell upon that.’ He reached
for his pen and wrote energetically. ‘Aubrey, here is my direct rescript for your six months’ stores;
and don’t you let those mumping villains at the cooperage-wharf keep you standing off and on.
As I said, there is not a moment to lose.’CHAPTER TWOIT WAS PROFOUNDLY true that not a
moment was to be lost, since even the space between breakfast and dinner might see the
Norfolk a full degree farther south if she had any luck with the north-east trades, and by so much
nearer the vast expanse of the Pacific, where she might so easily never be found at all. Yet from
the very beginning of this state of emergency Captain Aubrey was compelled to lose a great
many of them: moments, minutes, hours and even days that fled away into the past, never to be
recovered.In the first place common decency required him to receive the ceremonial visits of Mr
Gill, the frigate’s master, and of Mr Borrell, her gunner, come to take their leave on being
promoted into the Burford, 74, and to utter particularly laborious speeches, returning thanks for
his kind recommendation. Then came Abel Hames and Amos Day, formerly his captains of the
maintop and the foretop respectively, the first now bosun of the Fly gun-brig and the second of
the Eclair, who found great difficulty in beginning to express their gratitude, but who having



begun, were sadly puzzled to leave off. And when he had at last got all four over the side,
heartily cheered by their shipmates, the Berwick came in, instantly sending the Surprise’s launch
across, commanded by William Honey, the master’s mate Jack had dispatched from off the
coast of Africa to carry word of the disabled French two-decker a tolerably perilous four hundred
miles to Port Mahon; and Honey was so justifiably pleased with his success that it would have
been inhuman not to attend to his account of the voyage. Honey had barely finished before
another boat from the Berwick brought the Reverend Mr Martin, her chaplain, a naturalist and a
great friend of Stephen’s, and Captain Pullings, formerly Jack’s very able first lieutenant but now
promoted – a captain without a ship or any real prospect of a ship, and a captain only by
courtesy at that, since his official rank (and of course his meagre half-pay) was that of a
commander. They were both very cheerful and both in their best clothes, come to pay their
respects to Captain Aubrey, who had to be called from the stowing of the hold, and to talk at
large about earlier commissions in a variety of ships. Captain Aubrey greeted them with a
singularly artificial smile, and as soon as Martin had gone off to show Stephen a paper nautilus,
a female paper nautilus, he said to Pullings, ‘Tom, forgive me if I seem inhospitable, but I have
just been ordered to take in six months’ stores with the utmost dispatch. Gill is removed to
Burford and no new master has been appointed – Borell is gone too – Rowan is somewhere
between this and Malta – Maitland is having a tooth drawn at the hospital – we are twenty-eight
men short of complement – and unless I go and stir up those wicked dogs at the cooperage we
shall be here until we ground on our own beef bones.’‘Oh, sir,’ cried Pullings, to whom the
significance of an urgent six months’ stores was instantly apparent, ‘is that indeed the
case?’‘Now, sir,’ said Jack’s steward, walking in without any ceremony, ‘I must have that there
shirt.’ Then seeing Pullings his acid, housewifely face broke into a smile; he put a knuckle to his
forehead and said, ‘My kind duty, sir, and hope I see you well?’‘Blooming, Killick, blooming,’ said
Pullings, shaking hands and then taking off his fine blue coat with its golden epaulettes. ‘Be a
good fellow and fold that carefully and find me a frock.’ And to Jack, ‘If you do not think it would
upset Mowett, sir, I should be happy to take over the hold, or the watering party, or the gunner’s
stores: I am quite at leisure, you know.’‘He would rise up and call you blessed,’ said Jack, ‘and so
should I, if you would relieve me in the hold while I run to that infernal – while I run to the port-
admiral’s and the cooperage. Never was such a Behemoth of vice as that master cooper. Lucifer
ain’t in it.’LEAVING BEHEMOTH’S LAIR, poorer by five guineas but with his heart eased by the
promise of diligence, Jack hurried towards the Waterport gate, clasping a sheaf of papers that
he consulted from time to time, commenting upon them to the short-legged midshipman who
trotted at his side. Even a sixth-rate man-of-war needed an astonishing amount in the way of
naval stores, while each of the warriors she carried was allowed seven pounds of biscuits a
week, seven gallons of beer, four pounds of beef and two of pork, a quart of peas, a pint and a
half of oatmeal, six ounces of sugar and the same of butter, twelve ounces of cheese and half a
pint of vinegar, to say nothing of the lime juice, the necessarily enormous quantity of fresh water
for steeping the salt meat, and the two pounds of tobacco a lunar month, for which however he



had to pay at the rate of one and sevenpence a pound – an enormous bulk when multiplied by
two hundred. Seamen were, furthermore, intensely conservative and most passionately
attached to their rights, and although they would compromise over their beer, their very, very
small beer, cheerfully and indeed eagerly accepting a pint of wine instead if they were in the
Mediterranean or half a pint of rum, made into grog, in all far foreign waters, and agree that duff
might be considered the equivalent of meat on stated occasions, almost any other change was
sure to lead to trouble, and wise captains avoided innovation at all costs. Fortunately Jack had
an efficient purser in Mr Adams, but even Mr Adams could not make the Victualling Board’s local
minions spread more canvas than they chose; and in any case Jack suspected that the purser,
like the bosun, might be feeling a little out of humour, a little less willing to run himself into the
ground, since Jack had recommended the master and the gunner for promotion, but neither Mr
Adams nor Mr Hollar. The truth was that the Surprise had been brought to such a degree of
excellence with their great guns and carronades that the ship could almost dispense with a
gunner, except for minding his stores; and Jack himself could perfectly well see to the
navigational side of the master’s duties (in fact, he could do them rather better than Mr Gill); but
at this stage a skilled and relatively honest purser was of the first importance, while an excellent
bosun was essential at all times, particularly now that Jack had lost those splendid seamen, the
captains of the main and foretops. In Captain Aubrey’s mind there had been a conflict between
loyalty to his shipmates and loyalty to his ship; the ship had won, of course, but a certain guilt
haunted his conscience, still tender for these things if for little else.Just opposite the Convent he
met Jenkinson, Sir Francis’ flag-lieutenant. Until this point he had only nodded or waved to his
various acquaintances as he hurried along but now he stopped and after the briefest
interchange of civilities he said, ‘As you know, Mr Jenkinson, the C-in-C was very kind to me
yesterday, so kind that I hardly liked to mention that Surprise was twenty-eight men short of
complement. Do you think it would be possible to raise the subject today, before he sails?’
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Stephen P. Lopez, “An immersive classic novel regarding the early 18th century British Navy..
What can I say about all of Patrick O'Brian's 'Aubrey–Maturin' series of novels that hasn't already
been said? You are deeply immersed in the historically accurate, early 18th century British Navy,
with a cast of characters that are so very human, and at times, also heroes in their own right. I
wish I could do justice to this canon of 20 wonderful novels. For the record, there is a 21st
unfinished novel, that Patrick O'Brian was working on when he passed away. It has also been
published. I own the complete series in hardcover, and also with Amazon's 'Kindle'. That's how
much I love this series of classic novels. PS: All the novels are in chronological order, so you're
just going have to get them all!”

James Johnson, “More on the series than just about this particular book.. If you have seen the
movie, the movie combined story lines from several of this series, including this one. I highly
recommend you go to the first book in the series, Master and Commander.As you read through
all 20 books of the series, you will recognize scenes and characters from them cobbled together
into the movie.Over the course of six months, I read the entire Aubrey/Maturin series by Patrick
O'Brien. It never got old. O'Brian cleverly tells you details of 18th-19th century British naval life by
having the experienced characters, who would never need to explain this to each other, explain
this to the complete nautical novice of Dr. Maturin. There is rich contrast between characters
who have known each other for some time, some as intimate friends, or between members of
family, and the interesting, and occasionally untrustworthy strangers they come upon, all against
the grand portrait of major historical events.Having not only an interest in history, but in science
as well, it's enjoyable to see Dr. Maturin's frustration with old salt's superstitions and snake oil
medicine even while his own understanding of science, medicine, and natural history would be
seen as archaic and primitive by our perspective.The contrast between the sizable life-loving,
highly social if occasionally clueless Jack Aubrey with his quiet, private, highly observant and
often sang-froid friend is one of the best parts of this series. We get to see the best and worst of
each of them, bolster and weighed down by the different best and worst of the other.”

M. L. Asselin, “A Rollicking Adventure of Divers Entertainments. "The Far Side of the World" is
the tenth of twenty novels in Patrick O'Brian's Aubrey-Maturin series set about the early
nineteenth-century Royal Navy. It is a rollicking adventure of divers entertainments without--and
in this way it is unique among the novels up to this point--ever featuring a significant sea battle.
Those unfamiliar with the novel but have seen Peter Weir's 2003 film, "Master and Commander:
The Far Side of the World" should beware that one can descry in the movie version only the faint
palimpsest of the novel.Picking up from the last adventure, "Treason's Harbor," Jack Aubrey,
after some uncertainty, remains assigned to the frigate HMS Surprise, of which he first took
command in the third novel, and after a series of other commands returned to in the eighth



installation, "The Ionian Mission." "Treason's Harbor" ended with something of a cliffhanger, but
those threads--including Aubrey's concern that unjust if not irrational rumors that he was
carrying on with a married Italian woman aboard Surprise would end with the husband's
challenging him--are rather quickly resolved or otherwise disposed of before the present story
gets underway.In "The Far Side of the World," it's still the War of 1812 and the American frigate
USS Norfolk has been disrupting British whaling. Captain Aubrey is tasked with engaging
Norfolk and so protect the whalers. Joining him on this mission is of course his good friend and
ship's surgeon, Stephen Maturin. Aubrey also takes on a new master, Mr. Allen, who has a not
inconsiderable knowledge of the whaling trade; a clergyman, Mr. Martin, a naturalist and so
kindred soul to Maturin; and Mr. Hollum, a midshipman whose career has terminally stalled and
for whom Aubrey feels, against better judgment, sorry.Aubrey chases Norfolk along the east
coast of South America, around the perilous waters off Cape Horn, to the Galapagos, and on to
the South Pacific. Aubrey, Maturin, and crew face down a number of challenges, including the
infamous Doldrums, a prow-destroying lightning strike, a shipboard affair, mysterious
disappearances, encounters with colorful whalers, and a nearly catastrophic if yet humorous
rescue by South Sea islanders. The final pages build up to what feels like another cliffhanger,
but most readers will find the conclusion very satisfying.If the series felt like it was flagging a few
installments back, this novel shows that the series has abundant energy left. There are plenty of
tropes repeated from earlier novels that will delight fans of the series, and yet there is also
considerable freshness to these new adventures that will tickle the fan and new reader alike.”

doc peterson, “Lurid ... and light. Unlike many of the previous books in the Aubery/Maturin
series, there are virtually no naval battles, and the cloak-and-dagger intrigue that is a part of
Maturin's world is largely absent. However, there is plenty of lurid action here: a lovely young
wife to a gunner's mate becomes pregnant - from another man; a crew member commits a
murder; Aubrey and a landing party become stranded on an uncharted island with a castaway
crew of an American ship, an uneasy truce fraying as the limited resoucres on the island
dwindle; and there is a rather unfortunate run-in with an all-female crew of Polynesian
cannibals.Aubrey's commission is to follow an American frigate, the _Norfolk_ into the south
Pacific and prevent it from disrupting British whalers. With a crew of pressed sailors and several
whalers on board the Suprise, things begin a bit rocky, but soon settle into the familar rhythm of
life at sea. The vivid description of rounding the Cape and the details of nature are beautiful and
make for a stark contrast with the lurid (and grisly) details outlined earlier. For me, however, the
real joy in _The Far Side of the World_ is the characterization. In describing Aubrey, O'Brian
writes, "Jack Aubrey thoroughly enjoyed life; he was of a cheerful sanguine disposition, his liver
and lights were in capital order, and unless the world was treating him very roughly indeed, as it
did from time to time, he generally woke up feeling pleased and filled with a lively expectation of
enjoying the day." To read such joie de vivre is a pleasure indeed.While the plot is lighter than
some of the other fare O'Brian has written, it is a thoroughly enjoyable story.  Recommended.”



Clemens A. Schoonderwoert, “A Superb Aubrey & Maturin Seafaring Adventure!. Read this book
in 2008, and its the 10th wonderful volume of the awesome "Aubrey/Maturin" series.With the
War against France of Napoleon Bonaparte still going on in AD 1812, Aubrey and Maturin re set
on a mission towards Cape Horn.While arriving at Cape Horn, Aubrey and his crew
willencounter a powerful American frigate, intending on disrupting the British whale trade, while
at the same time Maturin has his own tough secret dealings within the world of intelligence.Not
only the Americans will play havoc with Aubrey and his crew, but in the Great South Sea and the
Pacific, disasters will occur in the sense of typhoons, criminal insanity, murder and
shipwrecks.What is to follow as a whole is an intriguing and thrilling seafaring tale, in which
Aubrey and Maturin have to deal with their own problems and solve them in the end with
resolution and determination, and all this is brought to us by the author in his own authentic and
fabulous fashion.Highly recommended, for this is another excellent addition to this amazing
series, and that's why I like to call this episode: "A Superb Aubrey & Maturin Seafaring
Adventure"!”

a reader, “Fantastic, just like the rest of the series. I'm hopelessly addicted to this series and I
would recommend any new readers to start at the first book (which is superb) and work your way
through - you are denying yourself a lot of reading pleasure otherwise. I probably looked forward
to this book more than any of the others as I enjoyed the film so much, but be warned (or
pleasantly Suprise'd - you smoke it? lol) the book is very, very different to the film. To be honest,
apart from the locations and the main characters there isn't much overlap.”

PR22, “Peerless.. Wonderful writing, a terrific storyline and real insight into the Napoleonic sea
wars. The central characters Aubrey and Maturin and their friendship are almost uniquely
compelling.  I went on to read the whole series.... masterful.”

The book by Patrick O'Brian has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 709 people have provided feedback.
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