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shifted and blew fresh from the southward to sweep
the Enterprise on her course, and she had already
vanished hull down and under. Stout-hearted David
Woodard guessed he could find her again, confidant
that Capt. Hubbard would not desert him, and his
men cheerfully tumbled into the boat after him.

The skipper of the China ship, a half-caste with a
crew of Lascars, was a surly customer who seemed
anxious to be rid of his visitors. As a friend in need he
was a glaring failure. Protesting that he had no fresh
water to spare, all that their money could buy of him
was a bottle of brandy and twelve musket-cartridges.
The Yankee sailors tugged at the oars all day long,
but caught never a glimpse of the missing Enterprise.
At nightfall they landed on an island and found water
fit to drink, but nothing to eat. A large fire was built
on the beach in the hope of attracting the attention of
their ship, but there was no responsive signal.

It was the land of Conrad’s magic fancies, where
“the swampy plains open out at the mouth of rivers,
with a view of blue peaks beyond the vast forests. In
the offing a chain of islands, dark, crumbling shapes,
stand out in the everlasting sunlit haze like the
remnants of a wall broached by the sea.”

The chief mate and his five hardy seamen tightened
their leather belts another hole and shoved off again in
the small open boat. For six-days they sailed the
Straits, blown along by one rain squall after another,
until they were within sight of the coast of Celebes.
Hunger and thirst then compelled them to seek the
land and risk death at the hands of the savage Malays.
It was their hope to proceed by sea to Macassar, which
they reckoned lay about 3-deg to the southward.

They must have had a little water during these six-
days, but David Woodard’s statement that the rations
were a few coconuts is entirely credible. Many a boat-
load of castaways has died or gone mad after
privations no more severe, while on the other hand a
crew of toughened seamen, in the prime of their
youth, is exceedingly hard to kill.

Toward a cove on this unknown, hostile shore of
Celebes the gaunt sailors wearily steered their boat
and beached it in the languid ripple of surf. They had
no sooner crawled ashore than two proas (EDITOR’S
NOTE: The proa is a type of multi-hull sailboat
consisting of two [usually] unequal length parallel
hulls. It is sailed so that one hull is kept to windward
and the other to leeward, so that it needs to “shunt” to
reverse direction when tacking) skimmed in from
seaward, dropping anchor and making ready to send
off a canoe filled with armed Malays. Woodard
shouted to his men, and they pushed the boat out and
scrambled into it before they were discovered.
Skirting a bight of the shore, they headed for the open
sea and dodged away from the proas.

Four-miles beyond, after they had rounded a green
point of land, a feathery coconut-grove ran to the
water’s-edge, and they could go no farther. The mate
left two men to guard the boat, and the three others
went with him; but they were too weak to climb the

trees, and had to hack away at the trunks with an ax.
Two of them were mere lads who made such bungling
work of it that Woodard sent for a couple of the
stronger men in the boat, leaving Archibald Miller
alone with it. They were busy gathering coconuts to
carry to sea with them when poor Millar was heard to
“scream aloud in the bitterest manner.” The mate ran
to the beach and saw his precious boat filled with
Malays, who were just shoving off in it. On the sand
lay Miller, who had been hacked to death with creeses
(EDITOR’S NOTE: An asymmetrical dagger with
distinctive blade-patterning achieved through
alternating lamination of iron and nickelous iron.
While most strongly associated with the culture of
Indonesia, the creese — often spelled kris and keris —
is found through many other island areas.)

David Woodard and four sailors were therefore
marooned with no resources whatever, but they talked
it over and agreed to try to get to Macassar by land.
Leaving the swampy coast, they slowly toiled toward
the blue mountains and, afraid of discovery, concluded
to hide themselves in the jungle until night. Then with
a star for their guide they bore south, but progress was
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Long before the art of Joseph Conrad created Lord
Jim to follow the star of his romantic destiny to
the somber, misty coast of Patusan, an American

sailor lived and dared amazingly among the sullen
people of those same mysterious islands of the Far
East. He was of the race of mariners whose ships
were first to display the Stars and Stripes in those
far-distant waters and to challenge the powerful
monopolies of the British and Dutch East India
companies. Only seven-years earlier, in fact, the
American ship Empress of China had ventured on the
pioneering voyage to Canton. The seas still swarmed
with pirates and every merchantman carried a heavy
battery of guns and a crew that knew to use them.
Amid such conditions were trained the sailors who
were to man the Constitution and the other matchless
frigates of 1812.

The American ship Enterprise sailed from Batavia
for Manila on 20 January 1793, and laid a course to
pass through the Straits of Macassar. Head winds
and currents kept her beating to and fro in this
torrid passage for six-weeks on end, and the
grumbling crew began to wonder if they had
signed in another Flying Dutchman. Food

was running short,
for this protracted
voyage had not been expected, and while the
Enterprise drifted becalmed on the greasy tide,
another ship was sighted about five-miles distant.

Captain Hubbard ordered the chief mate, David
Woodard, to take a boat and five seamen and row off
to this other vessel and try to buy some stores. The
men were William Gideon, John Cole, Archibald
Miller, Robert Gilbert, and George Williams.
Expecting to be gone only a few hours, they took no
food or water, and all they carried with them was an
ax, a boat-book, two pocket-knives, a disabled musket,
and 40 dollars.

It was sunset when they pulled alongside the other
ship, which was China bound and had no provisions
to spare. A strong squall and heavy rains prevented

them from returning to the
Enterprise that night, and

they stayed where they
were until next

morning.
Then the

wind

In the late 1700s, young and ambitious sailors faced a world full
of opportunities — and dangers. Chief Mate David Woodward

would soon find more than he ever expected

BY RALPH D. PAINE

For a young man like David Woodward,
the clipper ships of the late 1700s
offered the ultimate in
adventure as well as giving
an excellent chance
for advancement.

Illustration from The Narrative of Captain David Woodward
(1804) depicts a proa and native weapons.


