A Race Half Around the World 
Three British Windjammers the Contestants 

By Ross C. Miller, San Francisco Chronicle, Sunday, June 26, 1910 

“The greatest boat race I ever saw was between three old British windjammers,” said “Teddy” Joste, old time sailor, but now connected with the State Harbor Commissioners’ offices in the Ferry Building of this city. 
We had just settled down on one of the seats that rail the upper deck of one of the Southern Pacific’s Oakland ferry-boats as she was leaving on her twenty-fourth trip across the bay for the day. The cool evening breeze struck us squarely in the face, and I pulled my hat down hard to keep it from floating out among the gulls that were following the boat for their evening meal. Just then the Key Route ferry left the mole and pulled out into the open, the two boats running nose and nose. 
It was this that made “Teddy” make the remark: “See the way the boats run evenly, side by side. Well, the greatest boat race I ever saw, and the oddest experience I ever had was in the years 1885 and 1886.” I knew I was in for a good story, and a true one. I lighted my pipe, pulled my overcoat about me, and settled down to hear something good. 
Almost every one knows Edward T. Joste, otherwise known as “Teddy.” Spending a great many years in active service on the ocean, as he has, and enacting the experiences of that hazardous vocation, I knew he was well capable of telling his story. “Along toward the end of January in the year 1885,” he started, “three fine British windjammers may have been seen beating down the English channel on their way to the open sea. Their destination was Sydney, Australia. While all bound for the same port they sailed from different places, one coming from London, one from Newcastle and the other from Antwerp. “Dunnottar Castle” was a Scotch ship, but the other two, the “Carmarthen Castle” and the “Sudbourne” both hailed from Liverpool.” 
Much speculation ensued among the crews of the different vessels as to which would make the smartest passage to Sydney. It was generally conceded that the Scot (having something of a record) would have her cargo out before either of the others sighted Port Jackson heads. You could have got as good odds as 3 to 2 on that, and there was a lot of it taken, too.” 
Teddy paused to light a cigar, and as he flecked the burned end of the match overboard the seagulls pounced on it, a mass of fluttering feathers, bent upon procuring a fresh morsel. Finding it was but a fragment of wood, they went fluttering away, their plaintiff cry wafting out on the evening air. 
“Just the very same thing in our life,” said Teddy, referring to the gulls. “We see something we imagine we want and we all dig in and fight for it, but most times we come out with nothing to boast of after all. And the thing that keeps us going is trying to get ahead of the other fellow. That’s about the only excuse I can give for our mad race almost around the world. 

Before Tramp Steamers 
These were pretty good days for sailing vessels, as the tramp steamer had not yet attained the prominence to be seen at the present time. It must have been a great money-making era for the owners of said sailing craft, for I have seen a crew of A.B.s (able-bodied seamen) signed on for two pound five shilling, say $11 or so per month, while it was quite common for vessels to carry wheat and other cargo from San Francisco to European ports and get 40 shillings per ton. Now a charter at 23 shillings is quite common. 
“However, that don’t concern this hard-luck story at all,” Joste knocked the ashes from his cigar and resumed. “I was a sailor aboard the Sudbourne, a ponderous name and still more ponderous ship, as becomes anything strictly English, I suppose. And her sailing qualities were simply outrageous; she would often cover almost a hundred knots in twenty-four hours ? if it blew a hurricane. Our skipper was the exact opposite of the ship. He was a wiry little Scotchman, Captain McKay by name. He stood five feet five inches in his sea boots, but say, he was as good a sailor as ever ate pea soup. And the crew ? well, picked up around Antwerp docks, all nations and all languages were in evidence. Several there were who couldn’t tell the main brace from a gasket, at least not when we started out, but there were to be lots of chances for them to learn before we were again to dock at Antwerp. 
“We had chosen the first officer for stake holder as he was quite popular with the crew and was well known on all sides. There were times when the regaining of our money looked pretty dubious to all hands, but owing to no fault of our mate. 
“We lost sight of our companion vessels before we cleared the French coast and nothing unusual occurred until after rounding the Cape of Good Hope, and we commenced to ‘run our eastings down.’ Old sailors told me the wind blows from the west thirteen months in the year between the Cape and Australia, and as that was the only time I had made that particular trip, I concluded it was better to believe them than to hunt for the proof. But blow it most certainly did. First on the starboard quarter, then on the port, but always a fair wind and she plowed along, the huge seas coming up from behind us and keeping the decks full of water all the time. 

Lost Four Men 
“I was once in an iron-ore steamer trading in the Bay of Biscay, said to be the roughest sea in the world, but I saw nothing in that experience that could in any way compare with the seas that were coming up behind us every moment, and I guess it did not surprise me a great deal when a huge green wave broke over the lee-rail, as the watch was hauling on the main brace, and carried four sailors and our first officer overboard. He clung to the brace and was washed inboard again the next moment. Luckily enough for him, and some of us as far as that goes, for when we saw him go overboard our hearts went down further than he could ever get; he had our stake money in a belt about his person. But the four men were not so lucky. They could be seen astern, sometimes riding in the crest of a great wave that seemed to resemble a giant mountain topped with snow as the wave burst into a great white foam and the men disappeared, whirled into a thousand eddying currents, to be buried in the deep, watery grave. 
Teddy paused for a moment. Leaning over the rail, he gazed down into the dark, gloomy water of the bay, seeming to fathom its depths; then, sighing as some unspoken thought came to him, he said: 
“To heave the ship to in that sea would have sent her to the bottom in a jiffy, and all efforts to have attempted a rescue would have been worse than suicide. 
“Our passage to Sydney was made in only ordinary time. But, very strange to say, either one of the other ships had not put in an appearance. The Dunnottar Castle, supposedly the fastest boat, showed up a week later, while the Carmarthen Castle made a very poor third. 
“Well, we had it on all of them. We felt pretty good about that and did no small amount of boasting. They swore to get even with us if they ever got the chance again, and their chance came sooner than they expected. 
“All three ships had fair dispatch, and, to our joy, each loaded coal for Wilmington, Cal. Being ready to sail at about the same time, bets were again freely made between the various crews. By this time every one aboard the three ships, not to mention the landlubbers and the shipping clerks, were interested in our race, and it sort of detracted from the general line of duties and monotony of the usual voyage. I gave an order on my wages and bet the whole amount on the outcome. We gave them a good jollying over the fact of our winning on the voyage out and they were anxious to get it back.” 
A smile of triumph overspread Joste’s face as he looked out across the bay. The distance of the two ferry-boats had lengthened into an expanse of green ruffled water, dotted here and there with caps of white, now dimly discernable in the half light of the setting sun. 
“It was along in the month of June when we towed out through the heads, all in jubilant spirits,” he went on. “Well, well, well, what a passage the old Sudbourne made across the Pacific! Calms followed by calms, day after day; sweltering in the broiling sun; the ship not even steering, just drifting with the current here and there, heading sometimes east, sometimes west, until after a period of ninety-three days, we anchored at what is now San Pedro. And our two companions, what of them? 
“Unloaded and gone? 
“Not much! The tortoise had again beaten the hare. One foggy morning two weeks later the Carmarthen Castle limped to an anchorage badly disabled, glad enough to get in at all without winning her race. About a week after that our skipper brought aboard copies of newspapers which told the story of the Dunnottar Castle. She had wrecked off one of the South Sea Islands. Part of the crew had been saved ? taken off by a Chilean vessel and landed at Valparaiso. I have never heard whether the balance of the crew were rescued but presumably they reached one of the larger islands in the ship’s boat. If not they are resting at the bottom of the great deep along with many another poor mate who has taken one too many voyages. 
“There we were at San Pedro, both of the remaining ships heaving anchor at the same time, both in ballast and bound for Portland, Or., to load wheat for England. Destiny seemed to decree our paths to be the same. There was more speculating as to which ship would make Astoria in the quickest time. The Castle boys were confident we could not repeat our victory, especially on so short a voyage. Our voyage was made with little incident to us, but when we towed up the river to Portland the Carmarthen Castle had not shown up, and say, we certainly planned to rub it into those Castle fellows when they got in, but there we were waiting for the chance, when I happened to get hold of a morning paper some way. There was the story, a big heading, “British ship Carmarthen Castle wrecked ?ran ashore below Tillamook Light ? all hands saved ? vessel breaking up and nearly gone ? crew walking overland, guided by Indians on their way to Portland.” I tell you that was a shock. 
“First the Dunnottar Castle had gone, and now our only remaining rival had met her fate. Would we be next? Sailors are said to be superstitious, and the old saying, ‘always three accidents will happen,’ seemed uppermost in their minds, the majority of our crew promptly packed their duds and, crossing from Albina to Portland on the Stark-street ferry (there were no bridges in those days), they were soon lost to view and forgotten, while their places were as promptly filled by the survivors of the wrecked vessel. 
“After taking on a full cargo of wheat the Sudbourne towed down the Columbia river to Astoria to await a favorable opportunity to get over the bar and start on the long journey to Hull, England. The spirit of the crew should have been of a jovial nature, seeing that they were homeward bound, but it was not so. Most everyone aboard seemed apprehensive of something going wrong and the older sailors continually amused themselves by telling the “first voyagers” horrible tales of shipwrecks that never occurred. Desertions would have been many had the ship been tied to a wharf, but we were anchored a couple of miles from shore, where we waited fully three weeks for sufficient water to take us out to sea. As it was one of the new recruits called Jim, an Italian, tried to get away in one of the small boats. He had the eight to twelve watch. When he thought everything was safe for the chance he let himself over the side with a rope to the small boat floating beside the ship. He had no sooner started over the edge when the fore’ard watch got wise and yelled, ’deserter overboard.’ It aroused Captain McKay. He rushed from his cabin clad in red flannel undergarments, and carrying a big pistol in his hand. Reaching the side of the ship and recognizing the deserter he hollered out in his Scottish accent: ‘Hi, Dago! Ye kin nay do thot; come back er aye’ll blow the wee bit a’ brains ye hae oot.’ And Jim came back, quite subdued, and remained so for the time being. 

Struck the Bar 
“Now, Jim didn’t relish being called Dago any more than you or I would. He gave the old man some pretty black looks, but we thought nothing of them, although there was a story around that he had shipped with the old man once before, or knew him somewhere, but you would never know it by the actions of either; but it was evident that they disliked each other very much. Jim seemed to realize that the old man had the upper hand, so he resigned himself to his fate. 
“Well, the eventful and almost fatal day arrived for us to start. The tug came alongside and reported a fairly calm bar, with about twenty-five feet of water, and as we were only drawing twenty-one feet six inches, our skipper and pilot determined to take a chance. With two men at the wheel, Fred Lyndon, a young Australian on the starboard side, myself on the port side, we towed out to brave the dangers of crossing the bar. 
“If that was a fairly calm bar, I wondered what that towboat man would call a rough bar. Half the time the towboat was out of sight like a submarine, then it would tower above us as though it would be dashed over us at any moment. Every one was keyed up to a most nerve-racking condition, and the culmination of it came when the ship was suddenly lifted upon a huge wave, and as she came down she struck the bar with a bump that threw every one off their feet. The wheel was torn from our grasp and went spinning from side to side. It was a miracle we were not brained with the spokes. The trucks of the masts shook like the lash of a whip. Pandemonium broke loose, and the Captain, with a face whiter than his collar, yelled for the carpenter to sound the bilges to see if the ship was making water. Fred and I had regained control of the wheel almost immediately and found that it worked all right. When ‘Chips’ had reported no water coming in, a mighty sigh of relief went up. We surely had a narrow escape, and visions of an unlucky figure three danced before us all. 
“The pilot remained with us for a couple of hours to see we were all right and then, sheeting home the sails, we started our long dreary voyage. 
“We arrived at the Pitcairn islands after being out seventy-five days, and, heaving to, we anchored and exchanged various articles with the natives that came out in boats to greet us. The fresh meat and vegetables were welcome indeed; that is, to the skipper and those aft, as the crew had to content themselves with a sniff at the galley door during cooking operations. 
“All this time Jim had been acting pretty good, with the exception of the few black looks he would give the old man when he thought no one was looking, and I told one of the boys we would have trouble with that fellow before we finished the voyage, but everything ran along smoothly for the time. 
“Leaving the islands, it was a long, dreary voyage we started on and one full of inconveniences. The flour gave out, and we had to get wheat from the hold. We took turns running it through a coffee mill. It was run through twice to make cabin bread, but the flour for the crew was run through the mill once, as it was momentarily expected the mill would break down, and it was the only one aboard. The wheat came in handy in another way, too. The coffee gave out and we burned or roasted the wheat the best way we could. The sailors declared it an improvement on what had previously been furnished in the way of coffee. 
The thing that almost caused a mutiny on the ship was lack of tobacco. The supply gave out, and any old salt will appreciate what that means. The wheat had answered twice, but it would not fill in here. The officers had cigars, and as soon as one was lighted the crew had their eyes on it, and when the stump was thrown upon the deck there was a grand rush for it. The proud and fortunate possessor would first chew it, then carefully dry and smoke it, and if there had been any other way to utilize it he would have done so. 
“Say, the old man had something else besides tobacco he kept in his locker ? bottles of good old Scotch whiskey ? but nobody but himself ever got a taste of it, but with one exception. The old man was in the habit on these long, dreary days of sitting in his cabin with the doors closed for hours at a time, looking at the photograph of a woman. One of the boys who got a peep said the original must have been a ‘good looker’: great, dark eyes; a wealth of black hair, and all of that stuff. Say we do all go dippy, don’t we? 
“I said but with one exception did anyone ever consume any of that joyous liquid, and I can safely say the party derived no joy from the consumption. 

Tapped the Supply of Scotch 
“One night when everything seemed to be going along fine, except that we had run into some nasty weather, with heavy seas coming up all the time, there was nothing doing aboard, and everyone had turned in except the regular watch and the old man. I had the 8-to-12 watch, so I was on duty. Jim had been noticed acting queer that evening as we were at the galley door getting our usual layout, but no attention was paid to it. Along about 11 o’clock that night the old man saw Jim staggering aft with a bottle of Scotch under each arm, gloriously full and evidently in search of trouble. He had evidently gained access to the old man’s cabin, and, finding the locker open, had taken advantage of it by usurping the liquor, which, now consumed, had inspired him with revenge. 
“The captain was standing well aft near the boat’s rail when he spied Jim coming toward him. Seeing him with his liquor he was seized with a violent fit of temper. He rushed at Jim, who dropped the bottles and pulled a long knife. I was on the poop at the time and the dropping of the bottles and the muffled oaths alarmed me, and I came a-scurrying to the scene of trouble. Before I could reach the combatants Jim lunged the knife straight at the old man’s heart. But the old man was a wiry little devil, and Jim was pretty well intoxicated. He scraped the old man’s ribs with the knife and they clinched. The old tub was rolling pretty good about that time and the two men veered toward the rail, struggling and panting, Jim cursing in his drunken frenzy, the captain silent, but enforcing all his strength as with one hand he held Jim’s knife hand aloft and with the other slowly bent him back against the rail, staggering with the motion of the ship as she tossed in the rough water and begin to take water. 
“Just then she gave a good dip to leeward and took a big drink of green ink, throwing me off my feet. When she cleared again the two men were rolling on the deck, soaked to the hide, but still in a deathly grasp. They struggled to a half-standing posture, and as the old ship dipped to the following sea one form seemed to be raised above the other, and the it shot outward and down, down into the black, murky abyss. A gleaming streak of streak of steel through the blackness of the night told me which had conquered. 
“I had gained my footing and reached McKay’s side. I found him unconscious, with a great wound across his shoulder. I managed to arouse those aft and the crew, and with all hands on deck we got the old man in his cabin and tried to find the Italian, but it was like looking for a needle in a haystack. We did all in our power but to no effect. He had been swallowed up completely. When we went back to the captain we found him maudlin and in a semi-conscious condition. He was saying over and over again, ‘Rosa! Rosa!’ Then he would break into a series of ejaculations concerning the Italian. 
“Well, we finally aroused him and brought him around all right. He wasn’t seriously hurt, but pretty badly scratched up. The first thing he said after we had administered a good swig of Scotch which we found in his locker was, ‘Dit ye fen him?’ I answered, ‘No.’ He gave a sigh of relief and lapsed into silence. He was asked what caused the trouble, but he answered, ‘A’ needna tell ye aboot it ? that, and ‘I dinna ken’ is as much as he would say, and we knew better that to quiz further. We never did find out, only that we put two and two together; what I overheard and what some of the boys saw; the dark eyes and the wealth of black hair. But that told the story. Whether the old man threw Jim overboard or he was carried out by the huge waves that were washing over the deck we never knew, but we were all willing to accept the latter theory rather than go into an inquiry with the old man.” 
Teddy paused, and lighted a new cigar, drew a long puff, carefully examined the glowing end, and resumed: 
“Well. the captain got all right and we didn’t seem to miss Jim much. We imagined ourselves hard done by, but when ‘Chips,” our carpenter sounded the tanks and reported the fresh water very low we began to think that perhaps we would have been better off if we had gone where our two contemporaries had ? where at least their suffering was not long drawn out. There we were, the winners of a cup, but it looked as though our cup was to overflow with sorrow before we reached our destination. The only thing to do was to go on a short allowance of water and pray for rain. 
“Every shipmate’s foremost object on arriving at a home port is to have his vessel appear neat and trim, so when the order came to tar down the rigging it was the most ordinary thing in the world; that is it should have been under ordinary circumstances. Right there and then a committee of sailors was appointed to call on the captain and beg him to wait until the rain came so we could catch some water, But the old man was obdurate. He had given his order to ‘Tar down,’ and perhaps it was better to ‘tar down,’ than to be shot down by the wiry little captain, which very likely would have happened considering the mood he was in ever since his set-to with the Italian. So ‘tar down’ we did. 
“Now Stockholm tar, as every sailorman knows, takes a couple of weeks to dry. Hard luck followed us; for sure enough, a few days after that the rain came down in torrent, and we managed to corral quite a supply into the tanks. But oh, what water that was, It certainly had a liberal amount of tar with it. It was quite interesting to to go to the galley door and get a pannikin of wheat coffee to find all colors of the rainbow floating on top. I often wondered what the old man thought when he got his coffee served like that. I bet he swore to himself, but anyway he knew it was his fault, so he made no complaint. 
“Well, all things must come to an end some time and this voyage was no exception. When the Sudbourne arrived in Grimsby roads after a passage of six months and twenty-three days there ended the most wretched trip it had ever been my misfortune to make, but at least we had the satisfaction of bringing the ship safely home, while the bones of our two companion vessels lay rusting on foreign beaches. Not a very pleasant thought to have after all, and not a great deal of glory to be gleaned from the hulls of our two fallen opponents.” 
Just then the ferry-boat belched out a warning from her whistle and somewhere below a great bell clanged. The great crowd of people heretofore all unnoticed by me began moving toward the front of the boat and mechanically I followed, expecting to step ashore at some foreign port. 
“Well, here we are and there is my train. Sorry to have bored you,” said Teddy. And I, with the taste of tar and burned wheat in my mouth, turned as Joste caught the rear step of the train. 
“So long, mate,” he yelled. “I’ll see you again.” 

Transcribed from a library microfiche copy by Richard Joste b.1949

