
Character Descriptions
1.
I remember him as if it were yesterday, as he
came plodding to the inn door, his sea-chest
following behind him in a hand-barrow - a tall,
strong, heavy, nut-brown man, his tarry pigtail
falling over the shoulder of his soiled blue
coat, his hands ragged and scarred, with
black, broken nails, and the sabre cut across
one cheek, a dirty, livid white. I remember him
breaking out in that old sea-song that he sang
so often afterwards:

"Fifteen men on the dead man's chest -
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!"

in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to
have been tuned and broken at the capstan
bars.



2.
Well, the parlour door opened and a man
stepped in on whom I had never set my eyes
before. He was a pale, tallowy creature,
wanting two fingers of the left hand, and
though he wore a cutlass, he did not look
much like a fighter. I had always my eye open
for seafaring men, with one leg or two, and I
remember this one puzzled me. He was not
sailorly, and yet he had a smack of the sea
about him too.



3.
So things passed until, about three o'clock of a
bitter, foggy, frosty afternoon, I was standing
at the door for a moment when I saw someone
drawing slowly near along the road. He was
plainly blind, for he tapped before him with a
stick and wore a great green shade over his
eyes and nose; and he was hunched, as if with
age or weakness, and wore a huge old
tattered sea-cloak with a hood that made him
appear positively deformed. I never saw in my
life a more dreadful-looking figure.
"I hear a voice," said he, "a young voice. Will
you give me your hand, my kind young friend,
and lead me in?"
I held out my hand, and the horrible, soft-
spoken, eyeless creature gripped it in a
moment like a vice. I was so much startled that
I struggled to withdraw, but the blind man
pulled me close up to him with a single action
of his arm.



4.
As I was waiting, a man came out of a side
room, and at a glance I was sure he must be
Long John. His left leg was cut off close by the
hip, and under the left shoulder he carried a
crutch, which he managed with wonderful
dexterity, hopping about upon it like a bird. He
was very tall and strong, with a face as big as
a ham - plain and pale, but intelligent and
smiling. Indeed, he seemed in the most
cheerful spirits, whistling as he moved about
among the tables, with a merry word or a slap
on the shoulder for the more favoured of his
guests.

5.
At last, however, we got alongside, and were
met and saluted as we stepped aboard by the
mate, Mr. Arrow, a brown old sailor with
earrings in his ears and a squint.



6.
His skin, wherever it was exposed, was burnt
by the sun; even his lips were black; and his
fair eyes looked quite startling in so dark a
face. Of all the beggar-men that I had seen or
fancied, he was the chief for raggedness. He
was clothed with tatters of old ship's canvas
and old sea cloth; and this extraordinary
patchwork was all held together by a system of
the most various and incongruous fastenings,
brass buttons, bits of stick, and loops of tarry
gaskin.
About his waist he wore an old brass-buckled
leather belt, which was the one thing solid in
his whole accoutrement.


