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HEN I WAS VICE PRESIDENT of the Society for the
Preservation of New England Antiquities, some

time ago, our family lived in Cambridge. Having
lived recently in New Zealand, we would welcome

many Kiwi friends to our home, especially those who were
pursuing research on their families who had gone to New
Zealand from America. I’ve forgotten the particulars, but I recall
two sisters from the South Island who visited us hoping to learn
something about their American great-grandfather, apparently a
whaleman from New Bedford. So, every day they would drive to
the New Bedford Whaling Museum to delve into the rich
records there. At dinner, they would share their discoveries with
us. One day they returned looking weathered and ashen. I asked
what had happened, thinking that perhaps they had a close call
on the Expressway. No, the driving was fine, they said, but they
had delved perhaps too deeply into their past and discovered
that their revered forebear had not one but two wives, one in the
Northern and the other in the Southern Hemisphere. This
discovery did not match the tales of courage and exploration
they had heard around the hearth in their youth. 
This story reminds us that many others lie undiscovered in the

records of the NHA and elsewhere. The whaling trade delivered
as much uncertainty as it did oil, and each whaler had his own
tales to tell upon returning—IF they returned at all. This issue of
Historic Nantucket explores the lives of several Nantucket men
who decided not to return; those who had quite enough of the
drudgery, the danger, and the dirty work of whaling. This issue is
about the deserters. Perhaps the most famous of them was
Herman Melville himself, and because of his experiences in the
Marquesas we are rewarded with some of the best narrative prose
that nineteenth-century American literature has to offer. 
But there are many similar stories to tell, and some are told

here, each with the hope that avid readers will look further into
our own archives and collections to uncover other stories. We

william j. tramposch

Exotic Relocations

W

WILLIAM J. TRAMPOSCH
gosnell executive director

are grateful for the many descendants of deserters who have
come to our doors to do research; we have learned as much from
them as they have from us. 
Other features are being introduced in this issue of Historic

Nantucket, including yet another article by revered guest writer
Ken Roman, who remembers Bill Macomber. Many of you
appreciated Ken’s earlier piece on Bob Mooney, and we are so
pleased that Ken continues his interest in contributing to our
periodical. We hope you enjoy what you read, and we’d like to
hear what you think about the magazine. Although it’s a
publication, we like to think of it as a conversation as well.
Thank you for your continued support!

» f r o m t h e g o s n e l l e x e c u t i v e d i r e c t o r

“ whoever draws too close, off guard, and catches the sirens’ voices in the air — no sailing home for him, no wife rising to meet 

him, no happy children beaming up at their father’s face. ” —homer, The Odyssey

With this issue of Historic

Nantucket, it is my pleasure to

announce that our new editor

is Betsy Tyler, obed macy

research Chair at the nHa. We

are not only pleased to have

Betsy in this, our third endowed position, but we are

continually grateful to the many people who have

made it possible for us to align Betsy’s prodigious

abilities as a researcher and writer to our association’s

strategic intents. it already has made a big difference

here, and as you will see, this difference extends to

this and following issues of our periodical.  

announcing
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»  e d w a r d d.  m e l i l l o

Cucumber Archipelago:

On a fateful afternoon in 1826, 

two Nantucket mariners reunited along 

the shores of an island far from home. 

» illustration from NarraTive Of The UNiTed sTaTes 

explOriNg expediTiON (1838–42), by charles wilkes, 1845
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Their encounter was not a planned rendezvous of New England
whaling vessels in the North Atlantic. Rather, it was an
unexpected meeting of Fijian canoes in the Fiji Islands of the
South Pacific. As William S. Cary recalled the serendipitous
reunion:
I saw a canoe coming from Ambow [Bau], in which was a white
man. As they came alongside our canoe the white man reached out
his hand and addressed me by my name. I was dumb with
astonishment. At last he said, “Don’t you know David Whippy?”
“Yes,” I answered, “I formerly knew him. He was a townsman of
mine and an old playmate.” “Well,” said he, “I am that David
Whippy.”

Whippy and Cary were castaways in Fiji, brought together by
catastrophe and coincidence. In 1824, Captain Peter Dillon and
the crew of the brig Calder had left Whippy, a young man
consumed by wanderlust, on a Fijian beach to collect a cargo of
tortoise shells, mother-of-pearl, and sandalwood for sale at the
bustling entrepôts of Canton and Manila. Dillon failed to return
for more than a decade, leaving Whippy to fend for himself. The
year after Whippy’s arrival, Cary’s ship, the Oeno, ran aground
on the remote Fijian island of Vatoa. A raiding party of Fijian
warriors from nearby Ono-i-Lau Island killed all of the twenty-
one-member crew but Cary, who survived the massacre by hiding
in a cave for two days. A Vatoan headman discovered the
stranded sailor, took pity on him, and welcomed Cary to his
village as an honored guest.
By the time Cary and Whippy reunited in 1826, these two

Nantucket-born refugees had ascended regional Fijian social
hierarchies, making their way into the retinues of prominent
chieftains for whom they served as translators, advisors, and

mercenaries. Whippy had even managed to earn the title of
Mata ki Bau, or Envoy to Bau, one of Fiji’s most powerful tribes.
Following the 1808 introduction of firearms to the Fijian

archipelago by the aptly named castaway Charles Savage,
European and North American mariners became associated with
an unprecedented wave of violence
in South Pacific history. Between
1828 and 1850, Fijian chiefs
bought at least five thousand
muzzle-loading guns from white
traders. Tribal leaders used those
arsenals to devastating effect in
battle, escalating the incidence of
internecine warfare. Transplanted
mariners, like Whippy and Cary,
served as soldiers-of-fortune in a
twelve-year contest for regional
dominance that pitted the great sea power of Bau against the
land-based kingdom of Rewa. One anthropologist has referred to
this prolonged conflict as Polynesia’s equivalent to the
Peloponnesian Wars between Athens and Sparta. 
“White men with muskets” – as Fijians called them – were

pragmatists who staked their survival upon expedient political
alliances and dubious commercial ventures. At a time when Fiji
was becoming increasingly connected to global networks of
commerce and conquest, castaways often served as impromptu
ambassadors in the cultural borderlands between Pacific islanders
and Euro-American visitors. In the process, they became agents

» david whippy, 1801–75

P920 Gift of Stan Whippey and Mrs. Elma S. Goulding

» dried sea cucumbers

 I saw a canoe coming from Ambow [Bau], in which was a

white man. As they came alongside our canoe the white man reached

out his hand and addressed me by my name. I was dumb with

astonishment. At last he said, “Don’t you know David Whippy?”

“Yes,” I answered, “I formerly knew him. He was a townsman

of mine and an old playmate.” “Well,” said he, “I am that

David Whippy.”cd

ba
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» map of the fiji archipelago from 

fiji: OUr New prOviNce iN The sOUTh seas, 

by j. h. dericci, 1875
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of change in Fijian history, participated in the environmental
transformation of the South Pacific, and served as the harbingers
of more extensive cross-cultural encounters to come. 
Fiji, a cluster of 332 islands approximately 1,100 nautical miles

northeast of New Zealand, offered both perils and possibilities to
nineteenth-century mariners. The archipelago’s labyrinthine
chains of coral reefs and coastal mangrove swamps presented
hazards for wayward ships, while its precarious tribal politics and
opaque customs proved baffling and, at times, deadly for stranded
sailors. 

D esp ite  th ose  ob stacles , Yankees were
enthralled by the astronomical profits to be made from collecting
and selling the dried bodies of an unusual ocean-dwelling animal
that flourished in Fiji’s coastal shoals. Abundant populations of
genus Holothuria – or sea cucumbers – thrived in these maritime
habitats. Like starfish and sea urchins, sea cucumbers are
echinoderms. They have slippery, collagen-filled skin, feed
omnivorously on microscopic aquatic creatures, seafloor particles,
and algae, and can vary in size from under an inch to six feet in
length. Known as bêche-de-mer (“sea spade”) in French, haishen
(“sea ginseng”) in Chinese, and dri in Fijian, the sea cucumber is
considered a culinary delicacy and a potent natural medicine in
many cultures. Since at least the Ming Dynasty (1368–1644
C.E.), Chinese doctors have prescribed sea cucumber broth for
such varied ailments as kidney disorders, high blood pressure,
constipation, and impotence. The Bencao Gangmu, a late-
sixteenth-century medical compendium written by Chinese
scientist Li Shizen, provided the first written testimonial of the
animal’s extraordinary healing properties. By the nineteenth

» sea-cUcUmber (holothuria tubulosa), from frederick whymper, 

The sea: iTs sTirriNg sTOry Of adveNTUre, peril, aNd herOism, 1877–80

century, North American
merchants were well aware
of the sea cucumber’s
therapeutic reputation. As
Benjamin Morrell — a U. S.
sealing captain and explorer
who traveled in the South
Pacific during the 1820s and
1830s — declared, “The Chinese…consider biche-de-mer [sic] a
very great luxury; believing that it wonderfully strengthens and
nourishes the systems, and renews the exhausted vigour of the
immoderate voluptuary.” 
Westerners were less than enthusiastic about the sea cucumber’s

culinary potential. During his explorations of Singapore, Indonesia,
and Malaysia, the British naturalist Alfred Russel Wallace
described smoked bêche-de-mer as “looking like sausages which
have been rolled in mud and then thrown up the chimney.”One of
Wallace’s contemporaries, Victorian journalist Peter Lund
Simmonds, was similarly dismayed by the sea cucumber, referring
to it as an “unseemly-looking substance of a dirty light or dark-
brown colour, hard, rigid and repulsive, with a strong fishy odour.”
Regardless of their incompatibility with Occidental tastes,

products such as bêche-de-mer offered heartening prospects for
merchants in search of goods to supply to the vast, untapped
markets of the Middle Kingdom. Given the unbridled Euro-
American demand for China’s fine silks, tea, jade, porcelain, and
lacquered goods, Yankee entrepreneurs stood to gain from the
opening of new commercial frontiers in the Pacific. During the
early 1800s, New England captains rushed to transform Fiji’s
natural wealth into commodities that they could sell at Chinese
treaty ports. 

» fiji war daNce, from “a cruise 

after and among the cannibals,” 

harper’s New mONThly magaziNe,

september 1853 

ba
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P r ior  to  th e  em ergence of the sea cucumber
trade, sandalwood (Santalum yasi) was among the most sought-
after cargoes for the North American traders. The Chinese used
the fragrant heartwood of the sandalwood tree (tan xiang mu) as
ceremonial incense, construction material for luxury decorative
items, and an ingredient in perfumes, cosmetics, and medical
preparations. U. S. merchants felled and sailed off with over fifty
tons of Fijian sandalwood in 1804. By 1814, the deforestation of
the archipelago’s extensive sandalwood forests was so
comprehensive that commercial logging became obsolete. 
The end of the rapacious sandalwood harvest coincided with

the emergence of a flourishing market for Fijian sea cucumbers.
From the late 1820s through the 1840s, dozens of New England
merchants, many of whom were captains from Salem,
Massachusetts, built their fortunes on the bottom-dwellers. Once
the bêche-de-mer trade was in full swing, Whippy and Cary
served as interpreters and labor recruiters for the ships that called
at Fiji’s islands in search of the slimy creatures. Gathering,
preparing, and packaging sea cucumbers involved elaborate
procedures. Charles Pickering, the naturalist with the U. S.
Exploring Expedition to the Pacific (1838–42), wrote of the sea
cucumber, “To look at the small size of the prepared animal,
reflect on the immense amount of industry there expended in
making up a cargo, the complicated process of its preparation. . . .
It is certainly one of the most remarkable branches of business in
the Annals of Commerce.”

U p on  a r r iva l of a trading ship at one of the
archipelago’s coves, Cary, Whippy, and other trade intermediaries
would negotiate with Fijian chiefs to recruit a workforce of
teenage boys and girls who would dive for sea cucumbers at low
tide in exchange for a few shillings and several sacks of yams,
corn, and sweet potatoes. Local workers then gutted the bêche-
de-mer, pickled them in cauldrons, and spread out the bodies for
one or more sessions of sun-drying or smoking. In the 1840s,
Mary Davis Wallis, wife of Salem captain Benjamin Wallis,
accompanied her husband on a voyage to the Pacific aboard the
bark Zotoff and wrote of the ship’s stopover “at the Feejee Islands
to procure a cargo of ‘beech de mer.’” As she described the curing
process, “Some of the natives preceded, and others followed us to
the building where the ‘beech de mer’ was drying. A deep trench
is usually dug the whole length of one of the houses, which is
filled with burning logs of wood.” 
Like the sandalwood trade that preceded it, the relentless sea

cucumber harvest wreaked havoc on Fiji’s environment. Round-
the-clock fires at drying houses demanded a continuous fuel
supply, resulting in further deforestation. Meanwhile, sea
cucumber populations plummeted. Sounding a prescient note, an
article in the January 1878 issue of the U. S. magazine Frank
Leslie’s Popular Monthly noted, “Like many other favorite
delicacies, such as the oyster of Great Britain, the bêche-de-mer
has been over-fished, and unless the Government establish[es] a
close time, the employment of gathering it must cease to exist.” 
The sea cucumber trade was just one among a litany of

entrepreneurial ventures that occupied Whippy’s attention
during his Fijian years. Robert Sherson Swanston, another U. S.
expatriate who wandered the Pacific in search of economic
opportunities, imported thousands of plants to Fiji’s islands from
elsewhere in the Pacific during the mid-1800s. Whippy received
at least 3,500 of the botanical specimens in 1862 alone. That year,
as Swanston recounted, “Mr. Whippy on Wakaya erected a cane
mill and boiled about two tons of syrup; the first attempt on a large
scale to turn the sugar cane to account. Samples were sent to
Sydney but the sugar companies gave no encouragement to ship. . . . ”
Whippy also experimented with manufacturing coconut oil and
growing cotton, and he founded Whippy, Simpsons & Keswick, one
of Fiji’s first international businesses. The company built a twenty-
metric-ton schooner, designed for trading voyages to and from
Australia. In 1840, when Lieutenant Charles Wilkes arrived in Fiji
with the U. S. Exploring Expedition, Whippy served as guide and
interpreter for the officers, a role that later earned him the title of
Honorary U. S. Vice Consul in Fiji.
During his early years in Fiji, Whippy made his home at Levuka

on the island of Ovalu, seven miles from Viti Levu, the largest island
of the Fiji group. News of David Whippy’s dominant presence on
Ovalu was widespread. An 1869 story in the New Bedford
Whalemen’s Shipping List and Merchants’ Transcript noted, 

» biche-de-mar [sic] house, illustration from NarraTive Of The 

UNiTed sTaTes explOriNg expediTiON (1838–42), 

by charles wilkes, 1845 

ba
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There were about thirty . . . sailors [on the island] who had mostly run
away from ships or somehow floated to these shores. The principal
man among them, and the one that had the most influence with the
chiefs – and in fact was a very respectable and steady man – was
David Whippy, who, thirty years before, had left a Nantucket whaler,
and making friends with the chief of Libouka, had settled there. He had
a number of wives, as a matter of course, and a considerable progeny.

Baptism records from the Wesleyan-Methodist Church of Fiji
reveal that Whippy fathered at least eleven children. Adi Tulia of
Namara gave birth to Whippy’s first son, David. Eunice (Yunus)
of Koro became the mother of two other sons, Thomas and
Daniel. Later, Whippy married Tokasa (also known as Dorcas),
the daughter of the village chief, Tui Levuka. They wed at a
Methodist church and went on to have five children. The many
generations of Whippys that followed have become one of Fiji’s
largest ancestral groups of kailoma, or mixed-race Fijians. Whippy
remained in Fiji and spent his later years on Wakaya Island until
his death in 1871. His descendants inherited a 12,000-acre
property, known as Yadali, in the district of Wainunu, which
Whippy had originally purchased for six kegs and forty canisters
of gunpowder, five muskets, three-and-a-half “pigs” of lead, three
dozen axes, thirty-four knives, 500 musket balls, 10,200 yards of
cloth, and ten iron pots—valued at $398 for the lot.

U n like  w h ip py, Cary returned to Nantucket in the
1830s. After nearly a decade in Fiji, Cary shipped out from
Massachusetts as a common sailor aboard the Salem schooner
Tybee. In 1928, the Nantucket Inquirer and Mirror published Cary’s
reminiscences of his time in the South Pacific under the
provocative titleWrecked in the Feejees: Experience of a Nantucket
man a century ago, who was the sole survivor of whaleship “Oeno”
and lived for nine years among cannibals of the South Sea Islands.

Long after Whippy’s death and Cary’s departure, Fiji’s
environment has struggled to recover from successive phases of
export-oriented commodity booms. Following the devastating decline
in the nineteenth century, Fiji’s sea cucumber population has
experienced a modest revival, in part because of efforts to develop
sustainable aquaculture programs. As of 2013, Fiji’s bêche-de-mer
export trade is worth an annual US$3 million, but profits from this
lucrative enterprise rarely trickle down to villagers, who sell their
harvests to middlemen at a small fraction of the prices that the
product attains on the international market. Meanwhile, Fiji’s
tropical forests remain critically endangered as a result of widespread
timber extraction and the extensive conversion of woodlands to
plantation agriculture. Between 1993 and 2008, Fiji lost 173,000
acres of forest. In addition, neither Whippy nor Cary could have
envisioned that rising sea levels would pose another pressing
ecological threat to the coastal zones of both Fiji and Nantucket.
More hopeful international connections have reinvigorated the

long-distance relationships between the two island communities. In
1964, Nantucket summer resident Charles J. Carpenter Jr. traveled to
Fiji and met many of David Whippy’s descendants. Six years later,
Carpenter hosted Whippy’s great-great grandson, Stanley Whippey,
during his visit to Nantucket. As Carpenter, Stanley, and others
discovered, the Whippeys of Fiji and the Whippys of Nantucket trace
their roots to the same seafaring family, with or without the “e.”
Nearly two centuries on from the fortuitous rendezvous of Nantucket
castaways along Fiji’s shores, the South Pacific and the North Atlantic
appear to be closer than ever.

EDWARD D. MELILLO iS an aSSiStant ProfeSSor of HiStory at

amHerSt College, WHere He teaCHeS CoUrSeS on gloBal

environmental HiStory anD tHe HiStory of tHe PaCifiC

WorlD. He iS tHe nHa’S 2013 e. geoffrey anD elizaBetH tHayer

verney felloW.

There were about thirty . . . sailors [on the island] who had mostly

run away from ships or somehow floated to these shores. The principal

man among them, and the one that had the most influence with the

chiefs – and in fact was a very respectable and steady man – was

David Whippy, who, thirty years before, had left a Nantucket whaler,

and making friends with the chief of Libouka, had settled therecd

ba

» lasakaU village, baU islaNd, 

photograph by 

reverend george brown, late 1800s
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LAST SEEN IN

»  b e t s y t y l e r

» 91 orange street, with susan and marianna veeder 

at the door, circa 1870

P6541

Captain Charles Veeder Disappears
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On June 1, 1872, Charles A. Veeder (b. 1809),
captain of the New Bedford whaleship William Gifford,
wandered off in Papeete, Tahiti, with a pocket full of
gold, his “mats and shells,” a pig, and a Polynesian
mistress. Turning his back on the ship, his family, and his
life on Nantucket, Captain Veeder successfully fell off
the map. Town records suggest that he died in the
Society Islands six years later, but how that information
made its way to Nantucket is not known; his name does
not appear in the local newspaper’s weekly list of
transitions—births, marriages, deaths—nor is there an
obituary notice for the once-celebrated mariner.
Whatever the community might have known about the
dénouement of his career remained strictly off the record.

LaSt

» “otaheiti as seen from the harbor,”

From Susan Veeder’s journal of the nauticon (1848–53) mS 220, log 347

» portrait of susan austin veeder by 

unknown chinese artist, 1858

Gift of Barbara Johnson, 1994.28.1

» portrait of charles a. veeder 

by james hathaway, circa 1842

Gift of the Friends of the 

Nantucket Historical Association, 

1999.30.2

In a portrail painting in the mid-1840s, Veeder looks kind,
capable, and handsome. He was a man on the rise: prosperous, a
homeowner with a hardy wife and a growing family of boys on an
island famous for intrepid sea captains. In a photograph from the late-
1860s, he had devolved into a tired and disappointed-looking man,
eyes sunken and jowls sagging, the result of years at sea plus a decade at
home on Nantucket, watching the decline. He had lost two sons and a
daughter. And no one had yet thought to smile for a camera. The arc
of Captain Veeder’s life paralleled that of the island, from bustling
energy and enthusiasm for a booming economy based on the success of
the whaling industry to desperation and depression as island families
dispersed to more promising locales and the population of sperm
whales dwindled from over-zealous hunting.
Veeder’s career was impressive: In four voyages as master of ships

from Nantucket—Christopher Mitchell, Empire, Nauticon, Ocean
Rover—he brought home more than 7,500 barrels of sperm oil, turning
the products of some 125 leviathans into illumination, lubrication, and
money. And he was a trendsetter, the first Nantucket whaling captain
sailing out of the home port to take his wife and family with him on a
voyage. Susan Austin Veeder (1816–97) and two of their sons, George
and David, were at sea for four and a half years in the Nauticon, from
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LAST SEEN IN TAHITI

1848 to 1853. Susan saw the ports and islands of the Pacific world that
she had heard about her whole life—the Galápagos Islands, Tahiti, the
Tuamotu Archipelago, Pitcairn, and the Sandwich Islands, and at many
ports of call she recorded the scene in a journal she kept throughout the
voyage—but she was content to return to Nantucket and stay there. She
and Charles adopted Susan’s niece, Susan Veeder Foster, when Susan’s
sister, Eliza, died in 1856, and in 1860, Susan gave birth to Marianna.
The Veeder home at 91 Orange Street was now a female household.
Oldest son George married in 1860, but in the previous decade the other
Veeder sons were “lost at sea,” the terrible fate scribbled in so many
Nantucket family genealogies.
Charles Veeder had not been on Nantucket for more than two years

at a time since his youth, but from 1858 to 1868 he was stuck on the

island without a ship. His employers, George and Matthew Starbuck,
had gotten out of the increasingly unprofitable whaling business—
as had most of the other whale-oil merchants on the island—and
Nantucket found itself without an economic base. Not only mariners
were unemployed, so were coopers, blacksmiths, ropemakers,
sailmakers, blockmakers, and outfitters. The population of the island
dwindled rapidly, houses stood empty, and the wharves were quiet.
The last crop of able-bodied young men from the island volunteered
for the Union army and navy in the Civil War, perhaps spurred on
more by poverty than patriotism, the one-hundred-dollar bounty and
a steady paycheck enticing them to the turmoil on the continent. 
Elected one of the town’s selectmen in 1865, Veeder was on the

first Committee for Tourism, exploring a way to make a living that

» ”some of the 

paumoto group”

Detail from Susan Veeder’s 

journal of the nauticon

(1848–53)

mS 220, log 347

» susan austin veeder, 1879

GNP768

» charles a. veeder, circa 1868

A86-29
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from her husband: from Fayal, in the Azores, where Captain Veeder
had stopped for fresh fruit, and from Paita, Peru. On May 11, 1869,
she had “a good long letter” from Charles and ten days later another
one arrived, from Tahiti, where all was well. No more news until
December 14, 1869, when a letter dated October 28 informed her
that Charles had seen whales only twice, had gotten no more oil, and
was on his way to the Marquesas Islands. 
From Tahiti to the Marquesas, eight-hundred miles distant, the

William Gifford sailed through the Paumoto Group, or the Tuamotus,
another locale familiar to Susan who had painted scenes of the atolls
in her Nauticon journal. Captain Veeder wrote his wife two letters
from somewhere in the archipelago. By March 1871, he had more
than a thousand barrels of oil, so she had no reason to be concerned;

many viewed as the only hope for the economic survival of the island.
But to an old sperm-whale hunter who had ridden the waves of
maritime prosperity and international respect that Nantucket
garnered in the 1830s and ’40s, it was an embarrassment. Although
seemingly destined for permanent retirement from a viable
occupation, Veeder somehow managed to get command of the New
Bedford whaleship William Gifford in 1868. 
All we know about the progress of the William Gifford during the

first three years of its voyage we learn from Susan, who began to keep
a diary of her life on the island when Charles was at sea. On August 1,
1868, she wrote: “My husband left home to sail on a whaling voyage
in Bark William Giffordwith a fair wind and fine weather.” In the
period 1868 to 1871, Susan noted in her journal the receipt of letters

» lOw archipelagO Or paUmOTU grOUp 

by The U. s. ex. ex., 1839

from NarraTive Of The UNiTed sTaTes 

explOriNg expediTiON (1838–42),

by charles wilkes, 1845
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her husband was healthy and he was accumulating a respectable
cargo. Of course the captain would not have enlightened his wife
about the activities that one of the seamen on board the William
Gifford found most interesting. Edward J. Kirwin, a young New
Bedford man on his first whaling voyage, kept a daily account of the
captain’s activities from May 1871 to May 1872, over the course of
Veeder’s year-long descent into alcohol-fueled dissipation.
The captain is noted as being drunk on eleven occasions, usually

for more than one day, and in one instance for more than twelve days
straight. He is rivaled by the first mate, who is generally described as
either half-drunk, or so drunk he can’t stand up, and, in one
spectacular bout of inebriation that lasted sixteen days, the
thoroughly besotted mate was spotted parading on the shore at Nuku
Hiva in a woman’s dress. This was not an ordinary whaling voyage, at
least not as recorded by other logbook keepers and journal writers
who knew better than to describe what would not be well received by
ship-owners—or wives, girlfriends, sisters, and mothers. The source of
distraction for the captain and other officers was not only alcohol, it
was women, in particular the captain’s woman, an unnamed
paramour from Barclay’s Island, a coral atoll in the Tuamotu
Archipelago now known as Raroia.

Since there is no record of the first three years of the voyage of
the William Gifford,we don’t know when the captain began to fall
apart, but one of the first entries in Kirwin’s journal reveals that
Veeder was ashore on Barclay’s Island for six days in July, “burying a
child in a flour bag the kanakas say, which belongs to him.” If the
observation is true, then Captain Veeder had established a liaison
with a local woman many months before, but whether she is the same
woman who occupied his attention during the last year of the voyage

» ”some of the paumoto group”

Detail from Susan Veeder’s journal of the nauticon (1848–53)

mS 220, log 347

» illustration from NarraTive Of The UNiTed sTaTes 

explOriNg expediTiON (1838–42), by charles wilkes, 1845
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it appears that Captain Veeder forgot

that he was on a whaling voyage, using

the ship instead as an inter-island

transport for his Barclay’s Island friends. 
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is not known. When Susan had sailed with her husband twenty years
earlier, she gave birth to a daughter in Talcahuano, Chile, in January
1849; that child died in Tahiti a year later. The grief-stricken parents
could not bear to think of leaving their child in a foreign land; they
brought her back to Nantucket in a lead casket and buried her in the
Newtown Cemetery. Now, Veeder was doing the unthinkable,
burying his child on Barclay’s Island; it may have contributed to his
increasing instability. 
From Kirwin’s reportage, it appears that Captain Veeder forgot

that he was on a whaling voyage, using the ship instead as an inter-
island transport for his Barclay’s Island friends. Shipboard
entertaining was frequent, as were fishing and shell-collecting
expeditions for his mistress and her friends, who sometimes spent
weeks at a time on board. To further amuse them all, the captain
“fired off four bomb lances to please the women,” wrote Kirwin, who
noted that they cost “Charley Gifford,” the ship’s owner, sixteen
dollars. The lances, of course, were for killing whales, not
pyrotechnics, but the next day Veeder fired off three more, “the
women all raising the devil around deck in the afternoon and no
work going on.” 

While the Captain and his Polynesian friends dined on roast pig
on deck behind a curtain made from a spare sail, the crew was served
a stew made from its skin and bones and were reprimanded if they
attempted to observe the festivities going on astern. Kirwin’s journal
is replete with details that the young whaleman found remarkable.
While sailing from the Marquesas back to Barclay’s Island, Captain
Veeder spent time washing his woman’s clothes and watering the
breadfruit, pineapple, and other plants she had collected in Nuku
Hiva and transplanted in wooden bread boxes filled with soil. And he
lost his bearings. Kirwin wrote on April 10, 1872: “I guess the Old
Man don’t know where he is as he has been trying to work out
Longitude nearly all day and hasn’t found out yet. He got Cash to
help and learn him navigation.” Veeder knew that George C. Cash,
the teenage son of a Nantucket whaling captain friend of his, was
schooled in the maritime arts and sciences in his native town and
would be able to assist. Cash must have shown a great deal of ability,
and, perhaps most important, he was sober. But a month later, Cash
would desert on the island of Marutea, alarmed by the captain’s
increasingly erratic behavior.
After four years at sea with bad food, abusive treatment, and a

voyage rapidly disintegrating on all fronts, the crew of the William
Gifford took action. When Veeder became physically abusive to his
mistress and threatened to shoot her, Kirwin and his companions in
the forecastle disarmed him, tied him up, and instructed the mates to
take them to Tahiti where they could present their case against the
captain to the American consul.

We hoisted our colors Union Jack down when we went in, which caused
quite a sensation. The Consul came aboard to see what was the matter
and then went down and released the Capt. but left the ship in charge of
the chief officer Mr. Rodgers, and then commenced to investigate the
matter. Not one of us is allowed to go ashore and no boats are allowed to
come alongside. I think we are looked upon as a set of “Mutineers” but
hope to be thought better of when the story is known.

Kirwin’s summary account of the voyage is succinct and bitter:
We have had women on board 210 days and the boat has been ashore 158
times. So the reader may see that all that time has gone to H___ and no
money in my pocket.
American Consul Dorance Atwater relieved Charles Veeder of his

command of the William Gifford and enlisted a new captain to take
the ship to San Francisco where the owners could determine how to
get her home. Although Veeder was offered passage in the ship, he
refused, and, as Consul Atwater predicted in his report of the incident
to the Secretary of State:
I have good reason to believe that he is so far lost to self respect and
decency that he will remain at one of these Islands with the native woman
whom he had on board the vessel as his mistress. 
Charles Veeder vanished in 1872. According to the ship’s account

book he was paid five hundred dollars in gold, but whether his
mistress found him attractive when he no longer had a ship is a
question with only one logical answer.  He may have found passage
back to Barclay’s Island to live with the villagers he had befriended
and maybe they took care of the old man, sharing their fish and
coconuts and continuing to dance and sing for his enjoyment until
the great cyclone of 1878 blew them all away. Or maybe with his
newly acquired capital he purchased a small schooner and continued
to ferry islanders from one atoll to another until his alcohol soaked
navigational skills failed him, and he joined his sons—another
Nantucketer “lost at sea.”

BETSY TYLER, oBeD maCy reSearCH CHair of tHe nHa, iS tHe

neW eDitor of HISTORIC NANTUCKET. SHe iS Writing a Book

aBoUt SUSan anD CHarleS veeDer.
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UNTIL NOW, he had been a landsman, by and
large, all his Australian life: gardener,
cordwainer, innkeeper, pioneering denizen of
five Victorian towns and cities. On 3 March
1870, William Murphy, aged fifty-three, was
admitted to a hospital in the country town of
Maryborough in Victoria, Australia, about
thirty miles from his home village of Lexton.
He would die two years later of a “lung disease,”
but it seems he may have believed
Maryborough was his last port of call in this
world.
He wanted it known that despite thirty-two

years in the “colony”— half of which were lived
a hundred miles from the nearest ocean—he
was a “mariner” at heart, come to the antipodes
on the whaleship Mary Mitchell out of
Nantucket. Son of William Sr. and Maria of
Maine, Murphy was eighteen in 1835, when the Mary Mitchell,
under Captain Samuel Joy, set sail—Brant Point Light fading
from view as the ship cleared the harbor. 

Until I became acquainted with my great-great
grandfather — and that in a book where I read: “William Murphy
had been a whaler . . . born in America in 1817”—there was no
more romantic or interesting deserter to me than Herman
Melville. Drawn to a different life, Melville jumped ship in the
Marquesas Islands. He later wrote that his life began the day he
set off with Captain Valentine Pease in the Acushnet from
Fairhaven. That was also true for Murphy under Joy’s command
out of Nantucket. But unlike Melville, William would never
return to New England. He also jumped, though not at a
Polynesian idyll populated by supposedly noble savages and girls
in hula skirts. Murphy started his new life of boyish freedom in
the rough and ready Bay of Islands of New Zealand—a place even
fearless seafarers had long called “The Hell-hole of the South
Pacific.”
And what a voyage, truncated for William after nine months

though it was. Dr. Leslie W. Ottinger [see HN, Fall 2003] regards
the log kept by first officer Joseph McCleave and the journal kept

by Joy as among the finest documentary gems in the entire
archive of nineteenth-century American whaling. Swept down
toward New Zealand in January 1836 by swells the sober Quaker
Joy described as “the greatest I ever saw” and “as high as the
Andes,” in February the Mary Mitchell entered the Bay of Islands,
playground for both predator and prey. Just five weeks earlier, on
21 December 1835, Charles Darwin had arrived there aboard
HMS Beagle. He had just made the observations and collected
the specimens at the Galápagos Islands that later served as
evidence for his theory of evolution by natural selection. He
might just as profitably have studied the men and the melodramas
of the Mary Mitchell. 
On Friday, 4 March, Captain Joy reported that seven boats had

returned from shore with “three men missing: names Murphy,
Burns and Hubbard.” Burns returned at nine o’clock that night,
as did Hubbard, who had to be treated by a French doctor from
the ship Asia for a dislocated shoulder. What the men had been
doing is not recorded. Notoriously, the principal village,

A Deserter in the Bay of Islands, New Zealand

» kOrOrāreka, bay Of islaNds, New zealaNd,

sketched by joel samuel pollack in 1836.

“No News of Murphy”
»  j e f f r e y j .  m u r p h y
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town of Port Fairy before moving west across the bay to the
whaling stronghold of Portland. There, William became the first
licensee of the Union Inn. It was the storied Victorian Gold Rush
that encouraged William and Catherine to leave Portland in
1854 and travel 160 miles northeast to the newly gazetted, but
scarcely existent, boom service “towns” of Doctor’s Creek and
Lexton. In Margaret Oulton’s official history of the district—A
Valley of the Finest Description—William is acknowledged amongst
the first half-dozen successful settlers at Doctor’s Creek and the
purchaser of more land, in Lexton proper, in the 1860s. Ever the
pioneer, in 1865 William became the first licensee of the Farmers
Hotel.
William Murphy was fifty-six when he died in Lexton, in May
1872. Catherine survived him by nineteen years. Her counsel for
all future Murphys survives in the flyleaf of the family’s old Bible:
“To tenants: pay no more rent, use the money which you now pay
to your landlord in buying property for yourself, this is the way to
independence.”
The Mary Mitchell and the Acushnet joined the West

Coast/North Pacific fleet following the decline of the New
England whaling trade in the 1840s. In the season of 1851, both
ships were lost in the Bering Sea only ninety nautical miles apart:
On 1 July, Murphy’s ship was stove-in by ice northwest of King
Island; on 16 August, Melville’s ran aground at St. Lawrence
Island. Both vessels loom large in my imagination.

JEFFREY J. MURPHY iS tHe great-great granDSon of William

mUrPHy.

Kororāreka—later called Russell, New Zealand’s first town and
capital—had all the usual diversions. It seems Murphy was the
only one of the three who was inclined, or able, to indulge in
them. On 8 March, Joy noted there was “no news of Murphy
yet.” Again on the 9th, “no news of our runaway.” 

William Murphy survived in the Bay of Islands. He
seems to have spent two years on another ship, or ships, bay
whaling and/or working as a craftsman in leather before making
his way—via Van Diemen’s Land, Tasmania (now part of
Australia), to the Port Phillip colony (which became Melbourne)
in 1838. Landing on the Australian mainland wasn’t hard to do,
given the number of vessels sailing to and from New Zealand out
of Sydney, Launceston, and Hobart. By 1837, forty-one
whaleboats went out from Portland Bay, Victoria—William’s
eventual bailiwick—every morning. In Port Phillip, he met
Scottish free settler Catherine Kelly, his future bride. Catherine is
thought to have been a servant and “governess” to the foster
children of John Pascoe Fawkner, cofounder of Melbourne.
William was employed as a gardener, or perhaps assistant
nurseryman, to Fawkner, who was, amongst other things,
Melbourne’s first cultivator of trees and vegetables. William and
Catherine, aged twenty-two and seventeen, were married
according to Presbyterian rites in the temporary wooden iteration
of the city’s (now grand and beautiful) Scots Church, on 25
February 1839.
Over the next thirty years, the couple had eleven children,

and left a paper trail that shows they first lived in the whaling

» melbourne landing,

watercolor by w. liardet, 1840

Notoriously, the principal village, Kororāreka—later called Russell, 

New Zealand’s first town and capital—had all the usual diversions.
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Alexander 
Hussey

»  p u a l a n i c a s e

A Ship Carpenter’s Hawaiian Legacy

ON JULY 10 THIS YEAR, WHILE ON NANTUCKET RESEARCHING
Nantucket mariners and their genealogical ties to Hawaii, my
search to connect with my Hussey family took me from the
Nantucket Historical Association’s Whaling Museum to the
Research Library on Fair Street, and finally to Nantucket
cemeteries where invaluable information was found on messages
etched on the headstones of prominent whaling-family members.
Throughout that day, I researched the history of Nantucket from
various perspectives including Native Americans (Wampanoags)
and the early English families who settled there. As expected, the
history between them mirrored Hawaii’s early post-contact
history in so many ways. 
I found my first family connection at

Nantucket’s Whaling Museum where,
according to Nantucket history, I
learned that Christopher Hussey was
one of the first “purchasers” of
Nantucket. But my direct link to the
island is Alexander Pollard Hussey
(1825–96), eldest son of Joseph
Starbuck Hussey and Lydia E. Pollard.
Joseph met the fate of many Nantucket
mariners when he was lost at sea
October 1, 1832, “carried down by a
wind around Cape Horn.” Like his
father, Alexander went to sea, sailing
as ship’s carpenter in the Columbus of Fairhaven, Massachusetts,
on November 13, 1843, on a whaling voyage to the northwest
Pacific Ocean. After a successful voyage of twenty-three months,
the Columbus arrived in Hawaii October 12, 1845, with 800
barrels of sperm oil, 2,400 barrels of whale oil, and 14,000 pounds
of whalebone. When the ship sailed for home November 24,
1845, the ship’s carpenter was not on board.
Alexander Hussey found his way to Waipio Valley on the

Hamakua coast of Hawaii Island, once the royal center for many
of Hawaii’s early kings. In 1851, he married Manaiakalani
(“Manaia”) the daughter of Opunui, an important chief under
Kamehameha the Great. The couple had one son, George Alika

Hussey. When Alexander received a commission to build a
church in Kohala, on the other side of the island, he left Waipio
Valley temporarily, leaving Manaia and her son at Waipio Valley
with the Opunui family. Alexander and Manaia later divorced. In
Kohala, he met and married another Hawaiian woman, Kaai-
Kaula-Kalei-Kau-Welaha-Makanoe Naweluokekikipaaa (or
Makanoe Ka’aikaula).
Family tradition says that Hussey’s second wife had been

betrothed to the son of a Hawaiian king when she was five, but
her father objected to the contracted marriage and sent her to
the jungle, where she was in hiding under the care of an older
brother who protected her from capture by the king’s warriors.
Later, she was safely ensconced in a church mission school, and
there Alexander Hussey met her and proposed marriage. The
couple lived in Nuilii, Hawaii, on the northwestern extremity of
the island and Alexander worked as a master carpenter.  They
had fourteen children. In 1979 over four hundred descendants
had been recorded from this Kohala branch of the Hussey family
alone.
Although I spent only one day on Nantucket, I left with the

knowledge that although I feel more connected to the names in
my genealogy, I have experienced only a glimpse of what
Nantucket history has to offer. I stood on the deck of the ferry
until Nantucket seemed to disappear into the ocean, and I
imagined that Alexander Hussey had once seen that same view. I
felt I might never return to its shores, and in 1843 he probably
felt the same way. He arrived in Hawaii in 1845, later marrying
my great-great grandmother. . . . And so I was here, and the
journey comes to a close, and for all my family members who
through my writings journeyed with me, we will always be
connected to this island across the sea. 

PUALANI CASE iS tHe great-great-granDDaUgHter of

alexanDer PollarD HUSSey of nantUCket anD kaai-kaUla-

kalei-kaU-WelaHa-makanoe naWelUokekikiPaaa of koHala,

HaWaii.

» author pualani case (in blue skirt), and daughter at her left

» alexander hussey

Scan gift of Pualani Case



Fall 2013 | 19

» portrait of sampson dyer 

The Spoilum portrait was inherited through the family of 

Sampson Dyer’s daughter Trelonia Dyer Pompey, and 

ultimately owned by the Nantucket family from whom it was 

purchased by the Friends of the Nantucket Historical 

Association. 2013.2.1

SAMPSON DYER (1773–1843), a free man of mixed race—African
and Native American—was born in Newport, Rhode Island. In 1792,
he married Patience Allen, a black woman, also of Newport. They
came to Nantucket and settled into the community south of town
known as New Guinea, where most of Nantucket’s people of color,
including a few surviving Wampanoag, lived. The area was named for
the coastal region of West Africa from which most slaves were
exported. By the time the Dyers arrived, a court case in 1773 had led
to the abolition of slavery on Nantucket—some dozen years before it
became the law in the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, and
residents of the free black community engaged in the various trades
and occupations open to them at the end of the eighteenth century.
Few families, however, whether black or white, could derive sufficient
sustenance from land-based endeavors, and most men found
employment in the burgeoning whaling industry. 
One source has it that Sampson Dyer shipped as steward aboard

the Active, bound for the Pacific to engage in the China Trade, which
flourished from circa 1784 through circa 1840. The lure for some
Nantucket whaleship owners was the Chinese market for the pelts of
fur seals, which produced considerable profit as an auxiliary enterprise
of a whaling voyage. 
If, indeed, Sampson Dyer was aboard Active in the late 1790s, that

places him in China at the right time to sit for this painting by the
Chinese master Spoilum (fl. 1760s–1806), whose portraits of several
Nantucket master mariners engaged in the China Trade are in the
NHA’s collection. Dyer is shown as a handsome young man in the
uniform of a ship’s officer, as a steward would be considered. It is the
only known work of the Chinese master portraying an American of
color. Later, in 1802, he was himself in command of a sealing
expedition at Más Afuera, in the Juan Fernandez Islands of Chile. 
Despite Dyer’s frequent voyages, by 1800 he and Patience were

parents of four children. In 1806, he left them again, sailing on the
President to undertake a sealing expedition off the coast of South Africa,
at the Cape of Good Hope. On an island there, the seal population
shared the rocky terrain with huge flocks of penguins that produced
guano, which was marketed as fertilizer to South African farmers. Dyer
made a success of both the sealing operation and the guano market and
became a respected member of the business community.
In 1810, Dyer returned to Nantucket to discover that Patience was

pregnant by a young man, Samuel Harris, who had boarded with the
family. Dyer went back to South Africa and was never seen again on

Nantucket. In 1814, it was erroneously announced that he had died;
in fact, it was his brother, James, who died while visiting Sampson in
South Africa. The news of Sampson’s death, however inaccurate, left
Patience free to marry Samuel Harris, and they continued to live in
the Dyer house on Atlantic Avenue. 
Sampson Dyer received British citizenship and in 1813 married

Margaretha Engel, eighteen years his junior, and they had four
children. He was a wealthy and respected man, acquiring extensive
farming properties and earning this encomium from the Capetown
librarian in 1824: “Samson [sic] Dyer is a most extraordinary man of
uncommon industry, honesty, and sobriety.” He died in Capetown in
1843. Sometime in the late nineteenth century his descendants
changed the name to “Dyers.”
At the time of his ventures, the island where Dyer had worked to

amass his fortune and gain his reputation was unnamed, but was
subsequently named Dyer [Dyers] Island, which today is an official
Nature Reserve. 
The Dyer family left on Nantucket apparently did not overtly suffer

from the departure of the patriarch. Samuel Harris proved to be an
industrious and conscientious businessman, owning and selling
properties in the south of town and becoming partner with Absalom
Boston in various enterprises. Sampson Dyer’s daughter, Trelonia,
married her neighbor, Stephen Pompey; their son, Sampson Dyer
Pompey, served in the Union Navy and was a charter and lifelong
member of the Nantucket chapter of the Grand Army of the Republic.

Sampson Dyer
»  e l i z a b e t h o l d h a m

Portrait of a Nantucket Mariner

ELIZABETH OLDHAM iS reSearCH aSSoCiate at tHe nHa reSearCH

liBrary anD CoPy eDitor of HISTORIC NANTUCKET.
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THE MACOMBERS WERE OLD SCHOOL. Phyllis was personal secretary to
the formidable John Foster Dulles when he was U. S. Secretary of State.
Long after they left government service, she and her ambassador
husband still referred to him as “Mr. Dulles.” Phyllis talked about how
they were a diplomatic team at receptions when he was ambassador to
Jordan and then Turkey: “Bill would work one side of the room, I would
work the other.”
When the Macombers retired to Nantucket after a career of

government and public service, he threw himself into the community,
including chairing the board of the Atheneum at the time of its great
renovation. Bob Mooney, then president of the library, remembers
contentious debates with several board members yelling at each other.
Bill sat quietly, until others turned to him: “Bill, what do you think?”
The quintessential diplomat, he would speak softly and work out a
compromise. Nantucket author Nat Philbrick admired his “charismatic
gravitas (along with a wonderful sense of humor.)” Everyone bathed in
Bill’s kindness.
William Butts Macomber Jr. (known to many friends as “Butts”) was

born in Rochester, New York, in 1921. He attended Yale, served as a
Marine in World War II (training French Resistance fighters), and
received his Yale degree in 1947. With a law degree from Harvard and a
master’s degree from the University of Chicago, he joined the Central
Intelligence Agency and then the State Department as a special
assistant on intelligence.
This launched a government career under five Presidents:

Ambassador to Jordan (1961–63), U.S. Agency for International
Development, Assistant Secretary of State, and Ambassador to Turkey
(1973–77.) He was the only high-ranking Republican appointee given
ambassador status by President Kennedy.
His pride in the “craft of diplomacy” shows in his book The Angels’

Game.The book sets a lofty standard: diplomats, “regardless of
nationality, have an enduring obligation to their guild and to each
other to work always toward that most elusive of human objectives — a
just, universal, and stable peace. . . .It is what elevates their profession.
It was what makes it the angels’ game.” 
After his retirement from the Foreign Service in 1977, he became

the first paid president of the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New
York City. Not an “arts” person, he was effective in prying funds from
the city during hard times. “Very gung-ho,” says fellow Met trustee
Ronay Menschel (a summer Nantucketer). After eight years in New
York, Bill and Phyllis retired to Nantucket.

The Diplomat:
Nantucket’sBill Macomber

Well, not exactly retired.
Chairman of the Atheneum.
Founder of the Friends of the
Atheneum. Nantucket School
Committee. Advisor to the Artists
Association and Nantucket
Historical Association. A director of
the Boys & Girls Club. A Wharf Rat.
Often accompanied on his rounds by
his golden Lab, Eli, demonstrating his
fealty to Yale.
“A very busy guy,” remembers

Mooney. “Going from one meeting to another. He stood for what the
retired community could do (or should do) for the island.” That service
also included teaching American history as scholar-in-residence at the
high school. “He got a huge kick out of working with children in the
classroom,” said his brother John.
Football was his passion. Nantucket High School coach Vito

Capizzo recalled seeing him in the stands during football practice,
thinking he looked like a spy. “I asked him who he was, and he said he
played football at Yale. He was a very soft-spoken presence, and he
knew the game.” He told stories about playing for Yale before
facemasks, when they still wore leather helmets, on the same team with
President George H. W. Bush. “I don’t think there was a bigger Whalers
fan,” said former selectman Tim Soverino.
The Macombers’ summer cocktail party at their home on Monomoy

Road was an “A” party on the island. “The whole world came,” says
Corky Ranney. “King Hussein. Governor Dukakis. Anyone who was in
town. He and Phyllis stood on the front lawn and greeted everyone –
they never moved.” They were also known for Bloody Marys at the
“Noon Balloon,” their New Year’s Day party for anyone on the island.
Bill died in 2003 at eighty-two, from complications of Parkinson’s

disease, an affliction that slowed but didn’t stop him; he taught until he
was seventy. “He lived all over the world,” said his brother, “but
Nantucket was his home.” Citizenship is “the character of an individual
viewed as a member of society; behavior in terms of duties, obligations,
and functions of a citizen.” Bill Macomber was a model of citizenship.

» k e n n e t h r o m a n Profiles

KENNETH ROMAN, a 32-year SeaSonal reSiDent of monomoy,
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aUtHor of Several BookS, inClUDing a BiograPHy of DaviD

ogilvy.
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Margaret Moore Booker’s Among
the Stars, the definitive biography of
Nantucket astronomer Maria Mitchell,
was published by Mill Hill Press in
2007. She is currently completing a
biography of Edward Fitch Underhill
(1830–98), a leading figure in
Siasconset’s development in the nineteenth century.
The biography has been commissioned by the NHA
with the support of the Judy Family Foundation. 

Seth Bruggeman organized a panel at the April
2013 annual meeting of the National Council on
Public History in Ottawa titled “Adrift on the Shoals
of Memory: Maritime Museums in the 21st

Century.” He is editor of Born in the USA: Birth and
Commemoration in American Public Memory (Amherst:
University of Massachusetts Press, 2012).

Eric Jay Dolin’sWhen America First
Met China: An Exotic History of Tea,
Drugs, and Money in the Age of Sail has
been translated into Chinese and will
be published there in early 2014. His
book, Leviathan: The History of
Whaling in Americawill be published
in Japanese, probably in 2014 as well. 

Joan Druett is collaborating with
Australian composer and singer, Tim
Finn (of the pop band Crowded
House) in the production of an opera
based on her biography of Tupaia, the
Tahitian priest and star navigator who
sailed with Captain James Cook on the
Endeavour from Tahiti to Batavia, in Java. She is a
founding partner of the publishing company “Old Salt
Press,” a maritime writers cooperative dedicated to
fine books about the sea. 

Kelly Gleason has nominated the Two Brothers
shipwreck site on French Frigate Shoals in the
northwest Hawaiian Islands for inclusion in the
National Register of Historic Places. She has just
completed a short documentary film about the Two
Brothers story called “Lightning Strikes Twice: The
Real Life Sequel to Moby-Dick.”

Frances Ruley Karttunen has written a
comprehensive history of Nantucket’s North
Shore. It is currently in production at Spinner
Publications and is scheduled for release in the late
spring/early summer of 2014. Through pictures and
text, it tells the story of the relocation of the
English settlement from the shore of Madaket
Harbor to the Capaum/Wannacomet area, and
finally to the neighborhood’s current location in
the triangle formed by North Liberty Street, West
Chester Street, and Cliff Road.

Edward D. Melillo is the author of Strangers on
Familiar Soil: Rediscovering the Chile–California
Connection, 1786–2008, to be published by Yale
University Press. He is currently researching his
second book, Out of the Blue: Nantucket and the
Pacific World, exploring the long-term ecological
and cultural connections between Nantucket and
the ecosystems and peoples in and around the
Pacific Ocean.

Nathaniel Philbrick’s Bunker
Hill: A City, a Siege, a Revolution has
won the New England Book
Award. He is currently at work on
another book about the Revolution
as well as a foreword to a new edition
of Alfred Lansing’s classic Endurance: Shackleton’s
Incredible Voyage. He is also collaborating with the
artist Wendell Minor on a picture book based on
Bunker Hill. Ron Howard is directing a film based
on Philbrick’s In the Heart of the Sea. 

Renny Stackpole is the author of
a new book, Sea Letters: Letters and
Journals of the Captain Andrew
Pinkham Family of Nantucket and
Ohio, 1813–1870.

Barbara White has recently finished a book-
length manuscript about Cyrus Peirce. She
continues to research the life of Anna Gardner,
one of Cyrus Peirce’s pupils. Gardner, a fierce
abolitionist and advocate of women’s rights,
spent years in the south during and after the
Civil War, teaching in Freedmen’s schools. 

NHA Research Fellows comprise a network or scholars and writers
honored for their lifetime achievement and ongoing contributions to
Nantucket-related research.
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Trustee’sGift Endows 
Gosnell Executive Director
a generous gift to the nha endows top administrative position

Over three decades, the Gosnell family has developed an enduring

relationship with the Nantucket Historical Association that is

steeped in their affection for the island and its history, and marked

by their philanthropic support of the NHA. 

The NHA is honored to announce that Georgia P. Gosnell,

trustee emerita, has made a $2-million pledge to endow the

association’s top administrative position, now held by William J.

Tramposch, as the Gosnell Executive Director. 

“This remarkable gift further strengthens the Gosnell family’s

lasting legacy at the NHA,” says Janet L. Sherlund, president of the

board of trustees.  “Their commitment is unsurpassed and their

involvement is broad reaching.” Along with their philanthropy, they

have also provided the NHA with wise counsel and guidance, as

both Georgia and her son

Tucker served as trustees.

In 1999, Georgia and

her husband, Tom, who

died in 2009, made the

cornerstone gift for the

expansion of the Whaling

Museum, and a few years

later, they provided a generous matching gift to inspire others in

their giving. The museum’s Gosnell Hall is named in recognition. In

September, the observation deck was named “Tucker’s Roofwalk” as

a memorial to Tucker, who died in 2001 and had been an

enthusiastic advocate for the Whaling Museum.

Start your holiday season on

Nantucket with the Festival of

Wreaths and the Festival of Trees!

More than eighty decorated wreaths

and trees—crafted by individuals

from the community and

businesses, clubs, nonprofits, and

schools—will be displayed in the

Whaling Museum galleries during

each of the festivals.

Celebrating its fifteenth year, the

Festival of Wreaths features a Silent

Auction of donated wreaths and is

chaired for the second year by Judi

and Greg Hill of G. S. Hill Gallery. The

festival is free and open to the public:

November 27 (closed Thanksgiving)

to December 1, when bidding closes.

Now in its twentieth year, the

Festival of Trees transforms the

Whaling Museum into a winter

wonderland of trees decorated from

the traditional to the unique. The

festival is chaired for the first time by

Deb Killenof Killen Real Estate. 

The festival opens to the public

for Christmas Stroll on December 6

and remains open on weekends

through December 31. Admission is

free for NHA members and children

under six; $5 for year-round

Nantucket residents; and $20 for

general admission.

Thank you to lead underwriter

Marine Home Center and to the

many businesses that provide

generous underwriting support.

For information about festival

hours, visit nha.org or call 

(508) 228–1894.

holiday events

Festivals of 
Wreaths & Trees

A Night of Saturday, December 14,

5–8 P.M., Whaling Museum

a family evening filled with the

sights & sounds of the holidays.

Free.

thank you

» LEFT TO RIGHT: elizabeth gosnell miller, 

nathaniel miller, georgia gosnell, lia miller

news notes & highlights
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with a Year-End Gift
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2014 events

» LEFT TO RIGHT: jean wagley, 1800 house administrator; lindsay scouras, 

communications coordinator; sylvia hickman, curatorial intern; andy harris, 

maintenance & grounds assistant; sarah helm, library and curatorial associate; 

katie schrool, visitor operations coordinator

Show Dates: august 1–4, 2014, bartlett’s farm

Welcome new NHA staffers

Save the date for the 37th Antiques & Design Show of

Nantucket, benefiting the Nantucket Historical

Association, which features world-class antiques while

highlighting design elements.

In 2013, the NHA took an exciting new approach to a

treasured tradition by presenting the Antiques & Design

Show of Nantucket, infusing it with the synergy of antiques

and design.

Planning for the 2014 show is under way

with Ana Ericksen as chair. A member of the

NHA board of trustees and an instructor at the

1800 House decorative arts program, Ana and

her family recently relocated to Nantucket

from London.  She previously worked as crafts

editor at Country Living, after graduating from

Wellesley. Ericksen is thrilled to be working

with the committee on the upcoming show.

Year-end gifts provide the vital unrestricted operating

support that enables us to preserve our iconic places—

from the Oldest House and Old Mill to Greater Light

and the Old Gaol—and to tell the compelling stories

that connect Nantucket’s past to the present. 

Your contribution will have an immediate impact on

everything the NHA does—every program we offer,

every artifact and historic property we preserve, and

every person we inspire through their experiences at

the NHA. 

We are grateful for your commitment to the NHA’s

mission of education and preservation, and we are

hopeful that you will help us reach this year's goal of

$310,000 by December 31. Gifts of all sizes make a

difference. Thank you! 

There are many ways to make a year-end gift: call 

(508) 228–1894, visit nha.org, or e-mail giving@nha.org.

Preserving Our Places;
Telling Our Stories:

annual giving

inside the nha

» ana ericksen

The Antiques & Design
Show of Nantucket
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join the members of the nantucket historical association who are taking

advantage of recent legislation and making charitable gifts to the nha

directly from their ira accounts without incurring income tax.

if you are age 70½ or older, the american taxpayer relief act of 2012

permits you to transfer up to $100,000 from a traditional or roth ira

directly to the nha through december 31, 2013. this amount would be

excluded from your income and federal taxes, and it would count toward

your mandatory ira withdrawals. 

with such a gift, you might consider making a pledge to the endowment,

increasing your annual fund support, or fulfilling an existing pledge. 

to learn more about how this legislation can directly benefit you and

provide important support to the nha, consult with your personal

financial advisor and contact Joan Galon King, director of advancement,

at 508 228 1894, ext. 120, or jking@nha.org.

support the nha in 2013 with a 
tax-free gift from an ira rollover


