III 
CUTTY SARK 

O, the navies old and oaken, 
O, the Temeraire no more!  ---MELVILLE


540      I met a man in South Street, tall--- 
541      a nervous shark tooth swung on his chain. 
542      His eyes pressed through green glass 
543      ---green glasses, or bar lights made them 
544      so--- 
545             shine--- 
546                        GREEN--- 
547                                     eyes--- 
548      stepped out---forgot to look at you 
549      or left you several blocks away--- 



550      in the nickel-in-the-slot piano jogged 
551      "Stamboul Nights"---weaving somebody's nickel---sang--- 



552             O Stamboul Rose---dreams weave the rose! 



553                      Murmurs of Leviathan he spoke, 
554                      and rum was Plato in our heads ... 



555      "It's S.S. Ala---Antwerp---now remember kid 
556      to put me out at three she sails on time. 
557      I'm not much good at time any more keep 
558      weakeyed watches sometimes snooze---" his bony hands 
559      got to beating time ... "A whaler once--- 
560      I ought to keep time and get over it---I'm a 
561      Democrat---I know what time it is---No 
562      I don't want to know what time it is---that 
563      damned white Arctic killed my time ..." 



564            O Stamboul Rose---drums weave--- 



565      "I ran a donkey engine down there on the Canal 
566      in Panama---got tired of that--- 
567      then Yucatan selling kitchenware---beads--- 
568      have you seen Popocatepetl---birdless mouth 
569      with ashes sifting down---? 
570                                               and then the coast again ..." 



571             Rose of Stamboul O coral Queen--- 
572             teased remnants of the skeletons of cities--- 
573             and galleries, galleries of watergutted lava 
574             snarling stone---green---drums---drown--- 



575      Sing! 
576      "---that spiracle!" he shot a finger out the door ... 
577      "O life's a geyser---beautiful---my lungs--- 
578      No---I can't live on land---!" 



579      I saw the frontiers gleaming of his mind; 
580      or are there frontiers---running sands sometimes 
581      running sands---somewhere---sands running ... 
582      Or they may start some white machine that sings. 
583      Then you may laugh and dance the axletree--- 
584      steel---silver---kick the traces---and know--- 

585             ATLANTIS ROSE drums wreathe the rose, 
586             the star floats burning in a gulf of tears 
587             and sleep another thousand--- 



588                                                      interminably 
589      long since somebody's nickel---stopped--- 
590      playing--- 



591      A wind worried those wicker-neat lapels, the 
592      swinging summer entrances to cooler hells ... 
593      Outside a wharf truck nearly ran him down 
594      ---he lunged up Bowery way while the dawn 
595      was putting the Statue of Liberty out---that 
596      torch of hers you know--- 



597      I started walking home across the Bridge ... 

                    




598      Blithe Yankee vanities, turreted sprites, winged 
599                                                 British repartees, skil- 
600      ful savage sea-girls 
601      that bloomed in the spring---Heave, weave 
602      those bright designs the trade winds drive ... 



603             Sweet opium and tea, Yo-ho! 
604             Pennies for porpoises that bank the keel! 
605             Fins whip the breeze around Japan! 



606      Bright skysails ticketing the Line, wink round the Horn 
607      to Frisco, Melbourne ... 
608                                          Pennants, parabolas--- 
609      clipper dreams indelible and ranging, 
610      baronial white on lucky blue! 




611             Perennial-Cutty-trophied-Sark! 



612      Thermopylæ, Black Prince, Flying Cloud through Sunda 
613      ---scarfed of foam, their bellies veered green esplanades, 
614      locked in wind-humors, ran their eastings down; 



615             at Java Head freshened the nip 
616             (sweet opium and tea!) 
617             and turned and left us on the lee ... 



618      Buntlines tusseling (91 days, 20 hours and anchored!) 
619                                                         Rainbow, Leander 
620      (last trip a tragedy)---where can you be 
621      Nimbus? and you rivals two--- 



622                     a long tack keeping--- 
623                                                                 Taeping? 
624                                                                 Ariel?
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cutty_Sark :
The ship is named after the fleet-footed witch featured in the poem Tam o' Shanter written by Robert Burns. She was designed by Hercules Linton and built in 1869 at Dumbarton in Scotland, by the firm of Scott & Linton, for Captain John Willis, and launched November 23 of that year.

The Cutty Sark was destined for the China tea trade, at that time an intensely competitive race across the globe from China to London, with immense profits to the ship to arrive with the first tea of the year. However she did not distinguish herself in this trade; in the most famous race, against Thermopylae in 1872, they left Shanghai together on June 18, but after two weeks Cutty Sark lost her rudder after passing through the Sunda Strait, and arrived in London on October 18, a week after Thermopylae, for a total passage of 122 days. Her legendary reputation is supported by the fact that her captain chose to continue this race with an improvised rudder instead of putting into port for a replacement and still managed to be beaten by only one week.

In the end, clippers lost out to the steamships, which could pass through the recently-opened Suez Canal and deliver reliably, if not quite so quickly, which as it turned out was better for business. The Cutty Sark was then used in the Australian wool trade, and did very well, posting Australia-to-England times of as little as 67 days. Her best run, of 360 nautical miles in 24 hours, was said to have been the fastest of any ship of her size.

In 1895 Willis sold her to the Portuguese firm of Ferreira, where she was renamed after the firm, then in 1916 she was dismasted off the Cape of Good Hope, sold, re-rigged in Cape Town as a barquentine, and renamed the Maria do Amparo. In 1922 she was bought by Captain Wilfred Dowman, who restored her to her original appearance and used her as a stationary training ship. In 1954 she was dry-docked at Greenwich.
Cutty Sark is also preserved in literature in Hart Crane's long poem "The Bridge" which was published in 1930.
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CUTTY SARK Scots Whisky was created on 20th March 1923 when the partners of wine & spirit merchants Berry Bros. discussed the launch of a new whisky.
Tam O’Shanter by Robert Burns :
http://www.robertburns.org/works/308.shtml

the end of the poem:

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed: 
Whene'er to Drink you are inclin'd, 
Or Cutty-sarks rin in your mind, 
Think ye may buy the joys o'er dear; 
Remember Tam o' Shanter's mare.
