
28 Oct. 1844 A.D. 
 
To the esteemed Mister Joseph Coffin, 
 
I am dictating this letter to my stalwart assistant Charles, who shall deliver it to your lodgings 
with the good Widow Brody.  I understand that you are shipping out on the Quiddity this All Souls 
Day.  A portentous and ill-starred date to raise sail, as our Lord was crucified on a Friday, and 
the first of November should honor those who perished at sea.  But there it is, and that speaks to 
the point of it. 
 
it is my custom to deliver a sermon before our whaling ships set sail, and I shall mount my 
pulpit the evening of All Hallows Eve at promptly half past four. 
 
I do not expect your master Jeremiah to be present; he is a proud Nebuchadnezzar of a man, and 
Scripture tells us that “Pride goeth before destruction, and an haughty spirit before a fall.” 
That’s Proverbs 16:18 Charlie.  Nor will Mate Pynchon be present, a professed free thinker who 
mocks the very nourishment his sailors crave.  And whilst Mr Whipple is no stranger to my flock, 
he attends from fear of the wolf, not from love of the shepherd or tenderness for the lamb.  
 
You see my drift.  I have been informed you are a Godfearing man of the Quaker faith.  I have 
known many Quakers.  I find them to be fine, upstanding folk, and My humble Chapel professes no 
denomination.  we are all fellow shipmates; The world is our vessel, and god is our captain.  
Roman Catholic and Quaker, Congregationalist and Presbyterian. Christians and sinners all. 
 
Consider this a personal invitation.  Ask any good hearted sailor, and he will point the way to the 
Kingsport Mariners Bethel on Foster Street.  Even as the good Lord has seen fit to take my sight, 
I shall be gladdened by your presence. 
 
God watch over us all 
 


