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We all know the 
often-told story 
about the War of 
Jenkins’s Ear.

But in case you’ve 
forgotten, allow 
PS to refresh 
your memory.

The year was 1731.  
The place was the 
Carribean Sea.

Robert Jenkins was 
captain of the english 
brig, Rebecca.

Juan Francisco com-
manded the Spanish 
coast guard sloop, 
San Antonio.

They 
clashed in 
the waters 
near Havana 
over 
issues of 
smuggling.

Tempers 
flared.

Angry words were 
exchanged. Juan Fran-
cisco drew his sword.  

‘‘Swish’’  was the sound 
the sword made as it 
sliced through the air.

‘‘Splat’’ was the sound 
Robert Jenkins’s ear 
made as it hit the deck.
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Seven years later, 
Jenkins, with his 
severed ear in hand, 
pleaded his case 
before the British 
House of Commons.

Having suffered through 
a long period of peace and 
bored with it, the british 
declared war on Spain. By 
the time it ended in 1748, 
the war had grown into a 
global conflict.

That’s the story 
we read in history 
books and heard 
around campfires. 
But is it the truth?

A recently found 
document in a 
hermetically sealed 
rum bottle buried 
in the sand near 
a seaside resort 
tells a different 
story.

it’s a story that 
started with a card 
game.  So lend us your 
ear and we’ll tell 
you the real reason 
Jenkins lost his.

THE TRUE STORY BEHIND

of                  
JENKINS’S 

The

EARWAR

go 
fish!

On a bright 
day before 
the war, the 
brig rebecca 
and the sloop 
san antoniO 
were docked 
peacefully 
side by side…

In the cabin 
aboard the 
rebecca are 
captain jenkins 
and captain 
francisco…

got any 
threes?

you don’t 
under-

stand the 
card game, 

d’you?

are you 
calling me 

a lowdown 
scallywag?

you don’t 
understand 
english,
do you?

there’s only
one thing I
understand
and that’s 

preventive
maintenance!

look at your 
ship, francisco. it’s 

falling apart!

my ship is 
in great 

shape 
because 

of great
pm!
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Captain francisco 
returns to his 
sloop with head
down…

you insult 
my ship, you 
insult me!
we duel at 

dawn!

I’ve got a 
better idea: 
let us race 

at dawn.

agreed!
shall 

we race 
for pink 
slips?

white, pink, 
black — whatever 
the color lingerie 
you choose is fine 

with me!

are you sure 
you’re the captain 

of this ship?

again 
you insult 

me.

let us 
bet our 

lives and 
sacred 
honor 
on the 

outcome 
of this 
race.

I’m OK with the 
sacred honor 

thing, but, I’m less 
enthusiastic about 

the “our lives” thing.

I have a 
better 

idea. let’s 
bet an ear.

why is an ear 
better than an 
arm or a leg?

aha! not so 
smart now, 

are you? it’s 
better because 
you have two 

ears.

I can’t 
argue with 
that logic. 

an ear
it is!

my pm-
strengthened 
brig against 

your pm- 
deficient 
sloop.

why 
don’t we 
bet an 

arm and 
a leg?

why so 
gloomy, 

mi 
capitan?

I am afraid I 
have made a 

foolish bet!

I have bet my 
ear that my 
san antonio 
can outrun the 

rebecca.

but, I see 
now, because 
I have not 

kept up with 
pm, that my 

ship will lose 
the race.

sir, 
it’s 

never 
too 
late 
to do 
pm.

what 
if the 
ship 
has 

sunk?

well, 
then 
it is 
too 
late.

you aren’t 
related to 

captain jenkins, 
are you?

no, sir. 
but, I 

do know 
a thing 
or two 
about 
pm.

but, 
until 
that 
time
…it’s 
never 
too 
late.

May I 
show 

you how 
you can 
win the 
race?

if you can 
do that, 
you can 

marry my 
daughter!

How about I show 
you and not marry 

your daughter?

darn!
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Back on the 
rebecca, captain 
jenkins is still 
occupied…

sorry, 
Matilda. 
I tried.

are you sure? 
she’s a good 

waltzer.
the only 

dancing I do 
is when pm is 
done right, 

sir.

look at all 
the barnacles 
on the ship’s 

hull, sir.

it says in the tm that 
in order to obtain 

maximum speed 
you must keep The 
Barnacles scraped 

off the hull.

you! seaman 
guillermo! 

over the 
side and 

scrape those 
barnacles!

aye,
aye,
sir!

it says in the 
tm that the 

rudder must be 
inspected daily 
and repaired as 

needed.

the tm says the sails 
should be checked for 
holes and the holes 
should be sewn or 

patched as necessary.

seaman! 
what’s 
your 
name?

taylor, 
sir.

perfect!
repair those 

sails!

aye,
aye,
sir!

you! seaman 
cooper! inspect 
the rudder and 

repair it as 
needeD!

sir, 
perhaps we 
should go 
from bow 
to stern 

and do pm 
every inch 
of the way.

I like 
the cut 
of your 

jib, 
sailor.

bow, 
sir!

stem to 
stern it 

is!

no, sir… 
I meant—

never 
mind! 
let’s 
do 
pm!!

I wonder 
what they’re 

up to on 
captain 

francisco’s 
ship?

it looks like 
they’re doing 

pm, sah.

maybe we 
should be 
doing pm, 

toO.

non-
sense!
we did 

PM last 
month. 

why do it 
again?

PM, sah, 
is never 
complete. 
it’s a job 
that must 
be done 
every 
day.

maybe 
you’re 
right.

but, I’m still 
in the middle 
of this fool 
card game!
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The day of 
the big race 
arrives…

to the victor 
goes the 
spoils!

…and the san 
antonio wins 
by a mile.

The two captains 
meet to settle 
their bet…

{whew!} I 
was worried. 
I thought we 
bet an ear!

the 
spoils 
are an 
ear!

I 
think 
you 
mean 
the 

spoils 
is an 
ear.

what 
did you 
say?

the debt 
is paid!

listen up! 
not doing pm 
will always 
cost you. it 

may not cost 
you an ear… 

in fact…

do pm
every day 
and never 

lose an 
important 

race!

…it may 
cost you 
more!


